






























































































































































Rose Colored Glasses

by Phillip T. Hdams

Tuesday.....
December 12, 2054.....
Seattle.....

Rain. Cold steel rain. Screaming out of the sky like
the angry hand of an avenging god. Scouring towers
of glass and steel in acidic waves. The rain was
constant, part of the city's cycle.

A solitary watcher stared as the rain washed down
out of the boiling sky. A prisoner of his own
melancholy. Seventeen floors below, the street, a
smear of washed-out neon, seemed surreal. Home to
the shuffling masses, wrapped in acid- resistant
neo-cosmopolitan rain wear, as they droned
through the predestination of their lives
like insects.

As the rain rolled over the city,
fragments of memory flashed
through his mind like a razor.
They were gone now. Not the
memories, they still burned. But
those who haunted them were gone.
Nothing left but shadows in his mind.
Jason was gone. Dead. And she
was gone. Nothing but
memories remained, like
smoke on the water.

* * *

"What do you see?"

"What?" he had seen him come in.
His reflection in the glass.

"l said," he could see the
reflection watching  him,
"what do you see?"

"Nothing."

"I see," the reflection
hesitated, "shall we begin?"

“¥es !

"Very well, Mr. Hallis," the
reflection gestured, "please sit down."

He settled slowly into the thick synth-
leather chair. Across the desk, the reflection,
a Lone Star head shrinker thumbed through a
plain folder.

"Detective Sergeant Jordan Hallis," he began,
"assigned to the..."

"Why am I here?" he interrupted.

"To determine if you're fit enough to complete your

assignment."
"To see if I'm sane."
"We all have our own peculiarities, Sergeant."
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"I don't want the assignment."

"According to your file you have two years
remaining on your contract. I'm sure you are aware that
clause 270-3B states that you can be assigned
according to the needs of the company."

icelt

"I thought so. Now, may we please continue." No
reply. The shrink adjusted his glasses and shuffled the
contents of the file. Jordan Hallis was a killer after all.

"You performed admirably at the academy, Mr.
Hallis," the shrink began after the papers settled
in the dossier. "Top of your class. Assigned
to a vice unit in the Barrens after
completing a six month probation period.
Again  high marks. Requested
reassignment to central precinct C-
Tac. Why C-Tac, Sergeant? Do

you find the  violence
appealing?"

"NO."

"Then why? It's a

dangerous assignment."

"To stop it from happening
again."

"To stop what from happening,
Sergeant?"

"People like her, getting hurt,
by psychos."

"Her, Sergeant?"

"A woman [ knew." The
shrink watched him
carefully now. His glasses
slipping down the bridge of his
nose.

"What was her name?"

"Dane."
"Just Dane?"
"Media stunt. She was a
model."
"I see. Where did you meet?"
"A party."
{ "A party, that's peculiar."
"Why?"

"I think, Segeant," the shrink adjusted his glasses
after a pause, "that this would be more productive if I
asked the questions. Now, tell me about Ms. Dane and
this party."

"Protection detail out of the 13th precinct."

"Now I understand, please continue."

"Promotional event pushing a new line. Lot's of bio-
sculpted types, simsense stars, models. Real party
crowd.

"And who were you there to protect?"
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"All of them."

"From who, crazies, gangers?"

"No."

"From who then?"

"From each other."

"Ah, I see. Please go on, Sergeant." No reply. The
shrink waited, scribbled in the file and looked up.
"How did you meet Ms. Dane, Sergeant?"

"She met me."

"How so."

"Said she liked my eyes."

"Your eyes," the shrink regarded Hallis, whose
watery steel-grey eyes were more intent on the dark
recesses of the room than their conversation, "what do
you mean?"

"Asked if they were real or Jiko."

"And then what?"

"We talked."

"About what?"

"Lots of things."

"Sergeant, it would be to your benefit to answer my
questions more fully. What did you talk about?"

"The Barrens."

"She was fascinated by this?"

"Yes."

"Did she like to sprawl, Sergeant?"

NS

"What do you think drew her to you?"

"She said I was trying to change the world. Not
seeing things for what they are."

"Through rose colored glasses?"

"Yes."

"Are you?"

"What?"

"Trying to change the world, Sergeant."

“NO."

"But you were."

"l suppose."

"And now?" No reply. Hallis shifted slightly in the
chair and stared. Silence hung in the room like a pallor.
The only sound was the tattooed thrum of the rain on
the windows and the shrink's breathing. "You became
lovers?" No reply. "What happened to her?"

"She's dead."

"How did she die, Sergeant?"

"Killed by gangers."

"Sprawling?"

"Yes.ll

"Did you try to stop her?"

T¥es

"So you requested a reassignment to C-Tac?"

“Yes"

"To kill the gangers that killed Ms. Dane?"

"NO."

"Why then?"

"To stop them."

"From killing anyone else?"

"Yies:"

"Your record shows 13 neutralizations and only six
arrests over the course of the last year." No reply. "Did
you enjoy killing them, Sergeant?" The shrink never
saw him move. He was just there. Leaning over him.
Screaming through clenched teeth.

"I was authorized! Extreme prejudice on all nineteen!
I brought six in alive! The others wouldn't stop! Not
until they were dead! They were like machines. They
wanted to die!"

"So you killed them?"

"Yes!"

"To stop them?"

"Yes!"

"From hurting anyone else."

I|Yes!"

"Because you had to."

"Yes." Hallis slumped back into the chair. His voice
weary.

"Because it was your duty?"

"Yes'"

"And do you ever dream, Sergeant?"

"Yes'"

"About Dane?"

"Yes."

"About the killing?"

"Yes."

"And do you wake up screaming?"

"Yes!" He was screaming now, again. The Lone Star
head shrinker leaned back in his chair.

"I'm reccomending that you're fully capable of
carrying out your assignment, Sergeant."

" I don't want the assignment!"

"I know. That's why it has to be you."

* * *

The staccato bark of a heavy pistol and the acrid
stench of gunpowder shattered the solitude of the firing
range. The Predator coughed again and again, barely
moving from the considerable recoil. Held steady by
the newly grafted muscles of the shooter's forearm and
wrist. Round after round punched through the target
ten meters downrange with frightening accuracy. Two
more to the silhouette's chest and then head. It was
easy, almost too easy. Efficient. Like a machine. He
had been called killer before, when he was just meat.
Now what? What was he now?

In the palpable silence following the big gun's last
report the shooter heard a footfall. Whirling, almost
faster than the eye could follow, he spun dropping into
a crouch. Fingering the smartgun's trigger a crosshair
sprang to life in the periphery of his vision sweeping
around following the gun's arc, coming to rest on the
forehead of a figure leaning against the wall in the
shadows.

"A little late for target practice don't you think,
Sergeant?" the man said coolly stepping from the
darkened recesses near the door. He was well made,
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wearing an expensive suit and a dark trenchcoat. His
olive skin and slick black hair were momentarily
illuminated when he struck a match on the wall, next
to the NO SMOKING sign, and lit up.

"Lt. Anthony Mancini, Covert Operations," he
paused coming forward a step and extending his hand,
"call me Tony."

The shooter rose slowly, like a panther from a
crouch. The crosshair flickered from life on the internal
surface of his optics as he took his finger off the
Predator's trigger. The shooter lowered the gun, but
didn't extend his hand. Mancini stuck his hand back in
his pocket and hauled on the cigarette. He eyed the
shooter up and down.

"How are you feeling?" he asked casually with no
real edge of concern in his voice. The shooter just
looked at him, as if he didn't understand or it didn't
matter. "The implants, the grafts, the wiring, all
functioning normally?" The shooter nodded.

"Good. The cosmetics are top of the line. Your own
mother wouldn't recognize you." Mancini took a long
drag on the cigarette and then crushed it out. Reaching
slowly under his coat he removed a hard copy file and
handed it over. "Standard departmental precis. Look it
over at your leisure. The target's," Mancini paused as
the shooter slowly looked downrange at the well
ventilated silhouette, "ah... the subject's name is Akiko
Torii. Her father was a zaibatsu, out of the Raku mother
office in Tokyo. Nipponjin. Privileged life. The whole
bit. Then daddy disappeared and the Red Samurai got
it into their heads that he had or was going to jump.
Well, there are rumors, but let's just say the girl and
her big brother slipped through the cracks and
vanished."

"Where?" the shooter asked fixedly staring at the
precis' picture of a fresh faced twelve year old looking
much too serious in an expensive private school
uniform.

"Unknown," Mancini paused, "until recently that is."

"Why her."

"Remember the Raku bombing last month?" he
asked. The shooter nodded. She didn't look much like
a terrorist, but then things and people change. "The
Apostles of the Apocalypse claimed responsibility.
They're radical anarchists. Garden variety malcontents,
lunatics and social deviants. Violent and pissed off.
You know the type."

“Se."

"Well," Mancini paused to light another cigarette, "
the word on the street is that this particular gang has
a leader. A dangerous leader. Called Solomon Kane.
People listen to him. Even worse they believe in him.
The word in the gutter is that their calling him a
messiah. You know, the salvation of the oppressed.
Down with the corps. Society cleansed by the fires of
change. Up with the dispossessed. That kind of drek."

"And."

"And," Mancini combed back his hair with his
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fingers and took another drag, "Ms. Torii has been
connected with a number of the scum that run with the
AOA and she is arriving in Seattle tomorrow."

"So, pick her up."

"And what? Have her head plumbed by one of our
wagemage brain pickers," Mancini continued.

"Why not?"

"I'm hoping that she can lead us to Kane. But, I'm
afraid she might not know where he is yet. The goons
in the AOA are crazy, but they ain't stupid. If we get
too close to Torii, we won't get anywhere near Kane.
Too loose and she slips us. Back to square one. You
follow?"

"What do you want from me?"

"Get close to her. If you can't actually get to see Kane
try to plant this on her," Mancini removed something
from his pocket, glittering silver and gold. " It's a
locater, but it won't transmit until it's remotely
activated. So it's harder to detect."

"HOW?"

"I've got that all worked out, Sergeant. Trust me. I've
got it all worked out." Mancini set the locater down on
the range table.

"Why me?"

"Because the company needs someone they can
count on," he held the shooter's eye levelly," someone
who can handle whatever comes up."

"Why the metal."

"These are crazies, Sergeant. Who knows what the
hell will happen once you get out there. No back-up
on this one. I thought you could use every advantage
you could get."

"When it's over?"

"I've got a nice quiet cell reserved for Kane at the
Metroplex prison." Mancini punctuated his point by
flicking his cigarette to the floor and crushing it with
an expensive shoe.

"The girl?"

"She'll do some light time and then be relocated."

"And me?"

"Don't think the company takes this one lightly,
Sergeant. We know what kind of a sacrifice you've
made already and what you're getting into. You'll get
your choice of assignment and maybe, if I have
anything to say about it, a promotion."

"Sure," he said absently, seemingly transfixed by the
locater now dangling from his hand on it's silver chain.

"Trust me on this. The company will take care of
everything."

At a glance, odds are, no one would recognize Ms.
Akiko Torii. Unless they were looking very closely.
Which Jordan Hallis was. If not for the girl's classical
nipponjin features, which were partially hidden under
stylized face paint and pink round wire framed shades,
she could pass for an amerindian. Braided hair, a
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fringed charm festooned leather jacket and a worn
carrybag completed the look. She hustled off the
Falcon Express bus with the rest of the passengers and
anonymously melted into the crowded confines of the
King Street Station.

Hallis crushed the photo he had brought with him,
dumped it in the trash, and followed. He laid back and
played it loose, even though she seemed oblivious to
her surroundings. As she exited the busy station, it
became apparent to Hallis that her surroundings
weren't oblivious to her. He had made the
Halloweeners on the way in. A big skin-head and one
with a wild black mane and a nose-ring roughing up
a cheap trideo game in the corner that didn't seem to
be letting them win. A sharp

of it. She spotted the gangers as they closed and made
a run for it. But one of them, the one with the nose-ring,
must have been wired and he was on her in a heartbeat.
Hallis broke into a run as the Halloweener grabbed the
girl by the arm. He hooked the closing skin-head's leg
as he went by sending him crashing to the pavement
with a startled grunt. As the crowd began to scatter,
nose-ring made Hallis and slapped the girl to the
ground knocking off her glasses. He came in fast and
low. Faster than Jordan Hallis used to be. Not anymore.
Faster than the eye could follow he pivoted, grabbed
the ganger's jacket as he overextended, and crushed his
nose and teeth with a palm strike. Nose-ring went down
choking on his own blood and mucus.

By now the skin-head was

elbow from nose-ring and
the skin-head abandoned —
the game with a stout kick
for good measure. With

little effort to hide
themselves they began to
follow Torii.

It was rush hour and the
streets were clogged with
electric cars and busses.
Wageslaves, battling their |-
way home after another day
of the corporate grind, fared
little  better on the
sidewalks. With two busses
having discharged their
human cargo in the station
the crush was on in the
street outside. Torii won
free of the crowd and began
walking down the street
with the rest of the rush
hour masses. She seemed
more interested in the
towering buildings around
her and the shops than in her
fellow pedestrians. The
Halloweeners began to
close having impolitely
bashed their way through
the crowd in front of the
station. Hallis was tall and

back on his feet and from all
appearances pretty pissed. He
came at Hallis, in what
seemed like slow motion,
putting all of his considerable
weight behind his Sunday
punch. Hallis ducked
grabbing the Halloweener's
arm and shoulder as he
stumbled past. He twisted the
ganger's arm, intending to
bring him down. Which he
did. Hallis looked down in
shock as the big Halloweener
gasped in pain clutching his
mangled arm. The big bone of
his arm glistened white and
ragged where it tore through
the ganger's skin.

Hallis gaped as the skin-
head groaned and slumped to
the pavement succumbing to
shock. If the Halloweeners
had been sent by Mancini, by
way of untraceable
connections, they were just
pawns. Hallis had just wanted
to drive them off and make his
connection with the girl. Now
they were both lying
unconscious, bleeding and
badly hurt.

well made to begin with,

now that the departmental hacks had added another 15
kilos of pure grafted muscle he topped out around 115
kg, and had no arguments from the crowd as he forced
his way out of the crush of people.

Were the gangers a coincidence, just looking to toss
some unsuspecting tourist, or Mancini's idea of a way
to establish contact. The Halloweeners, chains, spikes
and black and orange leather from head to toe, closed
on the girl. Either way it was showtime.

Score one for the girl, at least she wasn't totally out
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His attention jerked back
into focus when the girl grabbed his arm.

"Time to slot and run, chummer," she said. Still
obviously frightened she continued to pull Hallis away
from the fight, picking up her glasses as they passed.

After winding their way through back streets and
alleys from the King Street Station, the girl slumped
down next to a dumpster, tired and seemingly more
than a little lost. As her breathing steadied she began
to clean and inspect the pink glasses. Glancing
nervously at Hallis she settled the glasses back in place.
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"Why did you help me?" she asked, studying his face
as he squatted across the alley, breathing easy. He
could imagine, or hope, what she thought of him as he
looked back across the alley at her. Tall and thickly
grafted, he had a shock of short white hair. His eyes
were hidden behind black razor-thin sunglasses and he
wore a grey armored longcoat, black tightskin high
necked pullover and blue surplus army pants tucked
into high black boots adorned with chains. Street
muscle, maybe high grade, but muscle all the same.

"Don't like gangers," he answered flatly.

"Any reason?" she continued looking over her
glasses.

"Hurt someone...someone I knew once."

"Someone you cared for?" she pressed a little. Hallis
just looked at her without answering. "So ka, I know
how it feels to lose someone you care about."

"Well, domo," she continued, picking up her bag as
she rose and started to leave the alley. Stopping half
way she turned, "listen I could use someone like you."
He stood. "I can pay," she added as an afterthought.

"Biz?"

"Hai, biz," she confirmed.

"How much and how long?"

"500 nuyen. I gotta meet I have to keep. See me
through it and it's a done deal."

"Good enough."

"Wiz," she smiled and jandered out of the alley.
Leaving Hallis confused. This kid was nothing like any
crazy or terrorist he had ever encountered before. And
he had seen more than his share. But the company had
her slotted as a bad seed. Involved with the kind who
were going to see a lot of people hurt and probably
killed.

Jordan Hallis took a deep breath pushing his doubts
aside and followed.

* * *

Dumping the car Akiko had wired near Devil's Lake
in the Barrens, they skirted the burn zone, stronghold
of the mage Fade, and made their way towards Israfels
in Raven territory. The mage lived deep in their turf
and paid a high price for the Raven's protection. Their
leader Poe owned and managed Israfels. He made your
average run-of-the-mill lunatic seem frighteningly
sane.

They moved carefully through the steady drizzle and
darkening twilight. Hallis kept the girl close, his eyes
relentlessly sweeping the deepening dark. A neon
angel, wings swept back, perching above the door
marked their destination in the encroaching gloom. In
the drizzle the door was unattended and they slipped
unmolested into the dim smokey confines of the bar.
Ravens swathed in black leather were in abundance
along with a myriad collection of gutterpunks and
assorted street trash. Poe held court at a table in the
corner near the bar. Round black glasses covered his

Shadowland Volume 1

53

eyes and a mane of swept back blue-black hair framed
his gaunt impossibly pale features.

More than a few of the gangers sized up Hallis as he
and Akiko took a table and ordered a round of Sam
Soys (the finest in soy beer) from a waitress who
looked like an S & M poster girl.

After the beers arrived, the girl took a long pull and
introduced herself, "they call me Kiko." Hallis
hesitated for a moment as she waited for a response in
kind.

"Dane, Pariah Dane."

"That's kinda harsh don't you think?"

"Feels right."

"So ka, whatever you say," she sipped from her beer,
"It shouldn't be too long."

They finished that round and another in silence
before an elf in a painted coat slipped out of the rain
into the somber bar. He scanned the room until his eyes
rested on the table where Kiko and Dane sat and then
he scanned the room again before approaching the
table.

"Hoi, Kiko," the elf eyed Dane as he greeted the girl.
Kiko gestured for him to sit and flagged the waitress
for another round of beers.

"Hoi, Tzei. This is my chummer Dane." The two men
simply locked eyes and nodded by way of introduction.
"How's every little thing?"

"Wiz. Just wiz. Taking care of biz. You know how
it is," Tzei replied in a sing-song voice. The elf sipped
his beer and eyed Dane. "We all set?"

"Hai. Certified stick. Like you wanted. You've got
the merchandise?"

"You bet. Knucklebones is holding it for me. All we
have to do is go pick it up."

"Great, lets do this thing. 1 have places to go and
people to see."

"What about him?" Tzei asked as he got up to go.

"He comes," Kiko answered.

"That will make Knucklebones nervous. You know
how he is."

"Too bad. Knucklebones makes me nervous. He
comes or it's no deal," Kiko retorted leaving no room
for argument.

"Have it your way," Tzei grudgingly agreed and led
the way out of Israfels.

It was full dark now and the streets were quiet on
account of the rain. A few gutterpunks huddled
together seeking shelter in dumpsters and abandoned
buildings. Tzei led them through the rain towards one
such abandoned tenement. The building was almost
completely gutted and only provided minimal cover
from the rain. The elf ducked inside without hesitation.
Kiko followed and Dane brought up the rear. He was
edgy and guarded as he scanned the darkness for
danger. His attention locked on a shadow that detached
itself from the deeper gloom. A big ork in street gear
with a necklace of small bits of bone came from the
dark carrying a synth-leather satchel. Tzei walked
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forward and greeted the ork.

"Wait here will you," Kiko asked and then joined the
other two. They spoke in low tones and the ork opened
the satchel so Kiko could examine it's contents.
Seemingly satisfied she withdrew a stick from inside
her jacket. As she handed the stick to Tzei, the elf
bowed and stepped back. The ork, presumably
Knucklebones, handed over the satchel. The girl had
only taken two steps when Dane saw a shadow slip past
one of the gaping vacant windows.

"Trap," he cried in warning, dropping to a crouch and
drawing the heavy pistol from its hiding place under
his longcoat with blinding speed. The shadow
reappeared in the window and leveled what looked like
a shotgun. As Dane's smartlinked Predator swung
around crosshairs swept up following the gun's path
projected on the internal surface of his optics. He fired
twice in rapid succession as the targeting scope
came to rest on the shotgunner's center
mass. The shadow's cry of surprise and
pain almost instantly faded to a
gurgle as he toppled from view.
Dane spun, his new reflexes
top-of-the-line, and fired
again. Knucklebones, hit
in both the chest and head,
was dead before he hit the
ground. Dane never saw
the third ork or where he
got in. His beefy arm
wrapped around Dane's
neck from behind and a
wicked knife plunged
towards  his  chest.
Dropping the Predator he
twisted just enough to take
the first stroke on his
armored longcoat  and
intercept the second by
grabbing his attacker's wrist. The
ork tightned his grip around
Dane's throat and began to force the
knife down towards his face.

As Dane struggled in the ork's iron grip Kiko turned
on Tzei. The elf had a pistol trained on her and spoke
calmly, "I'll take that satchel if you please." The pistol
wasn't as large as a Predator or a Manhunter, but Kiko's
jacket wasn't armored. It was enough. She handed over
the satchel.

"Domo, pretty. Just taking care of biz. Nothin'
personal," Tzei grinned wickedly and backed away.

The ork, a vatjob, proved stronger than Dane and by
the centimeter the knife advanced, now hovering just
over his right eye. Dane stepped back dropping to one
knee using his momentum to throw the ork over and
off of him. The ork rolled and came to his feet, knife
at the ready. He was good, advancing on Dane swiping
back and forth with the knife in an abrupt controlled
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manner. Retreating, Dane backed into a crumbling
plascrete support column. The ork grinned and
charged. Dane feinted, exposing his ribs, and twisted
to his left. The knife slashed under his coat and gouged
along his ribs, but he spun away as the ork surged past.
His charge carried him into the column, but he thudded
off it and whirled.

"You're fast breeder. Now you....," the ork's threat
was cut short and his eyes widened at the sight of
Dane's Predator, now back in hand, pointed at his chest.
The big gun barked twice and the ork stumbled back
as the rounds slammed into his torso. His arm went
slack and the knife clattered to the floor. Dane shot him
in the head splattering the column with bits of skull
fragment and brain tissue.

Meanwhile, Tzei had reached the closest window
and, slipping one long leg out, turned to make his
escape. His entire form went rigid and his
mouth gaped as a razor-sharp throwing
knife sprouted from his back. His legs
went numb and he slumped to the
floor with a groan. Kiko leaned
over the dying elf and jerked
the knife out with a twist.
After wiping it clean on

his painted coat, she
retrieved the satchel and
looked down.
"Nothing personal,
fragger," she spat as
the life started to
slowly fade from the
elf's eyes. She turned
and saw Dane watching
her: *Time ' to ly,
razorboy." With Dane in
the lead they moved out
into the rainy dark. In the
lobby of a cheap rooming
house in Purity she paid him
500 nuyen in cash.

* * *

Pariah Dane stared fixedly at the cracked plaster and
peeling wallpaper as Kiko cleaned and bandaged his
wounded side. When she had finished, he stood and
retrieved his slashed and blood caked shirt.

"You don't have to go," she said hesitantly as he
started to pull on his shirt. He stopped and looked at
her.

"I mean you could stay." He just kept looking at her
and didn't say anything. "I'd feel safer if you did."

"You trust me?"

"You helped me when you didn't have to," she said
coming closer. His shirt dropped to the floor forgotten.
"No one ever did that for me before," she continued,
her hand resting hesitantly along the side of his face.
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"I trust you." She looked into his eyes as their lips met
hungrily and their bodies came together. They fell on
the bed like those who had been starved to long. "I trust

"

you.

* * *

She traced the scars, from the muscle grafts, on his
chest gently as they lay together amidst the tangled
sheets some hours later. Her fingers came to rest on the
worked gold pendant that lay across his chest, hung
from it's silver chain.

"It's beautiful. Where did you get it?" she asked her
voice still a little husky.

"A gift."

"From someone special?" she asked looking at the
pendant more carefully. He didn't answer. He simply
slipped it off placing it around her neck so it dangled
between her breasts glittering in the light from the neon
outside the open window.

"I can't," she moved to take it off.

"l want you to have it," he said, gently taking her
hands to stop her from removing the pendant.

"Domo arigato," she thanked him nuzzling closer.
"No one's given me anything without wanting
something in return for a long time. Not since my
mother gave me those silly glasses. It was right
before....," Kiko hesitated. Dane turned so he could see
her face more clearly. "She said she always wanted me
to see the good side of things. And people. So, she gave
me those. Rose colored glasses. You know how the
saying goes," she finished.

Dane stared at her as her breathing slowly steadied
and she fell asleep. He just stared. For a long time.

* * *

He woke late. Later than he had intended, but he
hadn't slept like that in a long time. Dreamless. Kiko
had left a note:

"Taking care of biz.
Meet me tonight at the Glass Onion if you can.
Dinner's on me.

Domo,

Kiko"

Dane dressed quickly and left the rooming house to
find a comm and call Mancini.

* * *

Lone Star Security Services, through spokesman
Captain Anthony Mancini, released a follow-up
statement today regarding the raid in Redmond that
resulted in the deaths of all known members of the
terrorist organization the Apostles of the Apocalypse.
Violence ensued when the terrorists resisted arrest. The

body of their reputed leader Solomon Kane has been
identified as that of one Anjiro Torii whose father was
a highly placed Renraku executive until his untimely
death six years ago. Detective Sergeant Jordan Hallis,
who was instrumental in locating the terrorists, was
granted the departments Medal of Honor posthumously
during funeral services at an undisclosed location.
-Datafax (18:07:23/12-17-54)

* * *

A solitary figure stands alone, as alone as only one
who dwells amongst millions can be, on the bridge
silently watching the dark waters of the river below
swirl past. A pair of twisted and broken glasses dangle
from his hand. Pink lenses cracked and filthy.

They had offered him a promotion. A place in the
company. Mancini had said something about breaking
eggs and then sputtered threats through his smashed
teeth and crushed nose. In the end he was right. Jordan
Hallis was dead.

The glasses fell noiselessly disappearing beneath the
inky waters like a memory. Pariah Dane turned and
walked away. The shadows engulfing him like a
shroud. Vanishing like smoke on the water.

FINIS

Rose Colored Glasses




LIMITED EDITION PRINTS!

Signed & Numbered by artist Steve Bryant
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STREET SHAMAN (above): 18” x 24" Edition of 100—$15
CARTOUCHE (inset): 8 '/,” x 11" Edition of 100—$6

Make check or money order payable to: BRYANT STUDIOS * 1327 W. Farwell * Suite 3 * Chicago, IL 60626-3727
Include $2.50 Postage & Handling.

Shadowland Volume 1 Steve's Ad
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