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Oceana, Earth's Moon. April 2326.

"So, how did you get involved in 'Voice of the Moon?'"

"It was my own fault, actually," Braava said, puffing a cigarette. The cameraman gave him just the slightest bit of encouragement, and Braava dug in. "I was tired of making music videos."

They were sitting together at a lounge. The floors and walls were the dirty white of a place that received much more traffic than cleaning. They were belted into their chairs, which were themselves clipped onto the floor.  Not far from them was a thick glass view of the ground about three meters below. The glass had become clouded and was turning slightly purple due to years of exposure to the harsh radiation of the moon. Their view was partly eclipsed by thick protective bars, but from their chairs they could see beyond them the plains of Oceana in the distance. The shipyard, however, took up most of the view. Spacecraft were arriving and departing as the spaceport conducted it's business.

Mo, the cameraman, was wearing a recording rig. Carlos, the producer, was somewhere working on their visa. They found a rec area with a good view of the shipping yard. They all had grown terrible beards, and looked awful in their traditional Berkut space suits. Their helmets were off, on the table so that they could be put on in a moment. 

The light winked out as Mo turned off the camera. "Sorry, man," Mo apologized. "I can't concentrate." 

There were hundreds of similar Berkut-clad refugees. Mostly women and children, although more than a few men. Fyodor looked back, and as much as it hurt, really looked at them for a minute. He had software that could turn off his feelings. He'd been leaning heavily on it of late.

"Are we responsible?" Mo asked.

"How could you be?" Fyodor retorted, trying to console his friend. "You didn't install the Lunar government in Bennu. And you aren't responsible for the atrocities they committed." Carlos, their producer, arrived at the table. He'd lost the Berkut spacesuit, found some comfortable clothes, shaved and cut his hair. He looked like a proper Lunar citizen.

"You can't expect the Lunes not to have wanted a stake in the Aten and Apollo asteroids," Carlos began the same old argument they'd had several times during the trip. "They're strategic. Bennu is only a day away part of the year. And the belts extend around most of the inner planets. And it's not like the Mitsnyy settlers were doing anything with it."

"That's not true," Fyodor reprimanded.

"It is the Lune point-of-view," Carlos ended. "I'm waiting on a friend who can help us," he informed them. "You can help by not looking like refugees." Carlos slapped a velcro plastic bag on the table. It contained fresh clothes, soap, scissors, and razors.

"I found some showers. Hold on a minute." Carlos looked like he was distracted. "My guy's here. Just a minute. I'll be back for you guys."

"He's cold," Mo commented.

"He has to be right now."

"We could have radioed ahead to the capitol," Mo said. "Told someone that the people we were coming with were armed and intent on a fight." When the orbits had been right, the Mitsnyy had come out of their homes to drive out the invaders whose brutality had been chronicled in great detail by radio. They had built up righteous indignation over the whole 'winter' of waiting for the right time, as the news became a constant drip of frustration.

"That would have just gotten us thrown out an airlock," Fyodor told him. "Or worse. Maybe the Seven-Party Union will lead better. We're lucky Carlos was able to get us on a flight to Luna when they shut down the spaceport."

A young girl, maybe eighteen years old, in a Berkut bounded up to them awkwardly. She was still getting used to the heavier Lune gravity, as was evidenced by her attempt to float. She grabbed their table and was just able to avoid an embarrassing spill.

She offered each of them a paper icon. "Saint Therese of Lisieux," the girl said in Ukranian. "My mother made them. For your protection," the girl explained. "She is the Patron Saint of Refugees."

"Is she?" Fyodor asked. "Thank you." He and Mo both took a printed slip of paper bearing an image of a woman they both assumed was Saint Therese. They also found the young girl's mother in the crowd, and waved appreciatively to her. The girl left, to share more of her mother's messages of hope.

"I don't know what the Mitsnyy were like when they left Chernobyl in the twenty-second century, but I can't imagine a people any more spiritual than the Mitsnyy are in the twenty-fourth," Mo commented.

Fyodor had lost interest, and was staring out the window.

"You want to know something that's really spiritual?" Fyodor asked Mo, completely changing the subject. Fyodor was looking out the large window into the Oceana surface yard. "That is," Fyodor announced. Mo noticed he was talking about the sliver of lunar dunes past the yard. " Artemis. Isis. Luna. Can you imagine that primitive man once looked straight up and saw us?"

Mo didn't know what to say. "Let's go check it out," Fyodor decided, putting on his helmet.

"What about Carlos?" Fyodor was already gone. Mo took a quick look at the bag of clothes. It was, hopefully, safe here. He put on his helmet and followed his director.

Fyodor tried a door marked "Employees Only". It opened. Mo and he found stairs on the other side down to the surface level. At the bottom of the stairs was another door that swung wide open into the vacuum.

With a dramatic flourish of feigned chivalry, Fyodor allowed the cameraman to go first. Mo nearly bounced on the wall.

"Oh! Metastatic wall," Mo warned Fyodor, pointing out the indicators that he himself had missed. He'd gotten used to the low-tech people of the Atens. 

The door outside was blocked by a translucent wall. But it wasn't a wall at all. Rather, the wall was millions of tiny robots, each a few micrometers in diameter shaped like grains of pollen. The robots held onto one another by the means of telescoping arms ending in tiny grabbers. Individually, they were nothing. As a group, the mesh of robots provided an almost leak-proof surface that would allow only solid objects, not air, to pass. But, you had to press forward firmly and go slowly, or you would be bounced on your backside like Mo almost had been. The swarm of robots could collectively produce a diffractive display presenting a full-color holographic of the opposite side, so the wall was nearly invisible, except for the warning labels on it's edges. 

His sense of chivalry dissipated, Fyodor had stepped through the airlock. Mo followed behind. Security on Oceana Spaceport was either terrible, or the staff was distracted. Mo and Fyodor  managed to cross the spaceport yard without being challenged in their leaky Berkuts. An embankment of dark moon dirt sat at the perimeter of the Oceana shipyard.

"How about we take some shots?" Braava suggested. "We'll find somewhere to use it." Fyodor and Mo started filming. 

"Maybe get a scene of walking. Something iconic, like a lone wanderer in the lunar desert." Fyodor jumped ahead.After a few shots of Braava stalking across the plain, Fyodor got another idea. He returned to the Oceana yard, found some debris. From it, Fyodor Braava fashioned a ridiculous costume of junk. He threw some more junk in the dirt and immediately began stalking the dunes again. Fyodor improvised various scenes.

Mo started feeling dizzy. Looking down at his air gauge. It was primitive, old-fashioned, and still gave a true result even after decades of exposure to radiation. Unlike electronic ones. Mo realized the tanks had emptied. They were getting by on the air in their suits. He called out to Fyodor. After a victorious shout, they both made for the safety of the nearest airlock.
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London, Earth. December 2331.

"Have you ever used one of these before?" Fyodor asked the pop star. In his hand was a hair net dotted with tiny transceivers.

"No," the starlet responded. "What is it?"

Fyodor tried not to let his frustration show. The back-up dancers were not even paying attention. 

"It's a professional memini harness," Fyodor said. "Memini is Latin for 'I remember'," he lectured. "The pickups get close to get the best signal. It has multiple channels. That gives us options when we get to mixing. Make sense?"

The starlet shook her head 'no', but she took the harness anyway. "How do I put it on?" she asked. Fyodor helped her.

"Do you want them as well?" Fyodor asked about the back-up dancers. "We could do something artistic and only have your legend. They are like muted stars next to your brilliance, or something like that."

The starlet seemed to think about it. "Let's get them too."

Fyodor Braava forced a smile. "So, let's talk through what you want this to be."

"I'm a dancing rainbow unicorn princess fairy," the starlet demanded.

Fyodor nodded. "Alright. We'll go with that." He spent a few minutes getting the back-up dancers set for recording.

"Is this going to take forever?" the starlet asked.

"You know, I have a friend who could do this," one of the backup dancers mentioned, ignoring Fyodor entirely.

"This wasn't my pick," the starlet answered. "Daddy arranged it." That information seemed to end the debate.

Fyodor checked the monitors. All of the performers looked good. Fyodor left the room. "Ready to start when you are," he radioed.

The band began singing and dancing. The recording stage was a rental space decorated in multi-colored ribbon, glowing things, stage lights, and glitter. All had been thrown together haphazardly. 

From the monitor, Fyodor Braava experienced the legend of the five performers. It was, in his opinion, a pretty mediocre performance. He thought about asking for another take.

When the song was over, Fyodor stepped out of the back room. "That was amazing," he said while lighting a cigarette. The performers seemed delighted by the feigned praise.

"I'm thinking we might be able to do a little more," Fyodor said to the starlet. "I mean, really get into the head of these rainbow unicorn princesses."

The starlet checked her back-ups. "No," she said. "We've got a club showing in an hour, and the girls need to get ready."

"Tomorrow?"

She checked with the back-ups. "No. You said it was awesome. Let's go with that."

Fyodor forced a smile. He'd have to tweak up the lame performances in re-mix.

Fyodor stepped outside the apartment they'd pressed into service for a stage. His advance money from the starlet's mom and dad was already in his account. Dragging on the cigarette, he saw a message from the publishers demanding he get them a final cut of 'Haze Imps' or accept their eighty-five minute proposal. He could use the advance for mixer time. He decided he'd just do the bare minimum on the starlet job. The parents, obviously, would be livid. But he had to make some decisions.

He placed a call to Palace pictures.

"Polygram Productions," greeted the voice on the other end.

"Hi Martha, it's Fyodor. I'll never get used to the new name."

"I get it wrong most of the time myself," Martha, the receptionist for the now-defunct Palace, bought up and re-integrated with Polygram, comforted.

"Richard Wellesley had corresponded that I might be able to schedule some time in the editing room to fill out my contractual obligations."

"What time would you like?" Martha asked. "We have Wednesday free this week, and a few openings the next."

"Wednesday would be great," Fyodor told her.

There was an awkward pause. "Is Doug around?" Fyodor asked eventually. 

"He is," Martha said. "Would you like me to put you through?"
"Please," Fyodor asked.
There was a pause. When the line opened again, the voice of Doug Callow, former owner of Palace, was on the line. "Fyodor!" he began like an old friend.

"Hello Mr. Callow," Fyodor replied.

"What can I do for you my friend?"

Braava replied, "I just wanted to let you know that I scheduled some time to score and emote an eighty minute cut of 'Haze Imps'. Your man Richard Wellesley informed me that getting an eighty minute cut for distribution should liberate blocked funds, including the remainder of my fee. And I just wanted to confirm that Mr. Wellesley wasn't misspeaking or misinformed, and that I can expect a check waiting for me on Wednesday."

"I can't promise you anything," Callow said without enthusiasm. "You know that Palace went into bankruptcy. You have a deal with them, not Polygram. If you get us a memorable product that we can distribute, I can promise you I'll do what I can to make you whole. I don't want you to starve."

There was silence on both ends for a breath. "I also wanted to talk to you about my pitch for 'Phobos'. I think I might have mentioned that the option had expired and rights reverted to Hugo Noriss' heirs—Did you receive my treatment?"

"Fyodor, I don't think Polygram is interested in starting something new with you right now." Doug answered irritably. "Let's finish 'Haze Imps' first." Fyodor thanked Doug for his time and ended the call.

Fyodor started home. He'd walked just under two blocks before he turned into an ice cream parlor. Paying for two scoops, he took a table in the back so that he didn't have to deal with people. He rubbed at his legs. The braces were often sore. From his bag he withdrew a worn and marked-up copy of his treatment for 'Phobos'.

"Why don't you pop?" he asked the leather tome. The book didn't answer. 

He'd spent extra for the leather and pulp media. Inside, among the pages of dialog, legend, and setting were twelve beautiful images giving a sense of how Fyodor Braava had envisioned his adaptation of Hugo Noriss' apocalyptic tale of pride and sorcery.

The printings weren't cheap. He'd sent almost one hundred of them to production companies around the city. Doug Callow and Polygram were unlikely. Their relationship was strained now over 'Haze Imps'. 

No calls had come back. He felt like a law of numbers should have gotten him some kind of response by now. 

While he thumbed through the review copy, Martha from Polygram sent a message. There had been a misunderstanding and Fyodor would need to rent the editing room and pay for a day of a Polygram engineer's time. The cost to reserve the room Wednesday was more than he had available.

He limped to the bank. Along the way, he tried to consider what assets he had left to leverage for a loan.

After securing a loan and paying Polygram's fee, Fyodor walked the three blocks to the special events center where his theater arts group met.  After greeting the other regulars and ignoring the new people, he found a chair.

The group broke into two. The audience took chairs behind a monitor that would let them experience each performance. One member of the group, wearing or borrowing a memini recorder, would perform. The audience would critique. Fyodor took a seat in the audience. He was here more to watch and critique than get involved.

The group organizer, a broad bald man, stood to address the group. 

"You wouldn't think this needs to be said," the organizer began. "This is a memini theater group. If you're looking for stage, sound, or video -  you are in the wrong place." Someone stood and left. The organizer looked at the fleeing participant and finished his prepared speech. "Likewise, if you don't have synaptic transceivers, memini doesn't work for you. Get with the 24th century and schedule an installation. Transceivers are free through the Department of Health." 

The first actor for the evening stood up.

"What will you be doing?" the organizer of the meeting asked.

"I'm doing a part of a salesman," the actor said. "I'd like to work on that."

"Go ahead."

The actor did his best. The memini was a kind-of low grade, computer aided telepathy. The performer did more than say the lines. A memini thespian tried to get into the head of the character,  amplified a little for the sake of drama. 

The group began giving criticism. The first person to speak up complimented the actor on their bravery. "I didn't feel any actor bleeding in. It felt like your concerns were about closing the deal."

The second critique was a little more honest. "I feel like it's a little flat."

"What do you mean?" the actor asked.

"What's missing is a reason to care," the second person answered. "Something above and beyond the script that give you depth : a cold dread of losing your job, or a quiet desperation to make enough commission to buy something for your daughter. Do you get it?"

"It's not enough to be believable," the group moderator added to the second person's critique. "You need to provide something to hook the audience. Does that make sense?"

"I'll write a little legend for the characters in my scripts," Fyodor contributed. "Suggestions about the character's background and motivations. But not all scripts have that. You may have to invent your own."

The actor nodded. After a few more critiques and some questions, he stepped down.

Another member stepped up. 

"I'd like some help with an audition," he introduced. The performer did a memorable imitation of an action hero - full of confidence and certainty. The critiques were mostly praise.

"Any other tips?" the performer asked.

"Try to leave an impression," Fyodor advised. "Dress, or behave, or do something else in a way that is memorable. I have my hats," Fyodor said, tapping the doubly-thick knitted Zhing Pa cap on his head, in the style made famous by the settlers with natural or manufactured EPAS1 genes from Tibetan Sherpas who had tamed the surface of Triton. "I've been wearing this hat while working since my first memini. It's been my mark, in a way."

After the meeting he stood outside with some of the other regulars and had another cigarette.

“How’s work going?” asked the organizer.

"I'm still struggling to get my second big commercial project out of the gate," Fyodor vented. "I wrote a one hundred and twenty minute story, but the distributors insist on cutting it to an hour and a half. With half the context gone, what's left is a confusing mess." He changed the topic. "Do you know who Hugo Norris is?"

"Horror writer. I've read some of his stuff."

"He wrote a story, called 'Phobos' that I'm trying to get produced. It's about a scientist who unleashes a curse of ancient Mars to pull the moon down from its orbit, and about everyone trying to get along after such an apocalyptic environmental disaster." Fyodor tapped on his bag. "Want to see my treatment?"

"I should get going," the other man said. Fyodor understood, and thanked him.

Fyodor took the tunnel to the London suburb where he was staying. There was a bus stop nearby. Under a lamp Fyodor paced. He picked up where he'd left off on his list the night before.

"Hello, could I speak with Mister Leopold?" he asked one.

Warming up, he tried a different pitch with the next : "good evening. I'm Fyodor Braava, director of the motion picture 'Munition'. I sent a project proposal to Mrs. Thursden. May I speak with her?"

He took a break, and lit up a cigarette.

"C'mon...," he said. He looked up at the moon, visible faintly through the clouds and lightly falling snow. He dragged and dispensed the cigarette, steeling himself for another round of rejection.

"Hello, Mr. Preston?" he began with the first.

"Yes?"

"My name is Fyodor Braava. I've developed a few successful science fiction productions for Palace, which as you might know is now defunct. I understand that rights have recently become available to produce Hugo Norris 2231 novel 'Phobos'. I sent you a treatment. Have you received it?"

There was shuffling on the other end of the line. Like many of the people Fyodor had called, Mr. Preston was only sharing audio, leaving the source of the sound to Fyodor's imagination. Finally, Mr. Preston returned. "Yes. Here it is. A physical copy - how clever."

"Well," Mr. Preston concluded, "your timing could not have been better. We've just finished with another production and were looking for something new. Come into my office tomorrow morning, and let's talk about your proposal. Do you need directions?"

"No, sir," Fyodor said. "I know the way. Thank you sir." 

He woke up early in the morning to leave nothing to chance. He put on his lucky hat, put on his best suit, and packed his copy of the treatment before leaving home. Lloyd Preston Productions was a converted home. While he waited, he observed the sparse decoration was mostly books.

When he was admitted by Mr. Preston's secretary, he walked through double doors into Mr. Preston's spacious office. The man behind the desk got up and walked across the room to shake Fyodor's hand. There was a curly haired man with a sincere face in one of two chairs who stood up also to greet him.

"This is Ron Houme," Mr. Preston introduced the curly haired man. "He's a good friend who helps me oversee our projects. I'd like him to join us, if you don't mind."

"Not at all," Fyodor agreed. All three men took seats around Lloyd Preston's desk.

"That's quite a suit," Ron commented.

"This," Fyodor asked. "Yes. It's a similar style hat that the villain wore on my first film 'Munition'. Kind of a lucky charm. If I get the job, I'll wear this through the whole production." Ron and Lloyd laughed.  

"I checked you out, after we spoke last night," Lloyd said. "You're highly regarded. You're new though. You only have only the one work to your credit, that 'Munition' thing. It did surprisingly well. Made five times its budget." 

"That's what I hope we all have in mind here," Lloyd Preston said to check everyone's expectations, "a mid budget science fiction experience?" Ron and Fyodor both agreed. 

"What do you have in mind so far? Do you have some talent in mind? Locations?" Mr. Preston asked.

"There is some local talent I've worked with, and have a rapport with. I'd like to shoot on location on Mars."

"That's good," Lloyd said. "That's good that  you're already on top of those things." 

"I checked with the Norris estate last night," Lloyd continued. "The rights are available, just as you thought. They seem willing to work with us."

They spent the entire day discussing the project. Lloyd seemed to have limitless energy, working through some sandwiches brought into the office for lunch. When Fyodor made his way home late that night, his
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