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Prologue

Somewhere in Canada, in a private home more secure than any other place on Earth, the lines on Mortimer Henninger’s aged brow wrinkled more deeply. His bushy white eyebrows knitted almost together as he leaned forward in his chair and glared at the massive television screen, a 96-inch monstrosity embedded across the room in the polished mahogany wall.

The brown leather wingback chair, along with the small occasional table next to it, was the only furniture in the huge room. Beneath it was a glistening rug, formerly a 9-foot polar bear, that almost disappeared into the white marble floor.  

There, on the accursed television screen, a pair of young upstarts—a young Jew and his Jewess—were stepping forward, making a claim. 

A claim to which he had no right.

Receiving adulation to which he had no right.

Adulation that should be Henninger’s alone. That was Henninger’s birthright! 

As the pair knelt together, a shimmering image formed before them. 

The image spoke in a language Henninger could never understand, then placed a crown on the boy’s head.

Henninger bitterly muttered, “No right!” and slapped the arms of his chair. He winced at the sudden impact on his gnarled fingers and knuckles.

As he waited for the pain to subside, the image muttered a few more words in a language that seemed at once quiet and to create an echo among the crowd. Then it placed a crown on the woman’s head.

At the bidding of the entity, the boy stood, smiled, offered his hand to the girl.

She rose as gracefully as if she were levitated. 

Henninger’s forearms moved slowly upward at an angle from his elbows as his head leaned forward, made contact with his palms.

How had it all gone so wrong?

Apparently the people had awakened.

He raised his head again, glanced at the smiling couple. The entity was gone. The couple were raising their hands to the crowd.

The crowd was cheering, cheering.

“Rogers!”

A gentleman’s gentleman, dressed in a coat and tails, appeared at the door as if out of nowhere. He paused near one of the white marble columns, looked across the white marble floor. “Yes sir.”

“Get Dar Gol Hannsen on the telephone for me! And be quick about it!”

“Yes sir.” 

As quickly as he had come, Rogers seemed to evaporate.

Henninger returned his attention to the screen and shook his head in disbelief.

All he had worked for. All had come to naught.

He had thought the population of the world finally was controlled. He muttered, “Obviously, I misjudged the abilities of the Dar Gol.”

For five decades in this lifetime he had tugged this string and that. Just as had his father and his grandfathers all the way back to the beginning. two centuries and two decades before.

Adolph Hitler, the progeny of Grandfather Hermann Henninger who had begun the process, had very nearly succeeded.

But he hadn’t. And in the interim, the world kept growing. The politics kept changing. It took several iterations, several generations of Grandfather Henningers, pulling strings here and there, to come back around to what’s right. 

Finally, finally, Mortimer stood up the World Equality Organization and the fools understood. 

But by then, as it had been with the rise of Hitler in the beginning, it was too late. 

The citizens were locked in a confusion that had grown to a general malaise. They went to their jobs, lived their lives, all as faceless, colorless, joyless entities. 

What happened? 

What pulled them from their malaise? What brought them back to life?

Sweat broke out on his brow as he closed his eyes, waited for the painful shockwave from his arthritic knuckles to travel to his narrow, hunched shoulders and dissipate. 

But when it reached his shoulders, it traveled from one to the other. 

No matter. It was almost time for his pill. When Rogers came back, he would bring the pill.

The pain would calm. It always calmed. 

He looked up at the television again.

It would calm. 

Then he would deal with this upstart as he had dealt with all the others. 

1

In September of 2154, deep within the World Equality Organization headquarters in Prague, Dar Gol Hannsen rapidly approached a heavily guarded chamber. As he walked, he considered the events of the last month. Where in the world was Hermann? 

Two weeks ago, his young cousin, Hermann Heydrich, had phoned from the WEO shuttle as it was about to set down in San Francisco. He was returning from a sanctioned, official trip to Luna One. 

During the call, the man made seemingly unnecessary small talk and was unnaturally polite. 

Dar Gol Hannsen had taken the hint and finally answered his unasked question. “Hermann, I have some news for you. The Justices have decided to install you as the seventh Justice.” 

The excitement in Hermann’s voice was palpable. “Ah, that is very good news indeed! I look forward to working with you, cousin. I think the rest of you are going to love the new ideas I have for the Council.”

The Dar Gol sighed, but kept it to himself. The boy had always been headstrong and a bit full of himself. “Yes, yes. I’m sure we will. But the installation ceremony will take place after a period of indoctrination, of course.”

“Of course,” Hermann said. “But cousin, some business came up while I was on Luna One.”

“Business?”

“Yes. Some unfinished very personal business. If it’s all right, I would prefer to tend to that first.”

“Very well. Any idea how long this unfinished personal business will take?”

“I can’t say for sure at the moment, but I imagine it will be resolved within a few days.”

“That would be ideal. The Council will meet next in 13 days. If you can take care of your business in the next six or seven days, and then satisfactorily undergo the indoctrination in the next four or five, we will install you at the next meeting.”

“Excellent. Let’s plan on that. I’ll see you then,” he said, then rang off. 

But the Dar Gol hadn’t heard from him since. Hermann hadn’t shared the nature of his business, except that it was personal. Nor had he shared where he would be during the interim. 

When he hadn’t heard from Hermann eight days later, the Dar Gol had performed due diligence. 

He attempted to contact the pilot of the shuttle first, but he was unavailable, on a scheduled holiday with his new bride in Thailand. They were spending time in a jungle retreat and could not be contacted by phone.

He settled for speaking with the Supervisor of WEO Flight Operations in San Francisco. 

The supervisor said, “Sir, according to the log books, Herr Heydrich apparently disembarked in San Francisco.” 

“Yes, yes, I know that much. But where did he go afterward?”

The nervous young woman said, “I’m sorry, sir. There was no further flight plan filed for the shuttle, and I’m not seeing his name on any manifests from San Francisco International either.”

The Dar Gol thanked her and broke the connection. 

From San Francisco, had it not been for his cousin’s pressing “personal business,” he would have proceeded back here. As it was, the Dar Gol had no idea where his cousin was. 

It was a conundrum, and one that would make him look like a fool in front of the other Justices. He was the Dar Gol—effectively the Chief Justice of the Council and the presiding head of Earth—yet he was unable to keep tabs on his own cousin. 

At his approach, the guard nearest him reached to open the thick oak double doors. Then he snapped to attention, his rifle raised before him in a salute. The guard on the other side of the door had already assumed the same respectful position.

But instead of continuing, the Dar Gol stopped for a moment in the hallway outside the chamber. He needed to clarify his thoughts for a moment before he presented the Council with this troubling news. 

He looked at the floor for a moment and sighed. Where in the world could the boy be?

Well, perhaps Hermann’s unfinished business had resolved him instead.

Whatever the case, he would not be in attendance today. At least he’d better not be. If the headstrong young fool came walking in now, there would be hell to pay.

Well, there was nothing for it but to get it over with. Besides, there was much other business to be conducted.

He regained his bearing and eyed the guards.

Both were staring straight ahead, and neither appeared to have taken notice of his delay. 

As he passed between the guards and through the double doors, the other Justices rose from their seats. 

Each Justice was dressed in a black three-piece suit with a black shirt and tie, belt and shoes. 

The Dar Gol, Dar Stabor and Dar Setsin were holdovers from the inception of the Council. Dar Gol Hannsen had conceived of the idea. As a result, he was unanimously appointed the first Dar Gol.

Of the four other original members, none were left. At various times over the past several years, three either had disapproved of or disagreed with previous WEO policies and returned to private life. Oddly, each had met soon afterward with an untimely and fatal accident.

They had been replaced by three new members. Dar Tennech was installed soon after the beginning of the Purge. Dar Reich and Dar Kroll were installed eight months and a year later, respectively.

The only other original Justice, Dar Manchion, had proved a traitor and ally of a group called The Friends. The brakes on his car had failed only four weeks ago. While driving home from the last meeting of the Council, he had plunged to his death through a guard rail and into an 800 foot drop.

That unfortunate accident left the vacant seat that Dar Gol Hannsen had expected his cousin, Hermann Heydrich, to fill.  

On the face they showed the world, each member was an equal part of the governing body and all had an equal voice. The Justices always presented a unified, if anonymous, front. Through an official spokesman, the Council always spoke with a single, mechanically enhanced voice and presented a single opinion. Together, they constituted the unified government of the earth.

But in reality, they were six advisors and the Chief Justice. 

Dar Gol Hannsen said, “Thank you, my friends, but please be seated.” He rounded the table and took his seat beneath the imposing floor-to-ceiling WEO seal: a seven-headed dragon beneath a quarter moon. 

When he was seated, he leaned forward, put his elbows on the table, and steepled his fingers before him. “Gentlemen, we have a problem. There will be no installation ceremony today. It seems young Hermann Heydrich has disappeared.”

Dar Setsin leaned back in his chair. “When? Did he at least undergo the indoctrination? Perhaps we could install him in a special meeting.”

“No. The last I heard from him was two weeks ago, just before I contacted each of you to let you know the installation would proceed at this meeting.” The Dar Gol swept his glance around the faces at the table. “My apologies to one and all.” 

Dar Setsin said, “Ahh, but no reason to apologize, Dar Gol. After all, who can be held accountable for the actions of youth? Young Herr Heydrich probably is attending to young man business, no doubt with a young woman.”

The Dar Gol shook his head. “I wish that were the case, but I don’t think so. Hermann was excited about his installation. Something is amiss. I’m sure of it.”

Dar Kroll leaned forward, a frown on his face. “Yet is there anything we can do? I’m sure you’ve already checked every available avenue.”

“Yes. Yes, I did. The pilot who flew his shuttle is on holiday in Thailand. And the last time anyone saw Hermann was in San Francisco. However, he hasn’t appeared in any of his regular haunts there either. Nor did he leave San Francisco on either chartered or public transportation.” As if Hermann would lower himself to using public transportation. 

One of the younger members of the Council, Dar Reich raised his hand tentatively. He hesitated, then said, “I don’t want to be the one to state the obvious, Dar Gol, but perhaps I must.”

The Dar Gol frowned. “The obvious?”

“Yes sir. Not as regards Herr Heydrich personally of course, but as regards the business and security of this Council.”

His brow still wrinkled, Dar Gol Hannsen gestured. “Please, continue.” 

“Yes sir. With your permission, sir, you mentioned a shuttle—I assume that was the WEO shuttle—landing in San Francisco. Was that upon his return from Luna One?”

“You are correct on both counts. But why is that significant?”

“He went to Luna One to determine whether there were any Jews in the recent Interplanetary Mining class, didn’t he?”

“Yes.” The Dar Gol’s brow wrinkled. 

“And did he report to you concerning the results of his inquiry aboard Luna One?”

“No. Well, yes, but it was a negative report. He hadn’t found anyone of Jewish descent there. None reported to him, not surprisingly, but he also discovered none of his own accord.”

“I see. And you informed him of our offer to install him on the Council, yes? And he was agreeable?”

“Yes. And of course he was agreeable.”

“Then with all due respect, Dar Gol, we must assume his disappearance, on his part, has something to do with his mission to Luna One. And on the part of any perpetrators, it possibly has to do with that offer. If we install him at some later date, we might never know for certain we were not compromised.”

The Dar Gol nodded. He hesitated, then quietly said, “You are not speaking ill of my cousin, are you?”

Dar Reich paled. “No. No sir. It’s just that—well, we might look at this as a blessing in disguise.” 

“A blessing? What do you mean?” 

Dar Stabor said, “I think I see what he means. Our anonymity is essential, Dar Gol, as the founding members first established. Yet the only non-member of this Council who knew any of us was your cousin.” He shrugged. “In the fervor of life, younger people naturally tend to speak more freely to others than we do. After all, rumors were rampant that he was going to be installed as the next Justice.”

The Dar Gol nodded slowly. “I see. So you agree that Hermann’s installation on the Council might have jeopardized our anonymity?”

Dar Stabor nodded. “Might have, yes. Moreover, rumors have abounded for some time that Hermann might assume a council position one day. Had we installed him, he certainly wouldn’t have remained anonymous. Those rumors couldn’t have been started by anyone but himself. And those rumors might well have to do with his disappearance.”

Dar Gol Hannsen sat back in his chair. “Yes. Yes, you are right. I suppose we must assume the worst in order to preserve the fidelity of the Council.” Then he turned to Dar Setsin. “You have been silent, my friend. Have you no opinion?”

“I agree with what has been said. I believe we should use every available means to locate your cousin and ensure his safety. But I do not believe he should be installed on the Council subsequent to this event. I submit further that adding a seventh isn’t really necessary. Bowing, of course, to the wisdom of the Dar Gol.”

Dar Tennech, a younger member who had begun his rise in the WEO as a shuttle pilot, said, “Sir, has anyone checked the communication logs of the shuttle?”

The Dar Gol looked at him. “Pardon me?”

“The communication log of the shuttle, Dar Gol. I believe they keep a record of all communications to and from the WEO shuttle. If Herr Heydrich spoke with anyone else about his personal business while he was aboard the shuttle, perhaps the communications log might contain some clues as to his whereabouts.” 

The Dar Gol nodded. “That is one avenue I did not consider. Thank you.” 

He looked around the table, his gaze pausing momentarily his old friend. “Dar Stabor, I appreciate the vote of confidence.” Then he glanced at the empty seat. “But actually I would prefer a seventh Justice on the Council. I’ve always found comfort in decisions made by seven voices.” 

He looked at Dar Stabor again. “So long as I serve as Dar Gol, I would prefer to serve as a moderator rather than an emperor.” He resolutely patted the table with both hands. “However, I see no reason to rush to add a seventh Justice. As any of us happen to discover another candidate, that name—or those names—will be presented to the Council at the next meeting after that discovery.”

Dar Setsin said, “Another candidate? So are we officially setting aside the nomination of Herr Heydrich then?” 

The Dar Gol hesitated for only a moment. It would be better for the Council as a whole if he acted conclusively to put this matter behind them. “Yes. It would be wiser, I think, to make the ongoing search for my cousin a personal matter rather than a further burden on the Council. I hereby withdraw, with prejudice, my nomination of Hermann Heydrich. The nomination will not be reinstated. 

“Now, let’s move on to other business, shall we?” He glanced at Dar Kroll, who was tasked with keeping tabs on the Inter-Arab war. “Any earth-shaking new developments in the war?” 

Dar Kroll said, “Nothing either earth-shaking or new, Dar Gol. Only what’s been broadcast on the news. The two sides are holding the same line they’ve held for the past several months. No significant changes.” 

The war had been raging on one major front for almost twenty years. 

In the first year of the Purge, the WEO handed over the former nation of Israel to the Arab world—consisting of The African Arab Congress and The Middle East League—to divide as they saw fit. The expectation was that they would establish the New Nation of Palestine and that would be that. 

Unfortunately, the WEO acted without first determining a consensus of opinion from those Arab nations. As a result, distrust reigned supreme and the Arab nations went to war with each other. Almost twenty years later, those who called themselves Palestinians were still without a homeland.

Dar Reich smiled. “Perhaps we should reconsider the ban on nuclear weapons and manned aircraft.”

Dar Stabor said, “Nonsense. They’re doing quite enough damage with missiles, drones and small arms. There’s no reason to give them ideas. And greater reach. Not to mention as long as they’re engaged with each other they’re leaving the rest of the world to its own devices.”

Dar Reich said, “Of course, I agree. I was only attempting to lighten the mood.”

Dar Setsin said, “If anything, perhaps we should ban the missiles. Make it more of a one-on-one confrontation. The thing might drag on for twenty more years.”

Still focusing on Dar Kroll, Dar Gol Hannsen said, “Have there been any developments as regards the so-called Friends organization with regard to the war?”

“No sir.” 

The Dar Gol nodded. “Good, I suppose. Although if they’re really out there I wish they’d show their hand.” He looked at his old friend. “Dar Setsin, I believe we should leave everything else, missiles included, as it is. The warring parties will come to whatever conclusion they need to reach without further meddling from the WEO. I suspect we did quite enough damage when we failed to spell out specifically what was to be done with the slip of land that was the ancestral home of the Jews.”

Dar Setsin said, “I suppose I agree. Removing the missiles probably wouldn’t make a significant difference anyway. Some people just seem to enjoy conflict even when it’s with their own people. And as Dar Stabor said, as long as they’re fighting each other, they seem to be ignoring the rest of the world.” 

Dar Gol Hannsen nodded. “Even the Palestinians, who had the most to gain had they avoided war. Had the Palestinians not divided themselves, half to the ANC and half to the ME League, I would reverse our decision and hand Israel to them with a bow on it. But at least for the time being, the situation simply is what it is. Let’s move on.”

He glanced at Dar Tennech. “What about The Friends on any other fronts? Anything at all?”

“No sir, not as yet. I’m still working to develop contacts, hopefully within their ranks.”

The Dar Gol nodded again. “That will be difficult at best, at least for awhile. We wouldn’t have known for sure even that they exist if we hadn’t accidentally intercepted the message and traced it back to our former colleague’s private vehicle.” He shook his head, then looked at Dar Stabor. “Did we ever locate the source of that transmission?”

“No sir. We didn’t even receive the entire transmission. All we were able to make out was ‘friends’ and ‘Jonathan Kirski.’ I did do a search on the name.”

“And?”

“It was a dead end. Apparently nobody on the planet or even on Luna has that name.”

The Dar Gol sighed heavily. “Well, I can’t say I blame the group for wanting to fight back. If they actually exist. But at this point we must be committed to our course of action. Any disagreement?” He glanced around the table.

None of the other Justices said anything. 

A few shook their heads.

Dar Gol Hannsen said, “Very well. Are there any other pressing matters for the Council on this day?”

Dar Kroll said, “Only the ongoing question, Dar Gol, regarding the course of action you spoke of. First, I believe The Friends organization does exist. There have long been rumors of Jews missed during the purge. And we should all be certain some were missed, the evidence of which is the transmission we discovered through our former colleague, Manchion. Perhaps it’s time to settle on a firm course of action.”

“By which you mean what?” Dar Gol Hannsen rolled his hand in front of him.

Dar Reich said, “If I may, sir, we could dispatch small teams of troops. To actively search for Juden and destroy them wherever we find them.”

Dar Kroll nodded. “That’s very similar to what I was thinking.’

But the Dar Gol shook his head. “You forget that officially there never was a purge. Or any such thing.” 

Dar Tennech said, “Yes sir. But at this point I doubt anyone outside this chamber actually believes that.” He held up one hand in abeyance. “What I mean is that I’m sure they say they believe it and give it lip service, but I also believe they know better. Or think they do. Maybe Dar Reich is right. Maybe it’s time to mop up with a series of decisive strikes and be done with it.”

“But if we act overtly based on the notion that there was a purge, we would effective admit to the world that we lied. And that, I believe, would be folly.”

Dar Stabor said, “We might get ahead of it, Dar Gol. We might begin with a definitive statement. Something along the lines that our Jewish friends have selfishly refused to act in the best interests of humankind, as they have down through the ages. That although there wasn’t a purge, perhaps there should have been. Once we turn public opinion solidly against them, the strike teams might even be cheered as they do their work.

The Dar Gol nodded, but he had stopped listening. His foolish young cousin was still on his mind, as was the recommendation to check the communications log of the shuttle. His head was beginning to throb. “I’ll take all of this under advisement and we’ll talk of it again. Perhaps at the next meeting. In the meantime, all of you use your contacts to learn what you can, both of the existence of the so-called Friends and of the opinion of the citizens as regards their welfare.”

Dar Setsin raised one hand and said, “Begging your pardon, Dar Gol, perhaps we should broach the subject today and lay it to rest. After all—”

“No. No, enough for today. Do as I asked, please, all of you, and we’ll make this the major agenda item for the next Council. Thank you all for coming.” He stood up. “We are adjourned.”

2

Even though he had dreamed through most of the night—or thought he had—Jonathan Kreuger awoke refreshed and with a smile on his face. 

In his dream, he had visited with his parents. And he had said goodbye. Yet it was not a sad parting, but a joyful one. He exited the dream with a sense of purpose. He was not here to do the penance he had levied on himself years ago. 

The Purge began twelve years ago. By 2145 the WEO had announced it was complete. The entire population of Jews on Earth had succumbed to something called the Chosen Virus. 

That’s what the WEO said, and all the citizens parroted it. But nobody believed it.

Jonathan was only a young boy when his parents sent him to live with friends, Heinrich Kreuger and his wife Amalia. His own father even lied to him, telling him he wasn’t actually a Jew, that he was an orphan Haime and Miriam Kirski had adopted because they were childless.

Mr. Kreuger was a teacher and the master of the local caste of World Scouts, and he and his wife raised Jonathan as well as they could. 

The boy never quite believed the “lessons” and rumors he heard about the Jews. Nor did he ever believe he wasn’t really his father’s son.

As a child he had no choice. In order to survive, he endeared himself to the Kreugers, even welcoming the chance to take their last name. 

But he always remembered the lessons his own father had taught him before he’d given him away. To be proud of his heritage. To be proud of being a Jew.

Jonathan excelled in his studies, and tests proved an aptitude for two jobs: he could attend the Flight Academy, or he could attend the Academy of Interplanetary Mining, Incorporated. In order to begin his life-long penance, he had chosen the latter. He would mine the bones of his own people.

His parents had disappeared sometime after he’d gone to live with the Kreugers. He had never seen them again.

He continued to excel and graduated a few months ago, then took a mandatory, company-sponsored tour of  Luna One. Interplanetary Mining wanted all new graduates to see how the fruits of their labor—the calcium extract that would be derived from the bones they mined—would benefit the colony, and by extension, all mankind. 

And here he was, in the Siberian fields. There were several mass graves around the world in various locations. But only here would he be certain to see the faces of his people, flash frozen beneath the tundra of Siberia. His penance had begun. 

Then the dream came, and with it came clarity and reason.

His penance began and ended in one long day.

He was here to bring his own special, reverential touch to the fields. 

The scientists still would get what they needed—the calcium extract to shore up the lightweight construction of Luna One and perhaps future lunar colonies—but he would bring dignity back to his people. He would treat the source, the bones of his people, with respect. He gave them purpose, and they in turn gave him purpose. A life-calling. A destiny.

He interlaced his fingers behind his head and looked around the room. 

Certain he would never want to share his cabin with a partner, he had rearranged the two bedrooms into one. He slept on what was essentially a queen-sized bed, having shoved the two single beds together. And his room contained two chests of drawers instead of one. He reasoned that he could use the other bedroom for storage. 

But the dream had changed him. Would it be so bad having a partner? He didn’t want one when he first arrived. His intention was to be alone with a nightmare, to suffer the penance he was certain he deserved. After all, his own parents had given him away rather than allowing him to stand shoulder to shoulder with them in defiance of the authorities. 

But he was no longer here to do penance. Penance was not necessary. His father and mother had fought in their way. But by his very existence, which was thanks to his father’s wise decision to save him from the Purge, he was able to fight in his own way. 

In living, the simple act of respiration, he was fighting them. Being here, now, even in the Siberian fields as a miner he was fighting them. In showing the proper reverence for his ancestors and the ancestors of his people, he was fighting them.

Today would be a good day in the Siberian fields. Maybe the first good day any miner had ever spent there.

He bounded from his bed. Today would also be his first day off, even though he had worked only one day in his claim.

From the claim yesterday he had taken two children, and a man he was certain was their father. He had taken a poor, confused man in a bath robe, and another in a pink shirt. He had taken a Welshman in yellow trousers, and he had taken his own great-great-grandfather.

Not that he knew he had mined his own ancestor. The old gentleman had introduced himself in the dream.

It wasn’t a bad haul for his first day. Seven sources in about as many hours.

As he cleaned them, dismembering them as necessary first, then dipping them in an acid bath, then a rinse, he had worked through his emotions. 

He began the day yesterday—possibly the longest day of his life—mourning them. Doing penance. Punishing himself for not dying alongside them. From there he worked to see them not as ancestors, but mere people. And from there through various stages to seeing them eventually as only “the source of the calcium extract”.

Tom Adelman, the camp manager, had advised him to do just that, and that is what he did.

And in that way he had processed seven separate sources. He had seen horrible things, from part of one child breaking off, it being frozen to a sibling, to an adult source spinning of its own accord and looking at him with condemnation. Or so he thought at the time.

Then he fell into bed, exhausted, and slept. And in the dream, those same children and adults had come back to set him straight. 

There was no need to do penance. They were grateful to him. He was doing for them what no other could do. He was honoring them with his life. Honoring them with his care. 

Today, he was on a new path. As per his new plan, which came to him just before he collapsed into bed, he would eat something. A good breakfast to begin the day. 

Then he would begin the end of the process. He would polish the bones of the children first, lovingly, with great care. Then he would polish those of their father. And he would be sure they shipped together.

He would polish the bones of the poor, confused man in the bath robe next, then the bones of the man in the pink shirt. And he would pair them as well. In his dream, the man in the pink shirt seemed confident, even happy. He seemed to know his way around. He would help the man in the bath robe.

And the Welshman, Roger. He would polish Roger’s bones next, with the same care and respect. What a joy he had been. He would ship Roger along with those of the other two men. 

And lastly he would polish the bones of his great-great grandfather. Those he would keep on hand awhile, until he found suitable others with which to bundle them. Then they would ship to the scientists to fulfill their destiny. 

Jonathan donned his heavy clothing and left the cabin, hoping he wasn’t too late to find Tom Adelman. If he and Rolf had already left for their claim, he would visit the canteen—a combination store and small cafeteria—for something to eat. Maybe he could meet a few of the other miners there. 

Then he would come back to polish the bones. And he would catch Tom and Rolf later in the day, when they returned from the claim.

He needed to let them know he was all right. Of course, Tom was in his dream too, so he might already know. It was his dream, not Tom’s, but who’s to say which consciousness is aware of which dreams?

The wind was blowing outside, and he judged the temperature to be near zero with the wind chill. Maybe lower. Still, he was facing away from the brunt of it. Facing into it on his way back would be more difficult, but he doubted it would dampen his spirits. 

A few minutes later, he plodded up the stairs to the porch in front of the headquarters building that doubled as Tom and Rolf’s cabin. He rapped hard on the door with his gloved knuckles, and it opened almost immediately.

At about six feet tall and dressed in his heavy gear, Rolf Lentren filled the door. He looked as if he had been just about to leave. Holding the edge of the door with his right hand, he stepped back and gestured with his left. “Come in, come in! Cold out there, isn’t it? Is something wrong?”

Jonathan stamped his feet on the porch as he’d seen Tom do the day before, then looked up and grinned. “No sir. Tom here?”

“Sure is. Come on in.” Rolf studied Jonathan’s face for a brief moment, then turned away. “Tom? Miner here to see you.”

Tom came out of the back a moment later, shrugging into his heavy coat. His gloves were in his left hand. He was broad and stout, but shorter than either Jonathan or Rolf at about five feet eight inches. “What can I do for you, Jon? Something wrong?”

“No. No sir. You—you were in a dream I had last night and I’m all straight this morning. I mean, everything’s okay now.”

“Is that right?” Tom gestured toward a chair. “Why not have a seat? If you have a little time, I mean.”

“Oh, I’ve got time. I decided today will be my first day off. I’ll use it to do some polishing, and then if I have time I’ll check out the camp. But you guys look like you’re on your way out. It can wait.”

Rolf said, “Nonsense. Maybe we’ll take a day off too, eh Tom?” He grinned at his friend, then gestured toward the same chair. “Please, have a seat.”

“Yes sir.” Jonathan crossed the room and sat.

Rolf and Tom each sat as well.

Tom said, “So what’s this about a dream?”

“Well, I woke up in my parents’ house, only I wasn’t little. But they treated me like I was little. At first.” He frowned. “Anyway, we had breakfast and then my father said he wanted to show me something. So we all walked out the back door and across a big field. We stopped in a clearing. Oh, and there were train tracks a little ways off. And then there was a train.

“A box car opened and all these people got out and started walking across the field toward us. Only I looked back and my folks weren’t in the clearing anymore. 

“But the people from the box car—they were the same ones I mined yesterday. The sources. Two little kids and their dad.” He thought of his grandfather and decided to withhold that bit of information. “And then four other guys. Men. Anyway, they were the same people I mined yesterday.”

His voice grew quiet for a moment as he searched for a way to explain. “While I was processing them, one of the men—I mean, as I dipped that source into the acid, he pivoted on his base and looked right at me. Freaked me out at the time. Maybe that’s what caused the dream. Or maybe it caused the need for it. I don’t know.” He looked at the floor and shook his head.

Vigor and excitement crept into his voice again as he looked up. “But anyway, that man was one of them too. And—well, they sort of told me it was all right, what I was doing. They sort of told me I was honoring them.” 

Honoring them? Had he said too much? Would his choice of words belie his heritage? Maybe he should have thought it through before coming to tell these men about his dream. 

He shrugged. “Or something. You know. Anyway, right at the end, I turned around to see my mom and dad again, but they were gone. And when I turned back around, everybody was crossing the field to get back into the box car. I ran to help them. 

“They climbed up and they—they sort of sat on these wooden crates. And then they sort of disappeared into the crates. Like vapor or something.” He looked at Tom. “Anyway, that’s when you showed up. I think you were the engineer of the train or something. You came walking toward me from the engine and said it was time we got back. And that’s where the dream ended. 

“I guess I was wondering if you had that dream too. Or maybe if you knew you were in it.”

Tom shook his head. “No. No, I can’t say that I remember that. Heh. But I can tell from your face I was the guy who was there.” He frowned. “Tell me something. How’d the dream make you feel?”

“What?”

“Well, to be honest, I was kind’a worried about you yesterday.” For a moment he thought of the visitor who had come seeking Jonathan yesterday. The visitor on the WEO shuttle. But he thought better of saying anything about it. “What I mean to say is this place can be rough. Rougher on some than on others.” 

When Jonathan first arrived at the camp, Tom sensed there was something different about him. Then the next day, the WEO man showed up—the man rumored to be the next WEO Justice—asking for Jonathan. But an unfortunate accident occurred in the form of a bullet through the back of the man’s head. Rolf processed the man through the acid bath, and that evening, the fireplace in Tom and Rolf’s cabin consumed the bones.

Jonathan grinned. “Oh. No, the dream made me feel great. Like I said, it showed me I have a purpose. Like I’m doing what I’m supposed to be doing. Something like that.”

Tom nodded, his gaze never leaving Jonathan’s face. “Uh huh. I think I understand. Well, I think it’s wise of you to set a schedule. Taking a day off, all that. Gettin’ a handle on it, are you?”

“Oh, yes sir. I actually woke up happy. Can you believe that?”

Rolf had been silent. Finally he said, “You say the people in your dream were the same sources you mined yesterday?”
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