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 He had had many names over the years of his long life. He had been Roger, Franklin, Hoshi, a 

Hans, and even a Bud for that one lifetime he was feeling friendly. Yes he had lived for a very long 

time, if living was even the right term anymore. Existing might be more appropriate for him now. After 

all in order to live one could argue that you have to be able to die and he surely could not do that. There 

was a time in the 1950's when he thought his death might still be possible but like all the other times he 

had this thought. It faded quickly like a puff of smoke on a windy day.  

 The small craft he called his home was orbiting a small green planet that he couldn't remember 

the name of. He also couldn't remember if he had been the one to name it or if it had the name when he 

arrived. Memories get fuzzy when they stop mattering. He was doing his best to make the ship feel like 

home. In the small living quarters that he preferred to call cozy, he had decorated the room with his 

favorite things. A small statue of the Egyptian God Anubis (the god of death you know), a bicycle 

wheel from the bike he used in Paris, a set of tiny plastic dinosaurs arranged in a small display of a time 

when he actually didn't exist, and his books. He had many many books. He had decided long ago that 

he would sample as much fiction as he could. He enjoyed seeing a story reach a conclusion since his 

seemed to be in a perpetual middle. 

 Today he wrapped himself in the blanket he weaved in Tibet, and settled down into his favorite  

easy chair. It enveloped him like lover at an airport reunion and he picked up his worn copy of Bram 

Strokers' Dracula. That's when the yellow light from a nearby console began to blink. A small pinging 

noise began to come from the direction of the cockpit.  The light meant there was a waiting 

transmission and the pinging meant another ship had entered his orbit but how could someone have 

found him? He had worked so hard to be alone, traveled so far. He cleared the clutter that blanketed the 

console knocking a large vase onto the metallic floor. It exploded into several pieces sending a loud 

wave of noise through the empty ship. Now fuming with frustration he slammed his palm against the 



yellow light to read the cumbersome message. It read 

Mission date 06/23/2089 

///alt.//military channel//.code 2260981 

Commander Ableton. 

I have been ordered to seek an audience with you on behalf of the UEEF. May I board your vessel? 

 Underneath the brief message was a name and credentials of a young piolet named Ferdinand 

Ericson.  He was twenty two years old and already a Leutinet with the United Earth Exploration Fleet. 

He was fairly well decorated and had flown in several important missions but all the man staring at 

screen could think about was the name at the beginning of the letter. Ableton, he had been calling 

himself Ableton. Yes and his first name had been... oh it was something that started with a C. Carter? 

No-Connor! Connor Ableton. He had been Commander Connor Ableton the last time he had been 

amongst people. He said the name aloud and wondered how long it had been since he had said 

anything.  

 He moved to the cockpit and looked out through the glass. Floating a few hundred feet a way in 

the silence was another small craft. Different from his, it carried weapons, and was designed to take 

more abuse from other ships with weapons. Ableton's ship had no weapons because he had no enemies 

other than the one and Ericson definitely was not his brother. Tapping at the controls Ableton sent a 

transmission back to the other ship that simply read 

Missions Date: 06/23/2089 

////alt.////military Channel//. Code 2903000 

If you must. 

 Ericson slowly docked his ship to Ableton and connected the tube that allowed him to tranfer 

over. He was nervous which said something. He had assumed the military had killed off his ability to 

be nervous long ago. Although it wasn't every day you got to meet the person responsible for your 

whole career. If it had not been for the man he had been sent to find mankind would still be confined to  



one world. All the things they had discovered about space and the universe was due to the thinking of 

the man behind the door in front of him. A loud hiss strikes his ears as the locking clamps on the door 

release and the large metal door begins to slide away. Ericson is hit with a combination of smells, half 

the mixture of cool recycled air he is used to finding on spaceships and another he is unfamiliar with. It 

is a musty aroma that seems almost familiar but he can't put his finger on it. After heading down a short 

corridor he finds himself in a small room overrun with odd objects. Some he recognizes and others he 

can only imagine the purpose of.  Looking over the room Ericson finds where the odd musty smell is 

coming from. Piled all around the room are stacks of books of all shapes and sizes. He picks up a copy 

of something call I Am Legend and thumbs through it.  He can't remember the last time he held an 

actual book with paper in it. After the anti-paper act he had thought everyone had switched to the 

digital display pads. The whole room reminded him of his grandfather's house. It was not at all what he 

expected from the famous military genius he had grown up reading about. Their was a faint sound 

coming from an odd devise on a little table. It was round with a thin black disk spinning on it. Ericson 

was unfamiliar with the song. He moved closer as the chorus kicked in how many roads must a man 

walk down before he calls himself a man.  

 “Are you a Dylan fan?” Ableton said as he entered the room scratching his bearded chin. 

Ericson, startled by the unannounced entrance, shoots his body to attention saluting knocking over a 

stack of books.  To say he was surprised by Ableton's appearance was putting it mildly. He had grown 

up seeing this man's face in textbooks and here now as an adult, he looked no different. It was as if he 

had fallen right out of one of those old photographs.  

 “Sir!-Sorry sir.” He says without ever breaking his stance.  

 “What are you doing? Your hand-are you saluting?” Ableton says as he resumes his seat in the 

easy chair.  

 “Sir! Yes sir!”  

 “The title and commission are honorary. You can put your hand down kid. I'm no more your 



superior than Mr. Dylan is.”  

 “Sir, you are a superior officer and I...” 

 “What do you have to tell me that you came three sectors past the horizon line?” Ableton knew 

exactly where he was and how far he had come from the fleet's control. He specifically had come to 

this region of space because the fleet had not. He had left Earth eighty years ago with one intention in 

mind, solitude.  

 “Sir, an Earth based attack has been made on Fleet HQ. Over three thousand lives were lost.” 

Ericson said the number calmly but there was slight twinge as he said lost. It was almost as if all the air 

in his body escaped him trying to form the word.   

 “I'm sorry to hear that but it doesn't answer the question at hand does it?” Ableton was not an 

unfeeling man it was just that after so many years he had almost become numb to the horrible ways in 

which mankind was capable of destroying itself.  

 “It was a weapon the likes of which we've never seen before. Somehow someone has created a 

type of missile that can rip the fabric of space.”  

 “They can manually generate a black hole you mean.” Ableton was familiar with the idea.  He 

had considered it before himself but never practically. He could never imagine using a device capable 

of such destruction, not again. When he involved himself in the Manhattan Project he thought he had 

seen the extent of man's potential to kill. To hear that they had found a way to go further astonished and 

scared him.  

 “I have some footage of the attack. Do you have a viewer I can use?” Ableton directed Ericson 

to a small monitor to his left. Ericson slipped a small square shaped disc into the slot next to the viewer 

and the screen came to life. On it a large space station slowly spun in the blackness of space. In the 

corner of the screen a tiny object no bigger than the tip of a pencil flew directly up into the stations 

underbelly. For a moment it seemed as if nothing had happened until an odd purple light began to shine 

from within the station. The glass windows shattered out sending the inhabitants into space. They 



entered oblivion silently without a chance to scream. Before the men achieved any real distance from 

the explosion, their lifeless bodies began to pull back toward the explosion. The entire station began to 

fold in on itself as if it were a piece of Japanese origami. In a moment the station and all the souls 

aboard were gone. All that remained was an odd purple haze that lazily drifted through the stars. 

Ableton found the image terrifying and oddly beautiful at the same time.  

 The two sat in silence for several minutes until Ericson finally removed the disc from the slot 

and placed it back into his flight jacket pocket.  

 “Intelligence believes the attack was lead by this man. He is a political radical that believes that 

the UEEF is the beginning of a separatist movement against Earth. He has demanded the return of all of 

Earth's citizens to the planet’s surface. Non compliance will be seen as an act of aggression and the 

beginnings of war. He has gained several followers and this attack was their proof of their seriousness.” 

Ericson displayed a photograph on the viewer of a young man with short dark hair. He was dressed in a 

completely white suit except for his shoes which were jet black. In his hands he held a tiny globe with 

the word home written on it. Ableton's mouth went dry at the sight of it. He knew the man's face 

immediately. There were differences of course, the hair was shorter, and the beard had been shaven off 

since the last time he had seen him, but his brother Cain’s face would forever be burned into his mind 

no matter how he changed his appearance.  

 So many years had passed since the moment the two of them had come into creation. They had 

stepped into being with no real explanation but with an unspoken purpose; which was never mentioned 

in the texts that described their first encounter together. Cain had tried to kill him yes, but apposed to 

what most theologizes would say, Cain failed to kill his brother. A failure they would each reapeat 

many times in the centuries to come. The part the bible didn't know was that neither brother could kill 

the other by any Earthly means. This excluded a wide variety of carnage from the use of two 

combatants. They had burned, shot, stabbed, bludgeoned, poisoned, and detonated each other a hundred 

times over to no avail. They didn't know why they were meant to destroy each other anymore than how 



they were meant to achieve it. Their battle had raged for all of man's existence and now it had started 

again.    

 “The remaining officers in charge want you to come in and help negotiate a peace.”  

 “Or find a way to kill him.”  

 “Whichever comes first sir.” Ericson made his intentions clear. This man simply known as 

Druer needed to die. He had drawn first blood in a conflict that could end the entire human race, with 

stakes that high, it would be easier to put him in the ground and be done with it.  

 “I'm afraid my coming with you would be impossible. I've got too much going on for myself 

here at the moment.” Ableton bit back a moment of rage in his throat. He had given the man the whole 

damn planet! He left for space so they might finally move on. No more killing, no more plotting, and 

no more shaping the lives of the people forced to live around them. Here it was though, a beginning, 

Cain had missed the point of his leaving altogether. He simply stepped up the game to include the 

entire world and now beyond. 

 Ericson looked around the room for possible reasons that could keep Ableton away from such 

an important mission. Unless the answer was in one of the hundreds of books littering the floor he was 

at a loss. “Sir, the fleet-your people need you. This man has the potential to wipe out everyone with 

technology like this!”  

 “How old are you?” Ableton asked without looking at him. 

 “What—I'm twenty two sir.” 

 “Exactly, you’re a drop of rain in an ocean boy. Humanity can overcome this. Its survived worse 

than this or at least similar events in the past. You will adapt and move on.” Ableton moved back to his 

easy chair and plopped down into it. He began trying to find his place in Dracula again. Ericson stared 

at the man dumbfounded. Ableton spoke as if he had been through something like this before. 

 “You say that humanity will rise above this, but you know it won’t be without bloodshed and 

misery. Now if you can help avoid that than I can't see how you can turn your back. Sure the pheonix 



rises from the ashes but does that mean their always had to be ashes first?” Ericson didn't realize it but 

he had raised his voice to the point of shouting.  

 “Not my problem.” 

 “It's your duty as a..” 

 “A what? An officer? I told you it was honorary kid!” 

 “I was going to say as a person! It is your job as member of the human race to help prevent its 

destruction, soldier or not!”  

 And their it was. Ableton had spent so much time avoiding people that he had forgotten he was 

a person at all. He looked out a nearby window into the nothingness of space. He realized he had 

allowed himself to become lazy over the last thousand years. Fighting a war that can't end takes a toll 

on you eventually. He couldn't let his soul become as dark as the surroundings he was floating in.  

 “It will take weeks to get back to Earth from here. Would there even be a Planet to come back to 

by then?” He asked without ever breaking his gaze with space.  

 “You've never flown with me before sir. We'll make it with time to spare.” Ericson was already 

moving toward the cockpit. He sat at the controls and pulled a small remote from one of the many 

pockets his jacket possessed. He pressed a button and a small cable fired from his ship and connected 

to Ableton’s. The two ships slowly turned away from the green planet and broke orbit. Ableton watched 

the as the planet quickly became a marble on the horizon. He remembered that he had named it. It was 

to be called “Sanctuary” but he realized there was no such thing for him. One way or another he was 

meant to be involved with his people. He wondered if they would have him if they knew how damaged 

he and his brother had cost them in the past.  

 

 

 

 



 

 

  

   


