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​Seedlings on the Solar Winds
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The blood was just starting to dry when they dragged Edward Verhoeven from his office.  He didn’t go kicking and screaming; he just went.  His last view through his office window showed him the far limb of the LEO station brightening as the Earth below slowly turned into the sunlight.  It was a beautiful sight, one he knew he’d never see again.  Of course, he’d known that before he’d killed the man lying on the floor of his office, slowly staining his beige rug red, but he’d had no choice, or had he?

The men dragging him, military officers both, were doing it gently.  At least, that’s how it seemed to Edward, but his mind had gone numb hours earlier.  They could have dragged him by his hair and he probably wouldn’t have noticed.  He thought about suggesting to the men that they allow him to walk, but decided not to.  He was enjoying the ride too much.

The soldiers dragged him past the infirmary.  Edward noted the blood red lettering on the door.  That was when he began to scream.  The guards dropped him, not knowing what else to do.  Edward curled into a fetal ball, refusing to move.  One of the guards finally went into the infirmary and got a gurney.  Together, the guards moved the curled mass of quivering flesh to a hospital bed.  They were supposed to have brought him to a cell, but getting medical attention for him suddenly seemed like a better idea.

*
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Edward awoke to find himself restrained.  He wasn’t sure why.  Had he been on a date with Elizabeth?  No, that wasn’t it.  He looked around.  He was in the infirmary and there were two heavily armed and very dour looking military types glaring at him.  What had he done?

Just then, an orderly came along.  Edward examined the tight white outfit, noticing it clung to her everywhere he wanted it to.  He quickly forgot about the military men until he noticed the blood red cross on her lapel.  That was when it all came back to him.

Jenkins had come into his office, demanding to know why there was a discrepancy in the ore rights paperwork.  Jenkins was his subordinate.  He had no right to demand anything of Edward, so Edward...No, he couldn’t have.

“Mr. Verhoeven,” a voice said, jerking him away from the memory he didn’t want, the memory that couldn’t be.  “I’m Inspector Dergin.”

Edward examined the man.  He was tall and thin with a smile that made you want to trust him.  Edward didn’t.  If the man was questioning him, then the impossible memory could only be possible, which meant that Edward had killed somebody.  Impossible.

“Mr. Verhoeven, can you tell me what happened when Mr. Jenkins came into your office yesterday?”

“I killed him,” Edward was surprised to hear himself say.

Inspector Dergin also seemed surprised.  Why?  He knew Edward had killed Jenkins.  Why should the truth surprise him?  “Why did you do it, Mr. Verhoeven?”

“Please, call me Edward,” he responded, trying to offer his hand, forgetting he was restrained.  He shrugged.  “They made me.”

Inspector Dergin seemed even more surprised.  “Who made you, Edward?”

“The creatures from the asteroid.”

Inspector Dergin looked at a tall woman wearing a doctor’s coat.  Edward knew that she must be the shrink analyzing him during the interview.  She must think he was crazy.  If she didn’t, then she was crazy because Edward was sure he was.  “Creatures from the asteroid?” Inspector Dergin asked.  “Could you be a little more specific?”

Edward laughed.  “Oh, I don’t know if they’re actually from the asteroid.  I just know that’s where they’re living now.”

“I see. Can you describe them for me?”

“You can’t see them.”

Inspector Dergin looked confused.  “Was that a question?”

Edward laughed again.  “No.  You can’t see them.  I can’t see them.  The shrink over there can’t see them.  I just know they’re there.”

“And how do you know that?”

“They talk to me, of course.”

Inspector Dergin nodded.  “Thank you, Edward.  I’m sure I’ll have more questions for you later.”  The shrink then came forward and stuck a needle in Edward’s arm.  He knew it was sleepy time again.  That was okay.  Sleepy time was when the creatures talked to him.

*
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“You can’t say anymore about us,” the creatures said in his mind.

“Why not?”

“No one can know about us.”

Edward thought about that for several nueronal firings.  A part of his brain wondered who these beings were.  He felt that part of his mind being soothed.  Obviously these creatures could read his mind and control him in whatever way they saw fit.  He felt that part of his mind being gently caressed back into docility.  Finally, he slept.

*
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“Tell me more about these asteroid creatures,” Inspector Dergin said.

Edward looked at him in confusion.  Was the man mad?  What kind of creature could live on an asteroid?  Certainly no lifeform he could imagine.  “What are you talking about?”

“You said yesterday that creatures from the asteroid talk to you.”

Edward laughed.  “That’s crazy.”  He tried to move and found himself restrained.  “Hey, why am I tied down?”

“For your own safety.”

Edward didn’t understand.

Inspector Dergin shook his head.  “Don’t you remember killing Jenkins?”

“What?”  Edward tried to sit up.  How could he have killed Jenkins?  He just saw him earlier in the day, or maybe that was yesterday.  Suddenly, Edward saw the corpse on his office floor slowly turning his beige carpet red.  Was that Jenkins?  “Oh, my God.”

“Now, can we talk about the asteroid creatures again?”

Edward shook his head.  “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

Inspector Dergin pushed a button on a recording device.  Edward heard his own voice talking about some sort of invisible creatures that talked to him.  Slowly, his memories of the events began to coalesce, but he quickly felt warm fluid running through his brain.  The memories disappeared.  “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he finally said.

Inspector Dergin looked at a tall woman who was clearly the station’s shrink.  She shook her head and Inspector Dergin stood.  Edward watched as Dergin took long powerful strides across the room.  He stood nearly face to face with the tall woman discussing him in voices he couldn’t hope to hear.

“She thinks it’s some sort of new form of trauma induced amnesia,” a voice said in his head.  Edward didn’t stop to think about what the voice was saying, or even where the voice was coming from.  He just nodded like he understood and waited for someone to give him his shot to send him back to sleepy time.  There was something waiting for him there, and he couldn’t wait to find out what it was.

*
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“You’re fighting us too much,” the creatures said in his head.

“I’m not trying to,” Edward answered.  “Maybe if you explained yourselves to me, I’d know why I can’t talk to them.”

“You might see it that way, but from our perspective, that wouldn’t be in our best interests, and probably not in your own either.”

“Shouldn’t that be for me to decide.”

“No.”

Edward was silent.  How could he argue with them when they seemed so convinced they were right?  “You can’t tell me anything?”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
A7 .Tnsl:.e of Lhe
Maness =
UD'. 5 P -

by F":O.l"l Erwine





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





