Battle of Brooklyn
1. Aftermath
One of the Uniforms approached Lieutenant Finch, “The Bureau’s here,” he said. 
Finch nodded. Maybe now, we can find out what happened here, he thought. 
“Agent Daniel McCaffrey, FBI. What do you have so far?” the agent introduced himself. 
“We have a clusterfuck, sir,” Finch replied. “At least 200 points of origin, most of them centered on this building. No real idea what was used just yet.” 
“Our forensics guys can figure out what explosives were used.” McCaffrey answered. “Do we have motive?” 
Finch grinned, “As a matter of fact, we do. The President of the mortgage department got an email about five minutes before the bombs went off. It said ‘you will not get away with this.’ The attached files were several interoffice memos from this bank.” He handed several sheets of paper to McCaffrey. “ I managed to get a look at them. They had some language that I didn’t quite get, but it looks like they bought the mortgages on properties in several low income neighborhoods.”  Finch continued as McCaffrey looked over the memos,  “It looked like they were planning on foreclosing them and selling the whole block to some big budget developer to build high end office parks, or condos or something.” 
“So the people of these areas respond with attacks on the financial district.” McCaffrey mused, “That sounds like motive. Now we just need to find our perpetrators.” 
“Perpetrators, sir? Plural?” Finch asked. 
“A job like this would be a logistical nightmare for one person. For that matter it would be a logistical nightmare for twenty people. There would have to be at least a hundred, no telling how long it took them to build all these bombs.” 
“Think we’ll catch them? 
“Maybe. Probably not all of them, but we’ll put a dent in the operation.” 
Finch couldn’t stop wondering. He knew people in those neighborhoods from back when he was a uniform patrolling them. Is it really worth it to catch them? They’re just looking for a way to stop this bank from stealing their homes. Maybe catch a few of them, and make examples of those, then let the rest go to continue fighting this legalized theft. That’s what it was, legal theft of people’s homes. 
Or maybe public attention will cause the situation to dry up and blow away. 
2. New Recruit?
McCaffrey finally got home at 10:30. As he was dropping his keys on the counter, He heard the lamp click behind him. He spun around, aiming his weapon. 
“You know, you really need to relax. Being that high strung is bad for the heart,” The man in the chair told him. “You were called to investigate the financial district bombing, right? Well, you should know that a similar bombing happened about 10 minutes later in downtown Los Angeles.” 
McCaffrey put his gun away, “and how do you know that?” 
“The explosives were originally intended for Al Qaeda. I diverted them.” The man replied. “It took more social engineering than I’m used to, but I got them where they needed to be.”
“So you’re admitting you provided the bombs that took out several city blocks in Lower Manhattan?” 
“And the ones that took out about the same territory in LA. You still don’t recognize me?” 
The realization dawned on McCaffrey, finally, “Spectre. I thought you were in Berlin stealing some piece of artwork for some gun runner with delusions of being cultured.” 
“That was my last paid job. The explosives, as well as some other merchandise were pro bono.”
“Other merchandise?” McCaffrey sat down on the couch.
“Some P90s that were on their way to Hamas are now here in New York. Hamas doesn’t know that yet. Two truckloads of AKs are sitting in Compton. Hezbollah will find out that they’re missing sometime tomorrow, when delivery is scheduled. Finally, another load of AKs is in Charlotte, North Carolina.” Spectre rattled off the facts as if he were reading a shopping list. 
“Why?” 
“Eminent Domain.” Spectre answered. “Entire neighborhoods are being seized because low income housing is not the ‘highest and best use’ for them. The hackers who got a hold of the memos are seriously behind the curve. The properties have already been sold. The residents are officially ‘tenants at sufferance,’ or squatters, if you prefer. The bulldozers will be rolling by the end of the month.” 
“So why go through all this? Why not go through legal channels? Get the sales blocked?” McCaffrey asked. 
“Because no one was listening. One reply to a resident in Charlotte read, I quote, ‘There are several housing options available to you. If you don’t find any of them appealing, you can always join this city’s sizable homeless population.’ As a professional thief, I know stealing when I see it. The sad thing is, this is perfectly legal. The only option available to them is armed insurrection” 
“…the right of the people to peaceably assemble, and to petition the government for a redress of grievances.” McCaffrey mused. The people in charge were ignoring this basic first amendment right. 
“Those who make peaceful revolution impossible will make violent revolution inevitable,” Spectre replied. “There will be a clash: the banks and the government against the people. You need to ask yourself one question. Whose side are you on?” 
With that, Spectre got up and left. 
Daniel leaned back on the couch, “Spouting off a Kennedy quote that you probably saw on a Rise Against video isn’t going to help your cause,” he said to the now empty room. 
Daniel McCaffrey was a patriot. He loved his country. This brought a question to his mind: Which side of this little powder keg was his country, the government, or the bombers? 
He hoped he had an answer to that before it was too late. 

3. Preparation
The meeting in Brooklyn was not going well. There were still a few people who thought there was a peaceful way for these residents to keep their homes. 
“Can’t we at least try to resolve this without resorting to these weapons?” one of the attendees, a small brunette girl with streaks of pink in her hair, asked. 
From back in the shadows, she heard Spectre’s voice, “I thought we determined that all peaceful options were exhausted about a week before the explosives arrived.” His white overcoat billowed behind him as he came striding to the meeting table. He sat down near the head and continued, “If there were any peaceful options available to us, the situation would be resolved by now. If we want to keep our homes; if we want to stand up to these people who are attempting to steal them from us, then blood will have to spill. Otherwise, no one will listen.” 
“So why don’t we just move somewhere else?” another woman asked.
Another girl replied, “Where else are we going to go? It’s not like any of us have the income to qualify for mortgages.”
“And what’s to stop these banks from foreclosing them if they decide they want more million dollar condos? No! We have to stop them here, or they will never stop taking from us.” The man at the head of the table concluded. 
Spectre said, “He has a point. If we don’t stop them now, we never will. We tried the olive branch. It didn’t work. So now, since we already tried untying this knot with our tongue, we prepare to untie it with our teeth.” 
A man near the foot of the table said, “Props for the Bierce reference.” 
The long haired man at the head of the table said, “So how do we proceed?” 
Spectre replied, “The county will be here in a few days to evict you. We need to get ready for them. Barricade the neighborhood. Place live bodies behind the barricades, then they will have three options: they can turn around and wait for us to disperse; they can roll over us, which would be homicide as well as a PR nightmare…”
“And what’s the third option?” someone interrupted. 
“The Boston Massacre,” Spectre answered. “We could see the National Guard roll in and try to disperse us by force.” 
The longhair said, “If that happens we do what The Sons of Liberty did, we shoot back.” 
Spectre nodded, “Exactly, Logan. Don’t let them see the weapons until we know we’ll need them.  Keep them handy but keep them out of sight of the bulldozers and the Guardsmen,” he stood up, “I have one last Hail Mary that I can try before we lock and load, but I don’t think it will work.” He started pacing around the table. “Let’s just say there’s a reason they joined up, and it isn’t to help out the wealthy elite.” 
After the meeting adjourned, Spectre called McCaffrey. “The county sheriffs will be here in 48 hours. Are you in or out?”
“I’ll be there,” came the reply. With that, he hung up. 
As Spectre went back to his car, he realized that he didn’t actually get an answer to his question. 
4. Shot Heard Round the World
Daniel McCaffrey assembled his new rifle, made by the same people who designed the weapons being concealed by the people down on the street. Just as he got into position, his phone rang. 
He pressed the button on his headset, “McCaffrey.” 
“Just be sure to hit what you’re aiming for,” Spectre’s voice said over his headset. 
“I don’t see how I’m going to be able to keep my job if I start clipping local cops and Guardsmen.” 
“You think I need a double agent? I would have suggested a far more clandestine way of showing your allegiance if that was true. I need someone with your training to make sure these people don’t shoot themselves in the foot. Half of them still think it’s cool to hold their guns sideways.” 
“Bandit shooting isn’t going to help here,” Daniel said. “It makes the sights useless.”
“I’ve told them that. Hopefully they’re listening.” 
Daniel disconnected the call as the police started arriving. A call came over the radio “Captain, the whole street is blocked off with some old cars.”
“So? Let the SWAT van roll through them.”
“Well, I would, but there are people standing behind the cars. I don’t want to roll over them, do I?” 
Daniel lined up his crosshairs on Spectre. He was holding a bullhorn. “What on Earth?” 
[bookmark: _GoBack]Spectre’s voice echoed across the neighborhood. “Are you really willing to place yourselves in harm’s way for the sake of some corporate suits?”He paced behind the barricades, making eye contact with several of the deputies, “ I understand people’s willingness to place their lives on the line for ideals that they believe America stands for; things like freedom, equality, justice, but you men are risking your lives for nothing more than corporate greed.” He pulled a pistol from his pocket. Daniel recognized it as being a very reliable weapon. “We, on the other hand, are defending our homes. We are defending our rights of property ownership. We are defending our right to live here in homes that we pledged to pay for. Some of us have already paid for these homes. And the suits on Wall Street are still taking them from us. Why? Because some big budget developer feels entitled to land that isn’t his. It’s ours, and you will not take it.” He pulled the slide on his pistol. This is not going to end well, Daniel thought. 
Another voice came over a different bullhorn, “You people were given every opportunity to have your complaints addressed. You also had every opportunity to leave the area.” 
Spectre replied, “NO! You stop HERE. You go no further. We will hold this land. It’s ours.” 
The suit shouted back, “If that’s your response, there are Apache helicopters coming to this location and others around the country. We will take what’s ours, whether you like it or not.” 
Daniel lined up a shot on the suit “Apaches? We can’t deal with Apaches. This is going to be a slaughter.” 
A girl with black and purple hair whispered in his ear, “A gift, from Spectre.” She placed a case next to him. 
Daniel opened it, “Really? A Javelin?” 
“That’s Spectre.” She said, a hint of pride in her voice, “He thought of everything.” 
This is not going to end well, for anyone. Daniel thought. 
Two trucks rolled up. Daniel watched as at least two dozen National Guardsmen poured out of them and took up positions around the bulldozers. “Looks like Spectre isn’t the only one who thought of everything. These guys were awfully Johnny-on-the-spot to have just been called.” 
This is not America. When did America turn into a kleptocracy? When did it become a democratic ideal to seize land from people who had a perfectly legitimate claim to it? 
He made up his mind as he saw the captain of the Guard unit. “This is not going to end well for me, either.” He lined up his shot and fired.
The guard units opened up on the people, who immediately went for their P90s and returned fire. Two of the guardsmen went for the captain to pull him off the field. Daniel reached for the Javelin as he heard the familiar sound of helicopters approaching. “I’m officially out of a job now,” he said and launched the rocket. 
The missile went up and hit one helicopter, which began spinning and quickly crashed into the other aircraft, bringing both of them down. “Well that’s lucky, I guess.” Daniel said. 
The drivers of the bulldozers had gotten out and fled long ago. The guardsmen were now pulling back and getting into their trucks, which were starting up and preparing to leave. Daniel saw seven of the soldiers being dragged away by their comrades. The rest were walking, some with a limp, but they were walking. A cheer rose up from the residents as the trucks drove off towards the freeway. 
“Don’t cheer just yet, guys. This is far from over.” Daniel said to himself. 
The cheers died down as Spectre’s voice came over the bullhorn and said the very same thing. 
Daniel started packing up his rifle. “Now comes the hard part.” 
5. Digging In

“This is far from over.” Daniel said. “We’re going to have to prepare for a long engagement, and not all of these people will survive.” 
“I know.” Spectre replied. “We’re already coordinating with people across the country. We need leadership, and goals, and an agenda. If we’re going to continue fighting, we need a reason to do so.” 
“We also need funding.” Daniel told him. 
Spectre told him, “That’s already taken care of. The consortium that bought these neighborhoods will be funding this insurrection.” 
“How do you know that?” 
“I was part of it. I actually own this little community right here.” Spectre said. 
“You engineered this?” Daniel demanded, “These people could have been killed.” 
“You think I don’t know that? I made sure it was a risk they were willing to take before I committed to anything.” Spectre replied. 
“So all of this is your idea? Your planning?” 
“There were a couple of other people, too. Chris Howard was in on it. There was…”
Daniel cut him off “Chris Howard? The guy who developed Jericho?” 
“That’s the one. The bank that we bombed bought that firewall.  Howard included a backdoor in the corporate edition so he could get in without being detected. That’s how we managed to get the memos detailing the plans for this community and others like it.”
“Who else?” Daniel asked. 
“Clint Stockman, an actual developer. He handled all the permits and legal issues regarding the purchase of the land and the construction. There were a few other guys who secured the money to pay for all of this, as well.” 
Logan came up behind him, “A few people left. They couldn’t deal with this. The ones that are left are committed, to the very end, one way or the other. There are about a hundred right now, but I expect that number to grow once the people realize what the banks were doing. They really feel the need to celebrate their victory today. The grim talk of civil war can wait until tomorrow, can’t it?” 
Spectre nodded, “You’re right. Let’s have a party.” 
“It’s already started,” Logan said. 
Spectre, Logan, and Daniel went into the house where the celebration was starting “Rage Against the Machine,” Daniel said. “How appropriate.” He could already hear “Renegades of Funk” playing through the walls of the house. 
“No matter how hard you try, you can’t stop us now.” The song was saying. 
Truer words were never spoken, Daniel thought as he entered the house. 
