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I

	Project B755 "Good Vibrations" 
	That's what the top page said. Its bold black letters, only read by himself and possibly three other people on earth. But when he thought about it like that, he was one of only the select few who had seen the bigger picture. 
	It was the 25th of April, three hours in, and Corporal Mathew "Screw" Davis stared at the pages opened before him, signed and dated by the United States president. It was official now, though he wasn't privy to any details that would occur after the fallout. 'We will manage it' was all he got out of the officers who had brought him the beige sealed folder containing the instruction to proceed. 
	He looked about his office, no windows, only false light. The walls, though painted an ugly green, looked grey, and the air was still. How long had he been in the room? Fourteen hours? Seventeen? He had stopped keeping track once a location had been picked. That had been two days ago, at least he thought so. 
	He took a drink out of the glass before him. He had switched to the bottle of scotch in his lower desk drawer some hours ago. Surprised it wasn’t affecting his alertness, at least for now. He did well to pace himself, and now that he had his orders, it was time to get it over with. 
	He looked to the door, the lock in place, then back to his desk. He stood before his desk, looking at the telephone, his hand trembling as he reached for the receiver, but in a moment, his hand held steady. He had years of practice doing it. Picking up the receiver, he dialled one number and then another, finally reaching through to contact the correct plane. Clearing his throat, Davis soon heard the click on the other end.
	
	Radio transmission begins.
	Corporal Davis: Come in, Black Shoes. This is Corporal 	Mathew Davis. 
	Black Shoes: We copy Corporal Davis. What is our status? 
	Corporal Davis: You are to proceed with operation "Good 	Vibrations" as instructed. Maintain your current trajectory. 	You will have a visual of the target by 0'300. 
	Black Shoes: We copy Corporal.
	Corporal Davis: Remember, men, this test will tell us everything we need to know.
	Black Shoes: We copy that, Corporal. Black Shoes is proceeding with operation Good Vibrations. 	
	Corporal Davis: God speed, men, and God bless.
	Radio transmission ends. 
	
	Davis hung up the phone and sighed, now downing all that was in his glass in two swallows. Turning himself around, he fell into his chair, planning to stay there until he got word back that "Project B755" was complete. 

	"Whatever you say, Screw." The voice came from one of the masked men at the helm of the plane. Then silence returned as they headed for the unlucky town randomly chosen for this test. Though they would never say it, the six other men aboard the plane felt the same way as those who had dropped the bombs on Hiroshima and Nagasaki. Hailed as heroes by their country. With a lifetime to carry a heavy conscience. 

II

	Meredith got out of bed, her bladder waking her a little after 3 am. She had yet to get back to her routine since having Alex, her six-month-old son, thankfully, sound asleep in his crib. Her eyes continuously peered in on him, often coming in for a closer look, taking him in. But tonight was just business, and she was exhausted from the previous day's work.
	The water ran over her hands. She glanced in the darkened mirror. Her face was worn and shadowed in the faded light entering from the window. She thought she looked like a witch, allowing herself the chance to make a grim face. Moving back down the hall again, she glanced into the star-lit room at her child, sleeping soundly. 
	He was beautiful, cheerful, and always hungry, having reached a near thirteen pounds already. Coming away and into her bedroom, a rounded figure lay beneath the sheets opposite her side, snoring. Back within the sheets, still holding some of the warmth she'd left behind, she looked to the clock again to see 3:07 written in red. She rested against her pillow with a sigh, feeling Freddie shift beside her, his snoring pausing only briefly. 
	She looked at him, his face handsome, his body coming closer to a dad's body now. Even still, he made her clench her thighs and bite her lip. He was good to her and fabulous with their son. She was lucky to have him, the two of them. 
	Her ears popped as the air pressure in the room changed. Meredith was the only one awake to notice. Turning to her side and looking out the window, she could make out the few stars were visible through the light of the town, not a very large town, only about 1200, but it gave you the chance to observe the night sky. But tonight, the stars looked more out of reach than usual. 
	She turned her head, rocking some on her pillow, feeling the tension in her brain, noticing how, after her ears had popped, a ringing had begun which hadn't stopped. She breathed in deeply, urging her body to relax, unsure where this sudden bolt of pain in her head was coming from or what may have caused it. She suffered from migraines, but they had never come on like this.
	She made herself think about supper, lunch, and breakfast, thinking of all the other items she may have eaten that day. But she couldn't think. The pain was disorienting. Suddenly, she became aware that Freddie was now thrashing in bed beside her. She closed her eyes tightly, trying to fight back the growing ringing in her ears, fighting back nausea, the pain, the fear. 
	Freddie was awake and sitting up beside her, his hands on his ears. They looked at each other, their terror growing fiercely, when they suddenly heard Alex's screams in the other room. As they came from their beds, their legs gave out beneath them, both of them falling to the floor. Now their bodies were weak, and it took them all their strength to crawl from their room to his bedside. Freddie's screams surpassed the now loud ringing in their ears, with Freddie able to pull Alex from his crib as the three of them lay on the floor, clenched together. 
	The sound was immense, paralyzing them in agonizing pain and torture. Pictures fell from the walls, glasses in the cabinets started to shatter, and the large pitcher of lemonade in the fridge exploded. The furniture, the walls, the house, everything was shaking, trembling, rattling to the point of collapse. But this wasn't an earthquake. 
	The very air in their lungs was vibrating, unable to move in or out. The pain was immeasurable. Their screams were not to be heard over the pure and deafening sound, so thick it struck them like water. Blood began to fall from their ears, and the three of them held to each other so tightly that there were now only two of them. 
	Red poured from their ears, their eyes, and their mouths, soon out of the pores in their flesh. Then there was no more screaming, only the titanic pressure, only the trumpets of death from heaven. Their bodies were broken apart, torn, oozing and wasting away. As every window smashed, every wall crumbled, every item they had ever owned dissolved. Their house and every house beside theirs had disintegrated to nothing. What remained was a perfectly round hole, two feet deep, where the town of Smith used to live and thrive.

III

	The phone on Davis's desk rang once, twice, three times before he leaned forward to grasp the receiver. His hand again trembled as he brought it to his ear, unable to stop it this time. A light click was heard on the other end.

	Radio transmission begins:
	Black Shoes: Come in, Corporal Davis. 
	Corporal Davis: Copy Black Shoes. What is your status? 
	Black Shoes: Operation Good Vibrations was a success, Sir. 
	Corporal Davis: (after a moment pause) Good work, gentlemen. And the Data?
	Black Shoes: All are being transferred now, Sir. 
	Corporal Davis: (excited breath) How does it look, boys? 
	Black Shoes: (a second voice) Everything looks promising on our end. We did a second fly-by and can confirm the target has been	eliminated. The results are as we expected, Sir.
	(long pause)
	Corporal Davis. Excellent job, boys. We will send in the clean-up team—expected to arrive in five hundred hours. You have done an excellent thing for this country and the world, 	boys. Come on home. Some people want to shake your hand.
	Black Shoes: Thank you, Sir. (Second voice) Thank you, Sir.
	Radio Transmission Ends. 

IV

	Davis set the receiver back on the box and let his shaking hand have a break. He brushed his face, feeling the light sweat upon it. Slowly standing, Davis went back to his office door, carefully unlocking it. His breath was shaking. Opening the door, he saw the hallway filled with prying eyes. The room filled with cheers, as he gave them a thumbs-up, hearing the champagne corks and bitter clear calls "for the greater good" carrying through the air before moving back inside his office and closing his door.
	 Davis took in a long breath, feeling his chest tighten, trying not to think of the people's sacrifice, the lives lost. The families held together in complete terror as life around them came apart at the very molecules. They had been evaluating the weapon for weeks, but nothing could give them the raw data they needed. To know if it would work on such a large scale, to vaporize so much matter, living or not. And see if they stood a chance. 
	He brushed the tears from his eyes and put on his jacket, adjusting the collar. He moved back out into the party about him, taking the first drink offered and chasing it with two more. They were in this to the end now, and maybe after another drink, he would rejoice, celebrate, and forget what may be their last days alive on earth. 
	The clock on the wall behind them counted down, announcing the arrival of the invasion. Sixteen days, fourteen hours, and twenty-three minutes, and so on, and so on. The talks with the Greys had initially gone well, but once they demanded what couldn't be given, humans, war was imminent. They would come and invade. They would take, destroy, and kill. And at the end of it all, maybe all the government would have done wrong was to wipe a single town off the earth without reason. 
	They would fight, and hopefully, with this new weapon, they would stand a chance. Hopefully, the human race would make it. 

V

	Roger woke, coming to from a perpetual dream, startled from his chair, and pushing his legs. He had done it again, fallen asleep in his lazy chair, in his man cave, the garage. His wife was alone in bed for the night.
	By now, she would have breakfast ready, as the light shone brightly into the window, so bright he thought it could have been midday. That wasn't something she often did, Lucy, letting Roger sleep in like that. Still, he was grateful for it, standing and stretching his arms out wide, grasping his phone from the table beside him. He moved to the door. His eyes were on his phone, checking the daily updates and emails.	
	Noticing the delay, he shifted his eyes to the bars in the top right corner, seeing none. It didn't make sense. The town had a hub all its own and never had anything but full bars in the last seven years.
	He wasn't able to think much past this thought as he stepped through the door of the garage and into the morning light. The hole was before him, nearly three miles across, with everything inside it, the homes, the yards, the trees, the people, gone. 
	He didn't have time to stop and think about it as his right foot moved forward and onto a floor that was no longer there. He could have been lucky, and maybe he was, having no time to realize his entire family was gone, his wife Lucy, two daughters, Becky and Sarah, his son, AJ, and their dog Charlie. His neighbours, friends, and the whole town had vanished from the earth. But the copper water pipe, which was ended just below the soil, pierced his chest as he fell atop it. 	
	He landed on his face, never having a second chance to look around in shock. Roger would remain there until the men in black suits came. Two dozen of them would spend the next twenty-four hours removing all evidence of the existence of the town of Smith, Arizona. And it's 1235 residents.


