Arriving on the surface, he stood amidst ashes. Everything he had loved and cherished so much, all turned to ashes. A desert of ashes interupted only by an occasional piece of metal.

In shock he bend his knees and touched the ashes, a feeling that would come back to haunt him many times after that, the essence of feeling 'dirty'. Unlike sand, this material only looked like it formed a union, in fact it was a random assembly of small particles to be moved whenever the slightest change took place.

Comming to grips with reality he flet tears swelling in his eyes, and at the same time an anger so intense it seemed to be bound to every dustparticle on this planet. The enourmous amount of energy being generated was not because of this destruction, it was this destruction.

Flames licked the sky and burnt the ground even more untill all the dust had formed a circle around him, similar to that of an arena. The seates containing a jury larger than had ever before been seen, all unanymously pointing the thumb down and claiming their right. For in the arena itsself stood the judge, the judge that feeds on the fire of the jury.

The judge was this fire, which continues to build, driving the dust further back in a futile attempt to convince the jury other than deathsentence.

And as the fire came to it's maximum a single tear slowely rolled down the right cheek, this very salted water from which life could emergy now seeked to revive all this death.

Futile.

Suddenly the judges hamer sounded, a single cry focused the fire inward. This cry, though carrying to no-one's ears but his own was a cry that would soon sound across the universe, it is the cry of the mother whose son had been killed by a soldier: "REVENGE!".

With this cry he blasted off, off into a future of destruction, one of which no good can come but temporary relief. This cry, was his humanity.

