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[ could not help but sigh as ( held wp the gleaming sliver of burnished silver, the Low yellow
Light of my workbench causing the object to glow as if on fire. Carefully I packed it into the
dough-like ball of homemade plastique explosive amongst the hundreds of others. Picking up
the shears (cut another slim needle of metal from the small polished silver serving tray, then
carefully worked the soft metal with file ano burnishing tools, until it held a razor sharp
edge. My thick, gnarled fingers make working with such delicate objects diffieult, but
Khardullis gives me patience. As [ worked | slowly spoke the words of atonement, the vitual
prayers of repentance.

U had fatled my Lord, yet | coulol still feel His hand upon me even as | prayed for forgiveness.
Khardullis has wot abandoned me, and 1 will not {ail him again. | gazed down at the tray |
was usting as raw materials for the flechettes, with the United Terran Federation Logo
engraved in the middle. 1t had been stolen from the occupying General’s mess by one of the
Locals pressed into dovestic duty by the tnvaders, and though the silver would be too soft to
cut through body armor, the blast itself would do the damage. Still, the razor edged shavds
would slice through exposed flesh with ease, shoulo any of the soldiers be fool enough to
remove thelr protective gear as they work. | hao noticed that the soldiers were wearing their
armor less and Less, a sigwn that their complacency had gotten the better or them and the thme
was vight for this attack. Besides, it was the symbolism that cownted.

Sotisfled that my work was complete, | packed the pincushion-looking ball of explosives tnto
the banocuous looking chunk of fake granite, similar to the veal stone used for the
Rockhomes of this world. Carefully ( slipped into the aged suit of personal camouflage t have
held onto as a souvenlr from my time tn the infantry. [ have put on welght sinee my youth,
and the suit closeo with some effort. wWith that | ventured out into the night. The streets weve
abandoned with only spotty security patrols, which was good because [ was out of practice at
stealthy approaches. Still my muscles remenmbered thelr old training and after a bit | felt
my movements once more become smooth and fluid.

L approached my target slowly and observed only minimal security. | had gotten word from
sources lnstde the Terran Leglon that they would nmove thelr renewal efforts to this part of the
city starting tomorrow, in hopes of showing bmmediate results. The advanced guard
watehing the site consisted of only a pair of sleepy soldiers, as this part of the city was
largely wnoccupled. [ satd a prayer to Khardullis, asking for his Hand to guide me, and felt
the rush of euphoria as ( was Touched by my Lord. My senses snapped into focus, and |
made my move through the shadows and around the guards. Often known for our bulk, the
Malvernians’ lnnate agitit@ Ls often overlooked, and | avolded the secwﬂtg palr with Little
trouble.

[ qu’w@g searched the rubble until | spotted a suitable Location. cmefutud [ slid the bomb tnto
place, checking to see that it blended with the other survounding rubble, and thew disappeared



back Lnto the shadows.

[ veturned to the site the next day. | noticed others gathering arownd the site, most (did not
lnow, but a few whom [ recognized as members of the vesistance. The sharvp eye contact was
all the communication that passed between us and [ could see that they were slyly keeping
the onlookers back benind the line of my carefully caleulated blast zowe. | wore the jet black
Crook of onyx arownd my neck which had been given to me by my old unit’s nquisitor. |
remenmber the feeling of pride and awe that an nauisitor would gift something so precious to
as lowly a belng as 1. As thad not yet Learned to vead Lips, the inguisitor had written me a
note, explaining that the symbol was a gift to celebrate my atonement and the occasion that
Khardullis had granted his touch to one of his wayward children. Bven the most hardened
Inquisitor would rejolee at such an oceasion, and it was only proper to acknowledge me as one
of Khavdullis’ chosen ones. [ still keep that wote as a veminder of that glorious day, but until
this moment, [ had not fully wnderstood what the nquisitor had meant.

[ lkenelt on the ground, Lgnoring the shards of glass and debris which tore and gashed my
kinees, coloring my garments with dark blood. Not really shouting, but not whispering, |
began to speak the words of the ritual of atonement. The crowd started to qulet, trying to
cateh the words which [ spoke. As they recognized the prayers they slowly gathered around
me, one or two at flrst, then several more, wntil soon two dozen Kharoullists knelt before the
site praying the ritual with me.

Thelr reasons differed 'm sure. Some prayed for themselves, that Khardullis would deliver
them from this suffering. Some were praying that Khardullis would have wmercy ow the
soldiers who had delivered such wanton destruction upon a people who had raised wo weapon
against them, for Khardullis indeed taught that all beings have value in the eyes of the Lord.
[ however have no such tllusions about Khardullis” mercy upow these infidels. They had
attacked without quarter, without remorse. Even as th% rebullt tn an effort to assuage thelr
own guilt, they did so in such a manner meant to impose thelr way of Life upon the
Malvernians. They were here to destroy the Bimplre, the Chureh, and the Falth. The Bmpire
and the Faith were one, it was the very heart of the Malvernian way of life, and these invaders
were a threat to that way of life. | prayed for myself, for my Faith, for the Emplre, for all the
citizens of this planet who had allowed the invaders to desecrate this world which belonged
only to Khardullis. we all had wuch to atone for, but killing those who sought the
destruction of Khardullis would not be among the List of transgressions which would require
DU YEPENtanCE.

The urge to Look up, to wateh the bonib go off was nearly overwhelming. would not give tinto
my destre to see my own handy work, to give tn to my ego yet again might tip them to our
trop and once again [ would be responstble for failing my Lord. Though | concentiated havd
on the ritual of atonement, my heart was vacing in my anticipation as the time of
Khardullis” Vengeance drew near. [ coulo imagine the human's smug sinile as he reached for
another stone, a plece of what had once been our homes, to toss it asioe with wo disregarol for



the meaning it held to us. This was no pile of rubble, this was a holy site conseerated to
Khardullis just as all owr worlds were. | could almost see the Look of surprise on his face as he
Lifteo the hidden stone, a Look that would Last but a wmoment before the burnished silver
shards would tear through his wnprotected body.

Being deaf, whew the blast went off | saw only a flash of Light, though the sound made the
vest of the crowd jump and fall back. The air swirled wme and | felt the fine powder settle about
me, my face and scalp stinging as bits of flne gravel blew past. | never stopped praying,
never Looked up to see the devastation my bomb had caused. There was no weed, for | felt the
euphoric surge course through my very bebng and heard the Voice of Khardullis cry out in
trivmph. [lenew without Looking, without hearing, that Kharvdullis” will had been done.



