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*****

I watch a lot of television, up to ten hours
a day. What else do I have to do? Desert TV, the only satellite
company in the New Galaxy, features almost a thousand channels,
including the Alien Science Channel, my favorite.

Humans, when they discovered the New Galaxy
about eighty years ago, were introduced to several new species of
alien. The first, when astronauts from Earth initially landed on
the Pharaoh Moons, as we would later call them, were the Lost
species of alien. That is what we call these creatures, because
most of their history and culture has been lost, caused by an
emergency evacuation of their home planet hundreds of years ago.
They immigrated here, making the Moons their home.

The Lost people are also some of the most
exotic of aliens. Very tall, rail–thin, with abnormally long arms
and legs, milky white skin, egg–shaped heads, with large eyes
almost black in color, the fingers very long. Their heads are bald
and the mouth is a slit. They have no noses, just holes to breathe
through. They are perfectly androgynous, so they choose a gender,
usually giving themselves a female name so as not to confuse the
hapless humans and other species of alien that have to deal with
them. They reproduce independently, but do have sex with each
other, or so I’ve heard. They are the only race of alien found that
are capable of asexual reproduction. Fascinating. Also, their
language, a series of clicks and hisses and strange gestures,
cannot be learned by humans. However, they can learn English, but
have not adjusted easily to human colonization in their world. But
they tolerate us, and us, them. Yes, being a vampire seems tame in
comparison. I think that why I find these creatures so attractive,
they make me feel less alone.

I am alone a lot. I think I am only one of a
few vampires on Pharaoh Moon II. My kind does not really favor
space travel. I just decided one day to come here, I can’t explain
why. After nine-hundred years, change can be an even more difficult
thing, but necessary. Loneliness has always been a companion, but
boredom is my worst enemy. What do you do with your time when you
have done everything you ever wanted? I did it all on Earth, being
here is like my retirement, and I am hopelessly bored. But
sometimes just the right thing comes along.

One night, I am watching this program about
the Lost species. The dead body of one of their own, a former
medical student named Sabine, was found ten years ago in an
alleyway off Caesar Avenue, her throat cut, her pale white face
slashed, her reproductive organs removed. The newly–instated Desert
City Police Department, in no way ready for an alien homicide, took
Sabine’s body for examination, but an autopsy would not take place,
because vivisection offends the religious morals of Sabine’s
people, including leaving a corpse for longer than a few hours
after death without cremating the body. The religious beliefs of
the Lost species are protected by law, so Sabine’s body was
released to her family for cremation. The police would have to
conduct a homicide investigation without an autopsy of the victim.
More complications arose days later when Sabine’s ovaries were sent
in a box to police headquarters. No letter, no evidence found on or
in the box, just the ovaries packed into a sealed plastic bag.
Whether these remains were Sabine’s, or a hoax, could only be
proven by a Lost species pathologist, who correctly identified
these ovaries as that of a Lost alien, unique in that these people
can reproduce independently, so they also possess a set of testes
as well. So little is known of these aliens, and there is so much
they keep to themselves, because of their fierce protectiveness of
their remaining culture and each other. There are only a few
hundred left, and just one death seems devastating to them, but a
new birth is cause for long celebrations. Recently, a birth of
twins set off a huge party; I think every Lost species alien
arrived at the Desert Palm hotel here in the city, the massive
ballroom filled with them, no humans or other aliens allowed except
for hotel staff, the whispery, clicking conversations could be
heard behind those doors for days while they drank alcohol by the
gallons. I heard they get mean when they’re drunk.

Sabine was especially unique in her interest
in medicine. She attended medical school here on Pharaoh II, at
Desert City University–Pharaoh II campus. She grew up in Desert
City, but was born on the Mars colony to a Lost species parent who
worked as an engineer for the Davenport Company. The Lost species
is known for being prodigious learners, although most Lost species
parents educate their children alone; they do not want to send
their children to schools where they might be tormented by human
children. Other alien species, such as the short, earless, hairless
Minnat with their stop-sign shaped heads, tolerated the Lost
species, although there’s always been a kind of old hostility
between the two species that goes too far back for humans to know
all the details. As far as the human race knows, the Lost species
were never involved in any type of conflict with another New Galaxy
alien species. They are considered peaceful, but touchy when it
comes to their customs.

However, Sabine must have been conflicted as
a medical student; humans, over the last several centuries, have no
trouble cutting into their dead for the purpose of medical
research, although it is considered a crime to dissect a Lost
species corpse, to let the dead body lay in a refrigerator for
hours or days until embalming (also considered sacrilege to the
Lost species) and burial. Cremation was the only option for them,
almost immediately upon death. These laws were implemented by the
Alien Civil Law Association, the ACLA, and this group of attorneys,
made up of humans and aliens, has offices on every colony in the
New Galaxy, protecting the civil rights of every New Galaxy alien
species. The ACLA made a poster child out of the Lost species
because of their never-ending list of religious rites, which can
only be patiently explained by their many ambassadors, most of whom
speak English, and other human languages. But it seems that the
Lost species is purposely keeping themselves foreign, out of some
need to protect themselves.

Sabine was on Tenerife before the Plague, she
was an intern at Tenerife Colony Hospital, where several hundred
people died of a mysterious virus thirteen years ago. The Davenport
Company had established colonies on a series of small, rocky
planets on the edge of the New Galaxy, Tenerife being one of them.
The colony thrived until its citizens, mostly humans, were struck
by this mystery virus. Oddly, the few humans with immunity were
non–whites. Eventually, after the deaths of almost six hundred
colonists, in a population of only one thousand, the planet was
evacuated of immune humans and aliens by order of Theodore
Davenport, the ’mineral mogul’ who literally owned the planet. Now,
Tenerife was an abandoned outpost of empty buildings, Davenport
still dodging lawsuits and the loss of hundreds of millions of
dollars. Sabine was evacuated with the other residents, although
some believed she had left before the Plague broke out. Her
whereabouts between leaving Tenerife, and then her cut–up body
being found here, three years later, are unknown. Her family
refuses to speak of her. She had few friends at medical school and
at the Tenerife Colony Hospital, but I did notice one person, a
Professor Bianca Rubin, from Desert City University here, who spoke
on this Alien Television program about Sabine’s murder. She was an
Extraterrestrial Anthropologist, who spoke as clearly as possible
about the Lost species.

Sabine’s murder occurred in this city three
years before I moved here from Earth. I did not see the lurid
headlines about her murder, the strange theories being written
about the Lost people’s anatomy and sexuality.

I would have to wait a few more hours until
sunset before I could go out. The disadvantage to living on a
desert planet is that the days are longer, the nights shorter.
Other than that, I have had no problems here. When I need things,
such as new clothes, I order these items through the Internet, and
brought to my door. I do my banking electronically, everything.

I can get around this new city just fine as
well. I can shape–shift, change the sound of my voice, and fly
certain distances. Maybe my fascination with the Lost species lies
in the strangeness of their culture. I cannot help but remember how
white humans reacted to other races on Earth; being Chinese, and a
vampire, I have been made to feel like double the outsider. I also
understand the pride, the protectiveness, the Lost species feel
towards themselves and each other. Although I haven’t seen my
reflection in over nine hundred years, I do remember looking like a
handsome Chinese man; however, my eyes were a little rounder, my
lips fuller, than the other young men I knew. I became a vampire in
my early twenties, when I was an officer in the emperor’s army. I
was illiterate, from the country. I have heard that white humans
think Asians all look alike. That’s nonsense, of course. But when I
look at Sabine’s photographs on the television screen, with her
egg–shaped head, pale skin, and black eyes, I wonder what made her
beautiful to her people; they are so human in their alien–ness. She
wanted to be a doctor, she wanted to help others, she wanted to
help her own kind. Why did her killer cut up her face, take her
ovaries? Her wounds had been inflicted, the police had said, with a
smooth blade, maybe a scalpel. Her killer could have been in the
medical field, and Sabine had been a doctor in training at one
time. The police had followed that lead to nothing, no one wanted
to talk then. Sabine has been dead for almost ten years, and who
cares? I wasn’t sure if I cared, but I wanted to know Sabine, this
dead foreigner, with her human problem–she was murdered.

*****

I walked to the place where Sabine’s body was
found ten years ago. She was found in an alleyway, off Caesar
Avenue, between two buildings. These buildings were a pharmacy and
a fast-food restaurant, now a beauty shop and a book store. The
night was chilly, as usual. I wore only my black parka and jeans. I
am not affected by heat or cold, this has been the case for
centuries. The wind was mild, so little sand kicked up, making
everything easier to see. On nights like this, people come out.

I walked down that alleyway, humans staying
close to the lights. There is a sun in the New Galaxy, but it is
smaller and more far away from the Moons. We simply have no
moonlight here, like we have on Earth. Here, the nights are darker,
and bright lights line Caesar Avenue and all the main streets.

Sabine’s body was lying next to a dumpster,
discovered by two employees at the Big City Burger who had stepped
out for a cigarette. These two ran back and called the police. The
crime scene was secured by the fledgling Desert City Police
detectives, and Sabine’s body was taken away. She had been wearing
a black, button–down blouse, and nothing else, her disemboweled
body wrapped in a plastic sheet.

I caught a nice view of the site of the
future Davenport Hospital. Theodore Davenport, our
multi–billionaire of the New Galaxy, decided to pour some of his
money into a new hospital for Desert City. Never mind that most
Davenport Company employees don’t receive health insurance, and
most Earth–trained doctors refuse to treat alien patients because
they don’t know enough about alien anatomy, and all of the concern
over health care after the Plague had led to a slow improvement of
medical care in the colonies. Up until the Plague, doctors
practiced without licenses on the colonies, and now good doctors
were needed. Sabine was one of many non–humans who had enrolled in
medical programs at the colony universities; the DCU–PII Medical
School was only one of two in the New Galaxy, the other on Alba at
Chase–Hill University. But Chase-Hill was a private college, more
expensive and competitive than DCU–PII; just the right college for
a Lost species alien, others of her kind would be there, classes
would be more affordable. Her parent lived and worked here as well,
so she would have been close to her family. I wonder what happened
to her parent; did this person leave Pharaoh II? Why didn’t her
family come forward, to speak up about Sabine? Were they angry at
her for wanting to be a doctor? So many questions.

The site for the new hospital inspired the
quick construction of medical office buildings in the immediate
area. These box–like brick structures lined the southern part of
Caesar Avenue and Senate Street, the medical graduates of DCU–PII
starting private practices, many of whom specialized in alien
medicine.

I was staring at the sand–eroded statue of
Theodore Davenport that had been relocated from outside the Pharaoh
Broadcasting Company to the hospital building site. The statue had
been moved around the same time the fountain in the heart of
downtown had finally been completed, protected by a reinforced
glass globe to keep the sand out. The rainbow colors would be
squirting, fireworks exploding in the distance, while classical
music pounded out of the contraption every weekend, keeping the
tourists dumbfounded.

I rested my hand on the marble base of the
Davenport statue, looking up at the likeness of the man. He was now
ten years older, a little fatter, still insanely rich. His wealth
was unimaginable even to me. He owned the galaxy, and traveled to
all the colonies, making several trips a year to Earth, through the
wormhole, back to the Milky Way. He had a son at Harvard, his
children would be educated at Earth colleges, so
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