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“The only thing necessary for the 

triumph of evil is for good men to do nothing.” 

― EDUMUND BURKE
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Stepping through the newly installed partition separating the girls’ quarters from the males in the parish dormitory, Sarah stopped and stood motionless in the shadows. 

Always in the shadows.

Gentle sounds of breathing filled the air, with the occasional soft snore mixed in. Adjusting for the dim light, Sarah counted the number of sleeping girls, noting the expected number was short by two. Father Nathan would be worried, which meant the good Father's sleep would be troubled. Sarah would have to be quieter than usual when she left.

Making her way from the dorm, Sarah entered the sanctuary from a side chapel and made her way down the naïve towards the church’s narthex. Pushing against the heavy door, Sarah opened it enough for a blast of ice-cold wind to strike her, blowing her long brown hair back.

Forcing her way outside against the bone-chilling wind, Sarah eased the door shut, pausing to glance at the now familiar relief sculptures carved into the door, each telling a story from the Bible. Standing on her toes, Sarah reached up and ran her fingers over the figure of Moses holding the stone tablets with the Ten Commandments. She felt empathy for Moses. 

The great lawgiver had led his people from slavery in Egypt only to wander with them for forty years in the desert before finally being denied entry to the Promised Land. Some nights, Sarah felt like a kindred spirit as she walked about Capital City, always watching and observing but never truly able to fully enter human society.
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TONIGHT, SARAH SMILED at Moses before turning to venture out into the urban mass of humanity called Capital City, the place she now called her home. After a quick check of the knives in the sleeves of her greatcoat and her boots, Sarah walked quickly in the direction of the nearest subway station.

Defiantly marching down the street, Sarah openly made her presence known. On this particular night, she cared not if people saw her on the road near Father Nathan's church or if she was eating at Joe's.

More specifically, Sarah no longer cared if someone saw her with the Inspector in the neighborhood where they had made their respective homes.

Entering the subway entrance, Sarah moved to the side of the stairs, seeming to vanish from sight despite standing in plain view of everyone. She successfully avoided most of the CCTV cameras before boarding a train that would eventually take her to the northwest quarter of Capital City.

Slipping into a seat in the middle of the last car, Sarah faded from view, becoming just another passenger riding the subways of Capital City late at night, escaping from the cold and snow of the streets above.

Watching everything and taking mental notes, especially of the people, Sarah felt more relaxed, the anxiety easing as the train rocked back and forth. She'd spent more time than usual trapped inside buildings with people that day. Sarah had learned to cope with confinement better, especially if confined with Sully. Still, the anxiety from being confined and crowded by those she didn't know had built up and needed to be burned off. Sarah needed to be alone, free from the confines that served as the source of her need to wander. 

Tonight, she needed to wander the city. It was as if Sarah had traveled back in time to when she first arrived on Beta Prime, alone, hunted, and without a single human that took the slightest interest in her safety or wellbeing. Unless that is, it involved significant profit or things worse than being sold for her body parts.

When the wanderlust struck, Sarah didn't fight it. She waited until nightfall and then slipped into the darkness of the city that was now her home.

Capital City took on a different personality after nightfall. Like the citizens of Beta Prime who made their home there, the city did things in the dark that it would never do in the light of day. 

The roar of the train as it rushed through the tunnel and the noise of people living filled the subway car. Beta Prime used technology decades, if not centuries, behind other planets because of its environment. Ancient railroad technology was one such example. The squeal of steel wheels on steel rails could be heard on occasion, jarring Sarah's nerves. With each passing city block above her, Sarah's fear and anxiety increased.

The train slowed to a stop, and the doors opened automatically on each end and the middle. Sarah stood and quickly stepped out, holding her head down, allowing her long hair to hide her face from the cameras. Within seconds, she mixed in with the other passengers, making their way up to the gritty, icy streets above.
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NEON LIGHTS FLASHED up and down the street, calling like a siren to the human throngs laughing and talking as they milled about in the cold wind.

The city’s neon district was a playground for some and a place to hunt for others. Sarah pushed the feelings of fear from her mind, focusing on why she had chosen this part of the city that night to ease her wanderlust.
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It was the current trendy place to be at night — old-school earth-style bars decorated like the famous dive bars from centuries-old videos. Some of them reminded Sarah of Joe's.

Others were modern in architecture and décor, playing contemporary modern music—the kind Sully and Joe hated, claiming it lacked feeling and soul. Sarah had come to agree with them, developing a fondness for the centuries-old classical rock and blues the pair preferred—performed by living, breathing human musicians and not computer-generated music.

It only took minutes for Sarah to single out the place. A glance at the flashing neon sign confirmed it was the place she was hunting for. A faint grin briefly appeared as Sarah shook her head in amusement; people from Earth could be so predictable.

Rick’s Cafe, just like in the movie. 

A brief image of the five-century-old film flashed through her mind, reminding her of the reproduction poster framed and on display in Joe’s place. Sully and Joe liked to talk about the movie as it was one of their favorites.

A line extended down the sidewalk with two bouncers checking those who wanted to enter. Unbuttoning her coat as she crossed the street, Sarah shook out her hair, letting the wind throw open her greatcoat as it washed through her long, dark hair. 
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MAKING SURE SHE WAS visible, Sarah swayed her hips and took long, pronounced strides like a model's. Every man present looked. Ignoring the bouncers as she passed those waiting in line, Sarah approached the door and reached for the door handle.

“Hey,” a deep voice barked. “You have to wait like everyone else.”

Turning slowly, Sarah scowled and then smiled, lowering her eyelids as the dimple on her right cheek made an appearance. Blinking once while still grinning, Sarah reached a second time for the door handle. Giving it a hard pull, Sarah made sure the door opened wide.

Without a word, she strolled through, walking the same way she had entered. She did not look back, certain the males by the door were enjoying the view.

Her smile broadened further when she heard the complaints from women who had been waiting to enter, followed by the bouncers telling them to leave or go to the end of the line.
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