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– for love lost, and for love found –
This is a single short story excerpted from my short story collection, More Lost Memories. More Lost Memories is a companion book to my novel, Forget What You Can’t Remember. As I was writing that novel, I kept finding that certain interesting things that popped up there had to go unwritten (or be set aside) since they weren’t relevant to the story of that book.
What happened to the two guys who were supposed to be running the zombie survival course? What would the experience of a mixed martial arts competition be like for someone with an amazing sense of smell? What are the stories behind Fantastician’s other encounters? What about the details of Lance’s restaurant? And, what did Brady work on after the stunning conclusion of the novel?
This story, 'The Greater Good', is more of a series of philosophical dialectics than it is a proper story. It explores a complex ethical situation from the perspective of a group that emphatically denies that it has a right to life, or any say in whether it lives or dies. It uses entirely fictionalized religious iconography, dogma, and symbolism to examine issues and situations you may recognize from the world around you. When one group is unable or unwilling to take a stand or defend itself, deferring entirely to another, whose right is it to protect or destroy any one -or all- of that group? Read on, to explore these ideas and more.
-Teel McClanahan III
“Really? Hasn’t it been, like, eight hundred years since the last of the Triskelion opposition was defeated? I’d have thought this would have happened back then if the prophecies were being correctly interpreted.”
“You know the scriptures, right?”
“Of course. Doesn’t everybody?”
“Sure, but we each interpret scripture individually. Think about the prophecies. They said the desolation of the Triskelion abomination from the Earth would only come when the generation of opposition had passed away.”
“Which they did, eight centuries ago.”
“But it didn’t say how soon after the generation had passed away it would happen. Think about the other parts of the prophecy that said that no one would know the day or the hour of desolation. Or look at it this way; there’s the part where it says that when the time of desolation comes, every Triskelion everywhere on Earth would know at once that the time had come. It says that the sign would be made by a loud noise and a bright light from across the sky. Isn’t that a scriptural description of television? Sound and light sent across the sky so that people everywhere will know the good news at once?”
“I guess so...”
“Don’t tell me you aren’t ready to give up this parasitic existence and leave the world in peace.”
“If I weren’t, I’d be the opposition myself, wouldn’t I? Then the whole thing would have to start over.”
“Not necessarily; you’d just have to die before the rest of us.”
“Which, if I were in opposition, I wouldn’t want to do. Wasn’t that the entire point of opposition? Claiming some sort of bizarre right to life?”
“Not just a right to life. Some of them claimed that Triskelions weren’t an abomination. The opposition philosopher Klume went as far as to claim that we represented a unique beauty that deserved to be preserved and protected.”
“Beauty? Triskelions? Was Klume blind, deaf and dumb?”
“Two out of three, yes. He claimed that his blindness allowed him to see the true beauty of our place in the world. Clearly, he was dumb to believe his own twisted rhetoric.”
“I didn’t mean dumb as in stupid, I meant--”
“I know, I know. And Klume would have been better off if he hadn’t been able to speak. He became an outcast, lost the protection of the elders, and was killed by Danitoreans the way we all deserve to be; mercilessly.”
“Good for him. I know I hope and pray daily to be half as lucky as that. If this is for real, maybe I’ll finally be allowed to be killed.”
“Maybe we all will be.”
• • • •
“I thought we’d have to go to war. Doesn’t the scripture say the Danitoreans will raise an army against us?”
“They are raising an army, but not against us. The Tuvali to the South, and our Celadarian allies across the sea have said they won’t allow the Danitoreans to commit genocide against any of their allies, and have committed troops to defend us against the coming desolation.”
“Haven’t our bishops explained that we’ve been waiting for this to come to pass for dozens of generations? What part of our abominable existence do they want to see preserved in the world? Even our little children know inherently that Triskelion existence is a cursed one, and a blight on the land. Why else would mortality rates be so high among our offspring too young to know better than to kill themselves?”
“I know this, and you know this, and no matter how vociferously Triskelions try to clarify this to our diplomatic and trade partners, they don’t seem to understand us. Of course, true believers can’t actually ask for death, so that might be part of the problem.”
“Well, sure. If we believed we had a right to death, we’d all have been dead long ago. Just because we all wish we were dead, and we know we deserve to be dead, doesn’t mean we believe we have any right to death.”
“Oh, you don’t have to tell me. Tell the religious fanatics who have been organizing marches all over. Tell the ones who have been picketing the sites where clinics are going up in the capital. They’re saying that going along with this peacefully is the same as claiming a right to death.”
“How can they say that being killed by those who have the right to do as they please is the same as Triskelions -who have no rights- choosing to die?”
“Well, choosing to go into one of the clinics is the same as choosing death, in a way. So if you believe you have the right to choose to accept what’s waiting for you in the clinic, you’re saying in effect that you believe you have the right to die. That’s their argument, anyway.”
“What if the Danitoreans rounded us up, without our individual permission and without warning, and took us to the clinics? I’ve heard rumor of that as a proposed bureaucratic option the church was considering, to keep such choices out of the hands of the laity.”
“As far as I know, that’s just a rumor. If the bishops made such a suggestion or consented to such a thing, it would be the same as having the people as a whole choosing death. Our religious leaders are our representatives, so their choices and actions reflect on all Triskelions, before other nations and before God. It would be meaningless to take the choice out of the hands of the laity, if such action had been chosen by the clergy.”
“So we have to hope the Danitoreans come up with the idea on their own?”
“I’m pretty sure that as bad as we make life for them, they won’t need to be encouraged to do whatever it takes to get rid of us.”
“Tell that to all the generations of Triskelions that came before us. Tell that to every Triskelion who wished -for their own sake as well as for the greater good of all- that they could die, but who knew better than to presume that it was their own choice to make. Why didn’t the Danitoreans do whatever it took to get rid of us eight hundred years ago, when the last of the opposition was gone?”
“That’s not for us to say, and you know it. We aren’t supposed to try to understand, we’re merely supposed to be Triskelions. To embrace the horrid life we’ve been given, to be infectious parasites, to disgust not just the Danitoreans and anyone else wise enough to see us for what we are, but to disgust even ourselves with our very existence. It is not our place to question why we live, but to live.”
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