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            Chapter 35
09:59 - Tuesday, July 31, 2187 (Starship Argon, nr. Reis-91)

 

 

“Mikita, you had better sit down,” said Jameson, alone with Mikita on the Bridge. “I owe you the truth about your parents. About myself, and your parents.” She didn't like the sound of this, but she had so many questions
, and Jameson appeared to have all the answers.

“Well
… Where do I begin…” said the Captain, hesitantly. “Eighteen years ago, my wife died. I’ll spare you the details for now, but suffice to say that, afterwards, I was in a bad way. I needed some professional help in order to come to terms with things.”

At this memory Jameson looked down at his hands. His knuckles were white with tension; he loosened
them off and took a breath.

“I was treated by your mother in the Psychology Department at the TAPCON Airbase. I went to several meetings with her. She helped me, Mikita. She brought me back from the brink, from the edge of a dark, dark place where I had existed for a long time. It would have been so easy for me let go and fall into the abyss
, but she encouraged me to get back on my feet. I owed her my life.”

Mikita sat quietly. She was very emotional, but she wanted
to understand, she needed to hear the truth.

“We grew close in our meetings. Probably not very professional
, on either account, but that was how it was. Her own marriage was not in the best of health. You father was a strict man, always working and away for long periods - such is the life of a flyer. And, well, one thing led to another, and Kaori… I mean, your mother and I began a relationship. It only lasted a couple of weeks, or so. Then, we were both so consumed with guilt, we ended things. I was appalled with myself for being with another woman so soon after Mharianne had died. And your mother? Well, she was devastated by her betrayal.”

Mikita could not stop a tear rolling down her cheek
, as she struggled to hold her feelings in check.

“You were born the daughter of Ichiro Smith. The child of a successful and highly thought of TAPCON pilot. It was not until several years later, when you were eight or nine, that your father found out about the two of us. Your mother admitted that the child… I’m sorry…
you, were not his. Then he was killed in the Froome Skirmish, along with your uncle, Yaso. But, by this time, she'd long ceased any contact with me, and I had never seen you. Not in the flesh. Though I tried, many times I tried, Mikita, but she would not allow it. She made things very difficult. However, just before she died she sent me a photograph. The one I showed you earlier.”

Mikita nodded. Her tears flowed freely.

“You’re probably wondering why I never came for you, after you were orphaned.”

He paused again to collect himself.

“Oh, the amount of times I drove down to the Kid’s Project and sat outside in my car. But I had no proof. And you were already in the TAPCON system, getting care. What would have been the point in disrupting your life? A strange man coming in and telling you that you were his daughter? What could I have given you?”

Jameson was struggling. He was on the verge of tears himself. Tears of regret, tears of remorse, for what he’d done - and for what he had not.

“I’m so sorry, Mikita,” he said, standing up. “Sorry to cause you this pain. I do hope you can forgive me at some point.” Jameson walked towards the door of the Stateroom.

“Wait, um -” She didn’t know what to call him. ‘Father’ was wrong.
Not yet.
She carried on: “I’m sorry I said those things before. I too have done wrong.”
If you only knew… “
Perhaps we can turn some of these wrong things into rights. Together?”

Jameson was delighted. “Yes, Mikita. I’m sure we can.” He said, then paused, thinking what to say next.

“So, will we start as friends?” said Mikita.

“Yes, friends - that’s good. I’d like that,” Jameson replied. “Friends it is.”

 

 


Chapter 36
11:30 - Tuesday, July 31, 2187 (TAPCON Towers, Muhaze, Tapi-36)

 

 

Tamashito looked out of the cylindrical, glass lift. Muhazians were getting smaller and smaller as the podule shot up the front of the building. The view over the landscape of Muhaze was quite vertigo inducing, but yet, there was such beauty, such hope. And here he was, in one the most despicable and degenerated places he could imagine.
Not for long,
he told himself.
Herra, help me.
Tamashito arrived at the top floor and walked out of the elevator.

Directly in front of him was Ulysses Flugg, sitting at his desk
, twitching like a small mammal.

“Good morning, Dr. Tamashito. You are here for your 11:45 with Mr. Sempre, I take it?”

“Yes, Flugg. I am.”

“Please take a seat. You’re a bit early, but I will check if Mr. Sempre will see you now,” he said, as if doing Tamashito a great favour.

“Thank you, Flugg,” the Doctor replied.

Flugg got up and disappeared around the corner like a mouse to its hole.

Tamashito was feeling nervous, but he was making every effort to retain an Earth-based poker-faced exterior. He was about to break every rule that he went by. Every last vestige of respect that he held for human existence was about to be dashed in the next half hour.

But he had to do it
.

He
wanted to do it.

Flugg
came back. “Yes, Doctor. Mr. Sempre is ready for you now. Please, come this way.”

Tamashito followed Flugg
as the weasely secretary retraced his steps back down his warren run.

Outside the office, Flugg made a polite knock on Sempre’s door, waited for the usual muted reply and swung the door open for the Doctor.

Tamashito entered.

S
empre was standing over at the entrance to the Cryonics System. He looked edgy. “Good morning, Dr. Tamashito. And thank you for coming so promptly.”

“Good morning, sir. It is my duty
, and honour, to help.”

“Well then, let’s get to work,” he said, flicking his hand at Flugg to leave them
alone.

“With great pleasure, sir,” said Tamashito, hoping Sempre could not detect the hint of gleeful malevolence in his reply.

Sempre held his palm up to the sensor and the bookcase moved. He did the retina test and they were in. Bigsby’s voice came on from above, as usual.

“Good morning, Mr. Sempre. Good morning, Dr. Tamashito. What a pleasure it is to have you
both -”

“Yes, Bigsby… and likewise,” spat Sempre. “Now, we are in a great hurry today
, so can we speed this up, please? You have alerted father, yes?”

“Yes, Mr. Sempre, certainly, sir. Air Marshall Sashan is waiting for you. Please go through to the -”

“Thank you,” said Sempre, cutting Bigsby short.

Tamashito and Sempre put on their suits in silence
, then waited for the camera eye to click and the Actionglass door to open.

Swizzzshumpf!

They entered the darkened chamber.

“Will we do the repairs for Air Marshal Sashan first, or shall we awaken my mother, Doctor?” asked an eager Sempre.

“We will begin the regeneration of your mother first, sir. We can then leave the machines to run while I replace the graphite nodes in the dome interior.”

“Oh, yes. Very good, Doctor. Please, after you.”

Tamashito headed for Mayette Froome’s capsule. He could feel his pulse increase as he walked across to the glass tomb and looked down into the nitrogen gas.

Hate filled his mind.

He removed his electronic tablet from his case and punched some numbers into it - random numbers just to make some bleeps and blonks; just to lead Sempre into believing that he was actually doing something useful.

“Oh, this is such a happy day, Doctor,” said Sempre, trying to convince himself that he actually felt something for his mother. “Such a happy, happy day…” His voice trailed off, unconvincingly.

“Just a few more minutes of programming and I will be done here, sir. It will take approximately 30 minutes for the process to complete itself, so, perhaps, you could inform Air Marshal Sashan that we are ready to make the node corrections? That would be most helpful, Mr. Sempre.”

Sempre nodded and
went over to Sashan’s dome.

Tamashito was controlling himself perfectly. He was in a lab
- this was his territory. However, a dark mood had descended upon him. A darkness he had often felt for the three individuals now in the systems room with him, yet had never given vent to. But here, surrounded by technology and scientific equipment, he found the strength and superiority of mind that allowed him to work calmly, clinically and with the utmost precision. He knew that he had the self-belief to accomplish anything he desired. All that was left to do was switch off his emotions and become numb to his better moral judgement. What was to follow would be a physical act and nothing more.

Looking over at Sempre,
the Doctor could see that the lights inside the dome had come up and heard the usual radiophonic drivel as Sashan began to speak. ‘Dear boy… David my son… How glad… blah, blah, blah…’ It nauseated Tamashito - the distant, superiority of it all.

By now, the regeneration process had begun. It was
really only a matter of switching the green button on the side of the casket to ‘REGENERATE’. Tamashito left it to do its deadly work. Of course, the technology was not ready - nowhere near it. It was a sham. Mayette Froome would be dead in minutes.

He went over to Sashan’s enclosure. Tamashit
o’s tone was flat and lifeless: “Good morning, Air Marshal Sashan. It is Dr. Tamashito here, sir.”

 

Hello-Doctor
-nnmmmnn-
and-thank-you-for
-nnmmmnn-
coming-so-quickly.”

 

“It is my pleasure, sir,” said Tamashito.

 

“I-trust-the-repairs-will
-nnmmmnn-
not-take-too-long?”

 

“Oh, no, sir. It is only a few minutes work,” replied the Doctor, reassuringly, then set to work.

The graphite nodes
did
need replacing, that much was true. Bigsby wouldn’t have allowed Tamashito into the Cryonics Systems if there hadn’t been an appropriate reason. And Tamashito
was
replacing them - but he was also making a few more ‘minor adjustments’. A few things that Bigsby would probably not approve of…

“Almost there, sir. Shan’t be a moment. Sometimes these nodes are a bit fiddly.”

 

“I-quite-understand-Doctor
-nnmmmnn-
There-is-no-rush
-nnmmmnn-
I’m-not-going-anywhere-today
-nnmmmnn-
Ha, ha!”

 

Bigsby’s voice sounded overhead: “Regeneration of Capsule 2 in process! Highly dangerous! I repeat, highly dangerous!”

Sempre looked at Tamashito, with a confused, worried expression. “Doctor, it appears that Bigsby thinks that your procedure is irregular? Is there something wrong with the capsule?”

“No, no sir. Everything is in order. Bigsby’s system is programmed to do that. Please, do not worry sir,” assured Tamashito.

Sempre nodded, hesitantly.

“There,” said Tamashito. “The repair is complete. Now let’s go check on the regeneration, shall we? Goodbye, Air Marshal Sashan.”

 

“Goodbye-Doctor
-nnmmmnn-
and-thank-you.”

 

“Goodbye, father,” said Sempre.

 

“Goodbye
-nnmmmnn-
David.”

 

Sashan closed his eyes. The dome dimmed. Tamashito and Sempre went back over to Capsule 2.

“Now Mr. Sempre. Let’s see what we have here,” Tamashito said, as he pressed the ‘EJECT’ switch on the frontispiece.

Out slide the body tray. A cloud of nitrogen gas escaped in white wisps and plumed upwards toward the ceiling.

“Irregular procedure in Capsule 2, I repeat irregular procedure!” shrieked Bigsby.

“Dr. Tamashito, Bigsby says -”

“Everything is fine Mr. Sempre. Please do not worry.”

 

“Aaargh!
-nnmmmnn-
I-can’t-breathe-David
-nnmmmnn-
My-son
-nnmmmnn-
He-e-e-elp-me!”

 

The gasps were coming from Sashan’s dome.

“Father!” shouted Sempre, starting over to the capsule. “Father! What is the matter?”

 

“I’m
-nnmmmnn-
I’m-Cho-king
-nnmmmnn-
Da-vid
-nnmmmnn-
He-e-e-elp
-nnmmmnn-
meee-eee-eee-eee!”

 

Sempre stood with his fingers on the glass of the capsule. He could only stand and watch as his father wheezed and heaved, desperate for air. But he was not sure what emotion he felt. Once again. Was he happy? Sad? Angry? He didn’t have a clue! He stood at the dome feeling… nothing. Then, in the reflection of the dome’s glass, he saw an arm raised over his head. And in the arm’s hand was an electronic tablet. He saw it smash down on his skull. Then he saw stars. Then everything went black.

 

When David Sempre came to he was surrounded by white clouds.

He thought he’d gone to heaven.

He saw a face. A man, with a beard.

It’s Herra, it’s Herra!
he thought, to himself.
No. Wait. That’s not Herra… that’s…. that’s someone I know… that’s Tamashito!

He realised that Tamashito was smiling at him.

He realised that his mouth had dropped open.

He realised that he was beginning to scream.

He realised that he was inside Mayette Froome’s capsule!

“No, not with Mother! Please! No!!!” he wailed. But no one heard him.

“Irregular procedure!” shouted Bigsby. “Two life forms located in Capsule 2! Irregular procedure!”

Yet it was about to get worse for old Bigsby.

“Capsule 1 deceased! Capsule 1 deceased! Emergency! Emergency!”

After he had knocked out Sempre, Tamashito made a fingerprint of the TAPCON boss’ right index finger on a small piece of forensic plastic. He now held it up to the fingerprint authentication sensor. It worked, of course. He quickly went to the master control area and punched in some code to gain access to the main section of the Cryonics System.

“Good morning, Mr. Sempre,” said Bigsby in his nice, welcoming voice. “How can I assist you?” Then went back to his shrill ‘irregular procedure’ articulations.

Tamashito typed: ‘System Shutdown’ into the master control.
There was a pause, followed by a loud powering-down sound.

Tamashito knew that the TTF would be there in approximately ten minutes time. He left the chamber, changed quickly, and went out into Sempre’s office.

Flugg was there.

“Dr. Tamashito, is everything OK, sir?” he said, as if nibbling at the words.

“Yes, all is fine, Flugg. Couldn’t be better actually,” replied Tamashito, coolly. He carried on walking straight through the office and out the door. He turned and locked it with keys taken from Sempre’s pocket a few minutes earlier, then went to Flugg’s inter-vox and phoned down to security.

“Hello. Yes, this is Dr. Tamashito. I am sorry to report a serious incident here on the top floor… Yes, Ulysses Flugg has locked himself into Mr. Sempre’s office. He has gone completely mad and I fear foul play! Hurry! Mr. Sempre’s life may be at stake!”

Tamashito got into the lift and went down to the front exit. Leaving the building, he made his way along Tokyo Stratis to Muhaze Parc.

He sat on a bench and waited.

He wondered how Janeee and PASIV were proceeding in their takeover bid.

He wondered what Mikita was achieving on the Argon.

He wondered if his family would still be alive when all this was over.
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