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Introduction





	When Nintendo introduced the gaming world to its bounty-hunter heroine, Samus Aran, a new era of gameplay was wrought.  The technical aspects of the video game industry had finally allowed the participant to control the action in paralax-repeat style expanding the role each pixel played in the making of a superb quest to save the universe from Space Pirates and scheming higher intelligences.  The video adventure was fortified by a compelling story that unfolded further with each session of play.  This text is not an advertisment or a review for the series of games that made its popularity in homes across the globe.  It is, however, necessary to give credit where credit is due and I am proud to include Nintendo at the foremost position in inspiring this story.  I would like to think that I have done justice to the saga and that this installment is worthy of the names and characters belonging to the creators of the epic of Metroid.








Chapter One





	The medical examiner yanked the sensor from Samus' abdomen and wiped the gelatin adhesive from her skin.  Samus pulled her smock from her arms over her shoulders and adjusted it to fit more comfortably over her body.  She pushed back a lock of hair from her cheek that had fallen from her tightly bound ponytail.  Samus sat on the girney with the poise of discomfort and took care not to make eye contact with the examiner.  He muttered under his breath and left the room with a disc containing Samus' examination data.  She heard the door sigh shut behind him and slowly eased her fatigued body from the examination table.  She shuffled to a small stool in the corner of the stark-white room and picked up her clothes.  The colors of her uniform were the only visible contrast to the bright antiseptic white of the examination room.  She tiredly stretched her uniform over her thinning limbs and torso until every color in the room had vanished onto herself.  The doctor returned with a file in his vericose hands.  He pushed a pair of spectacles onto his nose and began leafing through the printed results of Samus' biopsy.


	"Your weight loss has become predictable, Ms. Aran, and at the rate it is deteriorating your organ mass, I predict that you will not have too much longer to enjoy the freedom of acceptable commishionable health.  I'm sorry, Samus, but if you get much worse the Federation will have no choice but to relieve you of your services.  I've done everything I can for you, but your condition is beyond my assistance."


	"Perhaps I could research the source of the radiation that infected me...  find the cause of this before it claims more lives."  Samus stared desperately at the medical examiner.  He did not unlock his glance for a moment, the kind of glance that a doctor shares with a terminal patient who pleads for more time to live.


	"Samus, we don't even know the source of your infection.  You could have picked this up from any one of thousands of places you've visited in the past three years, maybe more.  We don't know enough about your condition to even draw up a proposal to the Central Committee for research funding.  I'm sorry, I can't make a miracle happen.  You've been torturing yourself over this long enough.  I've sent your medical records to Dr. Tagmon in psychiatric.  He will be overseeing your progress from now.."


	"So you're throwing me to the has-been market!  You haven't seen any credit enhancement from the higher-ups so you're severing your losses.  I can live out the rest of my existence, however brief that may be pleading with the Central Committee for funding if I must but I will not allow myself to waste away in a drugged stupor in the dank halls of Dr. Tagmons freak show!"


	"You need help dealing with the inevitable, Samus, listen to yourself!  I know what's best for your health and Dr. Tagmon will treat you as you need to be treated."


	"The last time I dealt with the inevitable, I saved millions from certain death, and I am no doctor.  It seems you have just the opposite problem, doctor."  Samus dignified her composure.  "As a commissioned officer of the Federation of Galaxies, I request immediate dismissal of my duties."


	"Samus, I think..."


	"That would be a first, Dr. Khalidis.  I demand a medical leave from my position and a full discharge from the Federation effective immediately or I will take it upon myself to grandmarshall you and your medical staff for unsuitable medical practice on an esteemed honorary member of the Central Committee itself.  I might be dying, doctor, but I'm not going crazy, and my reputation still holds authority in this government.  Will you do as I say?"


	"Samus, please..."


	"Will you do as I say?" Samus interrupted sternly.


	The examiners expression became solemn in defeat.  Looking at the floor the doctor answered, "You win, Ms. Aran.  I will give you what you want.  Someday you will come to realize what is happening  inside you and you will be unprepared for it.  These tumors will slowly rot you until you have nothing left to rot away at.  Then, you will be out of the safety we can offer you at this facility and at any facility within the Federation.  You will perish in a hole of despair."


	"That is a chance I will take," Samus replied with her teeth gritted angrily, "and a chance that I'm sure is free from your responsibility.  Good day, Doctor."


	Samus paced to the door of the examination room eyeing the doctor over her shoulder.  The door hissed open and Samus stepped through it still facing the doctor.  Samus sternly commented as the door shut, "I still have time."





	The commissary on remote station Synergy was busy with the noise of conversation.  Dozens of dialects could be overheard but none distinguished amongst the din of glasses and flatware clanking on tables and countertops.  Plasmic lights colorfully drenched the atmosphere in harmonic reds and blues and music seeped out from hidden transducers in the ceiling.  Samus reached for her drink as she tried to squeeze the headache out through her eyes.  A man dressed in bounty-hunter leisures watched her attentively as she sipped her lager.  Thumping her glass down on the black plexiglass bar, Samus appealed to the on-looker.  "You know, if this had happened to me three or four years ago, they would have strained themselves at accommodating my requests.  Now," she paused, "now they have such a strict beaurocracy I can't even buy a part for my ship until I have all of the proper paperwork filled out and processed.  It's too political anymore.  Where did I get lost in all of the mayhem?"


	The gentleman smiled and released his glance from Samus.  Toying with his nearly empty glass he replied, "Things certainly have changed, but not necessarily for the worse.  We have so much more responsibility these days and so many more venues to keep track of.  Did you know that the current market for actinium is now seperated between nine hundred different trading factions?  Five years ago, there were only seventeen suppliers willing to even market the stuff and they had to produce it themselves.  Business is growing in the galaxy and if stays flowing, the universal economy will maintain itself nicely.  But all it would take is a few slip-ups by our regulating communities and the balance would be thrown off sending all of our fleets into chaos.  Embargos, monopolies and breaches of peace would overtake the Federation and the peace we all have become accustomed to would be gone in an instant.  Sometimes you have to just keep muddling through the drudgery to find the happiness at the end of the paper trail."


	"But the politics have gotten out of hand.  There are no more personal ventures or uncomplicated tasks anymore.  It's all forms and waiting lists and chains of command.  I don't feel like a person anymore, I feel like I am controlled by processes."  Samus swallowed the last of her drink and slid the empty glass toward the back of the counter.  She faced her companion.  "The Federation has outgrown me.  I used to mean something to this entity but I no longer feel like I am part of it.  I haven't felt a part of it for a few years now.  I'm sure the same goes for the Federation as well.  It doesn't remember all that I have done for it over the years.  I never cared about being in the history records or having a statue built in my honor at the Earth Plaza and I still don't, but why can't I just be a part of what's going on in the galaxy?  I've been thrown around and thrown away, it's like nobody cares what I've done for them, nobody cares that I helped make this galaxy a safe place to live and trade.  Do you get what I'm trying to say?"


	Her listener laughed and looked at her fondly.  "Samus Aran," he smiled, "you know damned well that you're skills are legendary among anyone who's been around this quadrant of the galaxy in the past decade and those who weren't here when it happened still have to sit through insufferable tales of your bounty-hunting prowess.  I'd be willing to bet they'll be gabbing about you for centuries to come and do you know what?  It's impossible to embellish your story with lofty enhancements because what really happened is too fantastic to imagine on its own.  That's where the soul is in the galaxy, Samus.  You can follow a paper trail to a billion dead-ends, but you can't interfere with the interaction between the entities that make it all happen.  The traders, the Committee members, the engineers, they're the spirit that makes life worth living."


	Samus sullenly averted her glance and squeezed shut her troubled eyelids.  "Sam, is something wrong?"  Samus' friend pushed his glass out of reach and spun himself around on his stool so that his entire body faced her.  He leaned over and quietly asked, "This is serious, isn't it?"


	Samus sniffed and nodded hesitantly.  She looked up with a glassy expression and motioned with a tilt of her head toward the door.  Her friend nodded and slid his credit card through a slot-reader in the countertop.  Samus stood and they headed toward the door and out of the noise of the commissary.





	Barker was a bounty hunter before the need for them had vanished in the galaxy.  Like most other bounty hunters, Barker assumed a position as a convoy escort during trading runs through less explored segments of the galaxy.  Although not a proven necessity, the convoy excorts were considered standard as a safety precaution against the unknown.  Barker and Samus were frequently assigned to the same convoy during routine runs through quadrants previously occupied by pirates and non-Federation-affiliated factions.  Pirate activity waned to the point that Federation confidence grew and Samus and Barker were assigned to varying positions at distant points in the galaxy.  Barker became the negotiator for elemental trading of raw materials in majority of the Federation quadrants.  Having been on so many convoy missions he picked up the skills required of a top negotiator.  Samus, on the other hand, was called to monitor trade between two warring races that had signed peace agreements and joined the Federation of Galaxies.  The peace treaty had proven itself to hold fast and the Federation felt comfortable with unmonitored activity between the settled races.  Samus was relieved of her position and had been awaiting reassignment when a routine physical examination turned up three abnormalities in her digestive system.


	"I don't have much longer, Barker," Samus admitted, "Dr. Tagmon said that the tumors can't be dealt with.  I'm..."  Samus tried to contain her tears.


	Barker stopped walking.  "Samus, I don't know what to say."  He looked into her face and saw a sadness he had never seen in her before.  The barrier of bravery had been shattered.  Barker was worried.  "How long?"


	"I don't know.  He said that I'm losing weight too fast and that..."  She was overwhelmed.  "I resigned from my duties.  I'm transferring out, effective immediately."


	Barker was at a total loss for words.  His mouth moved as if he were trying to say something but nothing came out.  Finally, he was able to utter a response.  "Where are you going to go?  What will you do out of the Federation?  Can't you work on some domestic assignment and just take it easy for awhile?"


	"They wanted to send me to Dr. Khalidis."


	"The shrink?  But, why?  C'mon, Samus, you can't just leave.  I can't imagine you being satisfied outside the Federation."


	"Like I was saying before, it's not a Federation anymore, it's beaurocracy.  You said it yourself, the soul of the galaxy lies in the individuals that make up the galaxy, not the Federation itself.  I need to be an individual.  I need to do something unbound by papers and red tape."


	"You really are leaving, then.  Do you have any idea where you're headed off to?"


	"I don't know."  Samus forced a smile through her stern and sullen lips.  "Someplace extravagant, no doubt.  I'll be okay."  She gazed reassuringly at Barker who looked like a lost child.


	"Don't lose touch, Samus.  And if you need anything..."


	"I'll know exactly who to go to.  You've been there for me from day one, I'd expect no less from you now."  Barker still looked troubled.  "You can trust me," Samus assured, "I'll be okay."


	"I trust you," Barker breathed, "I trust you."





	Samus trudged down the corridor with her travel case and helmet in tow.  Donned in her trademark spacesuit, she looked unaffected by her afflictions.  Helmet in hand, her disproportional head stuck out of the top of her suit emphasizing the great size of the armor and the smallness of her own frame.  As she neared the preparation bay where her flagship awaited the halls mutated into technical mazes of pipes and cables and the antiseptic charm of the residential halls disappeared behind her.  She reached the door to the chamber where her ship was in its final stages of preparation for departure.


	The door slowly opened with a grumble and revealed a bay busy with the activity of white-coats and mechanics.  The smallness of her ship showcased the vastness of the room which was still one of the smaller launch bays in the Synergy Station.  The vessel hovered barely three meters off of the floor of the launch facility and vapors distorted the air below it in waves of liquid-like gas.  Platforms extended from the hull of the room connecting parts of her ship to the outside walls.  Personnel were all over her ship like ants on their giant prey, twisting caps into place and pushing panels over exposed electrical circuits.


	Samus stepped slowly toward her ship and the door closed behind her with an angry gaseous release.  A white-suited gentleman approached her with a computerized clipboard under his arm.  He walked swiftly and with a slight sway.  His hair was pulled tightly back in a ponytail which seemed to draw his face back with it streamlining his cheekbones and lips.  As he neared Samus he removed the clipboard from his armpit and referenced it.


	"Ms. Aran?  I take it you have your leave data with you?" he asked half smugly.


	"Yes," she put down her case and reached into her overturned helmet pulling out a small golden disc, "here it is."  She handed the disc to the inspector who snatched it from her hands and quickly pushed it into the side of his clipboard.  He tapped the face of the clipboard and glanced at her momentarily as if to compare her to an image on his readout.  He tapped a few more times on the front panel and let the clipboard dangle by his side.


	"Your data is in order, Ms. Aran, now if I may inspect your baggage..." he cocked his brow and motioned toward her travel case.  Samus knelt and set her helmet down beside her.  She opened her case and stepped back from it.  The inspector leafed through the articles inside and closed the lid.  He removed a handheld detector from his pocket and hovered it over the package for a moment.  The detector produced a thin beep and he pushed it back into his pocket.  He arose and nodded to Samus.  "Everything checks out, you are free to depart on our signal.  Safe travels, Ms. Aran."  The inspector lightly bowed to Samus and as swiftly as he had swayed up to her he left.


	Samus gazed up at her vehicle hovering above her.  She hadn't seen it for nearly eight months.  The emotion had nearly passed - the bond between pilot and ship, but it all came flooding back to her when she absorbed the sight of it all at once.  Samus paced around the perimeter of her ship staring upward, blindly inspecting it, seeing not a ship, but countless memories.








Chapter Two





	


