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While, by the Eve, He Determined to Endure
l.

The wind whipped through the bright-lit streets of theaB @ity at Nash Ultima.
Business in the City ended very early today, well betloeeblood-red sun went down
behind the ocean. The day was by no means normal, andytiitevas certainly not
typical; tonight was ‘Confrontation Eve’: it was Jgsiminus-one.

The halls of the Central Museum were something righbba history book.
Ornate marble pillars stood imposingly all around thergallery. The grand central
chamber contained a massive set of stairs linking fiveraep#oors.

Serafino Grafsteen leaned his back against a railingeotop floor. The bright
lights of the gallery reflected off his brilliant amb®yes. The young man’s mad raven sat
immobile on his shoulder. His drab and somber suit lookgaf place in the hall's
gilded splendor.

A dozen or so footsteps echoed in the chamber belowrld fEmale tour guide
launched into her spiel:

“The genetic structure of the strange life forms knowiBgdo’ remains a
mystery. The fact that their DNA has the same doubliedl structure as ours has,
however, been demonstrated...”

“Seven minutes to midnight and this museum is still dp8rafsteen mused,
“how could they possibly justify that kind of operatiosahedule?”

“It's ‘Confrontation Eve’:” his companion muttered, ‘§tconsidered patriotic to
keep these places open around the clock right before\ihengages a Bydo Mass.” This
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man was a scientist, the same one that sat amthegantipathy Committee’s ranks
when Sven Wraith gave his last update to the group.

The men were a study in contrasts: the scientisiedanimself much like Sam
Roont: he had the same arrogant scowl tattooed acmotschithat seemed to be the
birthright of surly researchers, or maybe tenured profesSarafino, on the other hand,
reeked of simplicity: everything from his simple, clog-stgifess shoes, his nondescript-
though very expensive- tailored suit and his short-croppad;ilethe-back grey hair
smacked of precision and efficiency. The scientist mag halieved that he was God,
while Serafino believed that he could cut Heaven'’s opewdtmosts in half, given the
chance.

“They're not working, are they?” The scientist asked.

“What?”

“You know damn-well what: your company’s Karat Spherd®ylcan’t control
the flesh, can they?”

“No.” Serafino admitted after a moment’s pause. ‘Tbannot.” He reached up,
holding a shelled peanut between his fingers, and his ravedilgrgrabbed it out of his
hand. The ravenous bird also nipped Grafsteen’s thumb proleess; a crimson pool
sprang up on the tip of that digit.

“Why the hell did they let you in here with tithing, anyway?”

Smiling, Serafino licked the blood from his cut. “GoudereRri@nances over 25-
percent of this museum’s budget through charitable camiwits; being the executive VP
of a multinational corporation has its perks, afterfllyway, Diablo’s something of a
must with me. He’s like a fashion accessory, don’t yook?”

The scientist shook his head. “Disgusting bird.” He murhble

“On the outside, maybe, but it's inner beauty that'thtrDiablo possesses that in
droves. Actually, in that regard he’s the polar oppasithe R-H’s: beautiful silver birds
on the outside, and on the inside? Humph: the depthsliatself.” He absently
scratched the mad raven’s neck.. “You should know: thee®oubt that they're going
through full-emergence, now.” Grafsteen somberly noted.

“Our otherdisgusting birds.”

“The Karat Spheres seem to only slow them down, not hihéen completely.
Science was never my strong suit, but from what I&erbtold they have the potential to
become...” he waved one hand as he struggled for thewmyiat, “to becomenfluential
in their own destinies, if you know what | mean. Asytistart to bypass the Karat
Spheres, and with greater and greater impunity, that ‘hstinaulation’ they keep
getting from those pilots is going to do more than juspkbem alive...”

“I'll allow them to grow.” The scientist mumbled.

“Like goldfish in a jar: the things should grow to theesof their container. And
since our safeguards aren’t able to keep them away fromlohg heads, well, that
container becomes exponentially increased, doesn't it?”

“That, and the possibility that they could actually mawte the ship’s circuitry.
We already know that the stufféapableof organizing itself in an electronic framework,
so merging with the Raidens’ on-board electronicsdsfanite scenario.”

Serafino scrunched his lips, impressed. “Could they readlge ahuis-ahem, |
mean home- out of the ship’s circuitry?”
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“If they can’t be properly contained, then they’ll halkthe room they need to
expand.” He raised his head in exasperation; the hargh bflhe gallery reflected off
his balding pate. “Their sterility, of course, is salisolute: nothing can change that, so
they can’t spread beyond the ships, but still-”

“-they can make themselves known from within those shiny littleineff
Serafino finished with a nod. “Well, congratulationsjn vriend it looks like you're a
father!”

“Shut your mouth, damnit!” He growled. “This isn’t funny. GdbHe grabbed
his head with two hands and groaned. “Look: the Prototypeid éscked and loaded’
with serum, right? There are no signs of complicej@nd no signs of rejection. Ngt,
anyway. Well, then, we’ll just push to get Antipathyraduced to all the future R-H
pilots assoonas they’re introduced to the Hybrids. That way, therigigowon’t have the
lifespannecessary to start emerging. This whole damn plasstdawork... yes, it can.”
He wrung his hands. “But we can't let the others knowuaibis, alright?”

“You are awfully eager to kill-off the poor things. Wil the time you'd spent
doting over it, | would’ve thought that you'd be more willitmytake the ‘Polaroid’
approach to the R-H’s.”

“Polaroid approach’?”

“To ‘see what develops’.” Grafsteen smirked.

“I'm not interestedn what ‘develops’, nitwit! | serve the aims of the Quitiee,
that is all' The R-H'’s are tools to be usadthingmore. Now, what do you think of my
plan?”

Serafino was absently inspecting his nails.

“Goddamnit, Grafsteen! Say something.”

“Whatever you think is fine: my company’s pay is the sagiber way.”

“Your companymight be out of a job soon!”

“No, we won't. The Karat Spheres we’re providing areffiective:not useless.
They're still granting at least a small amount of pcoba to you pilots. And don't
forget, as far as the sterility issue’s concerned:ipay have figured out how to clip the
R-H’s little gonaden but it's Gouden Preek that's doing all the actual ‘snipging

“Your contract was for both ‘snipping’ andttinting’, Grafsteen!” He growled.

“Easy, papa,” Serafino patted the man on the shoutimescendingly, “so
things aren’t working exactly to plan: so what? That'sa@e old story: how long do you
think it took our hairy-knuckled ancestors to craft thestforoper spear? The Chinese
puttered around for centuries in their dingy little works before they perfected
gunpowder. | meamijn Gott something as primitive as the first nuclear bomb took
years to develop, todll things are difficult before they are easy.”

“That analogy’s not valid: your researchers are waglan a glorified carrying
casenotthe actual weapon itself. For that, we have our Mulggluaintance to thank.”

“Yes, yes, but I'm telling you that even with all thesegs the vesselsll be
useable long enough to serve the needs of your glorioysowgaserafino raised his
voice as he hammered this point across.

Suddenly, the mad raven on his shoulder began beatinghgs ¥arvently. It
extended its head and let loose a pealing shriek. Theistieatl to cover his ears at the
outburst; Serafino’s brows twitched expressively. Teng man quickly rounded-up his
attaché case and walked off across the marble floor.
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“I think that we have come to terms, haven’'t we? Anywdave to go.” He
bluntly declared over his shoulder. “A peaceful nigat? And star-filled skies to you
always.” The dynamic VP broke into a brisk run atéeched the stairwell.

“Goedenacht” The scientist acerbically called after him. Alonethe gallery, he
leaned against the handrail, at the same spot thairfeesédod, and glared down at the
fourth floor: the museum’s main Bydo exhibit hall.

‘You're a father!" The glib young man’s remark played through his head. He
brought a big flask out of his overcoat and took a long puthfito

No cigars, please! No cards, thank yole.thought. He considered Serafino and
his arrogant, bottom-dollar outlook on everything. Thaokhé one constant behavior in
all of human thought and action- stupidity- he wasihglpo birth a monstrosity.

‘Rosemary’s Baby’ hadothingon him.

We've laid two eggs so far, and these are eggs laiddosumptionnot for
raising. But, like a horrified breakfaster standing over the ekilive’ve cracked one open
and discovered a beak in the yolk

A chill went down his spine as he recalled the repotinmg the ‘Limerence-
Experience’ (ha!) of th@latonic Love’'sseatwarmer. The scientist destroyed all copies of
that account as soon as he’d received it from Johnny UHkieasrdered Johnny to keep
his mouth shut and to instruct Sven Wraith to do the shatehose two didn’t need
much convincing.

‘You're a father!’

There was a chick in the egg.

“And it's a boy.” He sarcastically congratulated hinfisel

Then he took another swig from his flask.

And, with all these things carefully considered, he decideget stinking drunk.

The bells of St. Dwynwen’s rang in the darkness. It Mlasday: the start of
another week.

Justin sat at his kitchen counter. He was twirlingU# around his ring finger
and staring into space, lost in thought. His brows tweitcin silent recognition of the
church bells.

It had been four days since his little ‘mishap’ behindwheel of his Raiden.
That was the euphemism Sven Wraith had come-up with twideslustin’s meltdown.
Justin couldn’t imagine why the Aryl was so keen on doayiph the incident.

He shouldn’t be let anywherearthe Platonic Love He knew that, and he was
pretty sure that everyomdsemust know it, too. He was a major pariah on base; peopl
were calling him ‘Brain-Storm’ behind his back. The other slage wiseass snuck into
his barracks and stashed an old-fashioned straightjacket lmcker.

Simply put: Justin was a loose-cannon. Worse thanltbatias a nut-case.

Well, maybe a littldetterthan that I'm a nut-case with a 22-ton weapon of Mass
destruction at my disposal

He scoffed irritably and disassembled the UCP. He clilitk®ck in the kitchen
drawer.
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He started thinking of Cynthia again. His little bout.aherence-Psychosis
opened up that little wound, too. Actually, that wasn’'t a baj:deéyn was a wound that
never really healed, anyway. Justin closed his eyesaated: he thought he could
actually smell her amber hair.

He picked up his now-empty glass and sniffed the rim; bé&lciill detect the
faint trace of Galliano. The star-anise exuded a delilb@orice scent.

Mmm... how you loved that licorice

He could almost feel the touch of her hands.

He opened his eyes: there was nothing to see but higdditad kitchen.

“I want my hedgehogs.” He mumbled aloud.

Justin spent a good hour pacing around his bedroom. Sigs daw&ezhdaorth
across his shoulders; cars swung around inside his poudh Wwistin wore around his
neck.

He’'d isolated himself from literally everyone at Bdsk more so than normal,
even. Chenine certainly wouldn’t ever count on him adauhat least she wasn't totally
hostileto the idea of him sticking around. Like most things, she apgda take the
news with that usual, casual indifference.

| can live with thatHe thought.

He stared out his bedroom window: he could barely makéewnew moon
through the midnight smog.

She must be living it up, tonigltte thought. After all, today was ‘Confrontation
Eve’: the day before the Allied Military engaged the tempMass. Military grunts- and
especially pilots- would have the run of the city tonigdverything and anything was free
for them- within reason, of course.

Justin had no reason to be out there with them.

Spiders and sharks he thoughtYou failed at being a true, blue human once
again, kiddo Any frail social connections he’d managed to build e&teBh0 had snapped
apart as quickly as a spider’s-web crumbles in a storm.

He bowed his head and scratched his chin.

Well, so what, huh? If you can’t cut it as a ‘spider’, then why keepring
yourself about it, anyway? Just forget it: you stupid, whiney crybaby

He raised his hea@herewas a notion. If he played it that way, then his situa
would look something like this: it was Confrontation Eved &e was a Raiden pilot.
That'’s all he had to know.

Why don’t you worry about beingvearrior for awhile, hmrfa

He could work on his humanity some other tinie¢here would be any other time.
Right now he felt like working on hishumanity Pummeling that Galilean Mass would
be a good start. It was already Confrontation Eve, apyassd the AM attack was
imminent, so he could endure for that long, at least.

Sigs tumbled off Justin’s head and dug his claws into thEgpdboulder, barely
regaining his footing. The little hedgehog held on tight endaditeak Justin’s skin, but
the pilot didn’t feel it at the moment.

All Justin could feel was a thick, cloying hatred in hesutt. There was a rage
seething under his skin, and he desperately wanted to nartewven if it meant dying at
the hands of that dark planetoid at Ganymede.

After all, he reasoned,could pick aworseway to go
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With that problem resolved, he rounded-up his Galliano, Veakiborange juice
and spent the next two hours getting hammered out of his Aeadhd 2:00 AM he
stumbled out of his apartment, heading nowhere in particula

“Muhver-fugging...cog{uggers!”

Samantha Rayne mumbled to herself as she sat huncéed bright, neon-lit
bar. It was five minutes past midnight, and for Sam tlodisso-precious first five
minutes of ‘Confrontation Eve’ were suitably miserable.

“Mohr .” She shouted at the bartender. Despite thgrg tekno music and the
obstruction in her mouth, the pilot’s commanding voicmit the length of the bar.

The slick-haired bartender made his way over to the rgaprh He surveyed her
for a moment, eyeing the two big sweet-sticks juttingedthier side of her mouth.

“Not another one, now.” The young man teased. His breyes were flirting
laser beams. Thirty minutes ago Sam left her squadnmatks pricey private room
they'd fought to book for themselves. She was sulleterbsulky, and just about
everything else, too.

And she was also one of the only ladies in the g&idikat Club who was
sitting all by herself; the massive establishment wasimted by Allied Military
cliques: whole squadrons and maintenance teams wererauhight on the town before
their big sendoff. There was the usual smattering of pap-#@ad inebriated rock-jocks,
but they were far outnumbered by the rowdy AM personnel.

Sam yanked both sweet-sticks from her mouth and groWes, another one!”
She glowered at the surface of the bar with her copplered eyes. “Motherfucking
cock-”

“Yeah, yeah, yeah, cutie: | heard you the first ddreas.” He leaned closer to
her and held up a shrink-wrapped sweet-stick. He dangledrdnhof Sam’s nose,
teasing. “But seriously: you're gonna give yourself alfstigar high if you keep sucking
these down so quickly: why don't you try getting a littlerdk? The way I've seen you
down the saccharine, getting hammered is probably safgodfothan getting the sugar-
buzz.” he grinned widely.

“I'm both.” The girl declared, proudly raising her noséen.

“And, yet, you're still in a pissy mood.”

“It's only because of those motherfu-"

“Ai"" He threw up his hands in resignation.

“Sorry.” The girl sullenly apologized.

“Well, come on: your superiors had to have a good reabomn} they?”

“Not ‘superiors’: we call ‘em ‘commanding officers’'Sam grabbed the sweet-
stick out of the man’s hand, unwrapped it and jammed it lstwer gums. “Aferenlee,
they wannuh keef mgshsaveh-”

The bartender gently grabbed the tip of her sweet-stidktwb fingers and
pulled it out of her mouth. “Say again?” He sweetly asked.

Sam’s golden eyes blazed with anger as she held herrhkadhands. Her nose
was wrinkled along with her thin eyebrows in a scdwe trillion or so freckles on her
face, which were pretty faint to begin with, were invisiin the dim light of the bar-area.
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“Apparently, they wanna keep my ass safe so | canfématzsa new unit after the
Jupiter campaign.”

“Well, that’s a good reason.”

“What? It's a good reason to yank me away from myesyatail my butt to the
ground and have me hunker-down under my bed while everyantaktss on that damn
Galilean Mass? To hell with that.” She growled. Ohler arms slipped; she nearly
nailed her chin on the bar before catching herself. “Whehell kinda group name is
that, anyway: the ‘Tears’ Shower Squadron’? It soundsaliliee of hair-care
products...”

“What was that?”

“Nothin’.” She dejectedly grunted. “I was just thinkingoaib my new home.”

“Where is ‘home’, anyway?”

“Here.” She tapped the bar top with one finger. “hasv, anyway. | lived here
once before for almost- what was it- seven yeatsink, before I finally got my Dancer
commission.”

“Where else before that? I'm only asking because oaticent...”

“Jolly East Africa.” She mumbled. “My birthplace, laast.”

“Speak any Afrikaans?”

The girl held her hand above the bar and tipped it badKath. “A little; it's the
Kenyan | can speak without an accent.”

“‘Neat.”

“Yeah, fantastic.” She sardonically grumbled. “And nowelbeen shipped back
to the Great City itself: it’s the friggin’ circle dife...”

The rave song ended on the fourth-level dance flo@orgks later several large
groups of dancers descended the large central staircagayehe heading down to the
lower levels for drinks, among other things.

Sam’s eyes were instantly drawn to a sextet of pdp:téey descended the stairs
in an orderly phalanx. Each girl was done-up in perfdetygred makeup and subtle,
reflective body paint. Some wore more clothes thaerst though none of them were
what Sam would call ‘decent’. The pale-skinned goddessesdibrk@ugh the sea of
people like a graceful school of fish; the crowd partedradhem.

“What'’s with all the geisha girls?”

The bartender followed Sam’s drunken eyes. “Oh, you ntealG00-Goo-
Dolls’.” He grinned. “They’re all regulars here: theylhgaéear it up on the dance floor.
They're what I'd call an ‘elite hottie squad’. They wdahemselves pretty hard at all the
club scenes around the city, not to mention in the sack.

Sam looked back at him cruelly.

He raised his hands. “Hey, that’s just what I've heard.”

The six girls passed by the bar. Each one of themsvleat from their skin, and
several were busy letting their glistening, sweat-soakedlban. Sam’s eyes were
naturally drawn to one of the girls bringing up the réae:tart’s skin was paler than a
full moon. She was the shortest of the group, thoudialbthe most well-proportioned.
Her eyes were blue sapphires; her v-neck top was edpéoial at the neck to make it
plunge way down between her A-cup breasts. Howevegrtorkdit, the girl was
wearing a pair of ultra-tight white pants, in conttasmost of her fellow-tarts’ barely-
existent miniskirts.
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The most striking aspect of this girl, though, was héiard white hair. As she
bobbed and weaved through the crowd, walking past goldengdgstéind red-and-green
laser lights, Sam could see several golden-blond stréahs ber bangs.

“She’s trying to look older than she really is.” Sdiscerned immediately. “Don’t
know why, though: she’s probably legal tender.” Sam suckdwepsweet-stick.
“Someone needs to cram that girl in a tanning booth, thdbugh.

“Ah, you mean, um... what’s-her-name? Jenin, I think. Or sbimg like that.”
The bartender rounded up some empty glasses from theatabéespoke. “She’s not an
albino, or anything; she’s Ketoni, | think. Don’t know muwadtout her, though: the Goo-
Goo-Dolls spend most of their time at the bar in thmdge; they like to crash in a booth
between dance numbers.” He allowed himself a brief pegdeanooty girls. “Tch! That
Jenin is the cream of the crop, though. To most guysyany

“The ‘brass-ring’, huh?” Sam smirked derisively at teteating girl. She
abruptly spat out her now-defunct sweet-stick and sat umrf@ia nice, thick pilsner
and a tube of GABAcide: I'm calling it a night.”

“Oh, don't be that way...” the young man brushed his fingees Sam’s brow,
cradling her dirty-blond locks. Before he could tell wivais happening Sam grabbed his
hand and slammed it down on the table.

“l do things the Arab way, amigo: next time that haathes off, ‘kay?”

“Alright, alright!” he pulled away from her quickly.ddcame back a minute later,
much more sullen, and set down her pint of beer.Iste@aced a brightly-colored auto-
injector syringe next to the pilsner. “You didn’t haveboso touchy.”

“You didn't have to be so feely.” Sam retorted. Shevigled her beverage in one
pull, snatched-up her syringe and stumbled off the barstédin”“in a bitchy mood,
mister, you can bet I'm entitled. Anyway, it’s all basa of those... those-"

“-aforementioned ‘motherfucking cocksuckers’: yes, I'verdéaHe grumbled.

Bleary-eyed and tired, Sam wandered through the maz&itik&at-Club for a
good two hours, getting lost multiple times. She checkedhiher squadmates, who were
right in the middle of wet t-shirt contest with a grodpirited party-girls. The ‘wet’
part of the contest was provided by a massive keg of GambbDetisight.

Quality booze She thought sourly.

At some point Sam desperately needed to pee, so she estuanblind the lower
floors of the club, in comical futility, until shemembered her syringe of GABAcide.

That might help a bit with my sense of direction

She pressed the tube against her neck. The edges instankidd on to her flesh.
She leaned against a wall, resting her arms on a ra#irige auto-injector located her
pulsing carotid. The syringe then pierced her flesh.

She closed her eyes, breathed deeply, then openedcgfaam

Her mood had, understandably, not improved.

Nothing’s more sobering than sobrieghe wryly noted.

Thanks to her new-found coordination Sam located thewastroom hallway
in the rear of the club. As she tromped down the carstie noticed a scraggily haired
rock-jock stumbling out of the unisex bathroom. His face deamp with sink water and
he passed Sam wordlessly, an ecstatic grin cementeskdusadopey face.

Whatever he’s high on, it must be gaodhe bitterly judged.
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Before she could put her hand on the bathroom doomumngwpen towards her;
the swift-footed girl had to jump back to avoid getting clobtefide little platinum-
blond ‘Goo-Goo-Doll was on the other side of that dddre girl was reapplying some
pink-hued, glittery lip-gloss to her freshly-washed fesles was doused in a whole new
coat of sweat. The girl slunk past Sam wordlessly,iagppp the fly of her pants as she
sauntered by.

Huh. | guesshatwas his drug of choice...

Samantha stared at the pop-tart as she passedtltteeigrocated this by
flashing her a dark, stinging look that clearly saggh to hell. The tart trotted off, still
smearing the gloss over her lips.

“Charming.” Sam mumbled as she went into the bathroom.

The facilities were much better than Sam expect@dba downtown Nash
Ultima club: it was relatively clean and boasted twbrbws of stalls. Most of these
were empty and Sam heard only a few active ‘strearsi the urinals on the other side
of the dividing-wall.

She did her business and then set to work re-organieinfade in front of one of
the sinks. Sam wasn’t the kind of woman that spent af lome preening and cleaning
herself, but she did have some very basic feminingiganand at 2:30 in the morning
these desperately needed to be attended to.

She noticed a small pill bottle sitting beside tmksit had a tiny white
prescription label wrapped around it.

Let’s hope it's someone’s club drugs and not their heart medication

She picked up the bottle and was about to check the € Bbddenly, a stern
little voice cried out:

“Samabharil

Before Sam knew what was happening a white hand darted Ibefoeges and
snatched the bottle away.

The platinum-blond girl glared at Sam angrily. Theonklog away from Sam’s
eyes, she turned and darted out the bathroom door. Oneldater she stuck her head
back in the room, very briefly, with her sapphire eyeserapologetic.

“Nasikitikd', she declared, then disappeared.

Left alone in the room, Sam gazed at the door, truly ifrecst

“Se nena.” She softly answered.

V.

The scientist stumbled in the dark. He put his hand agam®utside wall of the
museum.

Just to keep the place from falling ovkee hiccupped.

He heard glass shattering somewhere around the cérfeaf. seconds later he
heard it again. Then again; this time there was somamweus cursing thrown in as well.

He rounded the corner and nearly took a beer bottlettate.

“Ah!” He cried as the bottle shattered against the wall inches from his body.

“Sorry about that.” A black-haired young man slurred hisdsdrom across the
big patio. He was leaning uncertainly against a supporting cohganthe museum
entrance.
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“Gott in Hemel' He cried. “What are you trying to do: kill me?”

The green-eyed man smiled slightly; then he grinnedwatky eyes. “No,
actually: I'm trying to killthis!” He lobbed another green bottle across the patgaiied
above the museum entrance and smashed against a big gcaiptere. The imposing
statue depicted a Bydo incarnation: it was massive, witindbersome bean-shaped head
and the body of a gigantic slug, or perhaps an undevelopld/e. That incarnation was
called ‘Dobkeratops the Guardian’, and it was indeed omekaid.

The man drew his hand back once again. “God-damned...” hadéter bottle
said: it hit the defenseless sculpture square in the hedshstard$’ he finished.

“Here, now: that’s vandalism!”

“No: it's patriotism.” The drunk man stumbled over te gtientist and rested
against the overlook. There were many marble stairgnigagb to this entrance of the
Bydo Museum, and the landing they were on was a goodyviestt above ground level.
“There’s no nobler thing that to die for a cause, righi&t’'sthe ultimate demonstration
of devotion, and kinship, isn't it?”

“I really couldn’t say.”

“It is.” He smiled wickedly. “Nothing says ‘membershipiore than martyrdom.”

“And you’re a martyr, are you?”

“Not yet.”

In all honesty, neither man had the motor coordinaonavigate the museum’s
marble staircase, so the scientist and the young ragedson the landing a while; the
elder man generously shared some of his flask with thakiasgouth.

Both of them were in pretty sour moods, to put it ngildind they spent their time
on the moonlit patio rattling off their complaints abthé world at large. He did most of
the talking, but the black-headed youth did eventually gneepertinent soliloquy.

“...and | didn’t make anynreasonablgromises, either, like Se-, like rpyivate
sectorcolleague..” the scientist spat the words ‘private sector’ with olorg derision.

“Sounds like you got royally screwed, Doc.”

He wagged his finger: “Alletalen, please. Call me Altd He hiccupped with
the introduction. “And you, my would-be-martyr.” He sizep the young man: he didn’t
have the muscular build of a soldier, but his sour disjom spoke volumes: he could tell
that the young man was trying to re-grow his spiky black pabbably after having it
compulsorily clipped short. “What are you: some kind of gMnt?”

“Yeah, some kind.” He agreed with a smile. “Just go@mvrench-monkey: my
name’s J-"

“-have you ever heard about the concept of ‘serendipitiend?”

“Uh, it sounds familiar...”

“It means that you bowl a perfect strike, but you do iabgidentally heaving the
ball into a different bowling lane.” Alletalen gripped tipnite rail tightly. “I set out to
design one thing, and for operpose it's a noble purpose, to be sure. But now
everything’s coming out differently. What I've done...” he crdunés head up to the
moonlight, “Let me put it this way: have you ever encorgdesomething that reeks of
danger, and terror even, but at the same time it'®©figlory and wonder? | mean,
something that you’re both enamored of and terrified lii@asame time?”

“I encounterthatevery day | step out my door.” The green-eyed man ciajiptic
replied.
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“But this is something thatdhouldn’tbe enamored of.” Alletalen lowered his
face and shook his conflicted head.

“What is it, anyway?”

“A seed.” He mumbled vaguely.

“If i's an apple seed, you might want to give it to:rhevouldn’t mind trying to
grow a tree for myself.” The youth grinned.

“The fruit ofthis seed should be quite rotten, when grown.” He growledatiedt
at the boy’s snarkiness.

“But you think that it could become a flower, too, huh?”

Alletalen looked over at the youth, now impressdd, ja: that is the situation.
But it doesn’t change the fact that my... ‘work’, is domination before God and man.”

“God doesn’t matter.” The youth grumbled.

“Because he doesn't exist.” Alletalen guessed. “Wiedlf phrase is just an
expression, you know...”

“He exists, but | don’t think he really cares about Hpeck of dust we call a
planet, one way or the other, anymore.”

“Ouch!” The scientist laughed. “These aren’t the wordtheffaithless: they're
the words of onéosinghis faith. Well, that’s the first step, my boy, towar
rehabilitation.”

“Rehabilitation from faith?”

“From mystical thinking. Good for you. Besides, if you eveeally so far gone
into that superstitious nonsense you'd be huddling in soafeydsmoke-filled church
right now, praying for salvation from that big, bad Bydadd.”

“l don’t want salvation.” He growled. “Just redemption.”

“From your God?”

“My peers.” He shook his head. For the first time thight, the young man gazed
up at the big, full moon overhead. The soft white lighhgéd off his long, thin face and
sparkled in his emerald eyes.

“Humans,” he muttered, “are proud creatures, aren’t veefeSvould say we
have the right to be, but | don’t. This planet istiied stone from the sun, skipping
aimlessly through a dark night ocean, dancing around avea&siing lighthouse, but
the whole fucking world is nothing but unending cold and pai@r&born from troops
of apes, right? They relied on their social cohesiosuteive, and we just inherited that
idiotic character flaw.” He looked down at his shd&sieryone’s building their own
little webs between each other: it all comes togethargreat network of networks that
spans this planet like flakes in a snow globe.” He gritisdeeth. “And some of us spin
those webs better than others. But just when allldve-gokes start to put out their
feelers and spin a few fragile little webs of tt@wn, the motherfucking snow globe gets
all shook up again: circumstances change, people die, gaaplen you...” He glared at
the stars. “Humans are proud, sure, but they don’t hayeight to be. None of us are
amazing, and some of us just can't rightly adapt.”

Alletalen smiled heartily: he was amused by this bitternken man’s rant;
somehow egging him on seemed to make the scientist fitide détter.

“But, humangdo adapt, don’'t we? Why, look at yowjend you are a quarter-of-
a-century old, or thereabouts, right?” When the maidad Alletalen continued: “You
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yourself are of the most beautiful ‘Eve Generatioln& best symbol of human adaptation,
ja?”

“Human adaptation™, he scoffed, “thatasGod’s meddling.” he growled.

“How so0? | thought you said-”

“Tell me this, Alley-tin:” he stumbled on his feetgeening his balance just
before whanging his head on a marble column, “tell nf&tws a God without His
people?”

“Nothing, | suppose.” The scientist replied after a adersite pause.

“Exactly.” The drunk youth sprawled his hands out to eitfiee and raised his
head. He droned, in a mocking, high-pitched sermon: “Tdre deigned to cast his eyes
downward, and He looked out over His people, the unwashsdas, and saw the
shadow of death falling over the land: the False Moon tddythe world, drying up
rivers, turning trees into ash and poisoning the littlem® of His antlike people.” The
man stared at some passersby on the street far dedony then he glared at Alletalen.
“Did He careaboutthese people? No. | mean, how could he? We're litteenthan a
failed experiment: trash discarded from Eden and legtaoel in thedirt. Tch! We think
we have the right to be proud as a species, but wgdleeawe’re God’s shame, and
some of us more than others-"

“-and, if | may ask: where do you ragkurselfon this lovely hierarchy?”

“Me? Oh, I'm the shame of the Father, the Spirit},anost especially the Son.”

“Ah, you mean that oh-so-important carpenter from @ea#l' The scientist
laughed. “Well, you certainly don’t keep Christ's GoldendRwalo you?”

“Love my neighbor...” the youth muttered after a minutedd love humanity,”
he growled at the scientist, “...or, at least, itteaof humanity, if that makes sense.”

“Not really.” Alletalen shrugged. “But, pray, continughydid your almighty
spare his ‘sinful children’?”

“cause, without a people, what’s a God? He decided &viaehe, and through
that intervention He allowed another generation ehés to be born.” The young man
smirked darkly. “The only way He could keep being ‘God’ waallow Generation Eve
to come into this world. How do they putA:place in this chaos he meant to secure:
while, by the Eve, he determined to en@ure

“Here, now: that’s not what the verse is supposed toxméau’re taking it
completely out of context.” Alletalen chided. “Thatgmo speaks ahan’sresoluteness,
not some cynical motivation of the almighty...”

“I'm putting it into its proper context.” He retortedtiva growl.

Alletalen chucked softly and gazed at the moon. “Hel# $ull got the greater
problem: I'm so conflicted about bringing new life int@ tvorld, but with that nihilistic
philosophy of yours you don’t have a second thought aboaduinds like you'd strangle
a baby before it could worm its way out of the womb!” Blekled over at the youth.
“And yet, you seek martyrdom?”

“I don’t know whatl seek; this miserable planet’'s not worth my life. Baen
again, my life’s not worth anything, either, so we’ve gatice little equation that
balances out to a big, fat zero either way.”

More chuckles. “Ah, no offense, but it's a very gabithg that the future doesn’t
depend on the likes of you. That kind of hatred is a \enyical thing. We're all
supposed to want to thrive and procreate; | don’'t know Dawwvin would explain your
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self-loathing. That irrational antipathy of yours...” Abdgn flinched at his own Freudian
slip. Thatword hit him like a ton of bricks.

“Irrational Antipathy...” he muttered again, softly.

“What?”

“Nothing.” Alletalen mumbled.

The raven-haired man shrugged and stumbled off. “Thankbddrooze,
professor. And, as for that ‘seed’ of yours,” he turnedl faced him unsteadily, “if you
want my advice, you should try to hold omtoythingin this world that you find valuable.
It's what keeps this horrible place bearable.” He stuchbfé “course, | wouldn’t know:
my fingers are somewhat slippery, and | don’t have mudhhodding on to anything...”
he chortled bitterly as he descended the stairs and daappe the darkness.

“...anything | find valuable.” The scientist repeated slowly.

You're a father The words rattled in his brain.

“Not really...” he muttered to himself. If the ‘chicks’ dwoeak out of their ‘eggs’,
then those pathetic Raiden seatwarmers would be tkhatpar

“Me? | would be the grandfather.” He mumbled.

As he gazed at the moon, drunk as all-get-out, hisgigtened with tears.

V.

The alleyway reeked of stale cigarette butts and garltagas dark and narrow;
the only lights came from the barely-visible mooredity overhead and the gaudy neon
strobe lights inside the Kit-Kat Club, twenty floarg.

Chenine tromped out into the alley, banging the steelslmdrbehind her. An
amorous couple, hands all over each other, discardedidrettes and passed her on
their way back in. Alone in the alley, the girl pulla thick white cigarette from her
pocket and lit up.

The steps into the alley were thick with sooty diut, Ghenine didn’t have the
energy to care: she plopped down on the steps and huhgdwrexhausted. She knew
this feeling all too well: she was ‘crashing’, as she eupgterally called it. She had the
overwhelming urge to roll into a fetal ball and sleetrignere on the dirty steps.

If I wasn’t dressed so nicely, and | could pass for a beggar girl, I'd thoa
heartbeat

Her eyes were big and cloudy in the scant moonligtitaralleyway; she felt like
crap. Chenine stubbed out the cigarette and sat compadtiyhevilegs together and her
arms over her abdomen.

That pain... it’s still thereShe squirmed uncomfortably.

It was always there, it seemed.

She got up and dusted herself off: that scraggily-hairddjom& would be
waiting for her in the lounge. As much as she wanteliganto a stage-3 coma, the girl
had her obligations...

Chenine turned around and reached for the big rusty door.eBstfercould grasp
the handle, however, a strong hand seized her aroangaist. She yelped and flailed
out at her assailant. It was tricky, however, sineeleft arm was pinned to her side.

The girl growled angrily as she kicked with her legd &aied to find her
attacker’s face with her free hand. The attacker pullea¢lbser to his body; Chenine

The concept of R-Type, the Bydo, force-orbs, and most ship naenaspgrright © Irem Software.
All other characters and content are copyright © 2006 Shane Kenttkayoll



While, by the Eve, He Determined to Endure 14

grunted as a shiny blade found her throat and sat there, stwggeln her trachea and
carotid.

“Okay, okay, okay...” she growled in submission. She wiemt bnd turned her
head to one side to relieve the pressure on her neck.

The man began walking backwards, dragging Chenine by her Heglsessed
the knife deeper against her throat until the girl stepp#adhim. He led the girl, like a
dancer in a passionate tango, deep into the shadows.

| wonder if he’s after my purse, or my ‘pocketbo@tie grimly wondered if he
was a robber, or a rapist.

“Business, or pleasure?” Chenine asked in a controlled inanswered her by
pressing the knife even tighter against her neck.

The pair stopped beside a bleak brick wall. Chenine st@oy docile, with her
hands folded tightly over her crotch. One of her ey@brimse as she felt the assailant’s
breath on her ear; her silver hair ruffled as the pmnted.

“You’re not to go to Jupiter: d’ya understand?” A gruffa@barked.

This caught her very much off-guard.

Looks like he’s none-of-the-above

‘I hadn’t planned on it.” Chenine answered softly. “Thétary typically doesn’t
allow their secretaries to get very close to actmmlgat zones.” She enunciated the word
‘secretaries’ in a controlled staccato.

This was met with a poke at her flesh. Chenine stitfeasea few drops of blood
trickled down the scratch on her neck.

“Charlie-Rho-Theta-Sigma...” the voice growled slowly.and if you fuck with
me again, I'll snip your God-damned windpipe: got it?”

How interesting..she thought as she considered the knowledge-base of her
assailant.

“Why haven't you, already? If you're so keen on keepingnme Jupiter, why
haven't you cut me?” This was purely Chenine’s logicalridemonologue passing
through her lips; she didn’t consider the stupidity of sgyhese words out loud.

“Don’t tempt me...” His grip on her waist slackened a tiny itt | live by the
Law of Just Punishment: you don’t penalize the ‘child’ fog sins of its ‘mother’.”

Chenine’s hands fumbled over her crotch. “What do you nieametilted her
head to one side, then instantly regretted it: she faigoat the knife against her throat
and very nearly impaled herself.

“You're going to refuse to pilot your Raiden during the attatkg” man ignored
her query, &ndyou're going to resign from the Raiden program.” His gngher
tightened. “Seriously, chick-a-dee, you're not even a.pffou know it, and | know it:
this business isn’t something for little girls in prettgtbles.”

Chenine’s eyes flashed at this.

He knowseverything,doesn’'t h@ But if he had access to classified information-
like her file, for instance- why would he want to keep d®&ay from the Jupiter Mass?

“l... rather like piloting.” She mumbled. “A little, anywd

“It's a profession, honey-chil@ota hobby. Now, | really dontvantto hurt you,
but if you can’t give me any assurances...” the knife ros€bénine’s throat: the
assailant was preparing to stab her.
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The blade came over and found flesh: Chenine yelped qag&the twisted her
knife in the assailant’s arm.

“Geah!” The man roared with pain. He released thargitantly, then quickly
grabbed her shoulders and flung her headlong into the @ranine hit the slippery brick
face and fell back into a big pile of garbage.

She heard the man’s frantic footfalls while she dugdhieosit of the trash. She
poked her head out of the garbage and looked down the stieyaught the fleeting
glimpse of a man, clad almost entirely in black, sprinthrgugh the misty alleyway. It
looked like he was wearing a cape of some sort.

Chenine blinked as one of her eyes clouded up. She blinked lagfaihe
problem only worsened. Reaching up she felt a sticky tfdiood gushing out of the
laceration in her forehead.

Over by the club’s rear entrance there were seveeal and women in a group.
They were out for their cigarettes, had heard the cdiomand were now rushing to
Chenine’s aid.

Well: at least | can do that ‘beggar-girl-fetal-ball’ thing, naw

Chenine lay on her back in the smelly, slimy trasheashbkad began to swim. She
shoved her blood-soaked utility knife in her pocket, thppeml-up the fly of her pants
before the mob could reach her.

Overhead, through the endless tunnel of building facaukéra escapes, the sky
was turning pink: morning was coming.

Confrontation Eve was over: every single member @#lied Military had 14-
hours to prepare themselves for the strike.

The 6:00 AM sirens sounded in the distance just as Chirsiheonsciousness.

Morning was here: it was Jupiter-minus-zero.
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