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Message At The Deep

The Red Book Of Ralston

“You’re asking whether an individual can be, under hypnosis, influenced, coerced, persuaded or shaped to perform an antisocial act or a destructive act or an act of violence? My answer would be: yes.” – Dr. Sydney Gottlieb (testifying before the Senate Sub-Committee)
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Journal Notes

(There is gnosis and episteme;

all is knowledge it would seem.

Whether illumined fair by science or magic,

it remains enigmata to me.)

Note I: (Tremella Alienus Aeterna.) According to a fellow chemistry major, when taken internally for longer than a week it first creates great sores on the body and makes the user very ill. Fever-like symptoms develop, sometimes causes delirium. But this effect lasts perhaps only a month. If the user survives the effect, the immune system is greatly strengthened and it revives the body and mind and can extend lifespan. Of this, I have no personal experience, yet, only from anecdotal evidence from Nate’s N=1 experiments and from discussions with others who have used it for years. They say it must be taken regularly for its effects to continue. When paired with other substances, say, red dust, the effects are unknown. I will create a new regimen to experiment with the mushroom and my Blood of the Star.

Note II: Received my shipment of Tremella Alienus Aeterna, fresh from Luna. The seller also sent a short, written explanation of the history of its use. Fascinating. Has the shape of a small starfish, thus the laymen’s term, starfish. Would take up an entirely new journal of observations and notes. Talked with Nate again after class about the substance. When I asked if he had used this on human subjects he would not give me a straight answer. I will assume he has, otherwise he would have simply said no. I’m eager to see what effects it might produce.

Note III: I talked with a friend some days ago about the effects of Tremella Alienus Aeterna. Here on out I will call it Cup of Job. Apparently it’s one of the more popular genetically engineered alien fungi. Says he knows of secret trials on human subjects but would not elaborate. Also has performed N=1 testing. He says along with opening up the mind’s powers of perception (though he says this is not consistent), it imbues the person with great vitality and strength. This I’ve seen. But it seems that in my own experiments that the Blood of the Star, when added to the current solution of Cup of Job shorten’s the lifespan of the subject. At least in plants, insects and rats. Didn’t expect that. Disappointing. Perhaps a good thing. I was nearly killed by the insectoid and mammalian specimens. I had to put them down immediately. The plants lived for some time, robust and seemingly healthy but then died suddenly, turning to black dust.

Note IV: Added Blood of the Star with a concentrated solution of Cup of Job. Observed several specimens over seven days. Seemed to have imbued the specimens with great vitality and strength as observed in the other specimens. And it seems that the BotS when added, shortens their lifespans. More experiments would confirm this. It would appear N. and my other friend was correct. I have no idea about the powers of perception on lesser species. No way for me to tell.

––––––––
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Note V: I have one lab rat left, the one with the purple eyes. Once again, I will play a dangerous game with nature. Gave it a minute amount of Cup of Job with an even smaller amount of Blood of the Star. Seemed to have no effect the first day. I keep a laser gun handy now. The second day he had grown overnight twice his size and he’s aggressive! It is eerie being in a lab with a specimen that can almost anticipate your every move. I take it back; I do have some idea of the powers of perception on lesser creatures – they may possess some primitive version of them with this specific concoction. If this concoction can do this for a rodent, I wonder what it can do for humans? An N=1 study is in order soon.

Note VI: Worked on a second solution with the Cup of Job and will let this one ferment for three days. I wish I hadn’t said anything about my secret work. Dammit to black hell! Anyway, she’s just a bar girl. No reason to worry too much. My uncle has been harrying me to work for him full time and to make another recipe with the original dust. I’m tired of dealing with him. Can’t stand him sometimes. A poisonous piece of work.

Note VII: I woke up in the night to banging in the lab. I thought it was the police. It was the lab rat. The creature is huge and growls rather than squeaks. It escaped its cage. It was about as large as a small dog. I grabbed my laser gun and it flew past me to escape. I had to put it down, putting fire marks in the walls in the process. The owners of the facility won’t like that. I’ll have to make up some story or pay higher insurance to cover it. Or move the lab back into my apartment. I do know this: the two substances together increase brute strength. I can’t say it produces long life as they die off after a few days or I have to put the specimens down for my own safety. Adding purple haze to the concoction may make the difference but this, too, needs more experimentation.

*
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The last rat with the purple eyes has lived the longest and seemed a wholly changed being after having ingested all three substances. I think this possible elixir, Blood of the Star, plus Cup of Job along with the vapors of the purple haze may make for a man who has great strength, who can possibly see visions of the future (or hallucinations) and may live a long time. But, after all, it seems to me to be a Dark Elixir. What if it only leads to everlasting madness? I can only imagine what would happen if it, or something like it, fell into the wrong hands. 
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Entry date 11:01:2383 -  Prima Materia: Blood of the Star (red dust). I took what seemed a wholly finished substance - Dust - and changed it by combining it with my blood, turning it a reddish color. The scent of it is heavy with iron, its particles when in dry form are highly airborne. I can taste the bloody scent even in the back of my throat. It seems alive. I’ve watched it shift and foam in its sealed vial for hours, like waves at sea. I’ve created a new thing, requiring exploration! I’ve named it Blood of the Star and will begin testing it against the prime elements in several days. Three times to purify, three times to turn the wheel. Three times against each element, at last the inner gold revealed.

- - -
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He buried the package at the bottom of the old leather bag, under the grocery items before making his way through the tight maze of tents and stepping out onto the corridor. The hairs on his neck felt like stinging electric wires. He thought he was seeing more security around his home space station than usual. And more spaceships were clogging the shipping lanes coming into the port as of late. Perhaps his imagination was getting away from him but after receiving the letter, he couldn’t shake the constant, low level feeling of unease. He just wanted to get back to his apartment unit.

Trying to quicken his pace, he nearly collided with someone every few seconds, forcing him to slow down and weave his way through. The crowds were growing as he got closer to the main square, some separating into unruly knots of rash talk and fiery anti-government slogans; the tension was contagious and spreading like a virus. Jonas approached a walkway leading to the main square and pavilion. The dull chatter and roar rose in energy, striking alarms in his head. He felt heat rising in his body and a dull pressure thumping at his temple. A migraine was coming.

As he came down the long corridor and turned left out into the market square the din of chanting grew louder: “No To SEP-PROP 90!”

A great, illegal protest was underway on Miramonte Station. One of the many flash protests happening throughout the system that were getting bigger and more unruly with each new wave. It was over SEP Proposal 90, a bill birthed by the System Economic Program, or SEP, slithering its way through the halls of the Interplanetary Regional Councils, ostensibly to protect the native resources of Earth. In reality it was meant to curtail natural foods leaving the Mother Planet. This ban did not apply to wealthy stations when one dug deep into the legalese. It was meant to increase the profits of the synthetic foods industry, the next step to eventually barring natural foods to anyone outside of Enhanced status. Jonas fervidly hoped this bill would die in those hallowed halls. If it passed, real food would be one more item of contraband he’d have to navigate and that list had already grown too large.

In irritation he turned back, looking for another way to his unit, away from the commotion. Jonas started back down the corridor around the adjacent hall and down a parallel corridor only to find the end of it swarming with USC agents. Some of them were gleefully pulling out their long, glowing battle sticks, wielding them in anticipation. The pressure in his head was growing. Again, he turned around to find another way out when he heard the cry of a familiar voice. On approaching the shops and market canopies that ringed the pavilion a heaving mass of drama was unfolding. Jonas watched in alarm as more agents boiled in from the main port like fire ants. Alarms suddenly started tearing through the station, ringing in his ears. He felt trapped in a sonic hall of mirrors. More USC ships were docking in the distance. Hundreds of protesters had surrounded a small group of cowering SEP agents, screaming streams of invective. Surveying the growing chaos he finally saw her, the voice plaintive and earnest; a slender young woman with shaggy, shoulder length, dark hair. She was dressed in black, her hood and mask falling away, letting him catch a glimpse of her face. It was Cassandra Ferreira.

A young man beside her, also dressed in black, yanked her hood back on her head, grabbed her face mask and pulled it back on her face, then he slapped her. Someone tossed something into the group of SEP agents. There was a loud “pop” and smoke exploded, spreading across the pavilion. In seconds the protest became a boiling melee of rage, fear and confusion. Jonas lost sight of her as smoke engulfed the square. The acrid smell made him choke and it stung his eyes. Covering his face he back-tracked toward the corridor. He was foreseeing a move to another space station in his near future. He looked around for Cassie and caught a hazy glimpse of Master Liu flanked by security personnel heading toward the scene on the opposite side of the square, his usually calm face creased in a grimace. 

“Security forces in transit! Security forces in transit!” Blared the station warning. People were screaming and fleeing. Through the smoke he saw the swinging, glowing bats. When a cloud head of smoke cleared briefly he saw a large group of USC agents forming two rings; the outer ring trapping the protesters and spectators that had ventured too close to the drama and the inner ring subduing them with pepper spray and battle sticks. He winced inwardly, hearing the heavy, dreadful sounds of bats landing on flesh, breaking bones. A chill spread through him. He wanted to free Cassie from this mess but feared the endless trouble it would cause. More smoke descended and with growing dread, Jonas caught glimpses of glowing, swinging energy bats getting closer, amidst wails of terror. The pressure building in his head was turning into pain.

Jonas finally spied a way out and jogged up a flight a stairs to a balcony. He finally caught sight of her again as she was being hoisted with other youths into a caged vehicle, trying and failing to twist her way out of the grip of security. An agent hit her across the face and she immediately collapsed. What in the rotting hells was she doing here? Why hadn’t she gone home? He wanted to do something but he felt helpless. A tiny voice in his mind told him to leave, that there was nothing he could do.

“Ho! You there!” barked a voice behind him. “Stop!” Sharp, electric sparks shot down his spine. Something struck him in the back. It remained lodged in his left shoulder blade, the sharp heat promising to become an terrific jolt of pain if he made any sudden moves. A gloved hand grabbed him roughly by the right shoulder and he spun around. Jonas paused mentally. His mind grew calmer as he automatically reached for the right meditative words that brought ice to his nerves and slowed his heart beat. He breathed slowly through his nose. Sweat trickled down his temples. The pain, the pain is coming! He had to find someway to still the pain or endure it.

“Yes officer?” he asked mildly. They were standing toe to toe. A wrong move or word and he’d lose every fragment of his life he’d cobbled together. Cordial and concise was the way.

“What’s your business in this area of the station?” Demanded the agent, slowly lifting the bat from Jonas’s shoulder, transferring it gently to the protective pad on his own right shoulder. Its dull glow flickered with an instant charge as tiny electrical discharges flashed and rolled up the length of the weapon as the agent’s thumb tapped the silver target sensor on the handle. 

“I was just on my way from the store when this whole mess broke out,” he said innocently. He continued to meet his gaze mildly as the agent glared, sizing him up slowly. Then the agent’s eyes dropped down to the bag. Jonas felt sparks of pain shoot through his body in seconds.

“Do you live on Miramonte Station?”

“Yes, officer.”

“Documents.”

“Oh, you know, I don’t have them with me, but I do have my document code.” Jonas said simply and then gave it. He would find out if the new, fake ID kit Lana had given him was worth it. The agent threw him a suspicious look, attached his bat to a magnetic lock on his belt, entered and checked the code on a data-pad strapped to his arm. He peered at Jonas and looked down at his data-pad again. He grunted with satisfaction.

Gratias tibi ago, Lana! The agent looked him over again. His eyes returned to the bag. Jonas, his heart hammering in his ribcage, his knuckles taut, moved the bag forward as if to show the goods freely, hoping against hope the agent actually wouldn’t inspect it.

“What’s in the bag?” demanded the agent.

“Groceries. Meat mostly. Just trying to get as much of it as possible before the bill passes. I do body building,” he said. It wasn’t a total lie. The agent studied him carefully. Jonas wanted to bolt at the very thought that he might actually rifle through the bag. The agent took the bag and began inspecting the contents on the top.

“Where do you workout at? Which gymnasium?” he suddenly asked. Jonas jumped at the opportunity to expand the subject.

“ Oh, I workout at home. I have a mechanical dummy, kettle bells, mace. Clubs. I do a lot of free flowing work, martial arts.” The expression changed in the agent’s eyes to one of curiosity. It was then that Jonas realized this agent was very young, certainly younger than he was.

“Really? What kind of martial arts?” he asked, pausing.

“I like capoeira and glima.”

“I practice glima!” The agent said, glanced around. “I like the mace too. A lot more than regular heavy lifting. Where did you manage to get a training dummy?” Sweat broke out and ran down Jonas’s back but he embraced his excitement at finding a way to veer the agent’s attention off the bag.

“I used to workout at Archimedes Gymnasium back when they were still open. When they closed they were practically giving stuff away. I picked it up then. I was fortunate. A lot of gymnasiums these days don’t have them.”

“I know! So, you used to have a membership at Archimedes?” he exclaimed. “Wow. Gymnasium of the gods!” The young man sounded genuinely impressed. Jonas nodded and grinned. His stomach was roiling.

“They don’t make them like that anymore. Archimedes had everything you could think of. They promoted natural bodybuilding too. Gymnasiums today, well, you know.”

“It’s all about the designer drugs and modifications now.” Jonas decided to break a little more ice. As long as he kept him talking, he wasn’t rifling through the bag. 

“Have you ever worked with clubs?” He asked. The young man shook his head.

“Not yet. I may look into them. How much do you lift with the mace?”

“Oh, forty pounds. You have to make sure you keep up with that or you lose too much strength being in zero gravity for much of your life.”

“True. I’m at fifty pounds right now!” 

“You lift heavier than I do! You seem like an Arthas man. Have you ever trained at Arthas Academy?” Even as he struggled with the desire to void his guts and collapse, his shield of calm anchored and armored him. He remained alert to any change in energy.

“I wish. You?”

“No. New Sardis,” said Jonas smoothly, picking from an invented background and school he’d created for himself years ago. “I wanted to go to Arthas but my family liked the sports program at Sardis.”

“Ah. I went to Blue Ridge. Played rugby. You?”

“Football.” Primary school training was everything to everyone below Enhanced status and above laboring status. Finding common ground on such information built relationships and helped people silently rank another’s status. Jonas’s mind swirled with the strange calm he felt. It was almost as if he were floating outside of his body, existing between the calm razor’s edge he walked here on the balcony and the mayhem erupting below. He could have laughed at the frozen grin on his face. He wanted to vomit instead. He wondered in a distant part of his mind how this might transpire. Would his body give him grace enough to get home first, or would it be a projectile stream of effluvia all over the USC agent? It would be amusing and horrible at the same time.

“How did a man like you come to be in this mess here?” The agent asked. Jonas’s stomach rumbled. Oh, dread God! He thought.

“I had nothing to do with this rabble-rousing,” he said with an air of insouciance. “I thought, as I came out of my favorite bodega that I saw someone I knew. Some well-off kid that got caught up in all this madness that I used to hang out with years ago. He used to buy sweets in my grandfather’s shop and we became friends over trading snack items when we were kids. My grandfather owned a neighborhood commissary.”

“Really? Mine too.”

“But you know how some of these rich kids are. Fake rebels against the society that gave them everything they have.” The agent smirked, rolling his eyes. Jonas laughed. “As it turned out, it was just a figment of my imagination. It wasn’t him.”

“Alright. Sorry to bother you, Mr. Johnson. Stay far away from things like this. No good comes from getting caught up with vermin.”

“Yes, officer, you bet!” Jonas said giving him a wide smile and the agent grinned even wider. He hated himself just now. You bootlicker.

“Agent Dale! We need you down there! Is there a problem up here?” called another agent, approaching the steps. 

“No problem, sir!” Agent Dale handed the bag back to him, waved him away and started down the stair. Euphoria swept over Jonas and with it, most of the pressure and pain of the headache. But the other feeling now overwhelmed him. He whirled around, leaning over the balustrade and vomited into the smoke below.

Jonas looked almost like an Enhanced man and it often fooled people who didn’t know him. It was both a gift of genetics and of traditional food wisdom from his family. His height, health and physique made him stand out. He was clear-eyed and had the look of someone who was present in mind and body. 

He slowly sank to the floor and put his head between his knees. When the vestigial sensations of illness had slipped away he rose and started down the adjacent corridor, making his way home by a much longer route, careful to stay away from the action. But his thoughts soon turned back to Cassie. He couldn’t just abandon her to the USC.

Reaching his unit, he turned off all of the lights except for a tiny socket light in the kitchen wall, fixed an electrolyte drink, drank it down and worked in soothing dimness, unpacking and putting away groceries, thinking through what to do next. He set a box of chocolates and a bottle of rum on the counter near the teapot. Then he carefully took out his hidden package at the bottom of the leather bag, untied and opened it and looked over his new batch of drugs. The difficult search for an artisanal dealer had put his nerves on edge for weeks. Quaaludes, caffeine pills laced with crystal meth. Or was it the other way round? There was a small silk bag of desiccated mushroom in the package that the druggist said some used for shamanic practice. It was also a mild downer in minute amounts. He couldn’t remember what it was called at the moment. This had been thrown in at a reduced price. Then there were a few barbiturates. He’d only wanted a few. They were getting more expensive and these particular ones had funky side effects. They weren’t as pure as the stuff he was accustomed to. None of it was, really. The very things to wither away his strength, mind and looks even though he needed them sometimes. Only just, sometimes. He thought.

He counted everything he’d bought this morning from the druggist. Present in mind and body, he thought darkly. Sure. Right. He glanced toward the journal sitting on his desk. He missed Ralston. He retrieved his drug box from the bottom drawer of the desk and carefully placed the forbidden desiderata, like delicate things, into the box, on top of the letter.
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Entry date 11:03:2383 - I applied Prometheus’s Torch to the substance three times. The first time: a course black powder. The second: a refined powder with a few illuminated specks. The third time is very different. I now have a raven. Besides that, I’m not sure how to describe the current transformation. Though it is the correct color, it’s more like a negation than a substance in this world. It is black as the Void. 

- - -
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He sat at his desk, sipping coffee and listening to the police scanner in the background as he studied the journal again, waiting for the station master to contact him. It kept his mind off the letter; who sent it, who it was, who knew him from the past. The problem was that most people who’d known him back then were dead.

A new communication on the stream drew him out of rumination.

“L0056.”

“L0097. I copy, L0056. What’s going on?”

“L0056. Myrick says another one happened.”

“Another what?”

“A CM. Last week.”

“Where?”

“Amore Group, Ninkasi asteroid, GS-C4947. Near Mars, as best as I can remember.”

“Blue hell. I wonder when someone will do something?”

“Never, probably. But, keep the tally.”

“Sergeant Mailer, unit GS-73, burglary in progress! L0056, L0097, Unit GS-73 there is a burglary in progress!” The communication went silent.

Jonas had ascertained that CM was code for colony massacre. He’d found several of these illegal streams on the police scanner over a couple of months. Short, elusive, the content of the conversations growing more ominous. It was always a small colony that possessed no corporate funding or political clout. Or one abandoned by a large corporation that had found greener pastures. Labor class peasants mattered to no one. Jonas knew it was futile but he turned on and flipped through the mainstream news feeds anyway. Then he did a manual search on web news sites.

Nothing was mentioned, just as he’d thought. CMs were never mentioned on mainstream channels. Their lives weren’t even a blip on the radar. Jonas turned it off in disgust and opened a new page on the screen, searching for one of his favorite numbers stations that he listened to on occasion. 

Tragic as the massacres were the phenomenon was less disquieting than the past few weeks had been for his personal life. His thoughts, when not marshaled toward some physical task were idle and descended into fey and the frightening things. And they always brought him back to that damned letter! The words in it still burned like a fresh brand in his mind. He thought fleetingly of Fox. He shook his head. No. It was more than Fox. Perhaps this Fox was involved, perhaps he was even someone he’d gone to elementary school with, plucked in youth to join one of the strange schools near the outer rim, thus becoming one of the Morphosi. But he sensed that Fox was only a messenger. This was someone who knew him.

Jonas took another look at the scanned pages of the journal and shook his head. He couldn’t wholly understand the cryptic information Ralston had written but suspected they had some deeper meaning. Experiments in engineering powerful substances to transform body and mind could be valuable to many. He was having his own experiences with that. What he did understand was that if the substances used and written about had gotten into the wrong hands an astronomical amount of life would be destroyed. He closed the journal file and switched station streams. He had decrypted a few things here and there but today his brain felt scrambled and the USC encounter earlier that morning hadn’t helped matters. 

Another cryptic code that was rare but tantalizing came in as he switched to a station that largely remained silent until now. He’d come into the end of the transmission. Like clockwork, it came: 

“Mox nox in rem,” came the Latin words, then: “Cross the river.”

This phrase was mentioned once and then the stream fell silent as it always did. Cross the river. He thought, getting up to stretch. What does that mean? A memory unbidden, came to him.

Soon, the night. To the business. A Latin phrase he’d learned at school. But how were they connected?

He wondered where to. What river? What context? Jonas opened his commonplace journal application for the number stations he spied on and wrote down notes and thoughts with a stylus. He had a few faint notes. Mox nox in rem was a phrase used by the Mazzaroth, but he wasn’t sure what “cross the river” meant.

An alarm went off on his computer, jolting him. Sensation in his nerves burned through his body. It was the tracker! The package, or rather, the ship the first journal was on, was making its way through the solar system to, well, who knew where? He’d nearly forgotten it in his concentration. Jonas glanced at the current information. It was at a way-station, near Earth’s neighborhood but much farther away from where he’d expected it to end up. 

He’d gone to the station master over the matter some weeks ago and master Liu, who’d been alerted about them already assured him that security would be beefed up on the station. But Jonas was still uneasy. He briefly thought of going to the police but perished the thought. He shook the stress out of his bones, did some stretches and then a short meditation practice. Then he reached over to a drawer in the desk and took out the drug box. He chose the barbiturate laced with an alien hybrid mushroom; Jonas had forgotten what it was called. Starfish? Tremella alienus something? Whatever it was, it usually made him feel good, even happy. He wanted to be happy. He’d almost forgotten what that felt like. In the back of his mind he knew he’d crossed a new boundary. He batted the thought away.

Sometimes he took the mushroom barbiturate which allowed him to get lost in the onieric revelry of day dreams but its power to lift him out of darkness faded with each use. The kind the druggist had given him wasn’t even that strong and he didn’t like the mad-eye dream state that it had once left him in. A whole day had been lost recovering from that. He shivered. Clients could have been calling, he thought. He’d been warned by the new druggist to be careful. If taken too often it robbed men of their reason. He stared at the dull, brown pill, then closed his eyes and swallowed it.

- - -
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Jonas left another message for the Station Master, turned on the practice dummy and performed some capoeira partner sequences with it. His reflexes were slower than he liked, the practice dummy was even slower and he was beginning to wonder at the effectiveness of his routines.

Thinking through the moves he wondered why it mattered so much to him. Cassandra. She was no longer his problem. And then he remembered why; he didn’t like seeing damsels in distress. It wasn’t as if he had a lot of strings to pull, but he did have one, Master Liu, and he was pulling as hard as he could.

After practice he set about gathering dirty laundry when he noticed his comlink device blinking. He had a message. Master Liu? New client? New client! Yes! He needed the money.

He went to his desk and dropped into the conform chair, gladly listening to the voice message. A kaleidescope of emotions moved through his mind as he listened to the hesitant, pleading voice. It was a woman named Verity Gillespie. One of the Mechanical Folk. She’d been directed to call him by an old associate of his, Lil Langley. Jonas’s heart swelled with emotion just to hear their names. It had been so long.

Her son, a young man named Axl, was missing from trade school. He hadn’t contacted his family nor anyone else in the insular community they belonged to for several months, nor had he given an explanation to the school as to why he’d left. The school had sent Verity notice that he was in danger of being dropped from enrollment if he didn’t file a formal answer with them in the next thirty days.

Police were not likely to do anything but cause more grief. They were considered even lower than the laboring classes and they rejected the oppressive laws that society had placed them in. These particular mechanical folk were self-made cyborgs, a fiercely protective, rough, proud people. They were outlaws.

In fact, they had established their own society decades ago, capturing several planetoids and building their own stations. Jonas had dealings with them a few years ago and for that he would always feel loyal to them and his high esteem among them was hard won. He’d brought them the “sacred fire” of the Mazzaroth, the most powerful human created weapon in the known universe. For it, he’d been cast from the Knights of the Order of the Northern Star. Even so, the ways and means are still in the mind, he thought. Still in the mind.

He’d been invited by Verity and Lil to come visit, all expenses paid, so he could see the family in the flesh. He hoped Axl was doing nothing more than raising teenage rebellion hell. He took the case.

There was a rustling in the kitchen. What in the world? It was coming from a small crate of oranges. He hoped he hadn’t picked up a pest. Peering into the crate he saw a mottled, gray-colored kitten. He stared at the creature in disbelief. How did this thing get in here?

“Well, you can’t stay in here!” he groused. Jonas scooped the kitten up and strode towards the door. On closer inspection the cat seemed an odd color. A gray and bluish tone with lilac eyes. Or,maybe not. Other than that, it looked like a regular, short hair. The cat widened its eyes and mewled softly, staring up at him.

“Don’t look at me like that! You’re not staying here!” The front door chimed. He nearly flinched out of his skin. He sighed.

“You have a forwarded package. Should I scan the contents?” asked the GUP.

“Yes,” he breathed. “Please.” There was a pause.

“Scan is complete. No known dangerous or illegal compounds or substances have been detected.” He went to the desk, plopping the kitten on top. He rummaged around the drawers and found a hand scanner and put on gloves. Rotting hells! 

“Don’t you dare urinate on my desk!” He grumbled. He heard a faint streaming sound. He looked up to see the kitten sitting in a small puddle.

“Ho! I told you-” he sighed. The kitten merely looked up at him with wide eyes. Jonas went to the bathroom and got a towel from the dirty clothing basket, wiped the desk down and scooped the kitten up into the towel so that it practically disappeared into the folds. He set the bundle down hurriedly in a corner.

Getting out one of his laser pistols he opened his front door, peering out. Preacher Man was nowhere about. Jonas supposed even homeless folk took vacations. Jonas went inside and put a few foodstuffs in a small sack and laid it just outside his door. As he turned to go inside the kitten flew past him and down the corridor. The bothersome creature was gone.

“Good riddance to you! Pissing all over my stuff!” Jonas quickly shut the door. 

He opened the chute door and scanned it. There were no substances out of the ordinary, no surface-dwelling poisons, nothing detected. Jonas carefully lifted the brown package out of the chute, set it on the desk
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