Former Adversaries
Campbell leaned against the door as he studied the handcuffed man sitting at the narrow table. His cold blue eyes considered the bowed head solemnly.

“How long did you plan on standing there?”

“Until I can wrap my brain around what you’ve become, David,” Campbell frowned as he crossed his arms.

David’s sunken brown eyes peered up at Campbell, “You can uncuff me, you know.”

Campbell shook his head curtly, “Not after what you did to Rose.”

“That was self defense.”

“She was unarmed, for once in her life, and you were supposed to be negotiation the terms of your surrender,” Campbell ran a hand through his graying ebony curls. “Would you like to try again?”

“That brat still didn’t need to shoot me,” David looked away from Campbell.

“You’re lucky that Arthur just winged you,” Campbell began.

“I know, I know—if he’d have wanted me dead, I would be.” David rolled his eyes, “Isn’t that just a touch cliché?”

Campbell shrugged, “Maybe, but that doesn’t make it any less true.”

“He should have killed me. It would be better than this,” David lifted his bound hands.

“He probably wanted to, but unlike you, Arthur has self control.”

“Or maybe he didn’t like Rose anymore than I did.”

“She was his mother and you murdered her right in front of him,” Campbell’s outrage was evident in his voice.

David shrugged, “It was bound to happen…the way she lived her life, especially the last few years.”

“You mean the years after you had her husband executed in front of their 15 year old daughter?” Campbell turned away from David, “Have you a heart at all?”

The room became silent except for the sound of the air filtration unit humming above them.

“How’s Sophia?” David asked quietly.

“How do you think?” Campbell asked with exasperation.

“Not good, then,” David nodded and looked at his secured hands.

“No, David, not good. She’s helping to plan her best friend’s funeral and trying not to come here to tear you limb from limb,” Campbell turned back to David.

“I don’t suppose she’d want an apology, then.”

“She’s not exactly in a state of mind to hear one right now.”

“Oh.”

Campbell finally sank down into the chair opposite David, “Why do you think I’m here?”

“To force me to sign a confession.”

“Why would you do that for me? It’s not like we’ve ever been friends. I obviously didn’t foresee this during our time at the Academy.”

“Then why are you here? To gloat? To flaunt the fact that you fulfilled the prophecy and saved your religion?” David asked bitterly.

“It used to be our religion, until you turned your back on us.”

“It was never my religion. It was the one my foster parents practiced, that’s all.”

“Help me to understand, David. Why did you do this?” Campbell leaned forward.

David shrugged, “Who better to lead the battle against heathens than someone who used to be one?”

“You don’t believe that any more than I do,” Campbell frowned.

David shrugged, “Believe what you want, Campbell. That’s the only answer you’ll get from me.”

“Alright,” Campbell nodded and sat back in the chair. “Why kill Rose?”

“Because she was right…I am a hypocrite,” David shrugged.

“You shoved a wooden stake under her rib cage and punctured her heart because she was right about you being a hypocrite? Dagda Almighty, David!” Campbell pushed to his feet.

“Yeah, well…it made sense at the time,” David stated weakly.

“You’re insane,” Campbell shook his head.

“Will that keep me alive?”

“It’s up to your judges.”

“Who are they or do you know?”

Campbell nodded, “Ones who believe in Universal balance. Buddhist priests will decide your fate and we all know karma’s a bitch,” Campbell turned to leave.

“Campbell, I’m sorry about Rose and Luke, and John…and,”

“If you apologize for all my family that you’ve killed, you’ll be talking all day.”

“The down side of coming from a large family, I suppose.”

“It’s a lot smaller now.” Campbell glanced back at him with calculating blue eyes, “Are you really sorry?”

David shrugged halfheartedly, “Would it make a difference?”

“Not to me,” Campbell opened the door. “Your trial starts tomorrow; hope you like Nuremberg.”

“What I’ve seen of it,” David tried to gesture to his surroundings, “is just like Cypress.”

“A little colder, perhaps.”

“Everything I’ve encountered has been cold.”

“Really? Must be you,” Campbell stated flatly.

“That’s very likely,” David nodded.

Campbell started through the door.

“Tell Sophia that I truly am sorry for her loss,” David called after him.

“Losses, David,” Campbell corrected as he closed the door.

“Losses,” David nodded as he whispered.

