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---------------------------------------------------------------------------------

This (chapter) fanfiction was originally written circa: [XX.96]

The original text was modified for horrible grammar and peace of mind.

The said unadulterated text is available in its original form - but has been changed for purposes of clarity and artful tact (?) in current time.

To those who have been there from the beginning; "Thank you.", but if this is your first time, "Yohroshiku!"  Though the mindset of the original manuscript has been altered to reflect my psyche 'now', the original spirit has been kept intact - to the best of my ability. 

Thank you to those who wrote in saying they’ve read PURPLE and how they’ve taken the words to heart : ).  Thank you to the guys who felt it good enough to spend the time to translate it into another language, and others who spent the time to correct my bad Japanese back then.  You know who you are and you rock!

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Editorial:  Welcome again to the PURPLE REMIX…  


It is so much easier to reminisce about the past.  How cowardly we are – because the past is perfect.  It is perfect because there is nothing we can do to change it.  Clinging to it we stop in our tracks - and we cry in the cold snow.

But we have to move forward; otherwise you and I would be better off DEAD, as we dream about yesterday.  Forget about the past, today I will continue to do this…


If you are UNABLE to fight for your happiness; then 13 angels will cry with you in sorrow – BUT, if you are UNWILLING to fight for happiness, then you have NO RIGHT to even shed a single [tear]…







-01.08.05 Happy Birthday, Elvis-sama.

Act 11:  Endless Chain

section.04:  Final Chain
First developed in 1962, it was recorded that the [drug]’s goal was to create, as we all read about in novels and movies, a super soldier; but in truth - and in this case, and more realistically, it was a project funded to induce the rapid degeneration of the common soldier.  

Science was repeatedly tortured in history - pushed to develop a cure for war induced [PSHYCO-SHOCK], but instead it was perverted into a weapon of war.  Two years after it’s development in 1962, they found that this [project], accomplished its planned ‘accidental’ goal, and had dual effects.  

The rapid degeneration of human soldiers to zombie-like fashion.  However, the second, was that, this degeneration caused a carnal, superhuman augmentation within their victims’ mental states.  Thus mimicking the phenomena recorded in those [texts] from 1582-1583 in Japan’s unification.

The [Berserker Phenomena].  

In 1990-1991 Gulf War, there was only [one] survivor.  This is what sparked the funding of the project X911FTA.    -Experiment 911 – Farewell to Arms.

…

The Chinese man scratched the bridge of his nose as he always did, and made sure the tip of his pencil didn’t hit his expensive glasses before he muttered a textbook reply.  “You see, son, all our pains can be traced back to our parents.  Unless you have two fathers and two mothers you can never have a justifiable point of comparison…  A – second opinion – if you will.”

Dr. Richard Chan coughed.


“Without this comparison you can never really rightfully judge whether your parents did a good job or not; and as always you are trapped following their lead in your life, because this is the only example you had.” He continued.

Ahem…



“Once you come to grips with this, you can gauge better if your parents are good examples or not; and if so then you can change, and move on,”

I’ll see you again next week, therapy needs some time to sink in.

[I don’t believe in therapy.]

…


There was no reply.  His enemy didn’t stand and Ralf was left alone once again.  The chorus finally silenced around him as he stood above what was once his.  Truly he had fought for his life but now it was simply a memory.  Oh how Ralf wanted to feel that emotion again.

…


“ALL RIGHT! He DID it Sergio! He did it!”  


“Yes,” Sergio smiled proudly, his tense fist to his side in triumph.

…


“Did you see that?  Did you see that Sergio?”  Ralf muttered, setting his eyes downcast on the giant crumpled beneath his feet.  Ralf’s stomach expanded then contracted trying its best to fight the obvious shock in his midsection.  Every muscle in his diaphragm convincing itself that the terror had ended.


Ralf’s middle finger eased itself and his arms limped loosely by his side.  Are you dreaming of distant memories, then you fall to a calm state of mind.  It will guide to you another place.  Now that it’s gone, he just wanted someone to cheer for him, to reinforce his victory, to forget all those years he had taken it for granted.


As an answer the gunshot rang and Ralf felt part of his left shoulder explode in a red festival.  He turned around to see Ching 10 yards behind him, the barrel of his pistol still smoking.  


Ralf’s mind exploded and muscle memory took over as his right hand ran up to his left shoulder, instinctively applying pressure and assessing the damage.


SHIT.


Clark rose up from his makeshift table shield and tried to see amongst the chaos.  His earlier praise transformed into fright – his friend was hit.  Every fiber of his being wanted to leap up, but his instincts kept him steady and stood his ground.  He hoped he would not regret later.


Ralf’s thoughts darted back to reality, and he threw his body behind the largest piece of furniture he could find.  In his wake 3 more shots followed him.  He grit his teeth and made his stomach tense to gauge if he had been hit in the barrage.  Luckily for him they had all missed.

…


“GWAI LOH!”  Ching screamed exposing his arrogant stature out in the open.  “Come out!  COME OUT!!”


Ralf grit his teeth.  The damage wasn’t that severe, he could still make it. Ralf bit his lip – it was only GUNS.  It was only lifeless tools, surely he was stronger.  NO MORE GUNS.  He willed himself steady even as his heart pulsed ever so fast and as he tried to not let his bladder go free from the shock.


“ARE YOU SCARED OF ME?!  GWAI LOH!!”

…


The words were clear to his ears, and suddenly all his worries started to fade away. “ARE YOU SCARED OF ME, SON!?!”  Then fear was only replaced.  Why was he here…?


Ching held his breath and grinned as the white devil rose arrogantly from his hiding place, hunching half his bodyweight over the overturned table in front of him.  Ralf’s gaze was tense and ripped into the Chinaman.  Ching’s only reply was his right hand, his pistol perched towards Ralf.


“You are die.”  Ching said.  “You cant have ‘farewell to arms’.



“I don’t want [it], It wasn’t MY fault.  YOU killed him.” 


Ching held his trigger finger and stared at the defenseless man in front of him.  


“IT WASN’T MY FAULT!!!  You killed Sergio.  You killed him.  I will –revenge- him.”  Ralf uttered.  Ralf lifted his left arm slowly and painfully to his brow and grabbed a hold of his bandana.  He ripped it from its hold and shelved it in his fists for all to see.  You killed SERGIO!”


Ching eased his shoulders and grinned.  “Who’s Sergio?”  He smiled.  “You can’t expect me to remember every white fuck I’ve killed do you?”  With his chuckle Ching’s henchmen slowly but surely erupted into their own fit of laughter.  


Ralf didn’t slow his pace and gripped into his palm, and surely he could feel his palms bleed.  “LOOK AT ME, YOU FUCKIN CHINK!”


“Are you so sad?”  Ching grunted.  “Sad, that you weren’t able to say goodbye to him.  This; This Sergio?  You’re a no one!  You will die too!”


The answer seemed to have been ready for 3 years.  He didn’t hear anything, “He will come for you!  If you kill me, then he will come for you…”

Ching burned Ralf’s image in his mind and fired two shots.  In the next instant he leapt for the wall and mashed his palm over the switch.  It shut off the lights and made the room erupt into gunfire.


The answer seemed to have been ready for 3 years.  He didn’t hear anything, “He will come for you!  If you kill me, then he will come for you…”

…


“If you shoot me, Ching, my son will come for you.”


“Hah!  A mercenary like you, who would feel sad for a man like you?”


“Maybe not today, maybe not tomorrow, but one day – [he] will come for you…Ching.”  He grabbed ahold of his red camo bandana with his left hand, and said…


“So sad, white devil.  Your boy never will have the chance to say ‘I love you’ to someone as WORTHLESS as you.”


Christmas day.  White show fell from the sky.  It was just another day.

…


“HE WILL COME FOR YOU!”  Ralf roared.  “REMEMBER HIM!”

…


You don’t understand it yet do you, Ralf?  When a father lives only for his son, risks his life and throws away his future.  When rejected, you can hopefully one day feel that.  


I am so sorry you hate your father.

…


Ching gripped his pistol and went cautiously to the light switch.  He flicked it on and immediately scanned the room.  He saw the white coat and started firing until the slide of his pistol locked back, until there were no bullets left.  He hit his target squarely on the back and it fell over.


“Got you!”  Ching laughed as he walked towards the white suited body.  Ching kicked the body over.  To his horror, it wasn’t Ralf at all whom he’d shot.  It was the last gunman.  


In an instant, Ching’s right hand went ever so heavy, pressure to the back of his upper elbow then to his wrist.  The tenseness in his fingers were apparent, as Ching felt his pistol’s barrel dive downwards then twist free from his grasp.  


Ralf was upon him, totally fearless, Ralf put his right palm over his enemy’s steel slide, pushing it back with his thumb and index an inch out of battery – and rendering it useless, as he had done a hundred times before.  Left hand under Ching’s elbow to resist any action, Ralf pried the man’s hand 90 degrees the wrong way in an incomprehensible position then snapped the pistol from Ching’s hold and put his left palm over Ching’s hear after smashing his elbow over the other.


Solid boots swung hard behind Ching’s ankles, braking his hold onto the world.  “Figure.3 Defang snake” Ralf said grimly above Ching as the man toppled defenseless on his bottom.


Ching’s muscle memory kicked in finally and he launched his right palm forwards only to see nothing.  


“Wait...”  Ching’s bravado broke, his right palm wide open in horror as soon as he knew what was happening.  “Let’s make a deal...  Come on, I have the money, I will pay you double.. NO, TRIPLE of what your employer did okay?  You’re a mercenary right?  You work for money right?  Come on...”  Ching rambled.


“Give me back Sergio.”  Ralf said in a grim tone.


“Yes.. yes.. he...”  Ching stuttered.


“He was my father.  You killed him.  [THAT GOD] killed him.”  


“You’ve got to be joking... come on, it was in self defense - he was hired to kill me – I - me has lots of enemies you know.  It wasn’t personal.  You got to believe me.”  The erratic murmurs erupted from the Chink’s lips.


“I know that.”  Ralf growled.  “I hated him.  I hated his job.  The blood he had on his hands...”  <But he is still my father>, Ralf thought <Ironic again, that this is the only way for me to avenge him… to become as evil and worldly as he had become.>  “It is an endless chain, Ching.  Revenge.”

…

“It will be – an [endless] chain, Ching.”

…

Christmas Day.  I wanted to say ‘sorry to my father.  BUT I hated them all.

What happened to my happy ending?

If [I] cant be happy then no one will…

…

A STATIC BUZZ…

Hey buddy, let’s get it backers.  That what was stolen from us.

“He is not like you, Sergio.  He cannot atone for our sins.”

OFF

…


“No, don’t harm my father!”  came a voice from below.  Sai Weng was beating on Ralf’s legs.  “Why do you want to kill my dad.  You’re a bad man.”  


“Yes, you are evil!”  Ching mocked.  “I do not kill people, I am only a businessman, I sell things.  I only kill those who want to kill me.  Why do you need an empty slogan to justify your action.  It was your father who you should blame.”

BLAME

Give me someone , anyone to blame.  Let the chaotic static stop.

...

ON

Memories flooding my mind.  The rules will never change…


“My eyes, my eyes!”  Yuri called out.  Out of control, and afraid Yuri waved his machine gun and started shooting random fire in all directions.


“Shit!”  Alex called out in frustration and anger.  “He’s in shock.”


“Teme...  (bastard)”  Clark called out.  “He shouldn’t have gone up to point if he wasn’t up to it.  You’re an idiot Alex.” 


“Shut up!  I am in charge here” Alex yelled while rolling to dodge Yuri’s barrage of random fire.  


“Fuck...”  Ralf said, “At this rate, we’ll be killed...  Yuri!  There’s no one shooting you, there’re no enemies!”  Ralf tried to reason to Yuri.


It fell on deaf ears as Yuri hysterically continued to shoot.  The automatic bullpup singing a sweet melody.


“Fuck!  FUCK THIS!”  Ralf cursed again louder as he drew his 1911 pistol from the holster.  “Yuri!  YURI!  FUCK THIS!”  


There was a loud clap of thunder as Ralf’s wrists shivered a bit, not from the recoil, but from his indecisiveness.  The bullet ripped through Yuri’s thigh and sent him sprawling down on the ground.    Ralf prayed that that hit would end it, but quite the contrary, Yuri drew out his Uzi from his belt and started to fire more, faster, more unpredictable, dangerously.


“Kono Bakayaro (You idiot!)”  Clark yelled.  We’ll all die.  Looks like Yuri’s luck just ran out.  Clark stood up, drew his venerable Browning Hi-Power and aimed carefully for Yuri’s head.  If you’re gonna do something, don’t do it half assed! 


Clark fired a round, but he missed the rabid wolf that scampered and rolled around.  There was more fire from Yuri, and one slug embedded itself into Clark’s shoulder.  Clark let out a grimacing yell and fell to the bushes.  


“Clark!”  Ralf screamed.  In that moment, all reason stopped.

…as it always had, the cold steel - and instinct kicked in.  Ralf’s hand swung like how your foot would jerk when hit by those small rubber mallets.  Two shots fired out, the one last.  A precise hit, a sure kill.  


Yuri, like a deer, jerked and fell over limp.


<This is a game.  Clark’s words echoed in Ralf’s mind.  It’s like a FUCKING VIDEO GAME.  Shoot and to kill, and death means only more and more points.  Points mean money, and money means we survive to kill again another day.  If you let it get to you, you won’t last long in this game.  There can be no affection, remorse, or bitterness or hate...>

...


When a [boy] picks up a gun and calls it his own, it is sad, it is inevitable, that pain; it is inevitable that sorrow will follow him for the rest of his days.


To be truly Godly, one must take responsibility for his actions.  That is our mortality, we can never be perfect.  This is our curse, as [HE] laughs at our sorrow.

…


Hello my friend.  Goodbye my friend.  


I remember the past.  Our laughter and our joys.  Also, our pains and our sorrows.  To be killed by the one you love, there can be no other perfect end to the story.


How much we have changed, how much we have sacrificed.  Blaming ourselves for our shortcomings, the past seems so trivial.  It’s so easy to create life, so hard to nurture it, yet so easy to end it.  This is the irony of the world.


I KILL YOU.  I HAVE MADE A CHOICE


…and that choice.  When [love] becomes [hatred], if only to justify your convictions…  I SET YOU FREE, partner.


“CLARK!”


The empty brass shell leapt above.  Hopeful, defiant, and passionate.  An empty brass shell wanted to reach the heavens, up until the last moment, when it stopped in mid air.  Then the Earth took hold…  gravity welcomed it back to pain.


Sayonara, Aibou {Goodbye, partner}


The hammer roared down as if the fist of judgment.  Its forged steel and another link was put into place, into the cruel way of the world.  This chain.


Right or wrong, this was what happened and will be chiseled into time.  You cannot regret the past.  Each moment, each static picture will shape the future.  Whether you let it affect your own life, or drive you to destroy the others’ future.

MAYBE IT’S A SIGN, WHEN WE KISS they’re PERFECTLY ALIGNED.

…and when you scan the radio, I hope this song will guide you.
Memories shaping our future.  Please, I beg of you, fight it.

OFF

Static…  Just static.  Then, darkness.  

…


“Shut up!”  Ralf yelled as he kicked Sai Weng aside and grabbed a fistful of Ching’s hair.  Ralf shoved his pistol head into Ching’s mouth.  “Blow it!”  Ralf roared.  “You slime!  I hate you....”


Saliva slid down the barrel as Ching started to choke and his teeth chattered on the black steel in his fright.  


“This is for Sergio.”  Ralf whispered...


“No...!!!”  Sai Weng shouted.


“Wait...  Ralf!”  Clark yelled as he got up.  

...


“My father is the best there is.”  Ralf said to his grade school classmates.  “He is a secret agent.  Cool huh?  He shoots bad guys and is a hero.”


In war when you kill someone, you’re a hero...  But in the peaceful world, it doesn’t work that way.  Criminal or executioner, you’re all murderers.

...


How things have changed since that time...  When Ralf was still a child.  All broken with the truth.  The knowledge and truth.  His realization of the world his father lived in.

...


“...and another link to the endless chain...”  Ralf blew a hole through the back of Ching’s head that send chunks of head in all directions.  


The silence that ensued afterwards was deafening.  Clark slumped in exhaustion on a chair.  Sai Weng sobbed spastically next to his father’s ground up body and cradled it in his arms.  


“FUCK!”  Ralf cursed and threw the empty magazine to the floor and loaded in a new one with an authourative hit as the slide slammed into place.

He raised it and pointed it to Sai Weng.  


Clark was denied his rest and leapt up at the sudden chaos - he ran and threw his right hand down onto Ralf’s pistol as he had been trained.  Putting himself between Ralf and the boy, he hunched 75% of his weight downwards as he thrust his left hand up behind Ralf’s elbow.


He knew the move well.  In retaliation Ralf lowered his center of mass to counter the weight and slammed his left palm over his own right thumb as son as he felt Clark pull back.  Then the hand slammed the slide of his pistol back into battery before moving it to counter Clark’s controlling hand.


Ralf’s rage stopped for a moment when he saw the blonde man fearless in front of him.  His indecisiveness was all Clark needed.  That moment when Ralf didn’t fire the trigger was all he needed to swerve to the side from the line of fire, he pushed the gun’s muzzle skywards.  It fired and made Ralf winch to the side from the sudden flash, the empty shell that spat out hitting him on the forehead.  By the time Ralf could reorient himself, it was too late – Clark, totally unfazed by the flash acted – he wrapped all of his left bicep around Ralf’s wrist, his right forearm pushing the barrel of the pistol back towards Ralf.


Planting his right foot into the ground, Clark released a push kick into his friend, releasing the gun and heaving Ralf backwards.


What the FUCK do you think you’re doing.  Have you gone insane?  The kid isn’t part of the contract.


“You don’t understand at all you selfish bastard!”  Ralf spat back.  “All you know is deals.. and money.. and killing.  You’re nothing but a butcher.”


No it’s you who’s trash!  You’re the one who gets personal vendettas mixed up in business, and that’s what fucks you up!  Remember Alex?  You were always his favorite and kept you off point.  I hated him for it, but I knew that couldn’t do anything, because it was part of the business, to send one man off for the sake of the whole platoon.  If I had let it get to me, I would be dead by now, just like how fucked up YOU are.

...


“Okay Clark, it’s showtime.”  Alex called out as signaled that it was his turn (again) to go act rooster.


Rooster is a term used back in ‘Nam.  It refers to the ‘point man’, someone in the platoon who is sent out ahead of the rest of the group, short of a human sacrifice, to draw out snipers, traps and mines.  When the ‘rooster’ would ‘crow’ it would mean that there were dangers up ahead.  A mandatory sacrifice for comradeship.


Clark knew he wasn’t in good terms with Alex, their troupe commander.  Alex always liked Ralf the best.  However, unlike Ralf who was unstable and emotional, Clark never became bitter.  He took it all in stride, and with every time he came back alive, he saw it as a gift.  A chance to prove himself.  It became a game to Clark, as to who would be the last to stand.  Like a group of moths who circle the flame.  If you don’t go near enough, you’ll go down the first time you pass the flame.  Clark became calculating, and remorseless.  


He played the game, and loved the feeling of how he could win it by the rules.  Stay alive and you win to try your luck again, but in truth, the game was playing him.

...


Ralf’s temples fumed and he sent his fist towards Clark’s solemn face.  Clark slid his arm under Ralf’s, this sent his punch off.  Clark then rammed Ralf’s abdomen with his elbow and coiled his arms around Ralf’s waist.  With all the strength he could muster, Clark flipped Ralf over as easily as a cheerleader would flip a baton, and send Ralf’s back dropping down to his jagged knee.  Ralf tensed and in an instant reached for his waist and grabbed on to Clark’s arm, and like a gymnast spun around avoiding the backbreaker.  Upon hitting solid ground, Ralf dug his heels deep and charged with his fist leading, Clark followed suit, and they both hit each other’s lungs, knocking the air out if it.  They both twisted simultaneously and sent a backhand to each other’s face.  They wobbled for a second and dug uppercuts into each other’s stomachs.  Clark wobbled back while Ralf knelt and spat blood.  


Still not satisfied, Ralf charged and send a hundred fists punching up towards Clark.  Clark saw the move and countered it identically.  Knuckle met knuckle and the shattering claps resonated down their arms and bones.  Still noone gained the upper hand.  


Ralf let out a yell and with that his fists burst out in flames.  Clark could hardly keep up, since the force of Ralf’s punches was overwhelming, that, couples with the flames needed his full effort to keep them at bay.  


“How’s THAT!”  Ralf called as he kept the flames dancing on his fists.

…


You know nothing but to yell and scream in your bitter world.  Unlike you, I live with the cards dealt to me.  I learned from the times I was at point.  Bitterness and hate don’t exist in my world.  I mold it to my advantage.  You don’t need to be just strong when you’re at point.


Clark dealt his secret hand and increased the rhythm of his beating.  He kept up with the power of Ralf’s barrage and more.  His punches would keep in pace with Ralf’s, just keeping them away from hitting, but now he became faster.  For every punch Ralf would send, Clark would reply with two, and to Ralf surprise, he couldn’t counter all of Clarks hits.  More and more punches would get through his wave and hit him in the chest.  One by one Clarks fists would break through and pound Ralf’s lungs.  At the brink of exhaustion, Ralf gave in and Clark ground him up, his punches lifting Ralf up an inch and then two then three off the ground, and it ended with a full swing which sent Ralf sprawling to the ground, spasming like a fish out of water.  

…

It stopped, because the weakness had been replaced.  We have to move forward one way or another.

…


“He’s just a kid.” Forget him.  More guards are coming, lets make a break for it.


Ralf stood up in frustration and wiped the blood from his chin and lips.  He switched his gaze at Sai Weng who’s tears had dried up.  


Ralf ripped a loose tatter from his white sleeve to wipe Ching’s blood from the rest of his neck and let it drop to hell.  When Ralf laid his eyes onto the boy, it seemed that he knew what to do.  The sobbing stopped.  The harsh heavy metal music screeched to a halt, and it was replaced to a calming melody that danced between slow and fast then finally eased to a soft melody.

All that was left was hate in his eyes.  Sai Weng kept the sobs in him until it hurt, but he wouldn’t cry or sniffle any more.  


“So, I am the bad man, eh?”  Ralf whispered softly to Sai Weng, who would not hear him.  “You hate me now don’t you?”  …Do you?  “If you HATE me… Then GROW UP!  And when you do, I’ll be waiting for you.  Then, you can take your revenge...”

Clark led the way out the dining room with Ralf following suit.  Sai Weng knelt amongst the parade of dead bodies.  He held his ‘good’, ‘innocent’ father in his hands, and clenched his fists.

…


This is the life of a mercenary.  A game.  The rules are simple... To live.. To die...  The game has no end... And no one can break the rules of the Endless Chain.
