Phineas Cutter (Tim Herrmann)

I was born on Ariel.  I had not much to complain about with my upbringing.  My folks were good people.  Dad was a teacher and Mom worked for the government.  I can't say we were wealthy, but I never went hungry, either.  I just sort of drifted through school, not really knowing what I wanted to learn.  I'll say that for the Alliance educational system, you learn stuff, even if you never know how you're going to use it.  In fact, it wasn't until my second year in University that I started to get an inkling of what I wanted to do.  
A friend had scored some tickets to techno-fusion-jam star Mai Ling's concert on campus, including backstage passes.  Frankly, I don't really remember what the concert was like, but afterward, backstage, it made an impression.  Not Mai Ling, though I suppose she was stellar enough, but her bodyguards.  I was frankly amazed by their self control and discipline in the face of all the screaming, and music, and groupies.  They were something to see.  And the way people got out of their way when they moved...  That was a sight.  
The next day, I dropped out of classes and applied at the Meyerhoff Personal Protection Agency.  I know; a dumb way to do things, dropping out first, but fortunately, it worked.  They took me into their training program.  One year later and bam, they classified me as an entry-level bodyguard and assigned me to the detail of one Paul Talbot, the Vice-President for Operations of the Talbot Conglomerate.  
It wasn't a bad job.  It was long hours, but Mr. Talbot was fair and he gave generous bonuses on the holidays.  I was doing all right for myself, until what the papers called the Talbot Incident.  
We were down near the Conglomerate's new housing complex, Mr. Talbot pressing the flesh and making the Wave.  I had noticed how neat and clean everything was, how spotless the entire street.  And then I saw it; the wrapper from a ChoiChoiBar.  I bent down to pick it up, just for a split second, and that's when the shooters stepped out of the building and laid waste to Mr. Talbot.  It didn't matter that there were 2 other guards there, or that we took out 2 of the shooters, or that I successfully identified the two remaining ones and testified against them.  From that point on, I was the guy who let Mr. Talbot die.  
The press had a field day.  It got so that I couldn't leave my flat.  I got death threats.  Mr. Talbot's family, understandably, I guess, holds a grudge.  There wasn't much I could do.  One morning, I packed up my stuff, as little as there was, and headed off for the docks.  I hitched a ride with a guy I knew, made a one week stopover on Boros and then, ta da, here I am on this charming little rock of Bittersweet, just as far from Ariel as I can get at this moment.  No job, no prospects, and a universe that believes I failed at my chosen vocation.  Life is so worth living.
