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EDITORȭS NOTE 
 

Dear Reader,  

It is with great pride that I present you with the first issue of Locution, the culmination of 

ÈÁÌÆ Á ÙÅÁÒȭÓ ×ÏÒË ÏÆ ÐÌÁÎÎÉÎÇȟ ÁÒÇÕÉÎÇȟ ÅÄÉÔÉÎÇȟ ÁÎÄ ÅÎÄÌÅÓÓ ÏÆÆ-topic discussions.  

Formed initially on the internet, we are a very diverse group, coming from all over the 

worldɂ some are still studying, others slaving away at work, even a few teaching at schools.  

All writers.  

Nonetheless, we all have very different interests. Besides being writers, we are also artists, 

actors, musicians, athletes, gamers, and internet junkies. Our webmaster Aarin, for instance, 

maintained two webcomics even as he managed our website, and many of us had our own little 

projects to work on, little parts of our lives to think of, even as we argued hotly over our voting 

process, our cover page, or issues on copyright.  

Over the past few months, we have all had lots to struggle as other facets of our lives took 

over: exams, work, even family issues, and it took us longer than we had initially expected.  

But that is all right. To be a writer is to live, and literature does not exist in vacuum. The fact 

that we all came back is a testament to our passion.  

It is our wish to share this passion. We hope that reading our pieces here will inspire you, 

ÊÕÓÔ ÁÓ ÒÅÁÄÉÎÇ ÅÁÃÈ ÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ×ÏÒË ÈÁÓ ÉÎÓÐÉÒÅÄ ÕÓ ÔÏ ÄÉÓÃÕÓÓȟ ÔÏ ÔÈÉÎËȟ ÔÏ ÃÒÅÁÔeɂto write.  

7ÈÉÌÅ ÔÈÅ ,ÏÃÕÔÉÏÎ ÇÒÏÕÐ ÉÓ ÄÉÖÅÒÓÅȟ ÍÏÓÔ ÏÆ ÕÓ ÂÅÌÏÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÎÅ× Ȱ)ÎÔÅÒÎÅÔȱ ÇÅÎÅÒÁÔÉÏÎȢ 

Young, relatively inexperienced, and allegedly brainwashed by pop culture, this project is our 

protest. We hope to create a self-sustaining magazine so as to show the world that literature is still 

very much alive in our hearts.  

Our debut issue includes writing from our many members, selected by our editors after 

much discussion, and we hope to use this opportunity to reach out to all of you who feel the same as 

we do. Read, write, and submit!  

I look forward to reading all of your pieces.  

Yours,  

Locution Coordinator  

Shane Lee 
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MISSION STATEMENT 
 

Locution Magazine strives to become a platform from which new writers gain valuable 

experience and credit in the publishing world, by providing them with access to a respectable 

publishing opportunity.  

Good writing is no guarantee of being published, and being published is no guarantee of 

good writing; there is an unnecessary barrier between those who create and those whose writing 

becomes recognized. We feel that this inconsistency is detrimental to creative growth. As such, our 

goal is to bridge this gap by providing Locution Magazine as an outlet for aspiring writers to gain 

credit and become recognized for their passion. In the same spirit, we also offer a passionate, active 

community of writers, as well as a plethora of resources to assist in the creative process.  

Locution Magazine strives to recognize and foster the ingenuity, constancy, and beauty of 

poetry and prose that are essential to the creative spirit. 

 



4ÈÏÕÇÈÔ )ȭÄ #ÏÏË 5Ð Á 0ÏÅÍ Michelle Baker 
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THOUGHT )ȭD COOK UP A POEM 
MICHELLE BAKER 

 

I thought I'd cook up a poem today, but my bag of words  

broke before the kettle and skittered across the floor;  

bouncing off the moldings and sliding under the fridge.  

Well, crap. No quiet clack of pintos or lentils here.  

They hurt my feet with sharp lego consonants and a slip of marbled vowels.  

All I can do is gather them up,  

peppered with cat hair, dirt, and a mixed metaphor.  

I guess the bottom of my mind could use sweeping.  

No pottage for me tonight ɂ just a carton of intellectual take-out,  

and a secret love of dust bunnies. 



Scrubber  Aarin Edwards 
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SCRUBBER 
AARIN EDWARDS 

 

Ȱ(Ï× ÌÏÎÇ ÔÉÌÌ )ȭÍ ÃÌÅÁÒȩȱ *ÏÒÄÁÎ ÓÈÉÅÌÄÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÅÙÅÓ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÔÈÅ ÂÒÉÌÌÉÁÎÃÅ ÏÆ ÓÈÕÔÔÌÅ ÌÁÕÎÃÈȠ 

while ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ Á ÓÏÒÔ ÏÆ ÎÉÇÈÔ ÏÎ 4ÉÔÁÎÉÁȟ ÌÉÆÔÏÆÆ ÐÌÕÓ 3ÏÌȭÓ ÓÈÉÎÅ ÅÑÕÁÌÅÄ ÆÌÁÓÈ ÂÕÒÎȢ Ȱ7ÁÓ ÔÈÁÔ 

ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ )ÁÐÅÔÕÓȩȱ 

Ȱ3ÕÒÅ ×ÁÓȟ ËÉÄȢ &ÉÖÅ ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓȢȱ -ÁÒÔÉÎ ÔÁÐÐÅÄ ÉÎÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÃÏÍÍ-unit, the screen displaying a 

half-ÄÏÚÅÎ ÍÏÒÅ ÌÁÕÎÃÈÅÓ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ȬÓÕÎÄÏ×ÎȢȭ Ȱ'ÏÔ ÁÎÏÔher one leaving tomorrow. Them Hedges 

ÈÁÖÅ ÔÒÉÐÌÅÄ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÓÈÉÐÍÅÎÔÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÓÔ ×ÅÅË ÁÌÏÎÅȢȱ 

(ÅÄÇÅÓȢ *ÏÒÄÁÎȭÓ ÎÏÓÅ ×ÒÉÎËÌÅÄȢ 

Ȱ3ÕÒÅ ÌÅÆÔ Á ÍÅÓÓ½ÁÇÁÉÎȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÓÑÕÉÎÔÅÄ ÁÃÒÏÓÓ ÔÈÅ ÓÐÁÃÅÐÏÒÔ ÐÌÁÔÆÏÒÍȡ Á ÆÉÅÌÄ ÏÆ ÓÌÉÃË-black 

soot, swirling Drift Particles, bullet-casings, and a nearby silhouette that certainly resembled a 

ÃÏÒÐÓÅȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÂÁÄ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÁÔ (ÅÄÇÅÓ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ×ÒÅÃËÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÃÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÏÓÅ )ÁÐÅÔÁÉÎ ÂÁÓÔÁÒÄÓ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 

ÅÖÅÎ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÍÍÏÎ ÈÕÍÁÎ ÄÅÃÅÎÃÙ ÔÏ ÃÌÁÉÍ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÄÅÁÄȢ 4ÙÐÉÃÁÌȟ ÉÆ ÂÙ ÒÅÐÕÔÁÔÉÏÎȢ Ȱ(Ï× ÍÁÎÙ 

bodiÅÓȩȱ 

Ȱ'ÕÎÆÉÇÈÔ ×ÁÓ ÓÈÏÒÔȢ 4ÈÅ ÔÏ×ÅÒ ÃÏÕÎÔÅÄ Ô×Ïȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ Á ÃÏÕÐÌÅ ÎÏÏËÓ ÎÅÁÒ ÔÈÅ ÌÏÁÄÉÎÇ 

ÄÏÃË ÔÈÁÔ ÓÅÃÕÒÉÔÙȭÓ ÓÃÁÎÎÉÎÇȢ $ÏÎȭÔ ×ÏÒÒÙȟ ÁÉÎȭÔ ÎÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍ ÍÏÖÉÎÇȢȱ 

Ȱ-Ù ÐÁÙ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÂÅ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÔÉÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ&ÁÒ ÁÓ ) ÃÁÎ ÔÅÌÌȢȱ -ÁÒÔÉÎ ÃÈÕÃËÅÄȢ Ȱ9ȭÁÉÎȭÔ ÇÏÔ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÏ ×ÏÒÒÙ ÁÂÏÕÔȟ ËÉÄȢ $0ȭÓ ÇÏÎÅ ÉÎ Ô×Ïȟ 

ÇÅÔ ÈÅÒ ÒÕÎÎÉÎÇȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢȱ *ÏÒÄÁÎ ÃÌÉÍÂÅÄ ÕÐ ÔÈÅ ÇÌÏÒÉÆÉÅÄ ÓÔÒÅÅÔ-sweeper and kicked a porn magazine under 

the seat. She gripped an empty beer bottle by the neck and chucked it out front. The bottle bounced 

end-over-ÅÎÄ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÒÏÌÌÉÎÇ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ×ÁÒÄÓ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÕÃËȟ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÉÎÔÁÃÔȢ *ÏÒÄÁÎ ÓÍÉÌÅÄȢ Ȱ)Ó ÔÈÁÔ Á ÂÁÄ ÏÍÅÎ 

ÏÒ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÏÎÅȩȱ 

Ȱ"ÏÔÈȩȱ /ÌÄ ÍÁÎ -ÁÒÔÉÎ ÓÈÒÕÇÇÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÐÁÔÔÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÓÌÁÍÍÉÎÇ ÉÔȢ (Å ÃÏÖÅÒÅÄ ÈÉÓ 

ÆÁÃÅ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÕÆÆÌÅÄ Á×ÁÙȠ ÈÉÓ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÂÏÏÍÅÄ ÉÎÓÉÄÅ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÂȟ Ȱ*Õst get it over with and call security if 

ÙÏÕ ÆÉÎÄ ÁÎÙ ÂÒÅÁÔÈÅÒÓȦ )ȭÍ ÓÅÒÉÏÕÓ½ȱ 

Ȱ1ÕÉÔ ÙÅÌÌÉÎÇȟ ) ÇÏÔ ÉÔȢȱ *ÏÒÄÁÎ ÃÕÔ ÄÏ×Î ×ÉÔÈ Ô×Ï ÆÉÎÇÅÒÓ ÁÎÄ ÐÒÅÓÓÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÉÇÎÉÔÉÏÎȢ 3ÈÅ ÒÅÃÉÔÅÄ 

ÔÈÅ 3ÃÒÕÂÂÅÒ 5ÎÉÏÎȭÓ ÍÏÔÔÏȟ Ȱ.ÅÖÅÒ ÃÏÍÅ ÔÏ ÌÉÇÈÔȢ .ÅÖÅÒ ÆÉÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÎÉÇÈÔȢ *ÏÒÄÁÎ $ÁÌÔÏÎȟ ÏÕÔȢȱ 

* * * 

Scrubbers mostly drove themselves. The seven-ton truck swallowed debris and separated 

soot from stone by omitting an ionizing blah-blah½*ÏÒÄÁÎ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÃÁÒÅ ÈÏ× ÉÔ ×ÏÒËÅÄȢ 3ÈÅ ÄÉÄ ËÎÏ× 
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she was supposed to sit in the cab, listen to music, read magazines, and wait for the scrubber to 

stop. 

Thirty minutes into her shift on launch platform T-Formosa-5A-G, she peered over the girly-

mag to see body number one. Looked like a teenager from the height, a girl by the hair and skirt 

(though one could ÎÅÖÅÒ ÂÅ ÓÕÒÅɊȢ )Ô ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÍÏÖÅ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÒÕÂÂÅÒ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÔÏÐȢ ! ÂÒÉÅÆ ÐÁÕÓÅ ÁÎÄ 

ÓÉÃËÅÎÉÎÇ ÃÒÕÎÃÈ ÌÁÔÅÒȟ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÒÕÂÂÅÒ ÒÕÍÂÌÅÄ ÏÎȢ *ÏÒÄÁÎ ÇÌÁÎÃÅÄ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÁÒ ÍÏÎÉÔÏÒ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÅ ËÉÄȭÓ 

ÄÅÁÔÈÂÅÄ ÓÐÏÔÌÅÓÓ ÉÎ ÐÁÓÓÉÎÇȡ ÔÈÅ 3ÏÌ 3ÙÓÔÅÍȭÓ ÓÈÉÔÔÉÅÓÔ ÂÕÒÉÁÌȢ 

She nodded, ÈÅÒ ÅÙÅÓ ÓËÉÐÐÉÎÇ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÔÉÒÅÄ ÓÐÒÅÁÄ ÔÏ ÒÅÁÄ ÔÈÅ ÎÕÄÅ ÒÅÄÈÅÁÄȭÓ ÑÕÏÔÅȟ 

Ȭ) ÇÅÔ ×ÏÒÒÉÅÄ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÈÏÍÅ Á ÌÏÔȢ %ÕÒÏÐÁȭÓ ÓÏ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÁÎÄ )ÏȭÓ ÓÏ ÍÅÁÎȢȭ )Æ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ ÐÁÓÓÅÄ ÆÏÒ 

political commentary these days by an economics grad, then it was just as well Jordan dropped 

college for something solid. In this end of the System, unions paid better and tenure was never a 

problem. 

Scrubbers would always be needed while intellectuals were a dime a dozen. These days, 

they dumbed down technology just keep the economÙ ÒÏÌÌÉÎÇȢ !ÆÔÅÒ ÁÌÌȟ ÉÆ ÎÏ ÏÎÅȭÓ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÐÁÉÄȟ ÔÈÅÙ 

ÁÉÎȭÔ ÓÐÅÎÄÉÎÇ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÅÉÔÈÅÒȢ !Ô ÌÅÁÓÔ ÕÎÉÏÎÓ ÓÅÒÖÅÄ Á ÐÕÒÐÏÓÅȢ !Ô ÌÅÁÓÔ ÔÈÅÙ ÌÅÔ ÈÅÒ ÐÒÅÔÅÎÄ ÔÏ 

drive a truck. 

Pass fourteen: the second body lay prone a hundred meters ahead. Within detection range, 

the scrubber rumbled on½another corpse. Jordan went back to the magazine only to catch a 

wriggle out the top of her eye. She focused a camera on the body: a young boy missing an arm. He 

crawled, elbow and knees towards clean ground. Twice, he fell to his shoulder. Twice, he glanced to 

the scrubber, lips set in a thin line. Jordan looked to the main monitor: the boy was outlined as an 

animal, not a living human. 

The scrubber rumbled on.  

Any closer and the Drift Particles her machine kicked up would suffocate the boy long 

before it gobbled his body. Jordan engaged manual override and brought the scrubber to a halt, 

ÍÁÙÂÅ Á ÍÉÎÕÔÅȭÓ ×ÁÌËÉÎÇ ÄÉÓÔÁÎÃÅ Á×ÁÙȢ (ÅÒ ÈÁÎÄ ÐÁÕÓÅÄ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÍÍ-controls, security dialed 

and ready by default. The Events Log blinked to the control forefront, demanding an explanation. 

Jordan hesitated. The Iapetus-bound shuttle had left someone behind for certain, and he 

×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÎÁÔÕÒÁÌȢ ! (ÅÄÇÅȩ 3ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÍÅÔ ÏÎÅȢ %ÖÅÎ ÎÏ× ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ ÎÏ ÂÌÏÏÄ ÔÒÁÉÌ ÆÒÏÍ ÈÉÓ ÓÔÕÍÐȟ 

and no arm behind him for that matter. Whatever he was, she should just call security and wait. 

Then she focused the ground monitor on his face. 

A slim jaw and red cheeks. Definitely a boy, but the prepubescent sort, button-nosed and 

wide-eyed. Jordan deactivated the safeties on her pistol. Scrubbers owned first dominion on the 
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clock, including salvage and capture rights. Martin might not trust her with it, but if this kid had a 

collection bounty, she would get credit. Calling security would default her claim. It was worth a 

look. 

After the DP flush-mode subsided, she popped the door open and hopped to the turf. The air 

still reeked of burnt tar and o-ÚÏÎÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÁÔ ÌÅÁÓÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÏØÉÃȢ *ÏÒÄÁÎ ÁÃÔÉÖÁÔÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÃÌÉÐÐÅÒȢ 4ÈÅ 

handheld railgun buzzed with cheerful enthusiasm. She marched to the child without a word. At ten 

meters, she squeezed the trigger. A thin round burrowed into the ground. The boy flinched, but kept 

crawling.  

3ÈÅ ÁÇÁÉÎ ÆÉÒÅÄȟ ÃÌÏÓÅÒ ÂÙ ÁÎ ÁÒÍȭÓ-ÌÅÎÇÔÈȢ 4ÈÅ ÂÏÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÐÁÕÓÅȢ 

Ȱ3ÔÏÐȢȱ *ÏÒÄÁÎ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ5ÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ 

The ÂÏÙ Ô×ÉÓÔÅÄ ÏÎ ÈÉÓ ÈÉÐȟ ÓÔÁÒÉÎÇ ÏÖÅÒ ×ÉÔÈ ÎÁÒÒÏ×ÅÄ ÅÙÅÓȟ ÄÅÆÉÁÎÔȢ Ȱ.ÏȢ 9ÏÕ ÁÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÔÁËÉÎÇ 

ÍÅȢȱ 4ÈÅ ÁÃÃÅÎÔ ×ÁÓ ÅÌÅÇÁÎÔȟ ÉÎÎÅÒ-ÓÙÓÔÅÍȠ ÓÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÐÉÎ ÉÔ ÄÏ×ÎȢ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅȭÓ ÔÁËÉÎÇ ÙÏÕȢ .ÏÔ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÆÁÒ ÏÎ ÙÏÕÒ Ï×Îȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÆÏÒ ÓÕÒÅȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÒÁÉÓÅÄ ÂÏÔÈ 

palmsȟ ÃÌÉÐÐÅÒ ÓÈÏ×ÉÎÇ ÉÔÓ ÓÉÄÅȢ Ȱ'ÏÔ ÔÈÒÅÅ ÃÈÏÉÃÅÓȡ ÃÏÍÅ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÎÉÃÅ ÇÉÒÌ ÌÉËÅ ÍÅȟ ) ÓÈÏÏÔ ÙÏÕ ÕÐ ÁÎÄ 

ÔÁËÅ ÙÏÕ ÉÎȟ ÏÒ ) ÃÁÌÌ ÐÅÏÐÌÅÓ ÆÁÒ ×ÏÒÓÅ ÔÈÁÎ ÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÍÁÙ ÁÓ ×ÅÌÌ ÓÈÏÏÔȢ ) ×ÉÌÌ ÎÏÔ ÂÅ ÃÁÐÔÕÒÅÄȢȱ The boy continued his crawl. 

Ȱ/Èȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÒÅÔÁÒÄÅÄȢȱ *ÏÒÄÁÎ Ãlosed an eye and aimed low. The rail round punched a hole 

ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ ËÉÄȭÓ ÆÏÏÔȢ 9ÅÌÌÏ× ÆÌÕÉÄ ÓÑÕÉÒÔÅÄ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÕÎÄȢ (Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÃÔȢ 

The hell? 

!ÎÄÒÏÉÄȢ #ÅÒÔÁÉÎÌÙ ÓÈÅ ËÎÅ× ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÄȟ ÁÎÄ ×ÈÉÌÅ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÍÅÔ Á (ÅÄÇÅȟ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÎÅÖÅÒ 

even heard of an encounter with a robot boy. Skin-and-hair humanoid robots were outlawed even 

beyond federal jurisdiction½bad news for everyone. Maybe it was a prosthetic. But with an 

unbleeding arm off½ 

Tick. 

Crimson sprayed from his opposite calf. He shouted and squirmed, but wriggled onward. 

"ÒÁÖÅȟ ÉÆ ÓÔÕÐÉÄȢ Ȱ3Ï ÉÔ ÂÌÅÅÄÓȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÏÒÅȟȱ ÈÉÓ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÓÔÒÁÉÎÅÄȢ 2ÕÄÅ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÂÁÓÔÁÒÄȟ ÔÈÅÎ ÁÇÁÉÎȟ ÈÅ ÄÉÄ ÊÕÓÔ ÇÅÔ ÓÈÏÔ½twice. 

Ȱ) am ÔÁËÉÎÇ ÙÏÕ ÉÎȢȱ (Å ×ÁÓ ÈÉÄÉÎÇ ÆÒÏÍ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇȟ ÂÅ ÉÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÅÄÓ ÏÒ 4ÉÔÁÎÉÁȭÓ Ï×Î ÄÁÒË ÈÁÌÆȢ 

Was he, himself, inÖÏÌÖÅÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÇÕÎÆÉÇÈÔȟ ÏÒ ÊÕÓÔ ÁÎ ÕÎÆÏÒÔÕÎÁÔÅ ÃÁÓÕÁÌÔÙȩ Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÍÁËÅ Á ÆÕÓÓ ÁÎÄ 

×ÅȭÌÌ ÔÁÌË ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȢ 5ÎÌÅÓÓ ÙÏÕ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÄÉÅȢ .ÅØÔ ÌÁÕÎÃÈ ×ÉÌÌ ËÉÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÆÏÒ ÓÕÒÅȢȱ 

(Å ÆÉÎÁÌÌÙ ÓÔÏÐÐÅÄ ÃÒÁ×ÌÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÒÅÓÔÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÆÏÒÅÈÅÁÄ ÔÏ ÔÕÒÆȢ Ȱ)Ó ÉÔ ÐÁÉÎÆÕÌȩȱ 

Ȱ7ÏÒÓÅ ÔÈÁÎ Á ÈÏÌÅ ÉÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÌÅÇȩ ) ÄÕÎÎÏȟ ÄÅÐÅÎÄÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ $ÒÉÆÔ 0ÁÒÔÉÃÌÅÓȢ )ȭÖÅ ÓÃÒÕÂÂÅÄ ÂÏÄÉÅÓ 

with the meat already dripped off the bone. Others are just missing their eyes and got their tongues 
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ÂÉÔÔÅÎ ÏÕÔȢ ,ÏÏËÓ ÐÁÉÎÆÕÌȢȱ 4ÈÏÓÅ ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÌÉÅÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÔÁÉÌÓ ×ÅÒÅ Åmbellished. Jordan never had 

the stomach to stare too long. 

He rolled onto his back and grimaced to a seat. The rail round had cauterized the wound, so 

ÁÓ ÍÕÃÈ ÁÓ ÉÔ ÐÁÉÎÅÄ ÈÉÍȟ ÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÂÌÅÅÄÉÎÇ ÏÕÔȢ Ȱ) ÃÁÎÎÏÔ ÓÔÁÎÄȢȱ 

Ȱ.Ï ÓÈÉÔȢȱ *ÏÒÄÁÎ ÈÏÌÓÔÅÒÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÐÉÓÔol and frisked his hips. Hands under his shoulders, she 

ÐÒÏÐÐÅÄ ÈÉÍ ÕÐȢ Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÕÎÎÁ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÇÉÍÐ ÁÌÏÎÇȟ ÔÈÏÕÇÈȢ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÂÕÉÌÔ ÔÈÉÃË ÅÉÔÈÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ-Ù ÃÏÏÐÅÒÁÔÉÏÎ ÓÏ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÓÅÌÌ ÍÅ ÏÖÅÒȩȱ !ÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÇÉÍÐÉÎÇ ÃÏÍÍÅÎÃÅÄȢ !Ô ÌÅÁÓÔ ÈÅ 

×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÈÅÁÖÙȢ 

Ȱ3ÅÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ×ÈÏȟ ÅØÁÃÔÌÙȩȱ 

Ȱ&ÉÓÈÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÔÏÐ ÄÏÌÌÁÒȟ ÓÃÁÖÅÎÇÅÒȩ 4ÈÅ ÅÍÂÁÓÓÙ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÄÉÓÐÌÅÁÓÅÄ ÁÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÔÒÅÁÔÍÅÎÔ ÏÆ Á 

ÃÉÔÉÚÅÎȢȱ 

Ȱ#ÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÂÕÌÌȢ )Æ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÙÏÕȟ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÌÅÆÔ ÙÏÕ ÆÏÒ½ȱ 

Ȱ) ×ÁÓ ÎÏÔ ÁÂÁÎÄÏÎÅÄȦȱ 

Ȱ#ÈÒÉÓÔȟ ËÉÄȟ ÎÏÔ ÉÎ ÍÙ ÅÁÒȢȱ *ÏÒÄÁÎ ÓÍÉÒËÅÄȢ 4he twerp certainly had disposed prince written 

ÏÎ ÈÉÍȟ ÂÕÔ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÓÏÒÔȩ -ÅÒÃÈÁÎÔ ÈÅÉÒȟ ÄÉÐÌÏÍÁÔȭÓ ÓÏÎȟ ÏÒ ÍÁÙÂÅ ÁÌÌ (ÅÄÇÅÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÓÎÏÔÔÙȢ .Ï 

wonder no one liked them.  

At the scrubber, she leaned him against the lift-generator. Her brow furrowed. Veterans had 

extended cabs for this sort of thing, but as a rookie Jordan used a Union trainer, shared among a 

ÃÒÅ× ÏÆ ÆÏÕÒȢ )Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÁÒÍÅÄȟ ÁÒÍÏÒÅÄȟ ÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÌÅÁÓÔ ÂÉÔ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÆÏÒ ÃÁÐÔÕÒÅȢ 3ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÅÁÒÎÅÄ ÈÅÒ 

license, but until she could afford her own rig, she had been instructed to default situations like 

these. 

Well, the hell with that. She could handle an armless, wounded ten-year-old, even if she had 

ÔÏ ÆÉÎÉÓÈ ÈÅÒ ÓÈÉÆÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÍ ÏÎ ÈÅÒ ÌÁÐȢ )Æ ÔÈÅ ÒÕÎÔ ×ÁÓ ×ÏÒÔÈ Á ÃÒÅÄÉÔȟ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÂÅ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÁÒ ÏÆ ÈÅÒ ÃÒÅ×Ȣ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÓÔÁÒÉÎÇ ÁÔȩȱ *ÏÒÄÁÎ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ5Ð ÙÏÕ ÇÏȢ 7ÅȭÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÓÎÕÇȢ 0ÒÅÔÅÎÄ 

)ȭÍ ÙÏÕÒ ÍÏÍÍÙȢȱ 4ÈÅ ÐÒÏÆÁÎÉÔÙ ÈÅ ×ÈÉÓÐÅÒÅÄ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ËÉÄȭÓ ÓÔÕÆÆȢ 4ÈÅ ÐÕÎÃÈ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÃË ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÈÅÁÄ 

was encouragement enough to shut him up and get him climbing, relying on his prosthetic leg and 

*ÏÒÄÁÎȭÓ ÈÁÎÄÓ ÐÕÓÈÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÂÕÔÔȢ 

After she squirmed into her seat, she again kicked the porn magazine under the seat and 

plopped the boy on her lap. He shifted a half-dozen times before settling on a position where he 

touched her as little as possible. Jordan entered the capture-completed code into the Events Log 

and hit the ignition. 

The scrubber rumbled on. 

* * * 
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Ȱ'ÏÔ Á ÎÁÍÅȩȱ *ÏÒÄÁÎ ×ÒÁÐÐÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÁÒÍ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÈÉÓ ÂÅÌÌÙ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÆÔÈ ÔÉÍÅ ÉÎ ÁÓ ÍÁÎÙ 

minutes. She pretended to fiddle with the autonomous controls and pressed her chest against his 

side. He growled and leaned off-ÂÁÌÁÎÃÅȟ ÎÅÁÒÌÙ ÔÕÍÂÌÉÎÇ ÏÖÅÒȢ 3ÈÅ ÃÈÕÃËÌÅÄȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÒÏÎÇȟ ËÉÄȩ 

$ÏÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÇÉÒÌÓȩȱ 

Ȱ.ÏÔ ÏÎÅÓ ÓÏ ÉÎÄÅÃÅÎÔȦȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÇÏÔ Á ÌÏÔ ÔÏ ÌÅÁÒÎ ÁÂÏÕÔ ×ÏÍÅÎȢȱ 3ÈÅ ×ÉÎËÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÐÕÃËÅÒÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÌÉÐÓȢ Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÈÏ× ×Å 

ÓÈÏ× ×Å ÌÉËÅ Á ÇÕÙȢȱ 

(ÉÓ ÅØÐÒÅÓÓÉÏÎ ÐÁÌÅÄȠ ÔÏÏ ÅÁÓÙȢ Ȱ)-I, no, do not get any½ȱ 

Ȱ)ÄÅÁÓȩ 4ÏÏ ÌÁÔÅȢ ) ÔÈÉÎË ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÃÕÔÅ ÆÏÒ Á ÏÎÅ-ÁÒÍÅÄȟ ÄÒÉÐÐÉÎÇȟ ÓÕÒÌÙȟ ÕÐÔÉÇÈÔ ÂÒÁÔȢȱ )Ô ×ÁÓ 

her most honest smile. 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÁÒÅ ÔÅÁÓÉÎÇ ÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÁÍȢ 7Å ÈÁÖÅ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÈÏÕÒȢ 'ÉÖÅ ÍÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÃÒÅÄÉÔ ÈÅÒÅȢ ) ÄÉÄ ÓÁÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÆÒÏÍ ÃÅÒÔÁÉÎ ÄÅÁÔÈȢȱ 

Jordan stretched her back and yawned. She saw him steal a glance at her chestɂÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ËÉÄÓȭ 

ÓÔÕÆÆ ÅÉÔÈÅÒȢ Ȱ3Ï ÈÏ× ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÎÁÍÅȢ &ÉÒÓÔ ÏÎÅ ×ÉÌÌ ÄÏȢ -ÁËÅ ÏÎÅ ÕÐȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÃÁÒÅȢȱ 3ÈÅȭÄ ÊÕÓÔ ÃÒÏÓÓ-

reference his description in bounties, missing-persons, and flight logs. Someone had to be missing 

him, or want him. 

Ȱ#ÏÌÏÒÁÄÏȢȱ (Å ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÈÅÁÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÎÉÔÏÒÓȢ 

Ȱ)Ó ÔÈÁÔ +ÏÒÅÁÎȩȱ 

Ȱ$Ï ) ÌÏÏË +ÏÒÅÁÎȩȱ 

Ȱ.Ïȟ ÂÕÔ ÁÓ ÌÏÎÇ ÁÓ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÍÁËÉÎÇ ÓÔÕÆÆ ÕÐȢȱ )Ô ÓÏÕÎÄÅÄ ÍÏÒÅ ÌÉËÅ Á ÃÁÌÌ ÓÉÇÎȢ Ȱ!ÌÒÉÇÈÔȢ #ÏÌÌÉÅȢ 

4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÃÕÔÅȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÁÒÅ ÆÒÏÍ 4ÉÔÁÎÉÁȟ ) ÔÁËÅ ÉÔȩȱ .Ï× ÓÈÅ ÎÏÔÉÃÅÄ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÓËÙȟ ÏÒ ÍÏÒÅ 

specifically, Saturn. 

Ȱ#ÁÌÌÉÓÔÏȢ -Ù ÄÁÄ ×ÁÓ Á 5ÎÉÏÎ ÒÅÐ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ 3ÃÒÕÂÂÅÒÓ ÔÈÅÒÅȢ ) ×Ánted to go to Mars, go to 

ÕÎÉÖÅÒÓÉÔÙȟ ÂÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÂÉÇ ÓÈÏÔ ÌÁ×ÙÅÒ ÏÎ ÁÎ ÏÒÂÉÔÁÌ ÃÏÌÏÎÙȢȱ 

Ȱ)Ô ×ÏÕÌÄ ÎÏÔ ÓÕÉÔ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

Ȱ+ÉÎÄ ÏÆ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ÓÁÙȢ ) ÄÒÏÐÐÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÐÒÅ-ÌÁ× Ô×Ï ÙÅÁÒÓ ÁÇÏȢ .Ï× )ȭÍ ÈÅÒÅȢȱ *ÏÒÄÁÎ ÌÉËÅÄ 

telling that story. It felt more liberating than a statement of failure. Any jerk could force their 

dreams and end up miserable. Recognizing how a person fit in with the universe around them was 

ÔÈÅ ÍÁÒË ÏÆ ×ÉÓÄÏÍȟ ÏÒ ÓÏÍÅ ÓÕÃÈȢ $ÁÄ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÓÁÉÄ ÓÏȢ )Î ÆÏÕÒ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÓÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ 

bottom rung of a shoulder-to-shoulder judicial ladder, but now, four years might grant Jordan her 

own rig, crew, and eventually an affluent business. Blue-collar dreams, golden opportunity. It was a 

ÆÕÔÕÒÅ ÈÅÒ ÇÅÎÅÒÁÔÉÏÎ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÅÍÂÒÁÃÅÄȢ 
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Ȱ.Ïȟ ) ÍÅÁÎÔ -ÁÒÓ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÎÏÔ ÓÕÉÔ ÙÏÕȢ 4ÈÅ ÓÙÓÔÅÍȭÓ ÇÒÅÁÔÅÓÔ ÍÉÎÄÓ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÎÏÔ ÂÅ ÓÏÉÌÅÄ ÂÙ 

ÙÏÕÒ ÌÉËÅȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÅ ÈÅÌÌ ÉÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÍÅÁÎȦȱ 3ÈÅ ÓÈÏÖÅÄ ÈÉÍ ÏÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÆÌÏÏÒȟ ÓÑÕÅÅÚÅÄ ÂÅÔ×ÅÅÎ ÈÅÒ 

ËÎÅÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÎÔÒÏÌ ÐÁÎÅÌȢ 3ÈÅ ÔÁÐÐÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÂÒÅÁÓÔȢ Ȱ) ×ÁÓ ÔÏÐ ÆÉÖÅ ÐÅÒÃÅÎÔÉÌÅȢȱ 

Ȱ/Æ #ÁÌÌÉÓÔÏȩ 4ÈÅ ÔÏÐ five percent of refuse is still refuse. You claim pride in your current 

status, yet you would abuse your injured hostage to defend your former value. I hear regret, or 

ÒÅÊÅÃÔÉÏÎȢȱ  

Ȱ)ÎÓÉÇÈÔÆÕÌ ÆÏÒ Á ÇÉÍÐÙ ÒÕÎÔȟ ÁÒÅÎȭÔ ÙÏÕȩȱ 9ÅÁÈȟ ÉÎÓÕÌÔÓȟ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÈÅÌÐÉng her case. 

Whatever. Collie was a breath away from being hogtied and gagged. Jordan massaged her eyes. 

Ȱ(ÅÄÇÅÓȢȱ 

Iapetus had light and dark halves, and most normal folk expected the same of the liberated 

!ÒÔÉÆÉÃÉÁÌ ,ÉÆÅÆÏÒÍÓ ×ÈÏȭÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÇÒÁÎÔÅÄ ÁÎ ÁÓÙÌÕÍ colony there. They never communicated with 

their Saturnian neighbors, and only traded once every couple decades when its orbit closed in on 

.ÅÐÔÕÎÅȭÓ½ÁÎÄ 4ÉÔÁÎÉÁȭÓȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÃÅÒÔÁÉÎÌÙ ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÂÏÒÎ ÏÆ ÁÒÉÓÔÏÃÒÁÃÙȟ ÁÎÄ ×ÅÒÅ ÆÁÒ ÌÏ×ÅÒ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ 

social scale than hard-working Callisto or resort-ÍÏÏÎ 4ÉÔÁÎÉÁȢ 4ÈÅ ÎÅÒÖÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÉÓ ÂÒÁÔȣ 

Ȱ$Ï ÎÏÔ ÃÁÌÌ ÍÅ ÂÙ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÌÉÇÈÔȢȱ &ÒÏÍ ÈÉÓ ÓÃÒÕÎÃÈÅÄ ÓÅÁÔ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÌÏÏÒȟ #ÏÌÌÉÅ ÓÔÁÒÅÄ ÂÕÌÌÅÔÓȢ 

Ȱ4ÏÏ ÍÕÃÈ ÔÒÕÔÈ ÉÎ ÉÔ ÆÏÒ ÙÁȩȱ 

Ȱ! ÂÁÃË×ÁÒÄÓ ×ÏÍÁÎ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÎÏÔ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄȢȱ !Ó ÁÌ×ÁÙÓȡ ÎÏÂÌÅȟ ÉÆ Émpotent. 

Ȱ(ÁÖÅ ÉÔ ÙÏÕÒ ×ÁÙȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÔÉÐÐÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÃÈÉÎ ÕÐ ÁÎÄ ÐÌÁÎÔÅÄ Á ÂÏÏÔ ÏÎ ÈÉÓ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒȢ ! ÓÔÕÒÄÙ 

shove and he was pinned to the panel. 

Fifty-five minutes to go. 

* * * 

Suddenly reticent, Collie made no fuss as the Scrubber finished its shift. No more bodies, no 

ÍÏÒÅ ÃÁÌÌÓȟ ÊÕÓÔ ÁÎ Á×Ë×ÁÒÄ ÓÉÌÅÎÃÅ ÂÅÔ×ÅÅÎ ÃÁÐÔÏÒ ÁÎÄ ÃÁÐÔÉÖÅȢ )Æ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ Á ÔÒÕÍÐ ÃÁÒÄȟ ÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ 

ÐÌÁÙÉÎÇ ÉÔȢ *ÏÒÄÁÎ ÉÍÁÇÉÎÅÄ ÂÏÔÈ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍ ËÎÅ× ×ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÃÏÍÉÎÇȢ )Æ ÈÅ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÎÏÔÉÃÅÄȟ (ÅÄÇÅÓ ×ÅÒÅ 

dumber than she had thought. 

On her fifth-from-last pass in the southwest quadrant, the security van appeared. On her 

fourth -from-last, they were joined by a half-dozen Bureau squad cars. That would have been her 

chance to make a run for it. Scrubbers had to deal with this chest-bumping at every notable capture, 

so Martin always said. The key was standing your ground and doing your job. 

/Î *ÏÒÄÁÎȭÓ ÓÅÃÏÎÄ-to-last, a limo pulled up. Then she got nervous. 

The scrubber had already made its next turn, its final northbound pass. The next time she 

reached the platformȭÓ ÓÏÕÔÈÅÒÎ ÂÏÒÄÅÒȟ ÈÅÒ ÔÒÕÃË ×ÏÕÌÄ ÒÕÍÂÌÅ ÔÏ Á ÈÁÌÔȢ 4ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÎÆÒÏÎÔÁÔÉÏÎȢ 
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*ÏÒÄÁÎ ÓÑÕÅÅÚÅÄ ÈÅÒ ËÎÅÅÓ ÏÎ #ÏÌÌÉÅȭÓ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒÓȟ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÕÒÅ ×ÈÙȢ (ÉÓ ÈÁÕÇÈÔÙ ÄÉÓÄÁÉÎ ÂÒÏËÅ 

with a raised eyebrow. His eyes shifted between her and the monitor. 

(Å ÓÍÉÒËÅÄȢ Ȱ) ÓÅÅȢȱ 

Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ ÃÏÃËÙ ÎÏ×ɂ) ÔÁËÅ ÉÔ ÙÏÕ ÁÉÎȭÔ ÔÏÏ ÅØÃÉÔÅÄ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÅÉÔÈÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÁÒÅ ÎÏÔ Á ÂÏÕÎÔÙ ÈÕÎÔÅÒȢȱ #ÏÌÌÉÅ ÐÕÓÈÅÄ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ *ÏÒÄÁÎȭÓ ÉÎÎÅÒ ÔÈÉÇÈ ÁÎÄ ÐÒÉÅÄ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆ 

some space.  

Ȱ.Ï ËÉÄÄÉÎÇȢ "ÕÔ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÍÙ ÃÁÔÃÈȢȱ 

Ȱ)Æ ÙÏÕ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÌÉËÅ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÒÅÍÁÉÎ ÁÓ ÓÕÃÈȟ ) ÓÕÇÇÅÓÔ Á ÄÅÖÉÁÔÉÏÎȢȱ (Å ÎÏÄÄÅÄ ÔÏ×ÁÒÄÓ ÔÈÅ 

launch box. 

Perched on a flat plateau, a Gloria-Twelve pierced the haze over Formosa Spaceport. The 

blue, needle-nosed freighter was a vertical launcher, now hugging the rail line pointing from Titania 

towards its tiny neighbor, Miranda. As the G-12 revved up from prep to pre-launch, waves of DPs 

ÒÏÌÌÅÄ Á×ÁÙ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÏÓÔÅÒÓȟ ÔÈÅ ÓÍÏËÅ ÁÎ ÏÐÁÑÕÅȟ ÙÅÔ ÇÌÏ×ÉÎÇ ÂÌÁÃËȢ *ÏÒÄÁÎȭÓ ÃÕÒÒÅÎÔ ÅÄÇÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 

platform would be safe enough for unprotected viewing, but much closer and her truck would be 

the only defense against the withering effects of ground level poisoning. 

)Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÉÎ ÁÎÙ ÏÐÅÒÁÔÉÎÇ ÍÁÎÕÁÌÓȟ ÂÕÔ ×ÏÒÄ-of-mouth claimed a risky dive into the DP 

ÃÌÏÕÄ ÁÓ Á ÓÕÒÅ ÇÅÔÁ×ÁÙ ÆÒÏÍ ÁÎÙ ÏÆ 4ÉÔÁÎÉÁȭÓ ÍÏÒe dangerous stand-ÏÆÆÓȢ 3ÕÒÅȟ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÕÃËȭÓ ÔÏÐ ÓÐÅÅÄ 

was a meager hundred KPH, but under bad visibility and unpredictable odds, only a scrubber could 

cut a beeline to the nearest undefended exitɂÁÆÔÅÒ ÁÌÌȟ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÌÏÕÔÓ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÎÐÏ×ÅÒ ÔÏ 

roadblock every alley against a flesh-eating tank. After that, the Union had your back, or so the 

veterans said. 

Jordan pointed to the rear-ÖÉÅ× ÃÁÍÅÒÁȟ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÖÁÎ ÁÎÄ ÌÉÍÏȢ Ȱ) ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÈÅÁÒ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÐÒÉÃÅȢ ) ÇÅÔ 

ÔÈÅ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÔÏÐ ÄÏÌÌÁÒȢȱ 

Ȱ) ×ÉÌÌ ÎÏÔ ÂÅ ×ÏÒÔÈ Á ÃÒÅÄit to you if they decide to rip me from your thighs, which they 

×ÉÌÌȢȱ #ÏÌÌÉÅȭÓ ÆÉÎÇÅÒÓ ×ÁÎÄÅÒÅÄ ÕÐ½  

! ÓÈÉÖÅÒ ÒÁÎ ÄÏ×Î *ÏÒÄÁÎȭÓ ÓÐÉÎÅȢ 3ÈÅ ËÉÃËÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÁÎÄ ÓÌÁÐÐÅÄ ÈÅÒ ËÎÅÅ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ×ÁÒÄÓ ÈÉÓ 

face. The kid caught it, seemingly at ease. A growl later, she saidȟ Ȱ7ÁÔÃÈ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÁÎÄȟ ËÉÄȢȱ 

 Ȱ9ÏÕ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÁÔÔÅÍÐÔ ÔÏ ÓÅÄÕÃÅ ÍÅ ÉÎÔÏ ÃÏÍÐÌÁÃÅÎÃÙȟ ÔÈÅÎ ÃÏÍÐÌÁÉÎ ×ÈÅÎ ) ÒÅÓÐÏÎÄȩ 9ÏÕ 

ÁÒÅÎȭÔ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÈÁÍÅÌÅÓÓ ×ÏÍÁÎȟ ÙÏÕ ÁÒÅ ÐÉÔÉÆÕÌȢȱ 

 Ȱ!ÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÐÌÁÙ ÔÈÅ ÃÈÉÌÄȟ Á ÎÏÂÌÅ ÃÈÉÌÄ ÎÏ ÌÅÓÓȢ ) ÓÅÅÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙ ÙÏÕ ÌÏÏË ÁÔ ÍÅȢ 9ÏÕ ÁÉÎȭÔ Á ËÉÄ 

at ÁÌÌȢȱ 
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 Ȱ0ÅÒÃÅÐÔÉÖÅ ÁÓ Á ÒÏÃËȟȱ #ÏÌÌÉÅ ÆÌÉÐÐÅÄ ÈÅÒ ËÎÅÅ ÏÖÅÒ ÈÉÓ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÓÔÁÒÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÅÙÅȢ 

*ÏÒÄÁÎ ÓÑÕÉÒÍÅÄȟ ÌÉÆÔÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÂÏÏÔ ÔÏ ËÉÃË ÈÉÍ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÃÅȢ Ȱ3ÔÏÐȢ )Ô ÉÓ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÏ ÃÏÒÒÅÃÔ ÙÏÕÒ 

ÍÉÓÔÁËÅȢȱ 

 Ȱ7ÈÁÔȟ ÓÁÖÉÎÇ ÙÏÕȩȱ 

 Ȱ5ÎÄÅÒÅÓÔÉÍÁÔÉÎÇ ÍÅȢȱ (És hand went from knee to her forehead in the time of an eyeblink. 

The knuckle-ÓÌÁÐ ×ÁÓ ÌÉÇÈÔȟ ÂÕÔ ÅÌÂÏ× ÐÕÓÈÉÎÇ ÉÎÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÎÅÃË ×ÁÓÎȭÔȢ "ÅÆÏÒÅ *ÏÒÄÁÎ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÇÁÓÐȟ 

curse, or even twitch, he pulled the clipper out of her holster and had it buzzing, pressed into her 

ÃÒÏÔÃÈȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÎÏÔ ÔÒÙ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÔÁÃÔÉÃÓ ÁÇÁÉÎȢȱ 

 And the scrubber rumbled on. 

 Ȱ(ÅÄÇÅȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÍÕÔÔÅÒÅÄȟ ÇÒÕÎÔÉÎÇ ÁÇÁÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÇÕÎȭÓ ÖÉÂÒÁÔÉÏÎȢ 7ÉÄÅ ÅÙÅÓ ÓÈÉÆÔÅÄ ÂÅÔ×ÅÅÎ ÔÈÅ 

ÇÕÎȟ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÕÎÃÈ ÃÏÕÎÔÄÏ×Îȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÒÕÂÂÅÒȭÓ ÓÌÏ× ÔÕÒÎ ÉÎÔÏ ÉÔÓ ÆÉÎÁÌ ÓÏÕÔÈ×ÁÒÄ ÐÁÓÓȢ Ȱ,-Like I 

ÓÁÉÄȟ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ ÃÏÃËÙȢ /ÎÌÙ ÒÅÁÓÏÎ ÙÏÕ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÄÏ ÔÈÉÓ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ×ÁÓ ÙÏÕ ËÎÅ× ÙÏÕ ÎÅÅÄÅÄ ÍÅȢ ) 

ÍÉÇÈÔ ÂÅ ÅÁÓÙȟ ÂÕÔ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÐÁÓÔ ÔÈÅÍ ÁÉÎȭÔ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÄÏȢȱ 

 Ȱ!ÉÎȭÔ ÉÔȟ ÔÈÏÕÇÈȩȱ #ÏÌÌÉÅ ÃÏÃËÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÈÅÁÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÄÅȟ ÎÏÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÈÉÎÔ of a smile with the 

ÍÏÃËÅÒÙȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ ) ÄÅÓÐÉÓÅ ÙÏÕÒ ËÉÎÄ ÆÏÒ that ÓÌÁÎÄÅÒȢȱ 

 3ÑÕÁÔ ÁÎÄ ÃÕÔ ÔÏ ÓÈÁÐÅȟ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÂÅÅÎ ÔÏÌÄ (ÅÄÇÅÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÈÁÎ ÍÉÎÄÌÅÓÓ 

constructs, a step above clones, allotted a token colony on Iapetus out of ethical sympathy and 

political guilt for their existence and years of working-class enslavement. Manufactured perfection 

with gentle, complacent personalities½apparently not½the problem with being fed a stereotype 

for twenty -odd years. 

 Ȱ.Ï× ÔÕÒÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÖÅÈÉÃÌÅ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ $0 ÆÉÅÌÄȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÆÉÎÇÅÒ ÏÆÆ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÉÇÇÅÒ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÓÌÉÄ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÔÈÅ 

ÆÌÏÏÒȢ 4ÈÅ ÂÕÚÚ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÔÏÐȠ ÈÅ ÎÏ× ÒÅÓÔÅÄ ÉÔ ÏÎ ÈÅÒ ËÎÅÅȟ ÁÉÍÅÄ ÁÔ ÈÅÒ ÆÁÃÅȢ 

 Like hell½eight minutes. 

 Stall. 

 Ȱ) ×ÏÎȭÔ ÈÅÓÉÔÁÔÅȟ ×ÈÏÒÅȢȱ #ÏÌÌÉÅ ÌÅÁÎÅÄ ÂÅÔ×ÅÅÎ ÈÅÒ ÌÅÇÓ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÏÖÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÌÉÐÐÅÒȭÓ Óquare 

ÍÕÚÚÌÅ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÈÅÒ ÃÈÉÎȢ Ȱ4ÕÒÎȢ )ÔȢ !ÒÏÕÎÄȢȱ 

 %ÙÅÓ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÂȭÓ ÒÏÏÆȟ ÔÅÁÒÓ ÂÌÕÒÒÅÄ *ÏÒÄÁÎȭÓ ÓÉÇÈÔȢ Ȱ)-) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÈÏ×Ȣ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ 

ÏÖÅÒÒÉÄÅÓȢȱ 

 Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÌÙÉÎÇȢȱ 

 Ȱ) ÊÕÓÔ ÓÉÔ ÈÅÒÅȟ #ÏÌÌÉÅȢ )-) ÊÕÓÔ ÍÁËÅ ÒÅÐÏÒÔÓȢ ) ÐÉÃËÅÄ ÙÏÕ ÕÐ ÔÏ ÈÅÌÐ ÙÏÕȢȱ 4ÈÅ ×ater-works 

were in full-ÓÔÒÅÁÍȢ (ÁÌÆ Á ÂÒÅÁÔÈ ÆÒÏÍ ÓÏÂÂÉÎÇȟ Ȱ) ÏÎÌÙ ÓÈÏÔ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ÐÒÏÔÅÃÔ ÍÙÓÅÌÆȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÈÏ× 

to do this rightɂÆÏÌÌÏ×ÉÎÇ ÐÒÏÔÏÃÏÌ ÉÓ ÁÌÌȢ )ȬÍ ÊÕÓÔ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÍÙ ÊÏÂȦȱ 



Scrubber  Aarin Edwards 
 

Locution  | 1.1 Summer 2008 14 

 

 4ÈÅ ÃÌÉÐÐÅÒȭÓ ÍÕÚÚÌÅ ÌÅÆÔ ÈÅÒ ÕÎÄÅÒ-chin, left it tender. Retard. The clipper was an empty 

threat for both of them. Any shot would puncture through, letting the scrubbers own DPs in. Just as 

×ÅÌÌȟ ÔÈÉÓ ËÉÄ ×ÁÓ ×ÏÒÔÈ Á ÌÏÔȢ 3ÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÈÁÎÄ #ÏÌÌÉÅ ÏÖÅÒ ÆÏÒ ÂÏÔÔÏÍ-credit. But the way 

ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇȟ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÁÎÙÏÎÅȭÓ ÇÕÅÓs who would do the handing. 

* * * 

 Ȱ! ÃÏÍÐÒÏÍÉÓÅȟȱ #ÏÌÌÉÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÔÁÐ-tapping the clipper against her leg. 

 The scrubber slowed to the security roadblock. A dozen rent-a-cops and a pair of real ones 

waited behind their cars, some aiming rifles, others standiÎÇ ÉÄÌÅȢ 4ÈÅ ÌÉÍÏȭÓ ÄÏÏÒÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÃÌÏÓÅÄȟ 

though the suit-clad driver stood ready by the rear. Jordan leaned over the Hedge. The pistol poked 

into her belly. Now it was a real threatɂthe scrubber would power down in moments. 

 Ȱ!ÌÌÏ× ÔÈÅ ÄÒÉÆÔ ÆÉÅÌÄ ÔÏ ÆÉÎÉÓÈ ÉÔÓ ÐÕÒÇÅȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÙ ÎÏÄÄÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÐÓȢ Ȱ)Ô ×ÉÌÌ ÇÒÁÎÔ ÕÓ Á 

ÍÏÍÅÎÔ ÔÏ ÄÉÓÃÕÓÓ ÔÅÒÍÓȢȱ 

 Ȱ4ÅÒÍÓ ÏÆ ×ÈÁÔȩȱ *ÏÒÄÁÎȭÓ ÈÁÎÄÓ ÓÈÏÏË ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÎÔÒÏÌÓȟ ÏÂÅÙÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÃÏÍÍÁÎÄȢ 4ÈÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÉÓ 

was not an uncommon standoff, something felt wrong. Sure, security was playing it hard, and the 

cops were observing the lawfulness of the confrontation, but the law was easily bought on Titania. 

And a limo was as uncommon on a launch platform as blooming flowers. She could just plow her 

truck into the cars and melt the fifteen-plus bodÉÅÓ ÉÎÔÏ ÐÕÄÄÌÅÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÈÏ× ÔÈÅÓÅ ÄÅÁÌÓ 

×ÅÎÔ ÄÏ×Îȟ ÎÏ ÍÁÔÔÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÃÉÒÃÕÍÓÔÁÎÃÅÓȢ 4ÈÅÙȭÄ ÇÅÔ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÓÈÏÔÓ ÏÆÆ ÆÉÒÓÔȟ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȢ 4ÈÉÓ ×ÁÓ ÔÉÍÅ ÆÏÒ 

talk, and apparently Collie wanted the first word.  

 Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ×ÅÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÐÌÁÎÎÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÄÏÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅȢ "Å ÈÏÎÅÓÔȢȱ 4ÈÅ ÍÕÚÚÌÅȭÓ ÂÉÔÅ ÉÎÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÒÉÂÓ ×ÁÓ 

ample incentive to do so. 

 Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ) ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÕÒÎ ÙÏÕ ÉÎ to these dumbasses. If you were some common crook, I 

×ÏÕÌÄȭÖÅȟ ÂÕÔ ) ÇÅÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÅÅÌ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÏÍÅ ÈÉÇÈÂÒÏ× (ÅÄÇÅÓ ÁÒÅ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕÒ ÓÏÒÔȟ ÏÒ ÉÆ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÕÄÄÉÅÓ 

abÁÎÄÏÎÅÄ ÙÏÕȟ )ȭÄ ÆÉÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÙÏÕ ÐÉÓÓÅÄ ÏÆÆȢ 4ÈÅÓÅ ÊÅÒËÓ ÁÒÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÍÉÄÄÌÅÍÅÎ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÃÁÒÇÏ ÏÆÆ-

ÈÁÎÄȢ .ÉÃÅ ÐÒÉÃÅ ÏÒ ÓÈÉÔÔÙȟ ÔÈÅÙ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÐÁÙ Á ÂÏÕÎÔÙȢȱ 

 Ȱ3Ï ÔÈÅ ÇÕÎÓ ÁÒÅ ÆÏÒ ÍÅȟ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÈÁÎ ÙÏÕȢȱ #ÏÌÌÉÅȭÓ ÃÈÅÅËÓ ÐÕÆÆÅÄȢ &ÏÒ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ×ÈÏ ÓÕÒÖÉÖÅÄ Á 

gunfight anÄ ×ÁÓ ÏÂÖÉÏÕÓÌÙ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÈÁÎ ÈÅ ÓÅÅÍÅÄȟ 4ÉÔÁÎÉÁȭÓ ÐÏÌÉÔÉÃÓ ÁÐÐÅÁÒÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÇÒÁÓÐȢ 3ÈÅ 

had a good chance yet. 

 Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÒÉÇÈÔȢ -Ù ÕÎÉÏÎ ÐÒÏÔÅÃÔÓ ÍÙ ÌÉÆÅȟ ÅÑÕÉÐÍÅÎÔȟ ÁÎÄ 2ÉÇÈÔ ÏÆ #ÁÐÔÕÒÅȢ 7ÏÒÓÔ-case 

scenario, they kill you if you get out of hand. This is a cÈÅÃËÐÏÉÎÔȢȱ 4ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÓÉØÔÙ ÐÅÒÃÅÎÔ 

ÔÒÕÔÈȢ 7ÈÉÌÅ *ÏÒÄÁÎ ×ÁÓ ÐÒÏÔÅÃÔÅÄ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÕÎÉÏÎ ÃÏÎÔÒÁÃÔȟ ȬÉÎÃÉÄÅÎÔÓȭ ÈÁÖÅ ÏÃÃÕÒÒÅÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÙÅÁÒÓȟ 

usually with high profile bounties½ÂÏÕÎÔÉÅÓ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÅÓÅȢ 3ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÆÅÅÌ ÔÈÅ ÌÅÁÓÔ ÂÉÔ ÓÅÃÕÒÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÆ ÓÈÅ 

could get hÉÍ ÔÏ ÐÌÁÙ ÈÅÒ ÇÁÍÅȣȢ Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÇÏȩȱ 
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 Ȱ4ÈÅ )ÁÐÅÔÕÓ %ÍÂÁÓÓÙȢȱ /ÂÖÉÏÕÓȢ 3ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ËÎÏ× ÉÆ ÔÈÅÙ ÐÁÉÄ ÂÏÕÎÔÉÅÓ ÏÒ ×ÏÕÌÄ 

merely appropriate their missing Hedge via force. All she wanted was to take him to Union 

headquarters for identification and billing. But with her clipper still digging into her flesh, her 

fantasies of reputation and top-graduate had degenerated into a nightmare of fines, restrictions, 

ÁÎÄ ÊÏËÅÓ ÁÔ ÈÅÒ ÅØÐÅÎÓÅȢ ! ÃÈÉÌÄȟ ÆÏÒ #ÈÒÉÓÔȭÓ ÓÁËÅȢ 

 Ȱ)ÔȭÄ ÂÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÄÅÁÔÈ ÔÏ ËÉÌÌ ÍÅ ÎÏ×Ȣȱ *ÏÒÄÁÎ ÓÕÃËÅÄ ÉÔ ÕÐ ÁÎÄ ÌÅÁÎÅÄ ÂÁÃËȢ 2ÁÔÈÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ Á 

ÓÍÉÒËȟ ÓÈÅ ÓÔÁÒÅÄ ÉÎÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÅÙÅÓȟ ÓÔÅÅÌ ÃÏÌÄȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔÅÖÅÒ ÙÏÕ ÁÒÅȟ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÓÌÁÃËÅÒÓ ÃÁÎ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÔÁËÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÏ×Î 

×ÉÔÈ Á ÔÒÉÇÇÅÒȢ 4ÈÅÙȭÌÌ ÔÁËÅ Á ÈÅÁÄ-ÂÏÕÎÔÙ ÁÎÄ ÎÏÔ ÆÌÉÎÃÈ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÖÁÌÕÅ ÌÏÓÔȢȱ 

 Ȱ3Ï ÍÙ ÂÅÓÔ ÂÅÔ ÉÓ ÙÏÕȟ ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÅÓÔ ÂÅÔ ÉÓ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ ÈÅÒÅȢ ,ÉËÅ ) ÓÁÉÄȟ Á ÃÏÍÐÒÏÍÉÓÅȢȱ 

#ÏÌÌÉÅ ÃÌÉÃËÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÌÉÐÐÅÒȭÓ ÓÁÆÅÔÙȢ (ÉÓ ÅÙÅÓ ÄÁÒÔÅÄ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÒÅÅÎ ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÒÕÂÂÅÒȭÓ ÄÉÓÐÅÒÓÅÍÅÎÔ 

ÃÙÃÌÅ ×ÏÕÎÄ ÄÏ×ÎȢ Ȱ3ÁÙ ×ÈÁÔ ÉÔ ÔÁËÅÓ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÂÅÙÏÎÄ ÔÈÅÍȢ ) ÐÒÏÍÉÓÅ ÙÏÕ ÒÅÃÏÍÐÅÎÓÅ for your 

ȬÃÁÐÔÕÒÅȟȭ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ ) ×ÉÌÌ ÎÏÔ ÂÅ ÓÏÌÄ ÉÎÔÏ ÄÅÁÔÈȢȱ 

 Ȱ&ÁÉÒ ÅÎÏÕÇÈȟ ËÉÄȢ !Ô ÔÈÉÓ ÐÏÉÎÔ ) ÊÕÓÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÙÏÕ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÄÁÍÎ ÔÒÕÃËȢ ) ÃÏÕÌÄ ÇÉÖÅ Á ÓÈÉÔ ×ÈÁÔ 

ÙÏÕÒ ÓÔÏÒÙ ÉÓȢȱ !ÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÌÉÅȢ 

 The scrubber finished its power-down. A trio of incoming messages blinked on her main 

monitor. DPs blocked communications, so it was only at times like now, or her initial pause for 

ÒÅÔÒÉÅÖÁÌȟ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÓÅÎÄ ÏÒ ÒÅÃÅÉÖÅȢ /ÎÅ ÂÕÌÌÅÔÉÎ ×ÁÓ ÆÒÏÍ &ÏÒÍÏÓÁȭÓ ÃÅÎÔÒÁÌ ÍÁÉÎÔÅÎÁÎÃÅ ÌÏÇ 

congratulating her on a job complete. The second was a joint statement from the security 

subcontractors demanding she relinquish her bounty, the prize a paltry three thousand credits. The 

last was from the Union, specifically Martin. It was the only one she bothered to open in full:  

 Jordan, we received an ID from the Iapetus Embassy on the two bodies on your path. I hope you 

ÇÅÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÎ ÔÉÍÅȢ $ÅÆÅÒ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÃÁÐÔÕÒÅȟ ÌÉÖÉÎÇ ÏÒ ÄÅÁÄȟ ÔÏ ÓÅÃÕÒÉÔÙ ÁÔ ÁÎÙ ÃÏÓÔȦ 9ÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÈÁÎÄÌÅ ÔÈÅÍ 

alone, especially underarmed with a trainer-scrub. 

 Before she could follow ÔÈÅ ÌÉÎËÓ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÙ ÁÎÄ ÇÉÒÌȭÓ 5ÎÉÏÎ ÐÒÏÆÉÌÅÓȟ ÓÈÅ ÁÇÁÉÎ ÆÅÌÔ ÔÈÅ 

ÃÌÉÐÐÅÒ ÐÕÓÈ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÈÅÒ ÎÅÃËȟ ÒÅÁÃÔÉÖÁÔÅÄȢ Ȱ%ÎÏÕÇÈ ÏÆ ÔÈÁÔ ÎÏ×Ȣ 9ÏÕÒ ÁÕÄÉÅÎÃÅ ÉÓ ×ÁÉÔÉÎÇȢȱ 

* * * 

 Jordan jumped down, boots to turf. Scrubber door open, she locked eyes with Collie, gagged 

and hogtied on the cab floor. He squirmed a little; his one arm tugged against both wounded legs, 

real or not. 

 Her chance to learn more, save herself, or push for the big prize. 

 Ȱ*ÏÒÄÁÎ $ÁÌÔÏÎȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ Á ÔÈÒÅÅ-striped security officer. He might not be a real cop, but the 

gray-bearded thumper had probably seen more than one off-world conflict. Formosa was known 
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for hiring ex-ÍÉÌÉÔÁÒÙ ÁÎÄ ÁÃÔÉÖÅ ÍÅÒÃÅÎÁÒÉÅÓȢ Ȱ) ÁÓÓÕÍÅ ÙÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ ÒÅÁÄÉÎÇ ÏÕÒ ÒÅÑÕÅÓÔ ÆÏÒ ÐÒÉÓÏÎÅÒ 

ÔÒÁÎÓÆÅÒȢȱ 

 Ȱ!ÉÎȭÔ ÇÏÔ Á ÐÒÉÓÏÎÅÒȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ) got a legal bounty-ÃÁÐÔÕÒÅ ÁÎÄ )ȭÍ ÔÁËÉÎÇ ÈÉÍ ÔÏ 35(1Ȣȱ 

Jordan rocked her hips and flipped her hair. 

  In pre-ÌÁ×ȟ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÌÅÁÒÎÅÄ ÈÏ× ÔÏ ×ÏÒË ÎÏÔ ÏÎÌÙ ÔÈÅ ×ÉÔÎÅÓÓÅÓȟ ÊÕÄÇÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÊÕÒÙȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÔÉÒÅ 

ÃÏÕÒÔÒÏÏÍ ÁÕÄÉÅÎÃÅȢ 3ÈÅȭÄ ÓÐÅÎÔ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÓÔ ÆÉÖÅ ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓ ÌÏÏÓÅning tight-bound black tresses, 

smearing soot on her cheeks, and undoing strategic buttons on her overalls½three was obvious, 

two was believably sexyɂand the heat made it viable. After Collie wrapped his ankles and tied his 

wrist, all she had to do was link them with a simple loop. Hell, if he was something special, from 

royalty to notorious, having him tied up in the backdrop would help her grandstanding. Already, the 

younger security relaxed their poses, though rifles were still raised. 

 Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÓÕÐÅÒÃÅÄÅÓ your Right of Capture. Colorado Weyerhauser is a wanted murderer 

×ÉÔÈÉÎ ÆÅÄÅÒÁÌ ÊÕÒÉÓÄÉÃÔÉÏÎȢ 7Å ÃÁÎÎÏÔ ÁÌÌÏ× ÈÉÍ ÔÏ ÅÓÃÁÐÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÈÉÇÈÅÓÔ ÂÉÄÄÅÒȢ "Ù ÌÁ×Ȣȱ 

 So that was his name, or at least his handle. Bits of truth to back up the lies? And while 

Jordan dÉÄÎȭÔ ÆÁÎÃÙ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÒÏÎÇ ÓÉÄÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÌÁ× ÏÒ #ÏÌÌÉÅȟ ÓÈÅ ËÎÅ× Á ÔÈÉÎÇ ÏÒ Ô×Ï ÁÂÏÕÔ ÈÅÒ 

ÒÉÇÈÔÓȢ 3ÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÌÌ ÈÅÒ ÃÁÐÔÏÒ ÏÕÔ ÆÏÒ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÌÅÓÓ ÔÈÁÎ ÔÅÎ ÔÈÏÕÓÁÎÄȢ  

 Ȱ)Æ ÈÅȭÓ Á ÆÅÄÅÒÁÌ ÔÁÇȟ Á ÆÅÄ-ÒÅÐ ÎÅÅÄÓ ÔÏ ÃÌÁÉÍ ÈÉÍȟ ÎÏÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÉÌËȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÇÌÁÎÃÅÄ ÔÏ the limo, 

either calling their bluff or forcing for them to play their hand. 

 Officer graybeard sneered and turned his back, marching towards the limo. Jordan winked 

ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÁÌ ÃÏÐÓȟ ×ÈÏ ÓÍÉÌÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÎÕÄÇÅÄ ÅÁÃÈ ÏÔÈÅÒȢ 4ÈÅ ÃÁÒȭÓ ×ÉÎÄÏ× ÃÒÁÃËÅÄȢ 'ÒÁÙÂÅÁÒÄ 

whispered. He nodded and straightened his posture. 

4ÅÎ ÐÁÃÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ3ÅÖÅÎÔÙ ÔÈÏÕÓÁÎÄȢȱ 

 *ÏÒÄÁÎ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÓÔÏÐ ÈÅÒ ÊÁ× ÆÒÏÍ ÄÒÏÐÐÉÎÇȢ &ÒÏÍ ÔÈÒÅÅ ÔÏ ÓÅÖÅÎÔÙȩ 4ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÔÏ ÂÕÙ 

ÈÅÒ Ï×Î ÒÉÇȢ ! ÙÅÁÒȭÓ ÐÒÏÆÉÔÓ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÁÔȟ ÓÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÈÉÒÅ ÓÏÍÅ ËÉÄÓ ÁÎÄ ÂÏÏm, a crew. If she had a crew, 

ÓÈÅ ÈÁÄ Á ÂÕÓÉÎÅÓÓȢ 4×Ï ÍÏÒÅ ÔÒÕÃËÓ ÌÁÔÅÒȟ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÆÌÅÅÔȢ 7ÈÅÎ ÈÅÒ ËÉÄÓ ÇÏÔ ÔÈÅÉÒ Ï×Î 

scrubbers, the ball would keep rollingɂ4ÉÔÁÎÉÁȭÓ ÍÏÓÔ ÌÅÇÉÔÉÍÁÔÅ ÐÙÒÁÍÉÄ ÓÃÈÅÍÅȢ 

 Ȱ3ÏÌÄȢȱ 4ÈÅ ×ÏÒÄ ÐÏÐÐÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ *ÏÒÄÁÎȭÓ ÍÏÕÔÈ ×ÉÔÈ ÁÎ ear-to-ear grin. 

 Graybeard snapped an outstretched hand towards the scrubber. Within, Collie shouted in 

his gag, wrenching his arm against his binds. His eyes stretched wide½ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÒÉÇÈÔɂthe knot was 

supposed to be pull-to-loose. Jordan added an extra loop, a gift from her grease-and-gears Callisto 

upbringing. He quickly wriggled free, but the moment lost was a moment Formosa security used to 

surround both doors, six guns on either side. Collie tore away his gag, fist clenched around fabric. 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ×ÈÏÒÅȦ 9ÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÎÏ ÉÄÅÁ ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ½ȱ 
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 A mullet-haired rent-a-cop pulled the trigger on a humming pistol. An electric blue dart 

ÐÉÅÒÃÅÄ #ÏÌÌÉÅȭÓ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒȟ ÄÒÏÐÐÉÎÇ ÈÉÍ ÆÌÁÔȟ ÄÒÏÐÐÉÎÇ ÈÉÍ ÓÉÌÅÎÔ ÁÎÄ Ô×ÉÔÃÈÉÎÇȢ !Ó Á ÓÑÕÁÄȟ ÔÈÅ ÍÅÎ 

and women climbed into the cab, exchanging his ropes for cuffs. One called into his headset, 

Ȱ#ÏÌÏÒÁÄÏȟ ÁÃÑÕÉÒÅÄȢȱ 

 The security team appeared ready to pop champaign corks as the unconscious child was 

removed, wrapped toe-to-chin in skin-tight blue film, and loaded into the back of a paddy-wagon, 

three guns on him at all times. Graybeard watched his crew with a pride-filled smile, 

Ȱ#ÏÎÇÒÁÔÕÌÁÔÉÏÎÓȢȱ 

 Ȱ4ÈÁÎËÓȩȱ *ÏÒÄÁÎȭÓ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒÓ ÓÌÕÍÐÅÄȟ Ô×Ï ÈÏÕÒÓȭ ÓÔÒÅÓÓ ÄÉÓÐÅÒÓÅÄ ÉÎ Á ÍÏÍÅÎÔȢ Ȱ0ÒÅÔÔÙ ÂÉÇ 

ÍÁÒËȟ ÒÉÇÈÔȩȱ 

 Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÁÎÙ ÔÒÏÕÂÌÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÕÎÉÏn, of course, but we were a minute away from 

shooting through you just to get him. We thought he escaped onto the shuttle after his little fight 

×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ +ÉÎȢ 4ÈÏÕÇÈÔ ×Å ÌÏÓÔ ÈÉÍ ÁÇÁÉÎȢȱ 

 The Kin½just one of a two-dozen terrorist groups based on Triton but active on Titania. 

That interaction made Collie either a government agent, a collaborator, or an assassin. Jordan 

Ó×ÁÌÌÏ×ÅÄ ÂÁÃË ÈÅÒ Ȭ×ÈÏ ÉÓ ÈÅȭ ÆÏÒ Á ÎÏÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÍÉÌÅȟ Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ) ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÒÉÓËȢȱ 

 %ÖÅÎ ÉÆ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÊÕÓÔ ÈÏ× ÍÕÃÈ ÓÈÅȭÄ wagered. 

'ÒÅÅÄ ×ÁÓ Á ÄÁÎÇÅÒÏÕÓ ÔÈÉÎÇȟ ÓÏ $ÁÄ ÁÎÄ -ÁÒÔÉÎ ÒÅÐÅÁÔÅÄ ÁÄ ÎÁÕÓÅÁÍȢ  3ÈÅȭÄ ÌÉËÅÌÙ 

discover Collie was worth a hundred to three hundred thousand credits. But all Jordan was sure of 

×ÁÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÎÄÌÅ ÈÉÍ ÁÎÄ ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ×ÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÇÅt. That was the cool part about 

middlemen. The low bounty ensured their cut. Their ability to take him off her hands ensured 

*ÏÒÄÁÎȭÓ ÖÅÒÙ ÌÉÆÅȢ 

 A fair trade. 

 Jordan shared chuckles and handshakes with the real cops and the fake ones. The limo sped 

away before she got in spitting distance. Through some hardcore fishing, she came to understand in 

a delayed adrenaline rush that she just survived an armed face-to-ÆÁÃÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 3ÙÓÔÅÍȭÓ 

most effective living weapons: The Nail of Japheth. Who had caught who off-guard, who had 

underestimated whoɂÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÁÌÌ ÏÐÅÎ ÔÏ ÄÅÂÁÔÅȢ )Ô ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÍÁÔÔÅÒȢ  

 7ÉÔÈ ÓÈÁËÉÎÇ ÆÉÎÇÅÒÓ ÁÎÄ ÂÁÃË ÒÅÓÔÉÎÇ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÈÅÒ ÓÃÒÕÂÂÅÒȭÓ ÄÏÏÒȟ ÓÈÅ ÔÁÐÐÅÄ Á ÔÅØÔ 

message to Martin, not a hint of apology included. Today was her calling card within the union, no 

matter what percentile price-cut she gave away. Cash plus notoriety: 

#ÏÌÌÉÅȭÓ ÆÕÔÕÒÅ ÆÏÒ ÈÅÒÓȢ 

A fair trade indeed.  
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SHEEP 
MAY L. 

 

The sun rises as sheep raise their heads 

to scarlet mountains standing in the East 

while green grass cower beneath their feet. 

(The best view they ever got.) 

 

.ÏÔÈÉÎÇȭÓ ÄÒÅÁÒÙ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇ 

as the color of life stretches on and on and 

on and on and on and 

on, trampled occasionally beneath hooved feet. 

 

But they still stand proud; 

each curved blade sharpɂ 

folded katana in grass disguise. 

Indifferent teeth do not notice though. 

 

Dip head down and rip the grass, 

then smell the roses along the way. 

Munch once, munch twice, and then munch thrice; 

rinse, lather, and repeat. 

 

The sun rises as sheep raise their heads 

to scarlet mountains standing in the East 

while green grass cower beneath their feet. 

(The best view they ever got.) 
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OUR LAST DANCE 
SHANE LEE 

 

The rest of the class is waltzing into the classroom. I, however, was early, sitting in my usual 

place, rusti ng away in my usual introspection. 

I spend a lot of my time brooding these daysȟ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ ÓÔÅÒÅÏÔÙÐÉÃÁÌ ÓÁÄ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ 

do. To be specific, I was just entertaining the notion of visiting her. 

I hesitate, howeverȢ 0ÅÒÈÁÐÓ ) ÁÍ ÓÃÁÒÅÄȟ ÏÒ ÍÁÙÂÅ ÉÔȭÓ ÊÕst procrastination, but either way 

)ȭÍ unsure. 

Of course, we are dealing with supposed true love here, 

so I should go. 

"ÕÔ ÔÈÅÎ ÁÇÁÉÎȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÌÉËÅ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÁÎÙ×ÈÅÒÅɂ I could always visit her some other time. 

Sloth is taking over. I should probably pray for absolution when I can be bothered to. 

The teacher enters the room. People begin sitting down, and, without trying to hide his 

indifference, Mr. Craig tells us to start working on our collage projects. All )ȭÍ planning to work on 

is my story. The others students want to ogle at Vanity Fair while feigning hard workɂ ÆÉÎÅȟ ÂÕÔ )ȭÍ 

ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÓÔÁÒÔ ×ÒÉÔÉÎÇ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÎÏ×Ȣ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÉÎË ÏÆ ÁÎ ÉÎÔÒÏÄÕÃÔÉÏÎȟ Á ÐÒÏÌÏÇÕÅȟ ÏÒ Á ÈÏÏËȟ 

because this is no Aristotelian tragedy. This is a letter, a letter to wÈÏÅÖÅÒȭÓ ÒÅÁÄÉÎÇɂ a letter to 

you, so 

Dear Stranger ñ comma. 

I learned about writing letters in primary school. This is how the exercise began: Dear 

blank, comma, skip-a-line. 

A cartoon pencil in the margin would say that the blank space was for me to write the 

ÒÅÃÅÉÖÅÒȭÓ ÎÁÍÅȟ ÁÎÄ ) ÐÕÔ Stranger there ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÙÏÕ. 

TÈÅ ȰÄÅÁÒȱ ×ÁÓ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÆÏÒ ÆÌÁÖÏÒȢ 

Dear Stranger ñ comma. 

How are you? Question mark. Howõs the weather? Question mark. Et cetera, et cetera, et 

cetera, question mark. 

The eraser not far down the page would tell me that the first paragraph was for me to ask 

how the receiver is doingȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ×ÈÙ ) ÓÈÏÕÌÄȟ ÓÉÎÃÅ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÙÏÕȟ ÂÕÔ ) ÄÏ ÁÓ ÔÈÅ 

eraser said anyway, out of habit. 

Yes, habit. They treated us like animalsɂ the same indifference, cafeteria food, and mental-
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conditioning. Conditioning means using carrots or metal rulers to force good habitsɂ good habits are 

ones that make no sense. 

On December the twenty-sixth, I was waiting for her with a drink in my hands, and I closed my 

lips lazily over the straw opening. They were pale pink; small cracks revealed themselves under the dry 

cold, but nonetheless I drank. 

I drank despite the chill because it was a good habit. I drank despite the chill because they say 

coffee is like loveñ dying for love is glorious; frostbite pales in comparison. 

But was frappucino even coffee? I didnõt care. I crossed the road 

But why did I cross the road? Surely if why the chicken crossed the road is a valid question, 

the reason as to why a living human being did must be worth some attention? Another question 

that might arise is why ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃË )ȭÍ ÔÅÌÌÉÎÇ ÙÏÕ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÉÓȟ ÂÕÔȟ ÓÅÅȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÁÌÓÏ ÃÏÎÄÉÔÉÏÎÉÎÇȢ 4ÈÅ ÒÕÌÅÒ ÏÎ 

the margin had told me exactly what to write ɂtold me to write about something that happened 

during the holidayɂ so I did. 

)Ô ×ÁÓ ÌÉËÅ Á ÍÕÓÅȟ ÔÅÌÌÉÎÇ ÍÅ ×ÈÁÔ ÔÏ ×ÒÉÔÅȟ ÅØÃÅÐÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔɂ it was a ruler. 

"ÕÔ )ȭÖÅ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ×ÒÉÔÉÎÇȢ (ÁÂÉÔ ÓÁÙÓ ÔÏ ÆÏÌÌÏ× ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ×ÉÔÈ ×ÈÁÔ ÏÎÅ ÈÁÓ ÂÅÇÕÎȢ 4ÈÅ 

routine from school tells me I should brainstoÒÍ ÆÉÒÓÔȡ 7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÄÁÔÅȩ &ÅÂÒÕÁÒÙ ÔÈÅ Ô×ÅÎÔÉÅÔÈȢ 

What is the form? A letter in prose. Setting? Hong Kong, Christmas, two thousand and six. What 

about the genre? 

Non-fiction. 

What is the plot? 

Read to find out. 

* * * 

/ÕÒ ÒÅÌÁÔÉÏÎÓÈÉÐȩ Ȱ"ÅÓÔ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓȱ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÃÌÏÓÅÓÔ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÓÉÎÃÅ ȰÃÏÕÐÌÅȱ ×ÅÎÔ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÓÔÙÌÅȢ !ÆÔÅÒ 

all, a seventeen year old crying over lost love is petty. 

Fast forward. 

We had stopped talking, averted our eyes that one time we met, embarrassed, like strangers 

on a tightly packed bus. 

)ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÅØÁctly sure why it happenedɂ but that was a lie. I know it had to do with our 

supposed affairs, and I know it had to do with us being so far apart, but inside I know the real 

ÒÅÁÓÏÎȡ ) ÌÏÓÔ ÈÅÒ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÓÏÍÅ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ (ÏÌÌÙ×ÏÏÄ ÒÏÍÁÎÃÅȢ 

I crossed the road with my cup half full. Half full because everything is relative. 
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We had always met on the twenty sixth of December. We met the first time years ago 

because she was heartbroken. We met the second time because I told her I was heartbroken. And 

then, we met as a habit. It was not a good habit though; it was a bad habit, so, not a big loss. 

But that was a lie; that was me coping. 

I thought I spotted Janet some distance away. I started towards her, but adjusted my clothing 

first. 

It was a tiny argument. There was no argument. There were accusations left unfinished, 

unsaid, and that was all there was. It all happened about a year agoɂ we had stopped talking. 

She saw me. The smile still burns in my head, set in the chilly background of December two 

thousand and six. 

November. Some girl added my contact on MSN, so I asked whether we knew each other. 

(ÅÒ ÎÁÍÅ ×ÁÓ -ÁÙȟ ÁÎÄ ÎÏȟ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ×Å ÄÉÄȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×ȟ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÁÄÄ ÍÅȩ .Ïȟ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔȢȢȢ 

(Íȣ ÓÔÒÁÎÇÅȢ 9ÅÁÈȣ ÓÏȟ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ your name? 

I smiled back, so she grinned wider still. We both crossed the road, perhaps trying to meet in 

the centre of a generic bustling street, like in romance movies. 

The silence between us had been an escape for me, a chance to freeze our love against fickle 

change. How could I have been anything but angry? My keyboard rattled loudly; we could hear and 

ÓÅÅ ÅÁÃÈ ÏÔÈÅÒȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÙÐÅÄ ÎÏÎÅÔÈÅÌÅÓÓȢ ) ÓÁ× ÏÎÌÙ ÈÅÒ ÁÒÍȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅ ÍÙ ÇÌÁÒÅɂ I knew it 

was her. 

3Ï ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÓÈÏ× ÍÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÆÁÃÅȩ .ÏȦ "ÕÔ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÅ ×ÈÏ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÕÓÅ the 

×ÅÂÃÁÍȢ 9ÏÕ ÆÉÒÓÔȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÆÁÉÒɂ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÓÅÅÎ ÍÙ ÐÉÃÔÕÒÅ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙȢ .Ïȟ )ɂ 

Janet. 

She did not respond, though I guess silence is a response. 

Why? 

She said sorry and signed off. 

She was seventeen, happy life, bright future. 

Fast Forward. Rewind. Stop.  

Playɂ I recognized her voice on my mobile. My eyes blinked and then widened. Local call; she 

had returned for me without a thought. 
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I skipped every class I had that day, hiding in a cubicle whispering softly into the phone, a 

tear or two now and then. It was chick-flick material (except real); it was romantic (like all couples 

until they break up), but I guess love is glorified by death. 

* * * 

The teacher just walked past our table, and it reminded me of what he always says: show 

ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÅÌÌȟ ÓÈÏ× ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÅÌÌȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÏ× ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÅÌÌȢ 7ÅÌÌȟ ÔÈÅ ÂÉÔ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ×ÁÓ ÓÈÏ×ÉÎÇ ÏÕÒ ÌÏÖÅɀ that last 

sentence was telling you she dies. 

Sure, I could tell you how frail she seemed, standing on the street like a doll in a black and 

white film with jazz playing in the background, no sound Chaplin style. Yes, tell you how the car 

slammed into her and she was thrust onto the ground, still looking at me, smile faded. 

I ran towards her, her face a palette of red and black paint, and though I would not be able 

to describe her beauty (no words can), I could tell you every detail on her face. And I could tell you 

that she lost consciousness exactly one and three fourths steps after that, and that her blood poured 

from the corner of her lips a few meters later. Sure, I could tell you exactly what it was like, but it 

was a moment to be experienced. 

In a cinema at the very least. 

Traffic accidents are essential plot devicesñ the car backed off a little to give us the 

spotlight. I rushed out towards her, and we became starsñ she was silent, and I was yelling, but we 

were stars. We met in the centre of everything, like in a Hollywood romance. 

I kneeled down besides her, gasping her name, propped her head up, and looked at her. 

Nothing happenedɂ it was as if the world froze. I prayed to God for her to wake up. 

She did. Everyone in their seats gives out a sigh of relief. The driver who came out to have a 

look dashed back into the car. There was a war of shouts and honks as he slowly backed away. I 

wanted to kill him, but wanted to hear her moreɂ I wished those bastards would shut the hell up. 

But then I made out a few of her ×ÏÒÄÓȡ Ȱ!Í ) ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÄÉÅȩȱ 

I held her hands close and kissed them because I thought itõd be romantic (and it was). I held 

her to my chest, and she told me I was warm; she clutched my hands and smiled. They almost trembled 

when I pulled the ring off. 

òRemember this?ó I asked. 
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She looked at me meekly, her blood draining slowly away. Remember? You gave me this four 

years ago, at this very time. I wear it because I remember. I wear this because this isnõt some stupid 

puppy love. I wear this becauseé 

I knew that she could no longer hear me, but I said òI love youó anyway. 

I didnõt know when she had passed out, but I knew she had gotten the gist of it. 

Her hands were clutched tightly, but they soon collapsed, joining the rest of her body on the 

unevenly spread road. I placed the ring in her hand and closed it for her (I never saw it leave her hand, 

rolling away from those pretty fingers, and sometimes I fantasize that she had it until the very end). I 

checked her breathing, stroked her hairñ kissed her cheeks even, until the ambulance and police cars 

came. 

Indifferent to the hands that pushed me back, I stared at her face, and when she was gone I 

saw the cup of frappucino lying on the groundñ there were but a few drops left. 

* * * 

I regret not taking the ring with meɂ if I had, I would have something physical to fawn 

over. Then again, I regret many things. 

The watermelon slice is the perfect metaphor for an anticlimax. Past this sentence there will 

be no more explicit blood, love, and suffering. 

If you want to know the whole story though, thank you. Please 

stand behind the yellow line. Dut dut dut dut dut dut dut dut dut. 

The sounds were full stops to all that mattered on December the twenty-sixth. Words can 

topple kingdoms, but not overtake ambulancesñ I twisted my ankle trying anyway.  

The hare will not be taking a nap this time, I thought as the white shape turned around the 

corner. This is no fable; there is no moral beyond cruel realities. 

) ÌÏÏË ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÌÁÓÓÒÏÏÍȢ )ÔȭÓ ÂÅÅÎ Ô×Ï ÍÏÎÔÈÓ ÓÉÎÃÅ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÎÅÒÁÌ ÔÈÁÔ ) ÈÁÄ ÆÏÏÌÉÓÈÌÙ 

missed, and her family had taken her remains away. I had realized and cried, yet none of her old 

friends know of what had happened. There is something bitter about this thought, as if every smile 

ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅÍ ÉÓ Á ÂÅÔÒÁÙÁÌ ÏÆ ÈÅÒ ÍÅÍÏÒÙȢ ) ÇÌÁÎÃÅ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÏÍȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÙ ) ÇÌÁÒÅȢ 
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If you want an epilogue, here it is. This is where the author makes a conclusion, an excuse of 

a catharsis as well, if he can manage. 

I was just thinking about visiting a special someone, and the logical ÁÎÓ×ÅÒ ÉÓ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ )ȭÖÅ 

been avoiding: like I said, ÉÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÌÉËÅ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÁÎÙ×ÈÅÒÅȠ ) ÃÏÕÌÄ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÖÉÓÉÔ ÈÅÒ ÓÏÍÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ 

time. I should just move on, cherish her memory fondly (though only when I feel alone). This is what 

she would have done as well; it  makes no sense to suffer for a dead personɂ true, true enough, 

ÂÕÔ ÍÁËÉÎÇ ÎÏ ÓÅÎÓÅ ÉÓ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÈÁÂÉÔȢ ) ÓÔÁÎÄ ÕÐȟ ÁÎÄ )ȭÍ ÐÁÃËÉÎÇ ÍÙ ÂÁÇɂ heads turn. The 

ÔÅÁÃÈÅÒ ÁÓËÓ ÍÅ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÒÏÎÇȠ )ȭÍ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒȢ 0ÁÓÓÐÏÒÔȟ )$ȟ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÍÏÎÅÙ )ȭÖÅ ÓÁÖÅÄ ÕÐȟ Á 

ÐÅÎȟ ÐÁÐÅÒȟ ÁÎ ÁÄÄÒÅÓÓȟ ÁÎÄ )ȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÁÌÌ ÓÅÔȢ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÁÉÒÐÏÒÔȢȱ 

$ÏÎȭÔ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÍÅȢ 2ÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÈÅÒȢ 

Sincerely Yours, 

Anonymous 

 




