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He was silent, determined, and moved with lithe purpose through the crowd 

amassing in the wide city streets of Moscow. 

Days end was approaching and once dormant spotlights ignited. And buildings 

that had a moment before been clear, solid, architectural things became under-lit 

wonders of negative space and abstract form. 

He walked alone passing guards at  attention tightly  holding their  rifles  and 

eager men with long overcoats and heavy boots. Passing women with thick scarves 

riding up and onto their faces and joyous children. He almost allowed himself to be 

swept up in their excitement. In their last hope for a new world, for a somewhere 

out there better than here. 

But  instead  he  quickly  wrested  the  rogueful  and  dangerous  thought, 

suppressing the feeling deep inside. Willing his all into the deed to be done. 

Shadows grew in the biting cold as he walked, the last remnants of the setting 

sun reducing to dashes of light from around street corners and between buildings, 

until in slow increments twilight gave way to night and he was at the entrance to 

the square.

To his left stood the red bricked walls of the State Museum, gargantuan and 

haunting in its new under-lit form. And to the right, a stand of people crowded 

atop a grassy ridge beneath yellow-green trees illuminated in the lamp-light. And 

far  ahead,  piercing the  silvery  blackness  of  shifting  clouds,  the  towers  of  Saint 

Basil's cathedral rose high above an endless sea of people; the greens and blues of 

the onion domes and the Intercession of Theotokos like divine beings watching 

over their subjects, guiding the way to where he needed to be.



The way shuffled as he entered the great expanse of The Red Square, growing 

tighter until he was stopped against an unmoving wall of people. A tight throng 

leaning, pointing upwards at the starring nightfall all together fixed in awe at the 

spectacle  everyone  had  come  to  see,  the  hovering  monstrosity  in  the  sky:  the 

Sirrius. 

Sirrius was an interstellar spaceship of the European Union; black, hulking and 

asymmetrical,  with four turrets and a central sphere. Brutal and beautiful like a 

malformed zeppelin of old. Like a levitating mosque clinging to its place in the air 

unnaturally. An affront to nature. It's very presence an offence to the Gentleman. 

He thought on the origin of this apathy, the arrogance of man. Was the catalyst 

when Dark Matter was discovered, condemning the world? Or was it earlier, sewn 

into the seams of progress?

He ignored the building wonder of those around and in fervency pushed on into 

the square, slowly winding his way through the stupendous mass. He hated them, 

abhorred them with every fibre of his being. The unbelievers. The faithless. The 

apostates. 

Far and on the right was Lenin’s Mausoleum, an unassuming concrete block of a 

building in the shadow of the Kremlin and he moved that way. 

He  saw  journalists  and  camera  crews.  He  saw  large  LED  screens  tall  and 

beaming  above  faces  in  awe,  each  screen  displaying  a  tight  aerial  view of  the 

spaceship whilst a news ticker scrolled in Russian below. He saw candle-lit shrines 

and stalls.  There  were  food carts  and there  was  the  smell  of  mulled wine  and 

smoked meats, and something sweet in the air. He passed all of these.

At  what  he  considered  a  suitable  point  within  the  throng,  between  the 

mausoleum and one of the central  LED screens,  the Man stopped abruptly and 

looked around. 



Two men, tall, deep in conversation and emoting loudly with open hands fell 

silent and considered his sudden presence among them as though he had cut in line 

rudely.

But then the crowd shifted, jostling everyone to another angle, and the two men 

resumed their rhythmic shouting and waving arms as though he had never existed. 

He waited. For a double-take from them. For a condemnation. 

Nothing.

The Man soon grew stiff and anxious in the cold, two words on his mind: Not 

yet. 

He again scanned the multitude, this time above the keen faces shimmering and 

shifting in the reflected lights. Beyond the many heads - haired, hatted, bald - to the 

cathedral and then up to the starred nightscape, to the translucent clouds made 

halos in the moonlight.  To the spaceship. To the Kremlin, the fortress wide and 

brooding and dangerous.

It  was cold. So cold that his every breath, his every silently worded thought 

appeared as strands of vapour drifting up to the heavens in a misty ascent.  He 

inhaled deep and held it, thinking on if he had what was needed. 

God did not speak.

The Man exhaled slowly.

He  could  walk  out  of  the  square  right  now.  He  could  leave  this  place  and 

disappear into Europe and the Crimson Moon would never find him there.  He 

could start a new life. 

But then a loud horn bellowed from the sky and the crowd cheered, and Sirrius 

began its slow drift into space. Leaving like some tenebrous montgolfier loosed on 

the winds of hope.

It was time.



The Man shored himself where he stood, his chest proud, feet solid on the paved 

stone. Someone whistled in celebration, others clapped and shouted. Sounds of awe 

distant and close carried across and swooned in the air like an ancient hymn. 

He removed his hands from his pockets.

Fireworks  erupted  in  the  sky.  Reds  and bright  yellows  and trails  of  smoke. 

Booming and crackling in the night.

He released the zipper on his jacket, allowing the biting cold to penetrate the 

layers of clothing beneath.

Sirrius drifted further upwards into the clouds. 

He reached inside his jacket, numbed hands findings the stock.

He withdrew the weapon. 

The pistol warm to his hand shone dimly in the mix of refracted moonlight and 

fireworks and the glow from the LED screen, and he was about to move, he was 

ready to start it all. 

But when his eyes left the gun, the Man found something he had not seen a 

moment before. A small girl not 10 years old with wavy blonde hair, scarfed and 

bulky in a woollen coat, noticing the weapon and looking to him curiously, her face 

familiar, a gloved hand rested on her shoulder.

The girl’s father and all those standing nearby were fixated on the craft in the 

sky. If they had seen the Man and his weapon it would have been easier. He would 

have been forced to act. But now in front of her, so close to completion he baulked; 

mesmerised by her golden hair and those penetrating blue eyes, reminding him of 

flailing  arms  in  seething  water,  drifting  out  to  an  empty  ocean  in  the  night. 

Instilling a fear the name on his lips if  spoken would conjure a ghost.  He tried 

recalling the words of The Moon for reassurance, their mantra, but instead found 

his mind only racing with fleeting thoughts of many things. 

He imagined the girl becoming a woman, marrying and having children. He 

imagined her ageing gracefully through middle age, and then as the world grew 



even  colder  and the  atmosphere  thinned in  its  final  throes,  he  saw her  slowly 

suffocating.  He saw her  laying down within a  coffin,  those  beautiful  eyes  now 

veiled.  He  saw  himself  beside  her,  leaning  over  to  lightly  kiss  her  wrinkled 

forehead aged from the life lived, as though things had been different and they had 

been old friends, a dear goodbye. He spoke her name, Ané. And at the touch of the 

kiss the Man realised where he was, the searched for words clear to him now. The 

Crimson Moon’s core belief.

It always ends.

In this moment of clarity articulated by a solid metallic click, the Man pulled 

back on the Makarov pistol,  chambered a round and turned away from the girl 

swiftly. He then braced himself, placing both hands on the grip and slid out his 

back foot for balance. The short barrel found the back of a head covered in thick 

sable fur and before anyone could take action he pulled tight.

BANG! 

An explosion of blood covered the Gunman’s wincing face, the girl screamed. 

He turned. Someone's else's face. Eyes wide, mouth open.

BANG. another head opened before him. BANG, BANG, BANG!

Turning anti-clockwise the Man indiscriminately fired, pulling the trigger as fast 

as  his  finger  would allow.  Bodies  fell  with  each  shot  and panic  brewed in  the 

crowd, as the those not brutalised caught on to what was happening. 

BANG, BANG, BANG!

With  each  burning  pop  all  sound  to  the  man  became  a  pervasive  ringing, 

drowning out the wails and shouting that gradually surrounded him. But he did 

not stop.



Some tried fleeing, pushing against a wall of bodies still fixated on the leaving 

spaceship. Some even argued at those trying to escape and returned the shoving 

until they finally turned their heads to see.

BANG. BANG!

Then suddenly he was on the ground, a pair of arms wrapped tightly around his 

waist in a tackle. He looked down to find blue angry eyes and mussed brown hair. 

A fist flew into his jaw sending him reeling onto the cobbles, tasting blood. The 

assailant clambered off and lunged to reach for the pistol, but the Man twisted and 

fired the gun instinctively, causing his attacker to flinch, holding hands to head, 

fearing the worst. And then the worst came as in that second lost, the Man found 

focus and shot  his  attacker  clean through the forehead,  the hair  exploding into 

bloody gore, the torso slumping over.

The Man pushed the body away and rose, returning to his carnage.

BANG, BANG!

And like a sinkhole in the heart of a city, bodies collapsed one by one into a 

writhing slump on the cobblestones, and a maelstrom of howling terror spread like 

a plague through the once hopeful assembly. 

At the roads leading into and out of the square, a battle of movement erupted 

between those  trying to  escape and the  armed forces  of  the  Russian federation 

scrambling through the fray to get to him.

BANG, BANG, Click, click click. 

There was a pause in the bloodshed. The chamber was empty but the Man’s 

finger still pulled at the trigger hoping to find one more bullet. It was then that a 

lone Russian guard emerged from the chaos and aimed her assault  rifle at  him 



purposefully. Her eyes wide, cheeks pale and a slight tremble at the muzzle of her 

weapon.

"Bros' eto!" she called to him in Russian, though he did not understand. Not that 

it would have mattered anyway, he just glanced at the rifle and reached to pull 

another magazine from his back pocket, as though it was any other day and this 

was a normal thing. 

The guard muttered something to herself, gripped the rifle hard and in a hail of 

bullets fired into the Man’s chest and into his stomach, and his body seemed to be 

suspended, magically held in mid-air like a piñata, and time stood still but for a 

moment. Until the shots ceased and he collapsed like a rag doll onto the ground. 

Not far away, the howling tide of people surged, a stupendous mass of fear and 

desperation trying to evacuate through congested streets, hulking and heaving.

Spetsnaz soldiers broke out from the frantic multitude and into the new death-

made clearing, but upon witnessing the carnage stopped abruptly, unsure of their 

footing. The lone Russian guard looked up to them, still aiming her weapon at an 

empty space in the air, the muzzle no longer trembling. 

“On  tam!”  she  called  to  the  soldiers,  motioning  with  her  gun  towards  the 

Terrorist almost cut in half at the centre of the clearing; his body still grasping the 

pistol and magazine with each hand and a wheeze escaping from lungs struggling 

to breathe. 

Making a formation, the soldiers lowered and took small steps towards the Man. 

Slow, consistent and rhythmic. A building cinematic moment; each sole on stone a 

timpani  drum,  and  the  escaping  crowd  far  beyond  a  dischordant  symphony, 

thrumming behind it all. 

The Man’s body spasmed into a violent cough, blood sputtering out and onto 

his face. The soldiers stopped instantly, wary at the gory mess he had become. 



But he did not move, only lay there staring blankly at The Sirrius slowly drifting 

upward into the night sky far above, leaving the ruined earth.

Thin wisps of clouds moved fast beneath the craft and larger cumuli slipped 

further beyond; slow and hypnotic. This was to be the last thing he would ever see. 

He thought of the young girl and wished for the will to turn his head and scan 

the surrounding zombies for her. He wondered if she was far enough into them, 

and if she would be alright. The ringing in his throbbing head fell silent and it was 

as though nothing else but this moment existed. As though you could hear a pin 

drop and it would be the sweetest sound you ever heard. A note to sing your life to. 

But he knew this to be only a fantasy, a poetic distraction. 

After a beat, the ground rumbled and the armed figures approached once more. 

The silence was broken. The cacophony of their presence intensified and they were 

close now. So close he could feel their refracted shadows covering his arms and 

legs. And then from the corner of his eye he saw them; a blurred vision that went 

black with each rasping and sucking breath. There wasn't much time. He had one 

final task to complete.

One soldier flicked away the Makarov with the tip of their rifle and bent down 

to him, but it was too late. In that moment as the engines of Sirrius ignited; with 

pinky and thumb the Terrorist connected a subdermal circuit in his fingers.

Beep.

The soldiers had but a split  second to look at each other in confusion. Some 

instinctively opened fire into the Man’s chest but it made no matter, what's done is 

done and the corpse exploded in a crescendo of blood and fiery death, a fireball 

obliterating all bystanders.



He would not be mourned. He would not be remembered. Those who knew him 

had their own troubles. Those who didn't erased the footnote of his life from all 

record.

 

His name was Deene Baudin. He was 34.


