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CHAPTER 2

Waves // Trail of Fire // Get Out // Sanvean // 

Apocalypso // Arriving Somewhere But Not Here // 

The Parting Glass [Reprise] // Forget Me

*** Waves ***

Sand turned grey under cloudy day. A gentle breeze. On the crest of a dune 

sit two women side by side, legs folded up and hugged by arms in jackets as 

waves crash below in a slow rhythm. Neither speak, they only stare out to sea, 

blown air  as dust,  blown strands of  hair.  Juliette  sees on the far  headland 

whitewash  buffeting  rocks,  saltwater  spray,  a  cliff  of  iron  worn  smooth, 

Marram grass along the shoreline leaning, quivering against the breeze. In the 

sky, unknown birds hold in the air, bank, turn and dive into the water only to 

a moment later flutter to the surface and lift again.

The women both turn to each other as if knowing, as if they are thinking 

the same thought, and then without a word they shuffle closer together and 

hold hands.
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*** Trail of Fire ***

With a  pull  of  the  trigger,  my pistol  aimed skyward erupts  in  fire  and 

sound and the night air splits apart. 

Run! I scream, and after a moment’s hesitation the girl and her father turn 

and swiftly disappear into the crowd. Some hazard an escape with them, but 

with another shot they are quickly dissuaded and cower under my gaze.

Please,  cries a small woman with a crooked nose and thin eyes,  I  don't 

want to die, I have a son at home, he is only five, please!

Shush! hushes a man in a bowlers cap beside her.

The others around me tremble but do not move or speak, they only clutch 

their hats or hold each other tightly and dance their eyes from my gun to me, 

whispering, mumbling, hoping. There isn’t much time, soon the armed guard 

of the Spetsnaz will be pushing through the crowd to extinguish what I have 

started. I begin my speech, I shout, Do not fear, do not despair. I am here to 

free you from what  you've done.  To remind you of  God’s  grace!  That  the 

world we have been gifted is ending! Do you feel that, the ground beneath 

your feet? Do you feel the wafting air, the aching night and the light you see?

None answer. 
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The pistol, restless and heavy in my hand held aloft seems to yearn for 

action, for violence, for anything but peace, and then as if in response, the 

ground  rumbles  under  my  feet  and  I  am  unsure  if  in  the  distance  I  am 

discerning screams or  if  it  is  the sound of  excited children on amusement 

rides. I question, My Lord?

Suddenly, above the crowd and across the square to the North, beyond the 

State Museum comes what at first appears to be fireworks, a bright line of 

light rising, cutting in an arc into the night sky. The people coo in sounds of 

awe. But when there is no glittery explosion or crackling cascade, and when 

the soaring projectile continues,  increasing in speed and hurtling upwards to 

where the spaceship hovered only moments ago, there is nothing else it could 

be and the coos fall to the hushed silence of breaths held. 

Is that us?  Have they sent others?

Bolstered by the thought, I continue my speech, brandishing the pistol as if 

the holy word of God. You have clouded your minds and emptied your souls 

of the weight of what you have all been a part of, The End. Do you remember 

it, the end? Have no doubt, this is it now! God has judged us as in the flood, as 

in the annihilation of Sodom and Gomorrah, as in the exile of the firstborn 

from Eden, and nothing, not that! I point my gun at the leaving spaceship and 

the rocket of light behind getting closer, Will save you! It will not!

Po'shyol 'na hui! yells a voice in Russian from behind me. 

I turn to find a greying, sickly looking man holding a teenage boy and a 

fearful  woman  wearing  too  much  make-up.  The  man’s  eyes  are  on  me, 

indignant, defiant, and he cocks his head and then spits on the ground. And as 

if  his  words  had  been  a  call  to  arms,  several  pieces  of  fruit  come  flying 

through  the  air  and  one  breaks  on  the  breast  of  my jacket,  bursting  in  a 

yellow-green flesh that brings a crispness to the air. The other fruit miss and 

land on the cobblestones behind me. Voices murmur in the crowd, and some 

laugh. 
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With a hand I dust the remnants of pear mush from my jacket, aim the 

Makarov pistol at the greying man and without another thought, pull tight. A 

black flower blooms on his chest and he looks down at himself, surprised and 

confused, and then looks to me as if he is about to ask a question but instead 

slumps to the ground wordlessly and goes limp. The woman cries and falls 

and collects  him in her  arms and the teenager  sinks  and cradles  him too, 

Papa? 

And without warning I am thrown down, all breath driven from my lungs, 

a pair of arms wrapped tightly around my waist. I see mussed brown hair and 

angry eyes intent on me, and before I can collect myself and find my bearings, 

I  am  rocked  with  a  punch  violently  into  the  cobbles,  ricochets  of  pain 

spreading from my jaw and through my head and down my spine, into my 

chest and upper arms. All becomes a blinding whiteness and I taste metallic 

rust. 

Remembering the pistol, I fire instinctively not knowing where it aims and 

in the cacophony of sound there is a cry and the weight upon me shifts, my 

vision clears.

Straddling my legs, the attacker is huddled over, clutching his head, and 

before he can make any other movement, whether he is already hit or not, I 

focus, I raise myself up, I put the barrel of the gun against his exposed neck 

and squeeze and there is an explosion of hair and blood and gore and the 

torso collapses onto its side.

I scramble clumsily from the corpse to stand, my entire face throbbing, a 

high-pitch ringing all  I  hear.  There is  a circle of  space around me and the 

crowd is now desperately trying to push away, to escape, to flee. Words of 

everything and nothing rush around and through my thoughts,  God loves 

you!  This  is  what  God  wants!  It  always  ends!  I  find  myself  laughing 

uncontrollably, as though witness to a joke I was not expecting, some new 

clarity I didn't know before. 
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Don’t you see? I shout to the heaving mass. I am here to remind you of the 

truth of the world. To remember life is a journey to God and the faithful will 

be saved and the ignorant will suffer their sins, and the world should end. 

Spinning around, I look to them all, yearning for them to understand, to 

find peace in the words for their own sake, to see the death and find fear 

there, not fear for their lives but fear for their eternal souls. I repeat, The world 

should end! We need to let it end. It is what God wants and what we made for 

ourselves. Take stock now and repent. Allow the Lord into your hearts!

From  the  panic-stricken  multitude  comes  neither  acceptance  nor  plea. 

Those  who  stand  quake  uncontrollably  as  if  mindless  and  those  fleeing 

pretend ignorance is avoidance, that if they could just get away, far enough 

away they would be safe. But there is no safety here, not anywhere. Only in 

heaven, in God can peace be found, and I will show them this before I am 

done. 

Then movement, someone through the crowd winding their way to me. 

For  an  instant  I  am  excited,  I  ripple,  feeling  my  skin  goosebump  at  the 

prospect  of  acknowledgement,  at  the notion someone may have heard my 

words and come for a blessing. But as fast as it came the feeling vanishes, 

leaving only the reality, the inevitability that no one here can be saved. There 

comes not a convert, I have simply taken too long.

And sure enough, bursting from the stand of people comes a lone Spetsnaz 

soldier, a tall woman in winter fatigues with dark skin and an air of the exotic 

in her wild face. All falls quiet and the soldier stops, braces herself to fire. I 

can see her shouting something at me, motioning to me and the ground with 

the muzzle of her rifle, and although I know what she is saying, and what I 

should do, I remember psalm twenty-three verse four and move to -
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*** Get Out ***

Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck!

Silence  is  broken.  Alarm  bells  ring  around  the  pilot’s  cabin  and  lights 

oscillate  from places Jean didn't  even know existed.  On the bottom of  the 

console  display  flashes  a  status  box  reading,  Foreign  Offensive  Projectile 

Incoming, missile impact in two minutes fifteen seconds, and Jean’s hair, now tied 

back in a bun, is at maximum frizz. 

I’ve got thirty minutes at full burn give or take, she says into her headset, 

only barely able to hold her panic at bay.

Missile is logged and mapped in Juno, relays Handi.

Captain, says Ceylan. I confirm structural integrity can tolerate full burn.

The Captain continues his line of enquiry, Jean, do we have capability to 

make  an  evasive  manoeuvre,  a  sharp  ninety  degree  turn  in  maybe  a  five 

hundred foot arc, over? 

Quickly  checking readouts  on screen and touching several  icons  which 

revolve and expand to display a graph and statistics such as the ship’s mass, 

available attitude thrusters and their torque, Jean considers the possibilities 

and answers, That’s a negative. We are too big and I have to note, any overuse 
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of fuel could see us restricted in our ability to land on Atrus, over.

And  then  there  is  a  pause,  a  silence  over  the  intercom.  The  timer 

anticipating  missile  impact  dwindles,  one  minute  fifty  seconds  and  falling, 

Captain, do you copy? she asks, growing anxious.

Nothing, only soft static. One minute thirty seconds.

Captain, do you copy?

One minute twenty. Her hands on the controls feel distant, not her own. The 

curvature of the Earth now apparent stretches grey-blue across the screen as if 

all the world were a misted sea, submerged and vacant.

And then the Captain responds with an ease as if this was any other day, 

Roger that.  Increase thrust to full  and maintain our bearing, he says.  With 

some luck and God’s grace we can outrun this thing, over. And with the order, 

whilst cringing at the mention of God, Jean relaxes somewhat. Roger, she says 

and pushes the throttle forward. 

The control room begins resonating with a soft  hum, on-screen the fuel 

levels  reduce  to  eighty  percent,  seventy  five percent,  seventy  percent,  and 

slowly, surely they begin to put some distance on the missile: One minute forty-

five, reads the timer, Two minutes, Two minutes thirty.

But  it  doesn't  feel  enough.  Jean eyes the numbers intently as  they rise, 

hoping for more, another thirty seconds, another twenty, then as momentum 

begins to peter out and a sinking feeling swells in the pit of her stomach, she 

wishes for another five seconds, two seconds, for the timer to stay where it is 

and  just  hold  there  for  a  little  longer.  She  finds  herself  questioning,  Who 

would try and shoot us down? Who would try and stop this? Sirrius, Atrus is 

all we have, all anyone has. And then to her horror, the numbers begin falling 

once more. 

Relaying  the  outcome,  hoping  her  voice  won't  break,  she  says,  Jean  to 

Sirrius. Full burn unsuccessful. 

Roger,  says Dragan calmly.  Maintain thrust.  Hold your position.  Handi, 
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can Juno locate the missile’s comm frequency and divert?

A short pause, Scanning now, says Handi, then not long after,  Negative 

Captain, no signal found.

Trying not to panic now, Buttons Jean, buttons, she tells herself. Remember 

the maths, there is a way out of this, you know it, just think! She reconsiders 

the onscreen graph and statistics, keenly aware of the dropping timer reading. 

She tries to forget the size of the Sirrius, it's limitations, the fact it is not a 

military vessel and has no defensive capabilities, that it is not agile. She recalls 

Dragan’s enquiry: Could they make a sharp ninety degree turn within a five 

hundred foot arc? There was something in the specificity of this question, she 

ponders. 

The timer continues falling. The missile gets closer.

Two minutes.

Captain,  you mentioned a  ninety-degree  turn  earlier.  What  if  I  can  get 

Sirrius around that far, would it work in having that thing miss us, over?

Dragan responds, Possible, hopeful. It depends on the targeting system. If 

the missile is an old beam rider we will have a chance. If it is a semi-active and 

they have two radars…

He pauses mid sentence. 

One minute forty.

Ceylan, the Captain continues as if having another thought. Could we re-

direct the gravity shield, over?

Possible. A chance. Not waiting for more, Jean tries working the problem of 

manoeuvring Sirrius, Two. Two, two, two, she repeats to herself, considering 

the abundance of controls around her, There are only two rockets and minor 

lateral thrusters. Two rockets, left and right.

Then, as though the answer, the solution of getting Sirrius to turn abruptly 

was so ridiculously simple, as though it had been there before her eyes the 

entire time, Jean closes all of the windows on the console screen and opens a 
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topographical display of the ship with the two giant Terrestrial Thrusters at its 

centre. Yes, she mumbles to herself, her anxiety becoming excitement, Yes, yes, 

yes!  She swipes and touches at  specific parts  of  the diagram and opens a 

command prompt  into  which she  enters  a  long and complicated string of 

digits followed by the word REROUTE and another graph opens, and after 

considering the results and projected figures as fast as she can manage, to her 

headset she announces, Jean to Sirrius, I can make the turn, over.

One minute twenty.

And almost as if on cue, as if some agent of serendipity was watching over 

them, Ceylan too answers across the intercom, Copy that, she says. Dragan, I 

confirm gravity shields also can be reconfigured and could divert the missile.
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*** Sanvean ***

The first bullet hits like a punch in the gut so fast it is almost as if it had 

come  before  the  sound,  before  the  firing,  like  a  premonition  already 

happened, a temporal certainty. Is this what fate feels like? 

I do not feel the other bullets, they pass through in numbers I cannot count 

or perceive, all sense only a feeling of myself loosening, of coming loose, of 

being raised up, held safe and freed of all pain, cradled as I am open to God.

And it is a beautiful Autumnal morning in New York and the observation 

deck of the Empire State Building is bustling with locals and tourists. At only 

ten and a half years old I am tall and I can use the coin-operated binoculars 

without help. 

Below is the sprawling cityscape of Manhattan,  which from the ground 

had seemed so impossibly  high and towering but  now is  like  a  shrunken 

miniature of model buildings perfectly arranged, unreal and fragile, and I am 

a bird soaring above them, among the clouds, arms as wings and one with the 

sublime, where the concept of future is neither a question nor answer. I sail 

from New York and across the ocean back to the rolling hills of France, to 

Lille,  and  I  wave  to  all  my  friends  still  at  school  and  my  mother  in  the 
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window of our cottage, and to another me in the grassed back yard of our 

garden. My land-bound double waves back, but his upstretched hand greys 

and holds a torch, and the garden becomes a harbour riven with the wrecks of 

ships, and Manhattan is destroyed and far, far away my father’s warm hands 

are strong and firm on another me’s shoulders where he says warmly and 

with much love, in the language I have long forgotten, Bienvenue dans votre 

nouvelle maison.

And then I collapse to the cobblestones like a rag doll and my glimpse at 

heaven, everything falls away.
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*** Apocalypso ***

Fifty seconds.

The plan they devise is two-fold. 

With  Sirrius  being  powered  by  two Albatross  rockets  in  a  side-by-side 

configuration, on Dragan’s order Jean is to re-route all power from the first 

terrestrial rocket (Left) to the second (Right) thereby off-setting the balance of 

the ship dramatically port-side, and then - with the lateral momentum created 

by the change in distribution of thrust - she is to engage the attitude thrusters 

which  will  push  Sirrius  the  rest  of  the  way  into  the  ninety-degree  turn 

required. Simultaneously, Ceylan will divert focus of the Gravity Shield away 

from the front of the ship and towards the incoming missile, and hopefully, 

with enough skill and timing, they might avoid a direct impact. That is, if the 

control towers aren't torn to pieces in the atmospheric winds slamming them 

whilst the shield is diverted.

The control room seems to shrink, to close in, encompassing only Jean and 

her console display, darkness and artificial light. She completes the last of the 

reroute commands, transferring control of the rockets from the throttle and 

screen to her joystick and actuator pedals, realising it wouldn’t have been a 
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bad way to set things up in the first place. 

The last action she makes is to open a new window, a top-down diagram of 

the position of the Sirrius relative to the missile arranged in concentric circles, 

a dotted line and point approaching the centre rapidly. Ready Captain, she 

says, noticing the impact timer about to hit forty seconds.

Copy that,  says Dragan.  Hold your positions and on my order transfer 

thrust and divert gravity shield as planned. Timing is everything, stand by.

Dominating the console screen, behind the icons and dial readings and the 

diagram of the missile getting closer,  there stretches an image that to Jean 

seems  at  odds  with  all  that  is  happening  to  her.  Inside,  she  is  churning, 

melting  and  reforming  with  each  heartbeat.  Yet  onscreen,  all  is  calm,  a 

peaceful  setting  horizon,  the  sun  but  a  smudge  of  light  on  the  cusp  of 

disappearing, the Milky Way, vast and uncountable and holding behind it all. 

Thirty seconds.

Twenty-five seconds.

As the missile icon onscreen gets closer, she readies her feet on the actuator 

pedals and clasps the joystick with both hands so tight pins-and-needles form 

at the tips of her fingers.

Twenty seconds.

She expects to hear the Captains order to begin the manoeuvre, but the 

timer continues to fifteen, fourteen and thirteen seconds without event, the 

missile icon almost at the centre-point. 

Ten seconds.

Her hands shake at their positions in stress and fatigue and apprehension 

and it would be so easy to start the turn but she waits, she needs to wait.

Five seconds.

Four seconds.

And just then, as she is about to close her eyes and allow herself that final 

moment, her last thoughts, the Captain’s voice rings loud and true, Sirrius, 
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Engage now! he commands.

And as if in reflex, Jean wrenches the joystick left and angles her pedals as 

far as they will go. Sirrius lunges to the side. Dials plummet. Altitude stalls 

and the cabin begins to shake like an earthquake. Contorting metal moans and 

screeches, and somewhere outside there is a bang and snap. Jean feels as if one 

of her lungs is collapsing, but she maintains the controls, holding even as she 

sees the missile’s trajectory onscreen curve with them. 

Three seconds.

And the sounds within the cockpit change and morph into some higher 

pitch,  alien  and  unnatural  and  piercing,  and  she  feels  as  if  her  body  is 

becoming heavier, as if suddenly weighted with all of her regret, every choice 

she  ever  made.  She  tries  not  to  cry,  Please,  she  whispers,  hoping  some 

conscious energy, some karma owed her might alter reality in that moment 

just for her.

Two seconds.

One second.

Jean closes her eyes in anticipation so tight the veins in her eyelids appear 

visible as vague, translucent red streaks of lightning and it is almost as if she 

can see to another world.

Please! Please!

She waits. The vision becomes clearer, a glowing idyllic redness of warmth 

and stillness. 

She waits.

The  vision  grows,  but  now with  it  comes  an  agitation,  a  discomfort,  a 

feeling of being trapped somewhere she is not supposed to be, covering her, 

consuming everything, oppressive and unrelenting. 

Unable to bear it any longer, she opens her eyes.

And suddenly, as if it had been waiting for her, there is a massive impact, a 

violent jolt so forceful she is in an instant thrown forward, the straps of her 
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pilot's  chair  strained and taut.  She expects  the walls  of  the cabin to break 

apart, to be faced with empty air and the inevitability of falling back to Earth. 

She waits for the sound of metal tearing, for blackness, a nostalgic montage, 

for absolute nothingness, but like an ethereal rubber band pulling her from 

the brink of eternity she is sucked back into her chair, the walls still remaining, 

the vibration still remaining, time and space still remaining.
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*** Arriving Somewhere But Not Here ***

A pounding slow, consistent and rhythmic and not of my body. A building 

cinematic moment. Steps, each sole on stone a timpani drum and the sounds 

of  the escaping crowd far beyond a discordant symphony, beautiful  music 

thrumming behind it all. 

I spasm, I rack in a violent cough that sputters blood out and onto my face, 

and the symphony disappears, the ringing in my throbbing head falls silent 

and it is as though nothing else but this moment exists. 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. 

Far above, the Sirrius is vanished among thin wisps of cloud and larger 

cumuli illuminated in the moonlight, slow and hypnotic. I see the vapour trail 

of the missile, its remnant trajectory a long arch across the sky, and I yearn for 

that moment again, that euphoria as a bird to soar, to be free, to be innocent, 

to have been born into a different world.

Then the pounding, a racket of pounding and phantoms gathering, as if 

shadows had weight, blurred figures, demons, a vision that goes black with 

each breath, each rasping and sucking breath that sees me exist and not exist 
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and I cry out, I cry out but find voice to nothing, for no air is within me. I 

spasm. Father? 

Then a face, faces, darkness. I have no words. The girl in the water. The 

portal in my dream. Darkness. I can't turn away. My left hand twitches and I 

remember. 

Please God, give me the strength to be who you have guided me to be.
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*** The Parting Glass [Reprise] ***

One of the several Spetsnaz flicks away the Makarov pistol with the tip of 

their rifle and bends down to what is left of his body. The others stand watch 

and some set a perimeter, but it is too late. 

In that moment, as the crowd gathered in the Red Square wonders on the 

fate of the Sirrius and the future of mankind, with pinky and thumb and the 

last  of  his  living  will,  Deene  Baudin  connects  a  sub-dermal  circuit  in  his 

fingers and the capsules implanted beneath his skin explode, erupting in a 

crescendo of blood and fiery death, obliterating all bystanders.
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*** Forget Me ***

They walked the road mostly in twos, though some went in threes and 

some walked sullenly alone. There were several hundred of them, pilgrims, 

nomads, wanderers across the countryside, it didn't matter what you called 

them, they were lost. Caught somewhere within the abyss between living and 

dead, and you were with them.

Your road was an old highway, a wide scar in the earth snaking between 

grassy  hills,  past  abandoned  suburbs  and  through  wooded  forests,  across 

open plains  dusty  in  the  morning’s  frost  and flat  plateaus  that  seemed to 

stretch to forever. 

Originally the road had been the great Trans-Siberian Highway and on it 

you were travelling East, from the Vnukovo Airport Ruins in Moscow where I 

left  you,  to  Vladivostok  near  the  Northern  Chinese  border,  some  nine 

thousand kilometres away. If this was a different story I would have told you 

of the road trips I used to take on the highway in my youth, of Igor and Yana 

and Oksana and how we laughed, of the way complex mazes of ice crystals 

built up on my window as we drove, of my university days when I hiked the 

Ural Mountains and at night heard in the winds the strangest, most haunting 
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and life affirming things you could ever imagine, as though the very world, 

nature uncorrupted was speaking a unique message to me and me alone. But 

this is not that story.

You set off in May last year and it was supposed to be four months. You 

said it would make a proper Russian of you. You said, I'll be ok, I’ll learn how 

to suffer. And you poked your tongue out and I didn't know whether to laugh 

at the irony, or cry. In Alaska you were hoping to find your sister, who had 

fled to Anchorage in the collapse of the United States when we left for here, 

and for some reason you believed beyond all belief she would still be there, 

eight years later, that even if she wasn’t, someone there might know where 

she was. It’s something, you said. She’s my sister.

For the first several weeks you walked the road alone, only listening as you 

went.  Everyone  was  either  Russian  or  Ukrainian  or  had immigrated from 

other  parts  of  Europe.  You  noticed  the  caravan  was  composed  of  five 

travelling  hubs,  five  separate  groups  each  walking  together  beside  horse-

driven wagons which held the stores and tarpaulins and firewood. Sometimes 

the long caravan would leave the road and intercept with farms or villages 

along the way, people sympathetic to the cause who would provide whatever 

they  could,  food,  milk,  preserves,  blankets,  hot  water,  word  of  what  was 

happening here after the blast and the terrorist attack. Sometimes one or two 

of the travellers decided to stay at the farms you visited, choosing to settle 

there and see out the rest of their days, like we had planned, instead of risking 

the trek out of Russia. But most continued, and in some towns even others 

came to join the caravan. For a way out, for a new life, for an adventure before 

the end. 

You knew some sparse Russian words and phrases I had taught you over 

the years,  but you made no attempt at  using them. You would wake each 

morning  from  beneath  layers  of  coats  insulated  with  cardboard  and 

sheepskin, and you would wordlessly accept the dawn stew with a nod of 
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your head and a forced half-smile, and you would sit apart. Each night you 

would place yourself as far from the fires as possible and make sure your eyes 

never met another's. 

Initially the other travellers thought you to be rude. That you - as a young 

woman - and them being older, cruder, the only reason for you to stay silent 

was because you thought yourself better than them, separate. But as each day 

became another, and after you would not respond even when spoken to, and 

when they saw the looks you gave the world, they changed their judgement 

and instead suspected you to be in mourning, that you must have lost your 

husband and taken a vow of silence and that was why you were travelling 

and  would  not  speak.  And  this  -  they  thought  -  was  the  only  logical 

conclusion, and in this I guess you could say they were right. But you weren't 

being rude. 

I know you. 

It was the first time you had been alone, truly alone, in your life, and you 

wanted to do this on your own terms. You were listening, making connections 

of what you knew and what you heard and the associations. It was that you 

wanted to absorb absolutely everything, the language, the cold, the isolation, 

the hard walking, everything. And you wanted to be ready when you spoke. 

You wanted them to respect you. 

I’ll admit, I was hoping the ridiculousness of the journey would make you 

stay a little longer,  maybe change your mind, at least until  we could have 

worked us out. 

Weren't we happy? 

Weren't we in love?

Shouldn’t have what happened in the Red Square that night brought us 

closer together, not driven us apart?

Then  again,  I  know  you.  Once  you're  on  that  train,  you  don't  get  off. 

Perhaps I was selfish, maybe even ignorant. But I only wanted to keep you 
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safe, that's all I’ve ever wanted. If you love someone you have to set them free, 

right? That's the way it goes isn't it? It's kind of bullshit, sorry. 

I know. I shouldn't dwell. I know. God, what am I doing, why can’t I let 

you go?  I  wish  you were  here.  Poncho is  in  with  my parents  asleep  and 

Lainka’s head is angled and she’s looking right into my eyes, those dark orbs 

set within patterned black and white fur, you know the look. I wonder if she 

heard me, my thoughts of where you are, were. They miss you y’know, the 

dogs. I miss you. 

It's a cold night tonight and Papa’s not been faring too well, he’s coughing 

blood again. Ma says he’ll come through, like he always does. But we both 

know, you can see it in him, he’s withering away. I’ll have to remember to put 

more wood on the fire before bed, cut some more tomorrow too. There never 

seems to be enough. 
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