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The Right to Bear Arms




 


Synopsis: The Right to Bear Arms - A
physics professor is so distraught at his son’s death by a mentally
deranged man carrying an automatic weapon, that he devises an
incredible plan that he hopes will change history
forever.

 


 


Dr. Joseph Martin was going to destroy
the United States of America.

Not with a bomb or any weapon of mass
destruction, but by changing the past. The end result would be that
the nation-state known as the United States of American would no
longer exist. He’d thought his plan out with care and decided there
was no other way.

Only by preventing the USA from coming
into existence, could he stop the gun violence in his native
Massachusetts. And, the only way he could prevent the USA from
becoming a reality would be to go back in time and stop the country
from ever being born.

 


 


It began with a death, as it often
does. Dr. Martin came home from teaching a class in elementary
physics from the university and turned on the television. What he
saw would change the past.

He was an older man who looked forward
to retirement in a few years. The academic world had been good to
Dr. Martin. He was a tenured professor in temporal physics by the
time he was thirty. This was due to some advanced research he’d
conducted on the nature of time. His work led to plenty of research
money pouring into his university in Boston. The school rewarded
him with a professorship. He married early and looked forward to
enjoying his declining years with grandchildren.

Although he and his wife only had one
son, Stephen, the young man was engaged to a woman in the American
History department. Both of them looked forward to following
academic paths.

His wife was away at a teachers’
conference and he didn’t think to call her when the news flashed on
the screen. She was in California, on the other side of the
continent. Even with the breaking report, a shooting at the
university where he taught, Dr. Martin wasn’t worried about her. It
was when they announced multiple victims that he became concerned.
His son was teaching a class near the building listed on the
screen. Dr. Martin looked at his phone with concern, and texted his
son immediately. When he didn’t receive a response, he became
worried.

The shooter was a deranged man, once
again. Dr. Martin, still trying to reach his son on the phone,
watched the pale, thin face of the shooter flash on the screen. He
was a psychotic young man on medication. Somehow, he’d obtained a
fully automatic weapon and walked into the building, and then the
man announced he was the instrument of God. The man, Dr. Martin
couldn’t remember his name later, opened fire before a campus
security guard emptied his revolver into him.

It was the worst tragedy the campus had
known in the two hundred years it had been there.

 


 


The news came in later: His son was one
of the victims. Dr. Martin was forced to go alone to the morgue and
make the body identification. His son’s fiancée couldn’t bear to
look at Stephen’s face. Dr. Martin went home and wept for the first
time in thirty years. His wife arrived a day later, as she was
forced to take a direct flight home from California.

The funeral was one of the many that
was held in the wake of the shooting. The death count eventually
rose to thirteen, including the security guard who gave his life to
save the students. Dr. Martin’s colleges came up to him later and
expressed regret. There was an outpouring of support, but none of
it brought his son back.

 


 


His wife was quiet in the months that
followed and Dr. Martin could understand the way she felt. She
hardly said a word to anyone, which is why no one was really
surprised when she took an entire bottle of prescription medication
and ended her pain.

With two funerals in as many months,
Dr. Martin began to slide into grief himself. Even with the
university’s help at counseling, Dr. Martin couldn’t pull himself
out of his depression.

How could this have happened? He
couldn’t understand it. The shooter was a known psychotic. How did
he obtain a weapon of such devastation? Dr. Martin was contacted by
several gun control organizations, but didn’t want anything to do
with them. The damage was done; no speeches would ever bring his
son or wife back.

The shooter had used a fake ID at a
legitimate gun store and Dr. Martin was furious. He thought many
times about revenge, but it would never bring back those he’d lost.
There had to be some other way to keep these weapons out of the
hands of people who never should have has access to
them.

He spent months researching the various
laws governing the distribution of weapons to the public. They all
came back to the second amendment to the USA Bill of
Rights:

“A well-regulated Militia,
being necessary to the security of a free State, the right of the
people to keep and bear Arms, shall not be infringed”.

With that amendment in
place, anyone could argue they had a right to any
weapon.

He knew the amendment was
added in 1789 to the constitution and there was no way to remove it
except by an act of congress. This was not going to happen in the
future and it would never return his wife and son.

 


 


Dr. Martin arrived at a
conclusion: The only way to keep deadly weapons out of the hands of
terrorists and the insane was to remove the second amendment. But,
the only way to remove the amendment was to see that it was never
implemented in the first place. However, to keep it from taking
place would involve preventing the US constitution from being
enacted.

With no constitution, the
United States would have ceased to exist shortly after its
creation. The only thing, which had ever held the US in place
before it was the Articles of Confederation. They were a weak
document and the republic was on the verge of fracturing before the
constitution was created. In his research, Dr. Martin concluded
that with no constitution, the US would fragment in to six
different countries.

He decided this was not a
bad thing. A group of individual republics in North American would
resemble Europe with its myriad nations. Since the nations of
Europe were cooperating, for the most part, in a European Union,
with the exception of the recent ‘defector’ the UK, the same thing
would someday happen in North America. The nations of Europe had
very strict gun control laws, which prevented the kind of mass
shooting which had cost his son his life.

The same thing would evolve
on this side of the Atlantic.

 


 


As a professor of temporal
physics, Dr. Martin knew that is was possible to change time. He’d
written countless papers on the topic and done controlled
experiments, which proved his thesis. However, no one had actually
gone back in time and changed the future. There were inherent
problems in the design of any time machine and no one knew if there
were laws of physics that prevented it from happening.

One physicist speculated
that meeting yourself could set off a nuclear reaction that would
destroy space and time. There were bans on physical time travel. It
was one thing to observe it at the subatomic level; another to send
a man back in time to stop the Lincoln assassination.

Dr. Martin felt his might
change someday. If it became possible to travel through time in the
future, might not the inhabitants of the future take advantage of
this power and alter the past for their benefit? And, might they
not enact laws to prevent the wrong people from going back in time
to change the past? If this happened in the future, then it was
possible there were time travelers around him at this very moment.
All he had to do was find out how they traveled through time and
make the changes that would save his son and wife.

 


 


He put in for a sabbatical.
Concerned about his deteriorating condition, the university had no
problem granting his request. Dr. Martin told them he wanted to
travel the world a bit and try to forget about his personal
tragedy. His colleges told him this was a good idea. They offered
to take care of his house while he was gone.

The time machines were
located in Egypt.

He felt the location for
any kind of time traveling device needed to be in a place that had
the most ancient civilizations. His other location to search was
India, but Dr. Martin was lucky at the first location he examined.
The profile involved searching out spots that were populated, but
had reported people in unusual clothing and language down through
the ages. He used his personal computer and the vast resources on
the Internet accessible to someone with an academic background to
find what he wanted.

 


 


At last, he found a tomb in
the Valley of the Kings with the right characteristics. The tomb
was one of the first ones built and had little in the way of
treasure to attract looters. But it did have doors and passages
carved into the rock interiors that most people assumed were
decorations, since they were mere facades. Dr. Martin realized they
were doorways to other points in time, which could be activated by
the right person.

When he found the tombs, it
took him months to determine when the next time traveler would
emerge. He appeared to be just another tourist wandering around the
ancient ruins, but Dr. Martin spent months exploring the specific
tomb that he knew the time travelers from the future used. All he
had to do was wait for the next one to arrive and force him or her
to show him how to use the time gates.

 


 


Six months after he’d
arrived in Egypt, Dr. Martin waited by the door carving in the wall
of the tomb where he knew the time traveler would emerge. He’d
calculated the arrival down to the last second based on some
readings he’d taken with orbital satellites. He was convinced a
time traveler would show at the precise time. With him was a
package he needed to take into the past. Right now, Dr. Martin wore
the robes of a common field hand in Egypt. It helped him avoid the
security guards when the tomb closed.

In his right hand, he
clutched a service revolver he’d bought from a member of the
Egyptian military. Even in Egypt, guns were far too easy to obtain.
But, he needed the revolver to ensure his plan would meet with
success.

At two in the morning, the
door carving on the tomb began to shimmer. As Dr. Martin watched
behind a sarcophagus, it changed to a wooden door. This was just as
he expected. The stone door carving could become a real one to the
past or future if you knew how to activate it. The door opened and
a time traveler stepped out.

She wore the robes of a
court noble from the fifth dynasty of Egypt. Dr. Martin didn’t care
what her dress was or what her mission had been. He didn’t even
care why she was here at this very moment. His goal was the only
thing he cared about and he’d planned it to precession.

As the women closed the
door, she reached up to a dial that appeared in the middle of it.
This had to be the way it was controlled, Dr. Martin realized, as
he snuck up behind her. Before the woman could touch the dial, she
felt something hard in her spine. The woman turned around to face
the form a man in Egyptian robes who held a gun on her.

“Do you
speak English,” he asked.

“Yes,” she
responded with calm. “Do you have any idea who I
am?”

“I don’t
care,” he told her. “Can that door take me to any point, future or
past, on Earth?”

“Yes it
can. Why do you ask?”

He handed her a piece of
paper. “All I want you to do is set it twice. It is to take me to
the location I have written on this sheet. The second location is
on the reverse side. This is all I want.”

“How do
you know I won’t set it to drop you into a volcano,” she asked him.
Her eyes were wide and full of curiosity.

“Because
you are going through that door first,” he told her. “And you will
be at the door at the time I’ve indicated. You will go through the
door before me the second time as well. I know this door can appear
anywhere, so you will have to find a place which will remain intact
and secure near each location. I expect it to be in the same
location the second time.”

“And what
if it doesn’t appear the second time?”

“Then I
will do my best to make sure everyone knows about you. This might
not be easy to do where I’m headed, but I have the will to make it
happen. Furthermore, my presence in the past will cause all manner
of problems if I’m not returned. I will take advantage of all the
knowledge I have to enrich myself and disturb the time
stream.”

The woman looked at him for
a few minutes. “All right, what do I get out of this?”

Dr. Martin dropped a heavy
bag in front of her. “It’s full of solid gold nuggets. I had to
cash out my retirement fund to get it. Gold has always been
valuable. I expect it always will be valuable.”

She reached down and picked
up the bag. The woman opened it and took out one of the gold
nuggets. She examined it with care in the faint background light.
Satisfied, she dropped the nugget back in the bag.

“Okay,”
she told him. “I’ll do it. Give me a few minutes.” She put her hand
to the dial and made some adjustments.

The door began to shimmer
again. It stopped once the door had the coordinates she gave it. As
shimmering stopped, the door became wood again. The woman reached
down and tugged on the latch. It swung into another
room.

“Follow
me,” she told Dr. Martin as she stepped into the doorway. “Be
quick, the gate doesn’t stay open long.”

Dr. Martin followed her and
found himself in a room where the walls were made of stone and the
air damp. He looked around realized he was in a basement of some
type. Light streamed in from the windows up near the street level.
A wooden staircase led to a door.

“Where are
we?” he asked her. 

“In a
basement not five streets from the location you gave me,” she told
him.

“Wait
here,” Dr. Martin, told her. He walked up the stairs and cracked
open the door.

Before him lay the scene
he’d hoped to see. Horse-drawn carts rolled down the cobblestone
streets and people walked down the road in eighteenth century
clothes. He smelled the air and felt the breeze on his face. No
Hollywood effects artist could duplicate this scene so
well.

He was exactly where he
wanted to be.

Dr. Martin climbed down the
steps and faced the woman. “Remember, be here again at the
designated time or I will carry out my threat.”

“Of
course,” she told him, and opened the door. She went through it and
closed the door behind her as it vanished. 

On the other side of the
door, the woman changed the dial. As it shimmered to a new
location, she walked over to the bag of gold on the floor and took
it to one of the sarcophaguses. Although the lid was several
hundred pounds in weight, she easily moved it out of the way. The
woman dropped the bag of gold nuggets inside it and replaced the
lid. Someone would have a nice surprise someday.

“All
right,” she said when her hand was back on the door, “on to my next
destination.”

Dr. Martin stared at the
blank wall. He had no idea how she’d accomplished what just
happened. He really didn’t care.

 


 


“Time to
get started,” he said to himself. Dr. Martin removed his Egyptian
robe and placed it on the rafters. Underneath it had been a
complete set of clothes in the current style. He picked up his
package and went out to the streets.

It was early in the day;
the year was 1787, and the conference was underway in Philadelphia
that would birth the constitution of the United States of America.
The same constitution that would contain the detestable second
amendment to the Bill of Rights. He walked out through the streets
until he found what he was looking for -- a public drinking
house.

Dr. Martin entered it and
sat down, his package with him. He paid for his drink with coins
purchased from a collector months ago and listened to the
background chatter. The language of these men was hard to
understand, but he could make it out. They were not happy about
this meeting. Most of the local people liked their government and
didn’t appreciate the other states trying to tell them what to do.
Good. This was what he’d hope for today. All it would take would be
one match to light the fire. And, he possessed such a
match.

 


 


That evening, after most of
the local people were asleep, Dr. Martin went to work. He opened
his package and took out the posters he had printed over two
hundred years in the future. It was hard finding someone who could
duplicate the late eighteenth century styles, but there were
specialists in every field. No one would ever realize where these
posters came from. They could fool experts in the future. He’d even
had them appraised by paper experts who claimed they were from the
right year.

By the end of the evening,
D. Martin had pasted them up with the use of milk he’d purchased
earlier. The area around the meeting hall was carefully chosen, but
he also walked down to the river to paste more posters. Along the
way, he left copies of a brochure which he’d had printed at the
same specialty shop in the 21st century. He was careful and
no one saw him at work. By the first light of morning, Dr. Martin
found a place to relax. His mission was accomplished, but would he
be successful?

He walked around and
listened to the background chatter again. Dr. Martin gave himself
two days to accomplish his goal. By the end of two days, he would
know if his mission was successful or not. If it was, he could
return to a changed future where his son and wife would still be
alive. If not, it really wouldn’t matter what he did.

 


 


Dr. Martin had posted
notices and left brochures which claimed the constitutional
convention was a plot by the freemasons to take over the republic.
He knew many of the men at the convention were members of masonic
lodges and there was some animosity between the freemasons and
other groups at this time. Plus, a lot of the public didn’t trust
the freemasons due to secrecy of their meetings. He was also aware
that an anti-masonic movement would spring to life in the next few
decades. All he’d done was accelerate the timeline.

The next day he walked
around and watched those who could read his posters and literature.
He didn’t get involved in the conversations, but, from what he
could tell, the public was outraged by what he claimed about the
freemasons. Oh, his claims might be a little extreme, but they were
for a higher cause. All he cared about was how the public
reacted.

It created the firestorm he
wanted. By the end of the day, there was a mob outside the
convention hall throwing rocks. The convention was postponed. Dr.
Martin knew another one wasn’t likely, given the mood. It would be
delayed until there would never be another. The individual states
would go their own ways. A united America, with its insane lack of
gun control, would never come about.

 


 


By the next day, the
militia was summoned by the governor to suppress rioting in the
streets. Dr. Martin smiled and headed back to the basement room.
People were running all over the place and he was forced to be very
careful on his way back. He passed a burning masonic hall and felt
a tinge of guilt. It was too bad what happened, but it was all for
a greater good.

She was waiting for him at
the door when he returned. This time the woman was no longer
dressed as an Egyptian noble, but wore the dress of a woman from
fifth century Vietnam. She held a hat in one hand.

“Everything finished,” she asked him.

Yes,” Dr. Martin told her.
“It all worked out the way I planned it. Time to see the
results.”

She opened the door and
stepped through the entrance. He followed her.

This time they exited in
the basement of his house in Boston. He’d wanted to be brought back
on the day his sabbatical was supposed to end. No one else was
supposed to be in the house.

“I have a
question for you,” the woman asked as she put her hand on the door
to leave. “You altered the past in such a way that your own
existence was threatened. Didn’t that concern
you?”

“A bit,”
he told her as he slipped the robe back on. It was best to have it
over his eighteenth century clothes should someone be in the house.
A robe could be explained; knee pants would raise too many
questions.

“My
calculations showed a high probability it wouldn’t change it,” he
told her. “Anyway, it was a chance I had to
take.”

She nodded and opened the
door to another time. Seconds later, the door was gone and Dr.
Martin found himself once again starring at a wall.

He walked upstairs and
opened the door to his kitchen. Dr. Martin closed the door and
turned around.

It had changed. The colors
were brighter and the counter full of cooking utensils he didn’t
recognize. He smelled spices no one used in his house. Dr. Martin
was confused. How much change had taken place?

His answer came when his
wife strode into the kitchen. She wore a black robe that covered
her from head to toe. It had to be his wife because he could
recognize her eyes. She removed the hood, which covered her head,
shook her hair free and hung it on a hook near the door.

“There you
are husband,” she told him, “I just returned from the grocery
store. We’re having your favorite tonight. I know you wanted to
have a family meal before our son left.”

“He’s
alive,” Dr. Marin said with excitement.

“Of course
I’m alive,” a voice called out, as his son walked into the kitchen.
His son Stephen walked into it wearing a robe similar to the one he
had on.

Dr. Martin ran up to him
and hugged his son. It had all worked, even if his family wore
strange clothes.

As he stood there, two more
women entered the room. They wore no veils, but had the same robes
on. Dr. Martin looked at them with confusion.

“I decided
your other wives should join us this evening,” she told him. “After
all, Samir is leaving for the front tomorrow.’

“The
front…” Dr. Martin asked him.

He looked outside. The
street was changed. Instead of cars and trucks driving down it,
there was the slow progress of carts pulled by animals. Women
covered in veils led groups of children to school and men sat out
in front of coffee houses.

“Of
course,” his son said. “You urged me to sign up. We’ll send those
disgusting pagans back to hell in Mexico. Our sultan commands
it!”

Dr. Martin was quiet. In
the distance, he could hear the prayer call of a
muezzin.

 


 


THE END


Terran Spies On An Alien
Planet


 


Synopsis: Terran Spies On An Alien
Planet - A government official on a planet currently at war with
earth, finds two supposed spies at a bar and suspects they are
Terran agents. They are pretty ‘dense’ and after grilling them for
a period of time, he follows up on a couple of tips they give him
and their supposedly real reason for being on the planet. However,
things change suddenly for the official and his planet as the
situation heats up.

 


 


Both of the spies were captured one
week after they’d made planet fall on Zinn. The counterintelligence
team never had an issue locating them as both men gave themselves
away the moment they stepped into the nearest tavern. Their speech
patterns were unlike anything in the city where they were captured,
so it was easy for the tavern keeper to phone the nearest CI office
and let them know two very suspicious men were in his
bar.

“I swear to the gods, they
are from Earth,” he told the CI office over the line. “They sound
just like those guys on the old movies they still play on the
screens. You need to get over here and pick them up. I’ll hold them
as long as I can.”

The secretary who took the call almost
put it down as another crank until it hit him the tavern keeper
answered all the right questions when he asked. Basic humanoid
form? Check. Round ears? Check. Skin colors an unhealthy pink or
brown? Check. Do they not seem to know the local news or names of
our brave leaders? Check. Too familiar with entertainment from
Earth? And, most important, unfamiliarity with the greater and
lesser heroes of the Zinn Revolution? Check! This was one worth a
look. He took the name and location of the tavern and sent the
paper down the line to the dispatch officer. In another hour, the
dispatcher would send out a Zinn investigator to find out if these
two were human or not. It was very hard to tell the difference and
the terrestrial espionage agencies were very clever when it came to
makeup and languages.

The Zinn investigator walked into the
tavern and took of his long black coat, folding it on one arm. He
looked around the tavern, empty this time of day with few
customers, and saw the tavern keeper polishing crystal on the
counter. This tavern wasn’t very upscale and didn’t have too many
customers in it. He looked out at the end of the bar and saw the
two men which caused the tavern keeper’s suspicions. Well, time to
find out what this was all about. The security directorate kept
itself busy all day with these little incidents. Every now and
then, one turned out to be useful.

He rapped on the bar and the tavern
keeper, in his apron came up to him. “Counterintelligence Central,”
he told the man as the investigator eased a card out with his
picture on it from a shirt pocket. “I’m here because you phoned the
office and said there were two men who resembled human
spies.”

“Glad you came when you
did,” the man in the apron said to him. “They came in two hours ago
and acted funny, so I hit them with a few basic questions. It’s not
just the way they talk, neither one of them know the first thing
about what’s playing on the screens nor who was chancellor last
week. I think they’re spies.” His voice dropped a few pitches in
volume. “Will this count toward my rating if it’s true?”

“Helping out the revolution
is a virtue in itself,” the investigator responded in a prepared
phrase. “But we have your name on file and I’m sure it’ll give you
a few extra points. Don’t worry.” It warmed his heart to see the
honest citizens of the New Order doing their duty, reward had
nothing to do with it. Oh, no. He motioned to the men down at the
end of the bar with his head. “Those two?”

“Yes. Don’t they look funny
to you?”

In fact, they did look a little bit
strange. They’re gestures and clothes were twenty years out of date
and the hat each wore went out of style five years ago. Was this
some kind of test by the upper division leaders who ran CI? The top
level was famous for keeping the lower ranks busy with bogus spies
and infiltrators. He decided to go have a chat with the two. It was
possible they were from the country and were behind the times.
Those “hill rats” as the security directorate called them, were a
problem and needed to be brought up the way it was going to be now
that the New Order ran the show.

“Hello,” he greeted them.
“You gentlemen from around here? Can I buy you a drink?”

“Check this fellah out,” the
tall one said to his shorter companion. “You think he’s someone
important? I think he just might be!” The man’s accent was
atrocious; the investigator never heard basic Zinn spoke so poorly
in all his life.

“Big man he is,” the other
said and turned to his companion. “Real important. Wants to buy us
a round, people around here are mighty friendly.”

The investigator cringed. The smell
from these two was horrible. They’d been at the tavern for the past
two hours, but both of them smelled like the sludge from twelve
taverns. However, the deciding factor happened in the next two
seconds.

Drunk one began spouting off in a
language used by the enemy, Basic English. Drunk two dropped a map
out of his pocket of the land around the nearest orbital station
command center. He grinned when the map fell and tried to pull it
back into his pocket, but the investigator already noted it. The
other drunk continued to babble in English and didn’t notice the
detonator cap which fell out of his coat. The investigator picked
it up from the floor and looked at it.

“Hmmm,” he observed while
holding the detonator. “Basic model made in Mosul. I thought they
weren’t using these any longer.” Privately, he was thrilled over
his good fortune. These two would be worth a promotion at the very
least.

They didn’t offer much resistance when
the squads tossed open the doors to the tavern and left with them.
The tavern keeper made certain the investigator had the correct
spelling of his name before he left.

 


 


Two days later, the colonel in charge
of CI for the region called the investigator into his office. The
investigator strode into the office in a good mood. He’d been the
man to apprehend these dangerous spies from Earth and expected a
nice paygrade increase. He knew another investigator in the outer
regions who’d uncovered a janitor who’d passed secrets on to a
local contact. The other investigator received a fat bonus, so he
expected a lot more.

“We put those two you
arrested in separate cells,” the colonel told him. “So far they
haven’t told us a thing we can use.”

The investigator sat in the chair and
squirmed. This wasn’t going as expected. By now, the interrogators
should have extracted all the information they could get from the
spies. CI employed some very talented Zinn who were skilled in the
retrieval of information. They had ways, someone said, to make
children turn in their parents and saints become sinners. The
investigator sat there puzzled as to why they had no success with
these two. The two seemed an easy pair to break, not the usual
“Master Spy” types one saw on the screens.

“Did they tell you
anything?” the investigator asked his superior. “They were babbling
non-stop when I found them. It was one of the reasons the tavern
keeper contacted me.”

“And they haven’t quit
babbling,” the colonel told him. “We can’t shut those two up. They
tell the interrogators anything they want to hear. The problem is
none of it makes sense. We know there is a major attack planned by
the Earth Fleet next month, we just don’t know where and when it
will strike. Those two keep changing the time and location. At
first, I thought we had a goldmine: Two saboteurs captured who
would tell us what we needed to know and could provide me with an
intelligence coup. The Revolutionary committee sent a telegram of
congratulations the second day. Then we started checking in with
what they told us and it was absurd. Fleet specifications far in
excess of what we know the humans can field. Assault projections
far beyond what the enemy can deliver. And they won’t
shut-up!”

“I can see you are very
disturbed by this development,” the investigator told him. “Is
there any way I can be of assistance?” The investigator was a
career officer in the civil service division. The New Order brought
him a chance to move up the ladder by several pay grades. He liked
his job and knew how to navigate across the foamy seas of office
politics.

“I am turning them over to
you personally!” the colonel yelled. “You and you alone will find
out if these two have anything of value to tell us! You were the
one who brought them in and I want you to find out!” The
investigator began to sweat. It was something the Zinn shared with
their human cousins.

“Do I get to use the
interrogators?” he asked.

“No! You have five standard
days to find out if we’ve been played for fools by some other
agency or be reassigned as a commissar on the front lines. Did I
make myself clear?”

The investigator nodded. “I will get to
work on it right always, Brother Colonel.” He knew life expectancy
on the front lines was sometimes measured in hours.

“I’m glad you understand the
seriousness of what we have here. Because if it turns out someone
has dumped two hill rats on us as a practical joke, you will be the
one to take responsibility. So get out of here and find me some
evidence these two are real terrestrial agents!”

The investigator shuffled down the hall
after leaving the colonel’s office. All kinds of Zinn were in the
hall as he walked away. The next phase of the war was heavy on
everyone’s mind. He saw clerics and other investigators travel up
and down the dusty floors. Some pushed carts of files, others
carried files of their own. This lucky find of the day didn’t seem
so fortunate all of the sudden.

He pushed open the door and sat down in
his office chair. He shared a space with two other investigators,
who were out chasing down espionage leads of their own. The job
paid well, if very little came from it. The only way you could
guarantee a promotion was to find something really big. The two
spies was such a find, or so it had seemed. The message from the
colonel was clear: Find a reason to convict them. This wasn’t a
simple matter of taking a random name out and creating a show
trial. These two had practically walked in the tavern with a sign
on each of their backs that read “Spy”. The colonel had no
intention of looking like an idiot to the Revolutionary committee.
One way or another, he needed to find some way to get practical
information out of them.

After an hour of thought, he had the
solution. The investigator picked up his phone and called the
holding cells to let the jailers know he was on his way over. He
wanted each of the pair placed into separate interrogation rooms.
No, he didn’t want anyone else present, this was a job he could do
on his own.

 


 


The investigator took a city shuttle to
the holding cells across town and noticed the increase in uniforms
on it. The war with Earth stalled and neither side could gain an
advantage. Neither of them wanted to use nuclear weapons on the
other planet for fear of an all-out exchange, which would destroy
all life on both planets. So they held back, sending spies and
saboteurs into the other side’s civilian and military population,
always looking for an advantage or opening to exploit. So far, his
office had intercepted every single one from Earth. He didn’t know
a thing about the success ratio against the other side because such
information was classified.

The jailers checked him after he’d
walked up the steps to the holding cells. Built in the last ten
years, the cells were constructed shortly after The New Order
seized power from the incompetent monarchs who ruled Zinn for
centuries. Up until the time of the first contact with the human
explorers from Earth, the Zinn had a long tradition of warrior
princes who carved out domains for themselves on the five major
continents on Zinn. It all changed when the first Zinn exchange
students returned from Earth.

They understood how easy it was to
seize power and become the establishment from reading terrestrial
history. Once they’d established themselves in the revolutionary
committees, it was a simple matter of waiting for one prince or
another to get in over their heads. The revolutionary committees
stepped in all over the planet and became The New Order. Once in
power, The New Order had no intention of losing it and the security
directorate with its many branches was born.

The investigator entered the
interrogation room after letting the first spy wait for an hour. It
was important the man understand the hopelessness of his situation.
The investigator spent many hours training with interrogators
during his days climbing up to his current position. He was aware
of the tools they used, but now he would employ a few new ones from
his arsenal.

The door opened to the room and the
investigator sat down with the first spy. The man wore prison grey
and sat behind the other side of the table. There was nothing else
in the room except the big two-way mirror. The investigator was
strict on his insistence that he would be the only one involved in
this case from now on. If what he planned worked, not only would he
be in line for a promotion, the revolutionary committee might take
notice of him too. There were always openings on it since the
different factions fought it out all the time. It wasn’t too long
ago a gun battle during the committee meeting erupted, creating
several new openings. A smart Zinn who knew how to work people
might have a bright future ahead of him.

“Do you remember me?” he
said to the tall one as they faced each other.

“You’re the fellah who
offered to buy me and my buddy a drink?” the spy said to
him.

“This is correct. Do you
know why you have been brought here?” Of course, he did, but it was
necessary to ask these questions over and over again in hopes
something new might emerge.

“Y’all think I’m a human?”
the suspected spy asked him back. The investigator looked at the
man directly in the face. His dialect was total country. Did they
recruit this rube hoping no one would notice his simple ways?
Alternatively, was this man so stupid another agency thought he
could be useful in finding a mistake in CI? Either way it didn’t
matter. When the investigator was finished with this fool, he would
tell them hard information for the security directorate. At least
as much as they already knew.

“I think you know
something,” the investigator told him. “How much is debatable.
You’ve told us a lot, but most of it is preposterous. I think you
are a plant. I don’t know who planted you, but I intend to find
out.”

“I’ve told y’all everything
I know,” the spy said to him. The man, Zinn or human, it was hard
to tell in this light, gave him a good-natured grin. The
investigator half expected him to say, “Aw shucks.”

“No you haven’t. You
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