Happy-happy-joy-joy, happy-happy-joy-joy... 

Don't tell me that I'm setting myself up for a fall here. I ain't falling anywhere. I'm walking on air. Why? Because my baby is home. 

It's weird to think of Aeryn Sun as "my baby." I wouldn't call her that to her face. What to call her then? "Sweet thang?" "Honey bunch?" "The missus?" 

How about "the best reason I have for living now?" 

That's why I'm running like hell to the hangar. It's been a long, long time since I last saw her, and I've had to deal with a possessed Chiana trying to get her freak on with me, that damn pleasure planet, cabin fever, the fact that Scorpius is alive and close to finishing his wormhole project, getting knocked into a coma by D'Argo, my trip to Toontown... 

You know, my life is kind of weird. 

But as long as Aeryn is in it, things are fine. 

I know that she's been on Talyn with...with...that other guy. I'll deal with it when the time comes. Right now, I just want to live in this moment. 

Okay, everybody's disembarking now. I see...I see... 

Hey, it's Sparky! And I'm actually glad to see him. The mean little spud grows on you, I guess. His usual warnings about not touching his stuff have the nice comfortable feel of an old sock. 

There's something different about him, though. He seemed a little hesitant when he first saw me. 

Oh, well. Anyway, someone else is coming out now. It's... 

Ah. Crais. I can't say that I'm glad to see him, but I greet him as politely and respectfully as I ever have and ever will. He's entitled to that much. 

Now he's giving me the same funny look as Rygel. I can hear my doubts talking a little louder, but I ignore them. 'Cause I'm still waiting for... 

There she is. 

"Now there's a familiar face," I say. Best not to get too maudlin at first. We can get to the huggin' and kissin' later. 

And she says -- 

"Hello, John." 

Then she walks away from me. I stand there, feeling like I just got hit by that imaginary 10 ton weight I dropped on Scorpius during my coma. What the hell just happened? I ask myself. She just brushed me off. She acted as if she had never said "I love you" to me. It's like going through all four years of high school at once -- ecstasy cut short by feelings of confusion, humiliation and anger. If there's ever a time to throw a fit... 

Wait a minute. Where's the other me? Where's John Two? 



I'm looking at a ghost of myself. I'm not sure how Stark's mask works. Is this like a recording, or can John Two see me as well? 

It doesn't really matter. What matters is the things he's saying. 

I used to deny that this guy was me. However, as I look at his eyes, I know that he was the exact person that I was. However, it doesn't bother me anymore. Because he's telling me that I'm capable of the highest sacrifice. Nobody really knows if he's capable of laying down his life for others -- not until the moment when it really counts. I'm different. I get to know beforehand. 

So I'm a real hero after all. What to do now? 

I already know. He already knew. 

He also knew what to do with Aeryn. I have to do nothing. I have to be there for her, but I can't force her to love me. 

God knows it will be tough for her. When I lost her once, I was ready to give up on everything. I sure as hell don't want to go through that again. And I don't want to send Aeryn on another trip down misery lane. 

However, that risk was the price of getting her back. I hope she'll take the same risk with me. 

Nothing comes free in this universe. For my love of Aeryn and my need to get back home, Zhaan gave her life. I'm not much of a spiritual person, but I know karma when I see it. My death was the price I had to pay for Zhaan's sacrifice. I just got lucky and had a spare to use. 

But it's not a price you pay at once. You keep on paying it for the rest of your life. It stays with you forever. 

Just like love. 

