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I rolled over and fell out of bed. The floor was rude, but it roused me at once, and for that, I must be grateful. This was to be a good day, the best in my life, and nothing could possibly mar it. Picking myself up from the floor, I brushed off the nighttime dust and yawned, facing my fatigue straight on. I hadn’t slept particularly well, but then I didn’t particularly care. Morning had arrived and morning brought food, hopefully good food, but what I ate was unimportant. Very shortly I’d be serving a cold dish, and that would sustain me until my final breath.

As I went to the kitchen, I surveyed my homely home and felt a tinge of guilt at its apparent appearance. The clutters and piles exist for a reason; each item must go where it belongs and be in its proper place or the world is not as it should be. But if I am to have visitors today, they may not understand the order of the universe and think me a poor housekeeper on this account. My necessary eccentricities suddenly become evident in the company -or expected company- of others. The fact that I try to avoid it may not be a coincidence. Nothing in me loves good fences because I have no neighbors, good or ill. But I would build walls if I did, because I need my privacy. Because I’m a private person. Because I’m a person in need of my privacy.

I reached the cooler and opened the door, ready to start my breakfast. I pulled out two eggs from inside the box and placed them within the QuiCooker. I almost felt too nervous to eat, my anticipation growing too great, but I also knew I would need my strength this day to match my determination. I would need to be healthy and determined. But for good health, I would need good eggs and the two I had selected seemed somewhat lacking. Their colors were the wrong shade of white and their proportions were off so-slightly. Not round enough, oblong too much, and far too gray, to boot. One even appeared to have a small crack running along its side. I should have bought them from somewhere else. I should have gone somewhere else to get the eggs. I’ve noticed the quality of their eggs has been steadily declining and more and more eggs in each pack they sell have turned out to be defective. All of my food comes from the same source, and I have begun to suspect everything they sell is expired. But it’s the only game in town, so I must play it and deal. I must sigh and endure.

I tossed the bad eggs away and pulled more out of the cooler. These were in a similar condition so I continued to throw out the successively defective eggs until at last I found a pair that was decent. I cooked and ate them. The first needed salt and the second had too much. Eggs should all taste the same, I think.

My house is mine, and mine alone. My sphere, my castle, my fiefdom, my home. Everything within, I possess and I own. My clothes, my food, my instruments, my chairs. My books, my walls, my ceilings, my stairs. I treat them all with love and care, for my things were not always mine and I swore as their keeper I’d keep them in line.

Yesterday, I got the call. The call informed me that today is the day. I was informed by the call that the day is today. I’m very glad that I was informed because I’ve been waiting for this day to come and the call to tell me for a very long time. For too long, actually. I can scarcely remember a time when I did not want this day to transpire. But only now, while putting about my humble abode, do I wonder what should be exacted upon him for his punishment.

Decapitation? No, far too swift; done and it’s over. Evisceration? Ah, too messy; I should continue lower. Castration mightn’t take his life, but it would take his breath, and surely he deserves a fate worse than death. But death he has certainly also earned, so perhaps my eunuch would enjoy being burned. But, however it happens, I won’t be upset… so long as he discovers that I did not forget.

What he did to me cannot be forgiven, for I am an artist. Words are slippery things, and eyes are the stuff of lies, but music is pure. It needs no explanation or translation: it is beauty incarnate, and nothing less. I made my living and my life composing such beauty, the melodies of Gods, ambrosia for the soul. My muses were potent and I wrote with such vigor and skill as has not been seen before, nor likely will ever be seen again. With all humility I confess that when the orchestra performed my works, people were overcome with such rapture that women fainted, men were struck dumb, and children wept with joy. The thunderous applause that came forth at the end of a performance was deafening.

But such applause, intended for my ears, was received by another.

No, it was my cursed brother, that damnable despicable knave Cecil who was the focus of such attention. Attention I deserved, attention I had earned.

He stole my music from me. All of it. While I was away, he took it and lied and said that he was its creator. He became famous, wealthy, important. All from my work, all from my beautiful pieces of art. He prostituted my maidens out before the masses for money. He has done such things before, taken what is rightfully mine, but never again. Never again.

For you see, recently, I had a stroke of genius end my futility. My muses returned one last time to inspire me.

Dead he will be and soon, sent to hell by the hand of my avenging angel. Hooray for our modern times, where any man can select the tool of his retribution sight-unseen! Hooray for our brave world where money can indeed buy happiness! Hooray and Amen.



Here! He’s here! Oh, glorious day! The buzzer on the receiver rang at last, no longer would I be forced to wait in impatient agony. Its otherwise grating buzz was now a welcome respite to my dreary day. A drearily glorious day, but glorious, glorious would it remain. I slapped the flashing button, hoping that my angel had flown to me bringing good news. Good news typically accompanies angels’ wings, after all. 

I ran furiously to the door, my legs carrying me as fast as they could. Had I wings, I would have flown there. But I was no bird and certainly no angel. I was a young boy getting called to dinner, a dinner of nothing but cookies and treats and cakes so sweet. And there would be no one else to eat the dinner but me. Delicious dinner all to myself, with no greedy siblings to eat more than their share. The door buzzer continued ringing as I got there as fast as I could. Nearly out of breath, I hit the open button to welcome my angel from a job well-done.

But the well-done job was not so well, nor so done, I discovered to my horror.

The door slid open, and the angel dressed in red and gold stood in front of me... with Cecil in tow. In tow and looking as though he’d been caught in a row, but I saw now a result most foul: he was alive. Sure the twit looked scared out of his wits, but not dead. I should have been pleased with his state of being, but being me, instead I stood agape. A few moments passed until the golden being spoke to me, my angel angelic no longer.

“Cecil Mueller. Returned alive as per the terms of our contract.” To the point he was, as his kind usually is. But here he seemed to be making a point not to follow orders and this would not do. Quickly and swiftly I grew irate, I furrowed my brow, overcome with hate. Whether he observed this or not, who could say? But somehow I think, in his way, he knew what it was I was about to do. I could see it in his eyes, hidden behind a visor of black.

“You moron! You fool! You fiend! You hack! You were supposed to kill my brother, his life destroy! You know the contract, don’t play coy! You were to obliterate! Slaughter! Exterminate! Butcher! That should have been-” He cut me off before I could think of any more eloquent terms for brutal, painful death. My angel-no-longer was becoming increasingly impolite.

“The terms of the bounty were to, and I quote, ‘bring him to you, dead or alive’. I brought him to you alive. Ergo, I have fully met the terms. Ergo, I deserve and demand the remaining one hundred fifty thousand Yire payment I’m owed.”

He was technically correct (the best kind, of course) and I couldn’t deny anything he’d said, but he had much to learn about the difference between truth and technicalities. Someone needed to teach him and soon.

“You buffoon. You truly are a green. When people say they want someone alive or dead, they want them dead, I mean, why else have the damn qualifier there? I’m not paying for this, it’s only fair.” That I couldn’t pay for it, he didn’t know, but I was in no rush to tell him so. The angel-turned-savage tossed dear Cecil aside, but on the ride he struck the bookcase rather hard. I grinned as he suffered, a fitting reward. A pair of electrobinds shackled both hands and feet, ensuring he could not flee, and though I tried to stop, I giggled with glee.

The man in gold—and I was now quite sure he was just a man—ran up to me with blinding speed, moved so quickly I didn’t even see him cover the ground, but I know he did. One moment he was there the next he was here, and I was forced to re-think my position on his mortality. He wasn’t divine, but he gripped my neck with such a force that had I not been the one in his vise, it would have been something to marvel and celebrate. Nevertheless, I was in the vise and instead I marveled at the blood pounding in my ears and celebrated my burning throat. The mortal-immortal-angel-that-might-be held me up in the air, and I could hear all the tiny motors of his suit whizzing about busily. I’m quite sure if I had a chance to examine it I would find many technological marvels, a work of art perhaps approaching even my own symphonies. A crooked smile came across my face at this thought. He continued to hold me hostage while confidence built in me somewhat. For I knew what he did not.

“Do you find this funny?” he demanded evilly, “Do you know what I could do to you? If it struck my fancy, I could flick my wrist and tear your head off your shoulders. If I accidentally twitched, it would snap your neck. With a shot from my cannon I could give you a heart attack or I could rip the bones out of your chest. If you anger me further, I may do worse. So I’ll ask again: where is my money?” His voxcoder had a breathtaking way of presenting his speech. I thought it was rather musical —no, not musical. There was a flatness to it, but such subtleties there were to the flatness that it did indeed appear to have musical qualities. It was expressive in its amelody. Definitely not the standard vocal modifier floating around.

However, despite my transfixion on his voice, I knew now was the time to drop my bomb —and perhaps in his shock he might drop me, allowing me opportunity to escape.

“I’d love to pay you the money I owe,” said I with a grin, “The problem is… I have no more to give.”

My plan failed and he held me tight in his grip. Closer now, I peered through the dark visor on his helmet, yet still I could discern no emotion. But of my plan he could have no notion.

“You don’t have any more money,” said the red angel-turned-devil, keeping his voice quite level, “You don’t have any more money, but you’re telling the truth. Shalgot, you’re telling the truth. But you had the fifty thousand Yire deposit and the rest was sitting in your account when I took the bounty. What did you do with it?”

I grinned again, which he didn’t find amusing, and he shook me a bit, making my response quite confusing.

“Ah well, you see, I changed my mind. It seems to happen all the time,” I spoke through the choke, “Staying the same would be such a waste. Or maybe I didn’t intend to pay in the first place. Who can tell what I’m thinking these days? Come back tomorrow and I may give you a raise. Or perhaps I decided that if I offered enough, some gullible green would take it to prove he was tough. If that’s what I thought, and indeed, it might be, it looks like I thought rightly.”

He didn’t like that. Oh, no he did not. I felt his grip tighten and my eyes bulge out. He pulled me closer to his helmet, and his face I could now clearly see —but where my own eyes bulged, his had fury.

“You’ve made a huge mistake, no matter what your addled mind decided. I’ve been in a bad mood for weeks and you managed to make it even worse. So you have a choice: I can either sell you to a Federal prison for defrauding a bounty hunter and let you work off what you owe, or you could make amends in a more peaceful way. Keep in mind that I could always just rip you in pieces and rob your place. That would go against everything I’ve been taught, but you have already tempted me to question my morals. In the state of mind I am now, I don’t want to decide for you. So even though you don’t deserve it, I’ll give you the right to choose your own fate.”

Well, I was in a bad spot, and badly miscalculated to boot. Go to a prison colony, die… or give something up. I wisely chose my liberty.

“Take some of the instruments. Anything. Just leave me be. I don’t care what you do so long as I’m free.”

My cowardice shows through, my plan backfires. Mother always said this was the fate of liars.

“Fine,” the bounty hunter said unhappily, “Our business relationship is dissolved. If you still have a grievance against this man, then settle it yourself. Or find yourself another attack dog. I don’t care.”

He tossed me across the room, and I fell on my right leg painfully. I felt agony in my leg. It was excruciating, the feeling in my leg. It hurt very badly. Perhaps I had broken a bone, but I wasn’t sure. It wasn’t important. My head complained to me also and both would need attention. As I tried to regain my composure, I watched the man in red and gold stomp around my abode. The first thing he went to was the cooling box, completely ignoring everything of worth in my home. He went straight for my rotten and disgusting food, not realizing what I knew. He threw the box’s door open and though I could smell the decay from where I was, he grabbed as much food as he could stuff into one of the nearby bags. Bags he had so rudely dumped out on to the floor ignoring the significance of their contents. He dragged the bag around then grabbed another. After emptying it, threw some of my miscellaneous items inside. He threw in the Stradivarius, my viewscreen, and a pile of holovid discs. My Stradivarius! Alas, gone, but for a good cause. Its value was mostly sentimental anyway and that need for that sentiment was now over. The golden red man dragged the two heavy bags in his left hand with minimal effort and kicked my door open, sending it flying into my yard.

“Be careful who you cross next time,” he advised as he stormed outside, “They might not be as good tempered as I.”

Sage advice, though had my avenging angel been poorly tempered, Cecil would already be dead and my situation much different. After he walked out of the door, I remained on the floor for at least ten minutes before I could muster the strength (and determination) to push myself up. My ankle gave out on me when I placed my full weight on it. I cried out. I had a headache, as well, much worse than usual. I needed the contents of the medical pack. But where had I put it? Ah ha, on the table between us. I limped over to the pack and took the various medications for pain until I couldn’t feel it anymore. Actually, I couldn’t feel anything any more. That problem solved, I moved into the real business, the traitor, my brother. Cecil’s eyes were quite wide. I yanked the tape off of his mouth. The first thing he did was ask what was going on.

“Tom! What’s going on here?” See, I told you he would. Predictable Cecil continued predictably. “Why are you alive?”

Why am I alive? That is a good question. Nevertheless, my mind is sharp and I knew the answer.

“Despite your attempts to destroy my name and life’s work, my health has never been better. Since when was I dead, dear brother, except dead to you?”

He looked perplexed and confused. Perhaps the knowledge of my knowledge of his actions came as a shock.

“Since the space liner explosion ten years ago,” he spoke slowly, attempting to buy time to come up with answer, but I saw through it, “You were on board. There were- there were no survivors. Mother and I had a funeral and everything… Where have you been all of this time? Why didn’t you try to contact us?”

Silly questions. Silly Cecil. I told him so.

“Oh, Cecil, silly, silly Cecil. It took me a long time to get back together after that so-called disaster occurred. For a time I was suspicious that you were the cause of it- no, do not protest. Let me get through it before I must endure your nonsense. You see, I managed to escape in the lifecraft before it was too late. I knew in my head what was to happen and I escaped in the lifecraft. I remember seeing it happen. I remember… I reached this planet eventually and have been living here since. Cut off from society, making by on my wits and desperation… it was not a pleasant life but I thought of you and our darling Mother worried sick about me. How laughable now! I thought of you worried about me! You were the motivation to get me through the tough times. I was able to do many things thinking of you, but none of them bear repeating here. I could not bear to repeat them here. It would not be good to tell you what I did.

“It was by dumb luck that I stumbled upon the home of a retired businessman. He didn’t like me, and I didn’t like him. We got into an argument and then... Despite my thirst, he wouldn’t spare me a drink and I grew angry with him. The next thing I knew, I had slit his throat and he was gurgling his life away at my feet. I don’t know how it happened but once my crime was committed, there was little else I could do but take his things and feel acquitted. I promised to take care of them for him and he gave his consent, though not in so many words. He had no wife or children, but lived a decent life, as decent as can be had in this out of the way place. I let myself in and did my best to enjoy his things. At the time, it was to be temporary. Since his retirement, he’d apparently become a bit of a shut-in but every so often some people came by to visit him, and for my own protection, I was forced to do away with them as well. It got so very easy to just quietly dispose of anyone who came to investigate. But I had to, I had to. For Mother and for you. Years have passed since the last person came here to bother me. I sold some of this man’s things and collected his retirement stipend until I had enough Yire to finally get connected back to the real world, and what do I discover to find? Under cover of night you’ve stolen my past life, most unkind.”

He looks shocked, at this statement, as he had been with many others. But he is a poor actor in this production and as the director I spot it. I’m sure his web of lies will come crashing down any minute.

“Tom, listen to me. I haven’t stolen anything from you and I never would. You’re my little brother and I love you.”

Nothing else. No modicum of defense? Pitiful! Fine, I won’t bother with hints.

“You stole all of my music! My operas, concertos! To my woe, I saw you stand on the stage and soak up the attention! You were jealous of me and all that I had, you betrayed your own brother, you wanted it so bad.”

“That’s not true, Tom you know it’s not. In memory of you I donated your scores to the Nihon Philharmonic for the public domain. You never published any of your work, I guess because you never thought they were perfect enough, but I knew how good they were, Mother too. Anyone who listened to them knew. I just wanted to make sure other people heard them. Maybe that got my own music attention later on, but everything you produced was and is credited to you.”

“Liar. Don’t you fucking know what you are? You’re a backstabbing son of a bitch, using my work to get rich. As if I don’t have a clue. You twisted Mother into it or she twisted you. It’s a weakness of their gender. I figured it out once, but I can’t remember…”

”In the name of Krishna, Tom, what happened to you? You’re… you’re mad.”

“Indeed I am and delightfully so. I see now clearly, when I did not before. Your deceit and your tricks are hidden no more. As a result of the crash I see you for what you are. When I previously couldn’t... shouldn’t you see yourself for what you are? What I mean is that I didn’t realize what you were doing to me all along until I cleared my head.”

“That’s what it is,” said Cecil in a low murmur, but I heard him well. “You stopped taking your medicine.”

“That poison? Why certainly. It muddled my mind with unnecessary confusions. I just didn’t realize that until I had none to take. I’m free of its touch now and much better as a result. I hear the things people don't say, see the things my blind eyes never did. “

“You’re sick, Tom. Sick. Your eyes aren’t clear, they’re delusional.”

“Shut up!” I screamed. I stomped around the room, my anger boiling. Spilling out. Hissing. A thief and a liar. Untrustworthy nonsense, all of it! “You’ve said enough. I’ve heard enough. I’ve listened to it before. I can stand no more. I can… You should prepare for your fate,” I said with a cackle.

Cecil squirmed about in a futile effort to escape from his shackles. He looked like the worm he’d always been. This was satisfying as could be. I reached into my jacket and hesitated for a moment. As I was given a choice, so should I give him the courtesy of choosing.

“How would you like to die, dearest, traitorous, brother Cecil? Stabbed? Burned? Blown to smithereens? Eh? I’m afraid we’re fresh out of quick and painless; slow and painful is the method of the day.” I smiled at my wit. At last I found what was in my jacket and pulled out a small vial of purple liquid. This was where the bounty hunter’s money had gone to. Yes, I remember now. I bought it. I bought it as a present for Cecil in case I ever saw him again. Because I knew he was going to be delivered to me alive. I saw it happen. He saw his gift as well and his eyes filled with fear immediately —he knew what his fate was.

“Tom, don’t do this to me. This isn’t you. Don’t you remember the good times? How I always tried to look out for you, to protect you? I could never hate you and I know you—the real you—could never hate me either. Please… Why would you want to kill me?”

“Easy. If I—the real I—am as dead you say, then I’d like you to join me. Brothers should never be separated by anything, I think.”

I pull him up from the ground, straining due to the weakness of my leg, though I don’t feel it. My strength and determination were strong. I succeed. I popped open the vile vial and forced the foul smelling liquid down Cecil’s lie-spewing throat. He tried to spit it out, but he should know as I do that once this substance touches organic matter, it immediately starts breaking it down into… well, I’m not sure entirely. I bought it from a frightening creature —a terrible being, corpulent and weak or emaciated and powerful. Both at once. Muscles and claws and sinews and jaws, designed to do nothing but rip and tear. I would certainly never confuse it to be an angel. It was a monster with skin of green and eyes the same, though I never actually learned its name. Truly a beastly beast, but considering its product, a fitting supplier. The green-eyed monster called it a “neutralizer,” and guaranteed me it would be quite painful. My brother and I shall find out together what the exact effects are, it seems.

He tried to choke out a few words, but with his tongue gone, and his bronchial system to follow… All his words were hollow, anyway. He’d had ten years to say whatever needed to be said. Ten years to make amends before his departure. He didn’t need more.

“Goodbye, dear brother. It’s time to leave. I hope ten years of stealing my life will be worth what you’re about to receive.”

I watched him convulse with pain while what was left of his mouth opened and closed like a fish out of whatever. Like a fish out of water. Out of water. Actually, tied up as he was, his struggling made him appear very much like a flopping fish. I laughed. I chuckle. I guffawed. I chortle.

But quickly my laughter came to a stop as I realize that my brother, my dearest brother Cecil, is about to die a very brutal messy death… right on top of my new rug. No, no, no. This mustn’t do. That rug really ties the room together. I should move him. I should move him outside.

I pull him toward the door to take him outside but his convulsions made this a very difficult process. I take him kicking and screaming, though he cannot actually kick or scream by this point. I feel his agony and I feel relief. The great oppressor who took everything that I ever had or should have reduced to a worthless thing. I’m giddy.

His struggling does little to hinder me. I am strong and mighty. I feel nothing but my own power.

I get him out the door. I should thank the red man for opening it for me.

He spits and oozes the contents of the vile vial on to my nice yard. But that was okay. Let him. If he will kill my grass then I would just have to deal. Sigh and endure.

This will be taking a long time, I surmise. But he nearly is dead. I bear to watch.

I see him run to play with friends. I see Mother hug him and their grins. See the girls he brings back home, while I sit in my room and play all alone. I see him leaving meanwhile I’m, just like the notes floating still in time. I provide them purpose and myself, also. The rhythm gives movement and makes them go. I see the bits come and form the all. I see myself standing tall.

But now I fall. Down. Hmm. I had found myself on the ground, falling over. I am on the ground. I must tell the truth. I cannot lie —here. Here I lie. But why?

I look down at my hands and— oh my. My fingers have been replaced by a large stub. My toes seem to have rubbed off as well, which could be trouble shit. Bull shit. I can see the vile liquid’s effects on me, but no. None ever got on me, I would have felt it. It was only used on my oppressor, none touched me when I dragged him—

Cecil continues to spew. My brother has become what he really is. What he deserves to be. A melted blob on— 

What’s happening to me? My elbows gone now as well. My knees, no thighs. Was it unwise? God. How odd. I feel none of it, but watching it happen is almost surreal. Really weird, I must admit. But I’m smitten. He’s dead now, and I’m better off for it. I got my revenge on that miserable little chicken shit. But it hit the fan and flew all over me, and I won’t have time to change into something better. But I shouldn’t fret, because it’s all unfolding as it should be. As it would be, I said from my apex, that I might fall from such a height. Fly my kite on angels wings, wind blown by a demon’s breath. Surely you just jest. But in my treasure chest I have gold and silver, no need to pilfer from someone else’s plunder. A blunder, I wonder. My continuous unbroken train of thought carries me down into a stream of consciousness, but egads, now I crash. Alas. The line is cut and now I must drift…

But to where?



=See You Next Mission=


A friend a mine once had such a streak of happenings befall him, if it weren’t for bad luck he wouldn’t had no luck at all. One day he told me that he was sick of all the bad luck catching up with him and he’d realized the only way to reverse his fortunes was to go looking for some bad luck and get the jump on it first. But I don’t see no difference between breaking a mirror and it breaking you. 

Next Episode: Black Cat Blitz

