Tim Miller

Blood Moon

“It’s hot today.”


“Yeah.”


“Humid, too.”


“Yep.”


“Think they’ll do it?”


“How should I know?  Do I look like one of them?”


“I just want to know what you think about it.  I think they will.”


“I hope you’re right.  We all deserve to have our whole damn planet blown up.  It would sure save everyone a lot of trouble,”


“Jesus.  Don’t say things like that.”


“Hell, it doesn’t matter what I say.  I think they’re going to do it, too.”

Steven Smith was running.  He thought he was running from something.  He thought he was running away.


But in the end he was just running.  Everyone was running.


“We need you,” they had told him.  “Your nation needs you.  Everyone you love needs you to do this.”


They had said the word love.  That’s why he ran.  That made him run.  Not anything else.  He wasn’t afraid of responsibility, the job they wanted him to do.  He was afraid of love.  And so he ran, thinking he knew why.


No one needs me no one is me my country is not myself I am not my country’s slave I am not theirs I am my own.


And so he ran.


“Who could have…?  Who would…?  Who would even think of…?”


“Don’t ask who.  Don’t ever ask who.”


They were coming.  Everyone knew they were, but no one talked about it.  Why talk about it?  They were almost here.  Everyone knew.


No matter that what everyone didn’t know was who they were or why there were coming.  It was enough to know that they were Someone, and Something was about to happen.


Something big.


“They’ll start up there for sure.”


“Why up there?”


“It’s obvious.  It’s so much easier to do up there.”


“Well, yeah, but that doesn’t mean they’ll do it there first just because of that.”


“Trust me.  They’re going to do this the easiest way possible.  Maximum effect with minimum effort.”


“Or maximum damage for minimum cost.”


“Exactly.  I think you’re beginning to understand.”


“I wonder who’ll go first.”


“Don’t bother.  Everybody goes.”


“You’re so negative.”


“It’s the way of the future.  Two and two makes four, but we’re got a population of five.  Something has to give.”


“You mean someone.”


“People are things.”


The moon was not a good place to die.  It wasn't a particularly good place to live, either, but this fact was of secondary importance to Casey Bell.  For some reason, the thought of imminent death consumes much more of one's attention than the thought of imminent life.  This is unusual, because life seems to happen with considerably more frequency than death does, at least in a given individual's lifetime.  After all, it is called a lifetime rather than a deathtime.  Regardless, there just must be something special about death that does causes it to always take such a position of high priority.  


Casey Bell wasn't thinking about any of this, because she was too busy dying.  Or rather, it was because she was too busy living and avoiding death.


This task was rapidly growing more difficult.


The Dark Side.  That's what they called it.


It was dark.  It was dark and cold.  It was always dark and cold, wasn't it?  That was the moon.  And this was the dark side.


There was no mystery there.  There was only darkness, coldness, emptiness.  This was not a concealing darkness; it was the background blankness that exists in the total absence of anything mysterious or even anything at all.


Casey Bell wasn't thinking about any of that, either.  She might have under circumstances.  Any other circumstances.  What she was thinking was more along the lines of, "Oh Jesus Christ God don't let this happen why did I oh God no don't let me this isn't happening can't be happening oh God not me why me why now oh God oh God."

Casey Bell didn't believe in things.  The sanctity of life, sacredness of nature, divine intervention, predestination, respect for the dead, the afterlife…  She believed that these things existed, she didn’t believe in them.


Casey Bell didn’t know why she was on the moon.


Don’t you ever wonder why the moon is that weird reddish color?  Don’t you ever stare?  Don’t you notice when the moon is red?  Don’t you ask yourself if it’s setting or maybe even if it’s an eclipse of some sort (but you can’t remember which kind)?  Don’t you ever wonder and stare?


Casey Bell certainly did.  She wondered; she stared.


And there she was.  On the moon.  She wondered why.  She stared at the lunar surface beneath her feet.  It still looked red, even up this close.  She wondered why.  Then she wondered why not.


And died.

Pretty soon Casey Bell remembered that she didn’t believe in death, as such.  Pretty soon Casey Bell remembered that she wasn’t quite human.  Much later she realized that she really wasn’t very human at all.  Somewhere in between those two points Casey Bell figured out why she was on the moon.

And then she wanted to die.


“New recruits today.”


“More?”


“Thousands more.  We need them.”


“We need them?  What are they going to do?”


“Whatever we tell them to do.”


“No, what good are they going to do?  What do we have that we can tell them?  That they’re going to die like everyone else, only closer to the action?”


The klaxon screamed in his eyes.


The barracks was on fire and his eyes hurt.


Eyes.  Red.  Red everywhere.  Red and eyes and sirens and screams and silence.


Room.  Red.  Red room.


No.  Not red room.  Just red.  Blood?  No.  Dry.


He opened his eyes and red was replaced with shapes.  Red shapes.  The shapes began to come in focus, but they stayed red.

