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FREEFALL

I turn and | ook back the way | came for the last tine, in the m ddle distance
the snoke rises up to the red evening sky, pointing to where ny life ended; to
where t he warehouse that contained all ny sins is even now burning and bei ng
reduced to ashes and vapour in a conflagration of once-pure intentions and
ultimately inmpure actions.

Seven years. ..

Seven years |'ve watched as if | was a spectator, watched as ny life at first
entered a protracted nerveless |inmbo and then a rapid downward spiral

My Iife in free fall ends today; no |longer shall | be an audi ence at nmy own
damat i on.
The spasnms hit nme again but they will pass. The needles of red hot iron in ny

gut are merely a first stage alert, a warning fromm over burdened nervous
systemto never come this way again, not knowing in their instinct driven

reflex that | amon a one way street. | look up at the nmoon and the enotions
overwhelmme, | cry for perhaps the first tine in ny adult life, or perhaps
the first time since yesterday, | can no | onger be sure of mny recollections.

Who coul d have thought (for | certainly had not) that something so coldly
beauti ful could possess such a curse?

| shake ny head to try to clear it of the chaos inside, to try to expurgate

t he denons that have paralysed ny brain for so nmany years. | haven't got tine
for even the briefest of pauses. | must act now, before | let ny doubts and
uncertainties mount into a wall of negative probabilities and halt ny actions
in an inpasse of logic versus enotion. Whether | |ive beyond this day is not
an issue but | nust free nyself of my dark karnma.

| have a man to kill, a man | know well. Seven years ago we'd stood side by
side on the Iip of the nmobons south polar crater, as one entity we had sniled
for the caneras and set to work on our research

Toget her we tal ked of the great possibilities of the frozen water that had
hidden in its depths for a tine beyond count. We took our sanples, guessed our
guesses, posed for the canmeras once nore and then retreated to our |unar

| aborat ory agai n, unknow ng that our dammation was at hand.

W found the inpurity alnost immediately. It was so easy to see the stain in
the ice we had excavated, which floated like a dark cloud in the water as we
liquefied it for the first tine in a geological age. Yet it seenmed to be

i nnocuous, and easy to extract fromthe ice, leaving us with water pure enough
for the col onies projected future needs.

The question remained though, once the water was purified, what to do with the
waste? Could it be utilised in sone way?

I lose ny balance for a nonment; | support nyself on a nearby light pole.
feel nauseous but | amsure that if there were anything left in nmy stomach
woul d have vomited it out by now. | ambeing stared at but that does not



concern ne, | haven't tine to be self-conscious, | haven't tine to wall ow here
like the pathetic flotsam of humanity that | know | have becone.

| have to live! To live long enough to kill, after that fate can do what it
likes with me. If only the planet would stop shifting beneath me! | know it is
just the withdrawal fromthe drug, | should know after all; | was the first

human to try it.

The waste fromthe purification was a conmpound that we coul d anal yse but not
understand; it contained el ements conbined in ways that we had not considered
possible. How it could it have naturally formed, if it had naturally forned,
we coul d not discern.

The days passed: we posed for the caneras; we studied the nolecule; we tal ked
to the reporters via satellite, our faces smling, and our souls still pure.

Slowy, we deducted the properties of the nolecules matrix, even as we played
up to our audience on Earth, unknow ngly rushing towards our damati on even as
we waved to the viewers back hone.

Qur tests remai ned inconclusive, but we had noticed that the nolecule had a
superficial (though unconfortable) resenbl ance to sone narcotics. W tested
smal | amounts of the substance on our ubiquitous white lab rats. Wen |eft
with no technical methods to study the conmpound we fell back on the

bi ol ogi cal. W weren't good enough to test it; we weren't worthy enough to
test it. Perhaps no one was. But | amcertain now that it should not have been
us.

The rats reacted al nost inmediately, acting as if in a swoon; as we had
suspected, the conpound seermed to be a narcotic, at least in effect if not in
conposi tion.

| amnearly there, I amin the bulk of the city now, it could be the
arcol ogi es of Shinjuku that surround me or perhaps the spires of New York, |
am no | onger sure. The drug induced hei ghtened perception has deserted ne, the
world is now a dark place, | amconfused, | amnot sure if | know where this
city is, or what it's nanme m ght be.

But this street, | amcertain that | have been here many tines, so nany times
in fact that even with ny perceptions so warped in upon thensel ves and
scranbled | can still recognise this avenue and navi gate through the sl ow

nmovi ng throngs of humanity. His nightclub is here, not nore than a city bl ock
away and | walk towards it as best | can

The Moon is high in the sky now but it is behind ne, I can no longer directly
see its pale accusatory gaze except of course in ny twi sted and shattered
m nds eye, | don't dare to turn and face it, ny shane is too great.

There were no nore interviews via satellite, no nore witty conversations with
tal k show hosts; we no longer sniled for the caneras. W had cl osed our
research roomto the public's view and had told the powers that were over all,
that the conpound we had found in the ice was inert and of no comercial use.
And we were believed, it was our job to make such educated guesses after al
and they trusted us to do so.

W had to test the conpound on a human and | volunteered, it was only at this
monent that | realised howtruly little I valued my own life, that |I would
risk it for the least altruistic of purposes, | realise nowthat the seeds of
my later collapse into a conplete and all enconpassing mre of self |oathing
were not a product of the drug, they had been within me all the tinme and the
drug had nerely brought my inner darkness to the surface.



The drug ...

The drug was the experience of my life and in nore than a few respects the end
of it also, it opened ny soul and showed to nme the contents of it's nost

dar kened corner, but at first it's viewwas filtered as if by the nost

di aphanous of perfumed veils, what | would later see to be the nost disgusting
and depraved of denobns at first cane to me with countenances so heavenly that

| wept for joy at the visions the noon drug had given ne, and woul d have

wi |l lingly done anything that was asked of nme as long as | was once again given
the chance to visit ny chenical induced N rvana.

What a joke! What a pathetic fal se prophet!

W were easily seduced, that is true, our position held noderate fane, but
little noney, and there we were, in a situation where - at least to our
perceptions at that time - we could finally have both.

W were the designers of the ice purification plant and the supervisors during
the construction, only we knew the conplete function of it's apparatus and
what would truly happen to the ice's "waste" that was supposedly bei ng

| aunched into the sun fromthe purification factories own specially built nass
driver.

No one had checked our findings and much to our relief no one checked where

t he di sposed of containers of "waste" were actually aimed, which was a nearby
station where a friend of ours was in command of a regular freight route,
where a few extra containers travelling down with the daily shipnment was
hardly likely to be noticed. And once on Earth, was then easily redirected to
wherever we w shed, it was all too easy, obscenely so.

Even after the refinery was conplete and we had |l eft the project, no one
checked our apparatus, and the automated supply lines we had set up conti nued
to flow snoothly, our stockpiles continued to grow.

On Earth we wasted no tinme in setting up marketing lines through third parties
to distribute the drug, the world was stained with cynical cosnopolitan
pretenders, bored with life, afraid of death and desperate for new hi ghs when
all the old drugs and perversions had been experimented with, abused and
ultimately, becone passé, they were the perfect market for what we now had to
of fer and our sales grew exponentially, the drug was sold as fast as we could
get it out of our warehouse and onto the street.

| enter the club, the bouncer doesn't try to stop nme, | ama life menber here,
but nmy visits to this neon illumnated Gonorrah are sel dom especially in
recent years as ny dependence on the drug had rendered me a virtual recluse,
wal | owi ng in nmy stuporous excesses.

For that was the price of the heaven that the drug gave you, that beautiful
fleeting glance of the ultimte |and of ecstasy, that nonments taste of
anbrosia, were all the product of what was shaping up to be the npst addictive
drug in narcotics history, the nost insidious substance ever to be inserted
into the bloodstream to ravage the users unsuspecting and unprotected cells.

On the Moon base our tests had been mnimal, our only concern at that tinme had
been how large a profit we could make from our pathetic, though rich,
clientele. And nake noney we did, even when other entrepreneurs of the drug
scene finally cottoned on to where the drug was comi ng from and began to

i mport their own. This new devel opnent didn't concern us at that tine, the

mar ket was so huge and the avail able supply so constant that there was plenty
for everyone, and we had by now al ready decided that we would retire



eventual | y.

W were by this time rich beyond all our initial expectations and our fame had
protected us fromthe scrutiny of the police who could as yet find no direct
link between the drug and us, not even fromthe supply line, for we had
already redirected the nass driver at the purification plant by renote
control. It was now firing the drug containers at the sun as they had al ways
supposed to have been, but through our third party contacts we had hired a
ship to cross the containers trajectory and to collect them thus for a
slightly higher overhead we protected our reputation and kept our supply lines
open.

W lived our life of excess to the full, bought property by the city bl ock
bought cars, aeropl anes, ships, people. There was nothing we could not do; al
we required was the inclination and the mninumof effort.

Then the police acted, but in an unexpected and circuitous manner: the pol ar
crater was closed to all access, and the refinery shut down.

But they were too late, for we had been stockpiling the drug for years now, so
much of it remained hidden in our secret warehouse that we knew our business
woul d last for some tine yet, and in truth we were not overly concerned by
this turn of events as we had been slowy transferring our assets and cash
into | egal operations - like the night club - for some time, in preparation
for the day when we retired fromthe business that had nmade us what we now

wer e.

W | aughed at the police at that time, secure in our clean reputations and
their | ack of evidence. Never once pausing to |ook |ong enough into the mrror
to see what such a short space of years had done to us; our souls had turned
bl ack.

But the closing of the refinery was not the end of the quest: for though we
hadn't tried and no one el se had as yet succeeded in synthesising the drug,

the attenpts still continued. Perhaps they never woul d succeed, but |
consi dered that an unlikely scenario, for when there is a dollar to be made
the dark energy of humanity will often go to extreme |engths and sacrifice

anyt hing, no matter how sacred, to make it.

Ti me passed quickly, my menories of the last few years are a painful blur:
had becone an addict to ny co-di scovery without realising it, and only slowy
did I notice just how rmuch of the drug | was consum ng

In ny nore and nore sel dom nonments of w thdrawal w acked sobriety, | began to
conprehend that my unconscious feelings of self loathing and guilt (that | had
never even previously adnitted to nyself to have existed) had becone the one
overbearing driving force in ny life.

Even as we finally left our "business" behind us to pursue our new and once
again legal (if still not conpletely honest) careers, the know edge of all the
lives | had ruined through nmy conplicity in the drugs introduction to the
unsuspecting world was devel oping into a crushing weight on what was | eft of
my darkly tainted soul, a weight that only the drug itself could alleviate.

| thread my way through the peacocks of society, dancing under the shifting
coloured lights of the discotheque, | see in themwhat | see in nyself, the
dark eyed ravages of the drug that I now know can |l ead to only one thing,
deat h.

Once you're an addict there is no reprise, no relief, this is a drug that has



side effects that our extrenely inadequate testing had not even hinted at. If
you shoul d stop taking the drug, your chem cally inbal anced systemrel eases a
series of conpl ex poisonous conpounds into the bl ood stream- by-products of
the drugs reaction with its human host, that collect within the body over
time, remaining dormant while the drug is present in the blood - that cannot
be renpved fromthe systemor counteracted by any known nedication

Conti nued drug usage is not a solution, either, though it is the nore
protracted of the deaths, as eventually, the poi sonous by-products reach
saturation point in the body and are released into the system anyway, this is
their future, and all too soon it will be mne

No nore time, | have no nore time, invisible breezes tear at me, the roomis
spinning, relieved of their no-longer drug soaked organic prisons, the poisons
are seeping into ny blood supply.

My tinme is alnost up but | still have work to do, this is ny last chance to
even the scales, if only by alittle.

| know ny partner in crine, my collaborator, ny once friend and long tine
conrade has tired already of the honest life, | know he is planning to set up
the largest lab yet to try and synthesise the source of our nutual damation
nmy | ast act before burning our old drug warehouse and its remaining stockpile
to the ground was to phone the message service of a man | have on occasi ons
had dealings with in the police force, an honest man, a better man than | ever
was, ny legacy to himis the story of ny sins and the location of the new | ab
that will try to synthesise the Mons |ast curse upon the Earth, it's captor

| see ny old acconplice now, and he sees nme, he is seated at a table on the
edge of the dance floor, with some nountain of flesh that had once been hunan,
before it's body and soul had been corrupted to the verge of obliteration by
it's excesses, who the person may be is none of ny concern, it no |onger
natters.

My once conrade snmiles, but it is only a veneer, his contenpt for me is so
obvious that in my current state it is alnost a physical force. | cannot
bel i eve now, that we were once such idealistic youths, and that we were so
weak as to let the unvarying routine of our job and the indifference of our
superiors so utterly destroy our hope for the future.

What is worse is that we then |l et ourselves in our selfishness and arrogance
destroy the lives of others, becoming in the process far worse than the

cyni cal and brutal society that made us, beconing part of what nakes the
civilisation worse, rather than fighting to try and make it better. W are
totally dammed, and we are deserving of the fate that is waiting for us.

| do not hate himfor his contenpt for nme, | could not disgust himanywhere
near as much as | disgust nyself, and in this at |east our feeling is mnutual
inintent if not in intensity.

My pain is galactic in size now, but nmy guilt is a universe and pushes ne
forward, we have lived for seven years on blood and flesh and souls and we pay
for our feast this day. My redenption is no longer an issue and is nerely a

mrage, | have not cone here today for that, but if | can halt the dark stain
that | hel ped unleash on this planet if even for a short time, then ny life
wi Il not have been conpletely wasted, at the very least | will not blacken ny

soul further through inaction

| do not carry a gun, for I know the drug as intimately as | would know a
| over, whether | had come drugged or in withdrawal | would have been in no fit



state to use a firearm- even now | cannot see straight - | would have nore
than likely shot nyself or an innocent bystander by m stake, rather than the
suave apparition in front of ne.

| see multiple inmages of himnow but the colours are fading, ny vision is
dar keni ng, he stands before ne in all his nulti-cloned shades of grey
magni fi cence, for a moment | wonder if | amstill human, | grasp at ny face
hal f expecting to feel insect-like conpound eyes, rather than the ones | was
born with, | see a dozen false sniles below thickly oiled coiffures and

bet ween them four rows of cat-like sneering eyes, this is a nightmare,
perhaps, but it will be ny last, ny condition nust be irreversible by now,
can barely stand.

| make a grab for him somewhere in the nebula of faces |I connect with the
real one, ny hand slides down to his shoulder to support myself and | draw
nmysel f closer to him my action has caught himby surprise but he feels no
threat, he |laughs out |oud, no | onger making even the slightest attenpt at
hi di ng his derision at the pathetic human trash before him

H's laugh is raucous in ny ears, and his head is thrown back in his mrth, in

my own way | amglad for him at least his last nonent will be a happy one,
even if it is at the expense of soneone else. At any rate ny job is a sinple
one now, | remove the nonofilament knife frommnmy pocket, it's nolecule-thin
bl ade invisible in the changing lights fromthe dance floor, | do not

hesitate, lest ny body gives up on ne before I can finish nmy penitence, it is
over within noments, the flesh of his neck gives no resistance to the bl ade,
even with only ny weak nuscul ature to drive it, my old conrade di es without
even the chance to realise what has killed him

Sil ence surrounds ne, | wonder nonentarily if | have lost ny hearing, in ny
shattered vision | see a wall of eyes staring, | see red, everything that was
grey is now in shades of red, but I am confused as to the source of ny
now- col oured vision, is it the blood fromny old partner or just the product
of the continued breakdown of mnmy brains visual centres? My introspection - and
the silence - shatters, there are screans, | see notion all around ne but |
can no | onger discern exactly what is happening.

| ignore the chaos, it is of no matter to nme now, | have done what | canme to
do, indeed | have done all that | can do, | can no |onger stand, only the
crowmd that is now surrounding me is holding ne upright, I amnot worried, ny
will brought me this far, now | can rest.

The crowd pushes forward even further, the knife is prised frommy unresisting
fingers, they shove ne to the ground and hold ne there, though in truth | have
neither the strength nor the inclination to fight them ny mnd drifts, | fee
a lightness that | have not felt in ny entire life and | know that my end is
at hand, the poisons have finally reached every extrenity in ny body, ny

bl ood, ny organs, ny bones and my brain.

My consciousness is swanped in a conforting darkness, at last | feel the bliss
of absolute silence, the silence of guilt as well as sound, a pl easant

cool ness surrounds nme and perneates every fibre of nmy being, if this is death,
it is far better than | could have expected or deserved.

Though | feel nothing, instinctively |I can tell that | am sonehow once again
standing upright, nmy eyes acclimatise and | realise that there is a texture to
t he darkness that enconpasses ne, | |ook around at ny dark grey, indistinct
surroundi ngs and then, sensing sonething, | |ook up

I amencircled by the high walls of a lunar crater, one that | know better



than my own hone town, beyond it's jagged rim| can see a beauty that | had
for many years forgotten, the endless real mof the stars, |ight years distant,
yet inpossibly bright and sharp, seem ngly cl ose enough to touch, if | should
so dare as to let the suppressed poetry in nmy heart out to spice ny

i magi nati on.

| exhale for the last tine, my body will never need oxygen again, | let the
peace of ny location spread through ne and | dare to smle and feel
cont ent ment .

| am hone.

THE END.
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