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THE ART OF LOVE AND WAR

 


Book 1 of 3

 


100 WAYS TO LOVE AND HATE



By W.F. Gigliotti

 



 


 


 


Prologue …

 


Humanity made it to the
stars.

 


Circling a dead world called Ursa for
25 years, 100,000 people worked to create massive terraforming
machines, machines that could bring Planet Ursa to life, a first
for humanity.

 


But with the populace politically
divided and supplies running out, the mission was destined to fail,
with an eminent war that could end all hope.

 


This is the story of THE ART OF LOVE
AND WAR, the tale of Planet Ursa’s birth, an event that rested upon
the fate of two star-crossed lovers on opposite sides of Ursa’s
long cold war, a love that would ultimately set the course for
humanity’s future.

 


 



 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 1 -- A MURDER AND A
KISS

 


 


 


 


 


Cold ...

Cold, chilly, icy,
freezing, frigid, frosty, wintery, brisk, penetrating, snowy,
frozen, sleety, bitter, numbing, glacial, intense, Siberian,
arctic, polar … God, it is fucking cold
out here. Such was life on space
station Anguish.

Nothing can prepare you for the worst,
even if you think about the worst, at all times.

“Windsor Forlorn.” The
voice sounded forceful, as if it were breaking through some
previously impenetrable barrier. The static of low power
communications weakened the voice, made it a normal voice. Windsor
wondered if his own voice carried the same power. He would pretend
that it did, if he had to.

Windsor picked up the small handheld
computer next to his drink. “Reeven,” he said, “this is a private
channel. You don't need to say my name each time you contact
me.”

“We've found a dead body in
the farming district,” Reeven said, his voice further weakened by
the static, though still strong and resolute. Reception was not
good in the farming district. The constant wind added to the
static.

Windsor pulled out an ear piece from
his side pocket and placed it into his ear. He turned it on. The
restaurant had only a few patrons at this time, so some semblance
of privacy could be afforded, even though anyone could walk by his
booth at any moment. If word of yet another murder spread among the
population, keeping a cap on the growing unrest would become even
more challenging.

“Go ahead,” Windsor said.
“Tell me what you know, Reeven.”

“The body is that of Delco
Mangeria,” Reeven said. “He was one of our fighter pilots. Other
than that, he was a loner, no family, nothing. We've buried the
body in the deepest region of farming pod 5.” Windsor heard him
sigh. “There's something else. A note was nailed into the victim's
forehead. It reads: ‘Anguish is mine. Surrender her to the
Brotherhood, or Ursa will never live.’ It was nailed to his
forehead sometime after he was killed.”

Anguish was the old name for the station. Windsor had tried to rename
it to Celestial Eden when he had arrived a month earlier, but to no avail. Every
single person on the station, as well as everyone who passed
through, rejected the change. Though Windsor had gained the respect
of the people early and fast, his changing of the name never
took.

“Whoever killed him did it
with plastisteel yard reach staples," Reeven added, “the kind used
at the lunar factories. The staples are two feet long. It took us a
while to separate his head from the floor. Whoever sent this
message wanted to make it stick.”

“Rumors will fly at his
disappearance,” Windsor stated.

“I don't give a rat's ass
about rumors right now, Sir,” Reeven said. “Do you have any orders
for me? Or should I just stand here all day, hanging and waiting
for your almighty orders?”

Reeven Mayzer's verbal insubordination
had been constant since Windsor had arrived on station, though the
security chief never once failed to take Windsor's orders. Windsor
noted the added stress in the man’s voice. “Do what you feel is
right, but don't try to cover it up,” Windsor told him. “Can you
still make the briefing?”

“Am I ever late, Sir?” came
the reply.

Windsor sighed. Talking to this man
always felt like hand-to hand combat.

“Carry on,” Windsor told
him.

“Yes, Sir.”

The screen on Windsor’s handheld
computer went dark. The static coming through the tiny speakers
died.

Windsor Forlorn put his handheld
computer into his shirt pocket. He picked up his cup of coffee and
walked out to the balcony. Two tables were always reserved for him
at the same time each day, one inside the restaurant and one on the
balcony. It was a morning ritual. He sat down and looked out at the
day's hustle and bustle of space station Anguish’s main endless
corridor.

Within an hour, the restaurant would
get crowded. For a moment, Windsor wondered if he should reschedule
the traders and contractors into tiered groups to better
accommodate busy and slow times for the station's business and
services personnel.

A thousand or more people moved through
the market in Anguish Station's main cavernous corridor like the
waters of a river whose banks and directions constantly changed.
This was a normal thing in the middle of the day on Station
Anguish, except for one thing:

In the middle of the throng stood one
lone figure, a young woman, unmoving.

As Windsor leaned against the railing
of the balcony, a chill ran up his spine as his eyes gravitated to
the pair of crystal blue eyes that watched him from within the
crowd. The young woman didn’t move and her eyes stayed trained on
his.

Normally, he would look away from such
an intense gaze, but he found that he could not do so. This young
woman had blue, black, and white hair. Most people were
conservative of dress and fashion, never caring about their
appearance. This girl's appearance was all at once at odds with her
surroundings and the entire society of people around
her.

She did not have the look of a sex
worker, despite the loud nature of her attire. That thought didn’t
last but for a millisecond.

She's just another
trader, he thought, just another trader in the labor for food program, always
working or traveling to and from the station, to the many factories
in orbit around Ursa, and back again, just to survive.

He looked into the strange young
woman's eyes as she stood far below on the ground floor looking up
at him. Her eyes did not waver from his. He saw sadness and chaos
in her eyes, yet they were tempered by a feisty happiness. The
hairs on his arms began to stand on end.

He looked away for a moment. When he
returned his gaze to her, or tried to, she was gone.

“We are all pioneers in a
new and forsaken land,” Windsor whispered. “I should not be
conquered so easily with just a look in some random woman’s
eyes.”

Windsor looked upward beyond the
balcony and beyond the silver metal façade of the restaurant's
outer shell. It was one hell of a view. Above Windsor and for the
next one hundred feet, were transparent plasti-steel girders and
thick plasti-steel glass windows that were a foot thick. Beyond, in
the cold vacuum outside, one could see the curvature of the space
station's outer shell. When Anguish had first been built, she
resembled nothing more than some rubber tire from some old
earthbound vehicle. As more colonists and supplies arrived, she
took on more and more of a complex image.

From this vantage point, Windsor could
see a few of the farming pods. Farming pod 5 was directly overhead,
and upside down. It was almost a kilometer away. As he looked up at
it, it was as if he was looking down upon it from above. In space,
up and down only had meanings based on where you were standing or
floating, relative to what you were looking at. Windsor could not
see his security officer from this vantage point, for it was too
far away, but for the moment he imagined where his security officer
was, and where the man's subordinates were in relation. Somewhere
up there, a dead body of someone who had just been murdered was now
being used as fertilizer to help grow some plants.

Beyond the plasti-steel girders and
other frames of the station, as well as the farming pods, living
quarters, the central zero gravity sections, and the other side of
the station, was the view of planet Ursa herself. Three of Ursa's
small moons were visible in front of her, dwarfed to almost nothing
next to their mother planet's massive size.

Each of the three moons that were
visible was being worked on by countless laborers, mining machines,
and mobile factories. Kodiak was the smallest of Planet Ursa's nine
moons, red and fierce looking. From this distance it did not look
like anything was being done to it. Windsor knew differently.
Within Kodiak's interior, mining machines and fusion reactors, as
well as a troop of engineers, were turning the whole of Kodiak into
a terraformer.

Ursa had a total of nine moons. Only
five of them needed to be turned into terraformers. The rest of the
moons were being mined for materials and supplies. The most
important of the nine was called Polara, also known as the polar
bear cub in many of the social circles of the station, as well as
the factories and other minor settlements in orbit around Ursa.
Polara was made up almost entirely of water ice. It was orbitally
locked in Ursa's huge shadow, so the ice of its surface and
interior never melted.

As Windsor stood, he gripped the bar of
the railing, he found himself lost in thought as his eyes surveyed
the beauty outside of the station.

A large man with long red hair and long
red beard approached and stood beside him. The man had a long
push-broom in his hands. He placed the broom in front of him and
leaned against it, his scraggly chin resting on the end.

"A fine view, Sir," the man said. His
name was Garyk Erikson. Many people called him 'The Viking' because
of his insistence of long red hair and beard, as well as his name.
Garyk embraced this nickname.

"Yes, Garyk, it is a fine view,"
Windsor replied. Windsor had made a point of learning the names of
as many station personnel as he could, with the most outgoing
individuals taking precedence. Garyk was a real character, a
fixture of the station. Everyone who knew the man liked him. The
man had no enemies and was a source of good morale for the
station.

"I am the best fighter pilot on this
station, and yet you would have me sweep floors," Garyk
said.

Windsor looked around to see if anyone
was listening in. He took the long push broom from Garyk Erikson's
grasp, looked it up and down, and said, "This is a fine broom,
Garyk. And this is also a tactical decision." Windsor handed the
broom back to him. "A clean floor may seem like a trivial thing,
but trivial things add up. Never stop bragging about your piloting
skills. Brag about it to everyone."

"Nobody has seen me fly, sir. They will
think I'm crazy," Garyk told him. "Garyk, the Viking, the crazy
janitor."

"Make every floor of this station
spotless, and make everyone around you think you're delusional
about your piloting skills. These are your orders to
follow."

Garyk looked into Windsor's eyes.
Garyk's eyes narrowed for one second, and then widened, as if a
bright light had suddenly gone off inside the man's massive
skull.

Windsor walked away from him and
ventured back into the restaurant.

"I am the best fighter pilot on this
station!" Garyk Erikson yelled out, as loud as he could to the
crowd below. He raised his push broom into the air as if he were
Moses with a cane, parting the Red Sea in an old Biblical Christian
text. "I am the secret weapon that can't be denied! I shall sweep
these floors until my day of glory arrives!" Garyk sighed loudly,
and then added, "Until that day comes, it'll be same shit,
different day."

Garyk Erikson resumed his sweeping of
the floor. Just one of the thousand people roaming the station's
main floor cheered for him. Some laughter joined the one man's
cheering.

Windsor tried not to smile as he made
his way down the restaurant's stairs and down to Anguish's busiest
sections.

 


# # #

 


Windsor sat with Reeven Mayzer, his
security General. The main security office was on the main floor of
the station. It was nothing more than one single small room. Most
briefings were not held here. Reeven and those he employed rarely
used this space, despite it being security headquarters. Reeven had
long complained that it was too much of a target. Windsor could not
disagree. At the moment, it was a convenient spot, a halfway point
where they could meet in the middle.

Windsor paced back and forth. He
pretended that he was in front of a set of journalists. The display
on his handheld computer showed the speech he wrote. "It's our duty
- to ourselves and our sanity - that we pretend that all of our
lives aren't all hanging by single tenuous threads around here,"
Windsor told Reeven, practicing his speech-giving skills. "Every
little breath that we are afforded is a simple pleasure, each such
pleasure a luxury to be cherished, for we could all die at any
moment. And yet this madman hidden somewhere among Ursa's nine
moons would see it all come crashing to an end, for a single
want."

"We are building some new transparent
fighters," Reeven told him. "I've taken on a full-time scheduler to
schedule the scouting runs."

"Why use transparent fighters? It seems
ridiculous. Wouldn't it make the pilots feel
vulnerable?"

"Is it more difficult to shoot someone
who's looking you in the eye, or someone you can't see?" Reeven
said. "Think about that. People are human, Sir. Killing someone
that you can see takes a much greater toll on even the most
ruthless of warriors' minds. Also, the human body is a smaller
target, and transparent plasti-steel can still deflect visuals. It
looks good enough on paper that even I am willing to give it a
shot."

"So, you're mostly using the threat of
war-born post-traumatic stress disorder as a defense?" Windsor
asked.

"Fine," Reeven said. "I see your point.
Actually, it's cheaper to build them that way.""

"Okay. Now it makes perfect sense,"
Windsor said. “Total pilot visibility is bad luck. Make it one way
instead.”

"Anyway,” Reeven said, “a few of the
prototypes have come up missing from the factory. Some of my people
claim that the rogue faction, this ‘Brotherhood of Ursa’ that they
call themselves, has built a factory of its own and is now building
fighter ships just like we are." Reeven sighed. "We have proof of
this."

"Really."

"Scouting ships have found a rogue
fighter that has been evading them, while still harassing them. It
has the word VALKYRIE painted on the side. The ship never attacks
with lethal rounds. It just harasses the scouts or disables their
ships. The majority of our pilots claim it to be an insane soldier
of the Brotherhood, or a spy keeping tabs on our scouting
missions."

"I want you to maximize the weaponry
and ordinance on my fighter," Windsor said. "I know that it's
already combat-ready. I want it more combat ready."

"I've already had someone going over
THE SOLAR STORM. I'll give the go-ahead to implement those
plans."

"You do a good job as
always."

"Do I get a raise?"

"No."

Reeven smiled. "One of these days,
you'll give me a raise."

"One of these days," Windsor said, "but
not today."

"I would advise you to take on a
wingman."

"I fly solo, Reeven," Windsor told him.
"I always have, and I always will."

Windsor picked up that tablet before
him, which was filled with endless images of numbers. "Besides the
murder in farming pod 5 and the Brotherhood, everything is running
smoothly," Windsor said.

"We can't let this … Brotherhood … gain
any more power, sir," Reeven said.

"Terraforming Ursa, before time is up,
is our number one priority," Windsor told him. "If we run out of
time, we will have over one hundred thousand starving and
suffocating people to worry about."

Reeven Mayzer didn't have a
rebuttal.

"If we can't track them down,” Windsor
said, “then we must find a balance between security and the reason
why we are all here."

Reeven pulled out a folder from his
desk drawer. “I received these printouts earlier, and I thought
you'd like to see them." He placed the picture upon the
desk.

The first one was a picture of one of
the station's interior bulkhead walls. Two words had been spray
painted on the wall, right next to the ever-present logo of
Kinetica Corporation, the company that sponsored the terraforming
and colonization of Planet Ursa. Each letter of each word was as
large as each letter of Kinetica Corporation's logo. "For Sylvia,"
it said.

Reeven placed the second one on top of
the first.

The second picture showed the same
wall, yet it was further down the hall. It read: "Sylvia is
watching, always watching. Ursa is her baby and we are all of us
Ursa's children."

"Has she attained religious status
yet?" Windsor asked.

"She might, eventually," Reeven said.
"If we ever see another mutiny, my guess is that it will be in
Sylvia's name, once again."

Sylvia was Anguish station's artificial
intelligence system. It hasn't spoken to anyone in as much as
twenty-five years, as far as Windsor knew. If she did speak to
anyone, nobody has spoken of it to him.

"Sylvia is as good as dead," Windsor
said. "The station's systems are being run by the subroutines that
were left behind."

 


# # #

 


Windsor Forlorn left the security
office and walked among the populous of the station. His eyes
focused in on the distance, where the horizon of the station curved
upward. He followed the path of it with his eyes the best he could,
but his view was blocked. "This station is just one big turning
wheel."

"We are all human wheels, always
turnin' and always rollin', sir," said a female voice.

Windsor had never heard the voice
before. He turned to face her. It was the young woman he had seen
earlier when he had been on the balcony of the restaurant. Her skin
had the white pigment of one who had never seen Earth's sunlight.
She had black hair, just like Windsor, but had white highlights in
it and lots of loose navy-blue ribbons. The style gave her a
playful look. She was smiling at him. Her smile faded when she
looked into his eyes, as if something was wrong.

Before Windsor knew it, the young woman
reached for him. For a microsecond, he thought she might have been
an assassin sent to track him down and kill him, but instead, she
did something that he did not expect.

She kissed him.

A fierce chill ran up and down his
spine, but it quickly turned into heat.

Her lips were soft and warm, a stark
contrast to the station's constant brittle cold.

The crowd that still moved around them
was no longer a concern of his.

The young woman parted from him. Her
eyes grew wide and her jaw dropped. "Oh, oh, my God. Oh god, I'm so
sorry," the woman told him. "I came h-here to give you my c-card.
I'm sorry, sir."

With one shaking hand, she retrieved a
small card from her pack and handed it to him.

"It's okay," Windsor told her as he
took the card.

She covered her mouth. Tears began to
appear in her eyes. Then she turned and ran away.

When she was gone, Windsor looked at
the small card that she gave him.

One half of the card showed the
following words in big letters: "Hi, I'm Carla. I manage
businesses. As long as you are holding this card, you will see me
again." A computer animated version of her face accompanied her
name on the other half. The face alternated between looking at
directly him, and then at her name. The last period of the last
sentence of text was also a tiny little light that blinked every 5
seconds. It was an electronic business card, powered by centrifugal
forces, such as walking. For a moment, he wondered if it had a
tracking device on it. He placed it in his wallet. One hundred
possibilities suddenly ran through his mind.

"Cute," he whispered. "This should be
interesting."

Sometimes, a single kiss can change
your whole world.

 



 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 2 – THE FACE OF THE
ENEMY

 


 


 


 


 


When chaos loves chaos, it just creates
more chaos. Woe is the universe and its ebb and flow, its stars so
bright, birthed and died, supernovae, and collapsed black holes
alike. Space is cold and it stinks of welded iron and burning
chrome, the sloppy leftovers of an orgasmic big bang, billions of
years in the past. Spontaneous creation is love in its purest
energetic form. Chaos loves chaos, yet yearns for order, for
control, for some sort of static norm, something to hang onto,
something, or someone, to love.

Windsor sat in his chair. It was his
and no one else's. It was a convertible lounge chair made with real
leather that he had brought with him on his journey to Ursa. The
table beside him had been stowed with it. It was made of oak, a
rare commodity for building materials on old Earth. Oak was under
protected-tree status so that Earth's Arbor Division could
replenish its full-grown stock of it. It was his only requirement
for taking the job. His reason for bringing these relics with him
had been simple: As long as his table and chair was with him, he
always felt at home.

The table's top was decorated with a
checkerboard pattern. It was a game table as much as it was a side
table. White and black marble chess pieces stood upon the
checkerboard pattern, each one a warrior facing a random direction
as if wary and ready for an attack that could come from any
direction, at any time. It was an ancient table, with an ancient
game, with ancient pieces. All of the pieces were in place and
ready for the next move.

A new game was beginning.

Windsor let the tip of his index finger
touch the head of one of the small pawns. It was cold to the touch,
like almost everything else.

And then there was that other thing
that he brought with him, the thing that he couldn't live without.
Not a thing, really. For a moment, he heard the sound of the small
motors and electronics next to the double wide bed behind him
cycling. He didn't want to look in that direction. Was it guilt? It
would keep for later. More important subjects were clouding his
thoughts.

Windsor watched through the large
window wall of his quarters as three scout fighters launched from
Anguish's fighter bay. The fighters headed toward the closest of
Ursa's moons, Kodiak. Scouting missions were given out in
rotations. Windsor insisted that he be included in the rotations,
but only if he was to fly solo. Unused skills always stagnate. If
he never again went on scouting missions, he would lose his flight
skills. Flying solo was another issue.

For a moment, Windsor thought about
Garyk Erikson, aka The Viking, and how Windsor made his star pilot
clean the floors. Windsor knew that The Viking would find a way to
keep his skills sharp. Unspoken orders given in an obvious fashion
are followed well.

Raymond Drachelm was a name that came
up recently. Reeven Mayzer had mentioned his name earlier in the
week. Raymond Drachelm had been the very first administrator of the
station, when the very first colonists arrived twenty-five years
ago. He had been regarded by many as the great angel cub of Ursa.
But he was anything but an angel cub. Some said that his name was
Drake, Draco, or The Dragon. It didn't matter. His political power
had somehow corrupted him and he sought to place himself as supreme
ruler over everyone, the planet included.

It didn't take long for the eventual
mutiny, and his expulsion.

Anguish station did not have a prison.
Malcontents were, instead, shipped off station to one of the mining
or labor stations of Ursa's nine moons. Since no prisons existed in
orbit around Ursa, the easiest solution for crime was to chain
lawbreakers to their jobsites until their time was served. This was
not a good solution, and it became a growing problem that soon
became a cancer that worked against the cause. When one starts to
think of their job as a punishment, they cease to have any
manageable work ethic for it. When unchained with their time
served, the incarcerated ended up staying at their assigned job
sight, doing the same things that they were doing before they were
set free, with the only difference being that the chains had been
cut from their ankles.
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