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CHAPTER 4

Exit Music (For a Film) // Zima (зима) //

She Dreamt She Was A Bulldozer, 

She Dreamt She Was Alone In An Empty Field // 

Ties of Grace // Osen (осень) // The Light and the Glass

*** Exit Music (For a Film) ***

His  voice  was  booming  and  resonant  and  Rowen  could  hear  it  over 

everything, over the din of the crowd, the dull rumble of carts and wagons 

rolling on the bitumen,  over the staccato knocking of  horse shoes and the  

tapping of footsteps en masse, over the swell of chatter in Russian and singing 

both near and far. He was across the road from her, stopped beside a horse 

and wooden cart, talking with two men.

Thank you for everything, Igor, he said in loud, clear words. Both you and 

Inessa. And you too, Timur for driving me here, you are most kind.

And the men; one as Igor—who was old, and the other, Timur—who was 

young, spoke in return, but they were not like him. Not since England, home, 

had she heard an accent like his, the familiar twang and enunciated vowels of 

TV  shows  and  movies  watched  before  the  discovery.  Before  the  cinemas 

became shelters and the airwaves became a place for messages to loved ones 

sustained only until the power ran out. He was an American.

He wasn't a large man, Rowen thought. Stocky, solid maybe, older than 

her. But there was something diminished about him, as if like her he was there 

more for catharsis than spectacle, more to say goodbye than for any notion of 



2

hope. She couldn't look away. The crowd bustled around her as a stream to a 

stone  yet  she  stayed  there  watching.  She  noticed  his  eyes  were  sunken, 

emaciated, though even at a distance she could see there was a vivid fire there, 

a spirit she did not often see in those she met. He was freshly shaven but for a 

thick  moustache,  and  as  he  hugged  his  friends  goodbye  and  joined  the 

shuffling people on the road,  she saw he limped a little,  was slower than 

everyone else. It was then that Rowen decided. Her trepidation gave way to 

curiosity and with an agility one could only learn from a life on the streets, she 

swiftly cut through the procession and within a short distance caught up to 

him.

Hiya, she said, tapping his shoulder as if they’d been friends stumbling 

across one another. 

He seemed to miss a step. 

I'm English,  she  said.  I  heard  you talking  back  there  and thought  you 

might want some company. I haven't met an American in years.

Deene, he said.

You alright? she said, thinking he had groaned about his limp.

My name’s Deene. 

Oh, of course, she said. I’m Rowen, though my friends call me Ro Ro. And 

she extended her hand and he shook it firmly though seemed to wince at her 

grip. 

Nice to meet you, he said, then let her step in with him where they fell into 

a similar, slow rhythm. And for a time they went without speaking, Rowen 

unsure what to say next, and him, his hands in his pockets, seemingly content 

for her to just walk with him.

Eventually he asked, So, Ro Ro. Where you from?

Rowen noticed his short breath, his words exhaled as steam. The U.K. she 

said. Well, Liverpool originally. But lately Croatia. You?

New York, he said.
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Wow.

It's a long way, right?

What are you, insane? she said. How’d you even get here from there?

On a boat to St Petersburg a few months back, he said. Actually I should 

clarify;  It  was  an  old  New  York  ferry  called  the  Lollipop,  apparently 

nowadays it comes and goes on the regular.

You're joking me. A ferry? Lollipop?

He laughed. I won't say it wasn't rough, he said. But—and then Deene fell 

quiet and seemed to darken over, sink in his stride. 

Rowen thought to ask him to continue, What’s the but about? But instead, 

she resolved to let whatever idea he was consumed with run its course and 

took to sight-seeing. They began to pass a monument. A large glass dome the 

size  of  a  house,  rendered  in  the  contours  of  the  world  and  ringed  by  a 

fountain. Atop the dome, there loomed a darkened, bronze statue of a horse 

and rider.  The  horse  was  reared,  and the  rider—a knight  holding a  spear 

triumphantly—was poised to slay a tiny dragon. There was something in this, 

in the imagery, she thought. Something that reminded her of hope and hubris. 

To her, hope was an ever broken promise given a name. Like love. A vague 

concept  of  faith  never  fulfilled,  appropriated  onto  and  into  and  part  of 

everything but never held to account for its failing. Hope was blameless. And 

yet there was always hope, and yet she hoped. Rowen hoped on watching the 

Sirrius  leave  she  would  find  some  closure,  some  pride  for  her  mother’s 

accomplishment and sacrifice,  that up there in the pilot’s chair her mother 

Jean might see in her own act of leaving a mirror of what she—her daughter—

had done so many years ago - That sometimes, to save something you have to 

walk  away.  Rowen  also  hoped  the  American,  Deene,  would  make  good 

company, a blank slate to be with who wouldn't judge her and might help her 

forget what the lying, cheating jerk, Matthew had done - If only for a little 

while to see her mum off. 
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But as they walked side by side, the American then asked her the most 

peculiar question, one she had not expected, especially not after just meeting 

and not as they drew closer to the Red Square and the spaceship came into 

view in the sky. 

Rowen, he said. Can I ask you something?

Of course, she said.

He  seemed  to  think  about  his  question  for  a  long  moment  and  then 

straightened himself up as he walked, he said, Do you believe in God, Rowen?
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*** Zima (зима) ***

In truth, Igor cared little for his own salvation or redemption. He was old 

and old in his ways. He believed what his father who’d lived through the 

dismantlement  of  the  Soviet  Union,  and  his  grandfather  who’d  fought  in 

Stalingrad, and his great grandfather who'd survived the socialist revolution 

had taught—A man is who he is. A man is what he does—An edict issued 

over generations. And so it was much to his own surprise, that Igor found 

himself  in league with the Martyr,  Deene Baudin,  driving him to Moscow 

where a great many would die. 

Their cart rode along the abandoned highway alone into the winter’s haze, 

endless  birch  trees  like  soldiers  passing  and  dwindling  to  the  obscured 

horizon behind them. Up front, it was he and the farmhand, Timur handling 

the horse, and down back, among the pumpkins and cured meats and hessian 

sacks of vegetables lay the Martyr.

Igor had not liked the Martyr at  first,  nor the way his  wife Inessa had 

beamed at him, worshipped the ground he walked on or was always after 

him,  cleaning up and making his  bed,  creating feasts  of  food they would 

never normally have. They were a humble couple, he and Inessa, lived in a 
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humble home. The Martyr was bombastic, self-important and careless. 

But as the Martyr stayed with them, as days turned to weeks and weeks; 

over walks and cigarettes and conversations on God and the world and why 

he was in Russia, and what he would be doing in the Red Square, Igor came to 

understand the man’s motives—A man is who he is. A man is what he does—

And something that should not have seemed righteous slowly began to seem 

not only inevitable, but what should happen. Igor gradually thought, Here is 

a man, trying at the end of all things to give peace and closure, contentment to 

people. Here is a man willing to sacrifice himself to give it to them, so much so 

he would die for them. And what is that if not honourable?

As the broken highway turned slightly and crossing an overpass became 

Tverskaya street—a way into the heart  of  the city,  the day was turning to 

dusk, turning everything a luminescent yellow, and the road began to fill with 

other carts and wagons, and then as they were nearly there; motor cars and 

busses  and  people  walking  beside,  seemingly  coming  from  everywhere. 

Eventually  the  traffic  slowed  to  a  crawl  and  funnelled  into  a  security 

checkpoint of  four islands of  sandbags,  barbed wire and Spetznaz soldiers 

holding AK-47s. Igor reached back and shook the Martyr, We are here, he said.

Whilst having only visited Moscow a month earlier for trade and supplies, 

Igor observed it now as almost a different city. Where once there had been 

wide empty streets and tent cities beneath buildings, there was now a thick 

crowd  extending  before  them,  and  light  and  snow  and  a  sparkle  to 

everything.  It  was as if  the old capital  had been wrapped as a  present—a 

cliche. And this notion aggravated Igor, soured him with what he felt as an 

uncleanliness, an affront. Had it not been for the Martyr and the message in 

fire he was there to promulgate, Igor would have turned from that falsehood 

and in spite  of  the crowd returned home.  The Martyr will  show them, he 

thought. And slowly they rode on.

On reaching the head of the queue they were required to dismount, and 
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with a shambolic efficiency three soldiers checked him and Timur and the 

Martyr while others rummaged through the cart. Some digital thing akin to a 

baton was used as a detector on their bodies, scanning them like a wand but 

Igor  was  unworried;  the  explosives,  the  capsules  of  Amisphon  implanted 

beneath the Martyr’s skin were synthetic and undetectable. 

However,  the  soldier  on  the  Martyr  patting  him  down  stopped  and 

hesitated in their scan, and then slowly from the Martyr’s jacket removed a 

Makarov pistol. Stupid American, thought Igor, though it was not the weapon 

he worried on. If they lingered long enough, if the Spetznaz decided to shake 

the Martyr down with more care and ask him to remove clothing, they might 

discover  the  wounds  and  implants.  And  if  they  found  those  it  would  be 

Spokojnoj Nochi for them all.

Quickly, casually, Igor remarked to the soldier the martyr was an American 

and  laughed  heartily,  and  the  soldiers  and  some  of  the  crowd  watching 

laughed too. The Spetznaz holding the pistol, as if wielding a toy, put the gun 

to the martyr’s head and said in English, Stick ‘em up, and then made a loud 

boom noise and laughed, and Igor nudged Timur who then laughed too, and 

the soldier repeated the prank, and by then everyone was laughing. That was 

but  for  the  Martyr  who in  that  moment  Igor  noticed  had not  flinched or 

tensed but instead was relaxed and patient. 

When the laughter eventually died down, in the silent wake of the joke and 

jibes, the soldier methodically inspected the pistol, checked the chamber and 

the magazine and then the position of the safety and seemingly satisfied, then 

returned it to the Martyr. 

It is a good gun, cowboy, said the soldier who then promptly ushered them 

on their way.

As Timur flicked the reigns and the horse with a  jerk toiled them to a 

rolling momentum, Igor asked the Martyr, You have a bomb, why bring the 

gun? Where did you even get such a thing?
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And from the back of the cart the Martyr sat up and turned to them on the 

box seat, hanging his arms over the tray board, an eager determination in his 

eyes. He said, That is how it will start, my good friend. Let the lord speak with 

the sound of thunder, or, as we say where I am from; Let freedom ring with a 

shotgun blast.
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*** She Dreamt She Was A Bulldozer, 

She Dreamt She Was Alone In An Empty Field ***

Weighing five pounds, three ounces and with a gift of fiery red hair atop 

her head, Jean Adelaide Dunn made no sound on emerging into the world, no 

cry or whine. As she was born, she only wiggled her little body, her skin slick 

and mottled in her mother’s blood, the delivery room all a hush.

Pat, what’s wrong? fretted the mother, Lilla.

She’s alright, she’s alright, assured the father, Patrick, carefully accepting 

little  Jean  from  the  doctor  and  bringing  her  around  the  curtain,  She’s 

beautiful.  And he  introduced Lilla  to  their  daughter;  small  and silent  and 

beaming with toothless smiles and searching fingers.

It's a girl? asked Lilla.

It's a girl, said Patrick.

Can I hold her?

Lowering  the  writhing  baby,  he  said,  She’s  perfect  isn't  she?  and  then 

stayed there for a long moment just watching in wonderment at his wife and 

the new life they had created.

After a time, Lilla looked to him and said, She’s so sticky!
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I know, he said, smiling.

Then  to  Patrick,  something  in  his  wife  seemed  to  change,  as  if  in  the 

moment just gone an unbidden and concerning thought had occurred to her. 

She asked, Why isn't she crying? 

And he considered his daughter silently squirming and realised he had not 

noticed.

The midwife, a thin, young woman with dimples standing by the curtain 

smiled knowingly and patted the air with her hand, It's normal, she said. It's 

okay. I wouldn't worry.

But by then Lilla was already crying, gently shaking the baby, Something’s 

wrong,  she  said.  Something’s  wrong.  She  continued shaking the  baby,  the 

movement becoming forceful, Why isn't she crying?

No No No, said Patrick, She’s fine, she’s fine. And he tried collecting his 

daughter, making sure to be careful and precise, and Lilla, tired and frail from 

the hours of labor and c-section acquiesced, letting Jean go to him. She broke 

down, I'm sorry. Don't take her away, please.

But by then their time was already over, the staff already beside the bed, 

already taking little Jean from Patrick, already preparing the anaesthetic face 

mask. 

It’s alright, said the anaesthetist. Your baby will be right next door. We’re 

just going to put you back together down there so you can see her really soon.

Patrick held Lilla’s hand, It’ll be fine, love.

Please, is all Lilla said as the mask was lowered over her nose and mouth, 

swiftly soothing her to unconsciousness.

As  Lilla  recovered  from  the  birth  and  the  family  returned  to  their 

townhouse in South London, Jean Adelaide remained as quiet as the day she 

was born, never made a sound. And whilst Patrick found great joy in this, in 

her  curious  gestures  and  contemplative  way,  Lilla  struggled,  couldn't 
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understand; believed after little Jean would not suckle and remained uncrying 

even at night - that her baby neither wanted her nor needed her, that she was 

failing as a mother, that something was fundamentally wrong. 

It's normal, she’s fine, Patrick would say, They told us, she’s just getting 

used to life outside the womb, that's all. 

But  weeks and then months passed without change and a great  divide 

grew in the family, a tragic misunderstanding. The stage of Lilla’s life she had 

been waiting for, had been promised would be the culmination of all of her 

dreams, the very purpose of everything, of life itself, became a nightmare, a 

world she didn't belong to. And Patrick unaware, only saw her growing more 

and more distant, believing her hysterical, unreasonable.

And so, before Jean Adelaide was six months old, on Christmas Eve 1984 

as the night fell still and the house slept, Lilla Megan Dunn waited for the 

exact time of 2:58am, went to the bathroom and opened the medicine cabinet 

and before the mirror and the reflected face which did not seem her own, 

swallowed as many painkillers as was available and lay with her husband, his 

breath a low sigh in sleep where she then held him, drifted off and in the 

morning did not wake.

Jean  would  not  remember  the  funeral,  nor  what  her  mother  looked or 

smelled like, nor the tumult her father persisted through in the absence of his 

wife,  the  guilt  that  claimed  him.  She  grew  up  happy  and  oblivious,  her 

memory of  that  time and the time after  becoming an unreachable  blur,  of 

footnotes to her life known only from the telling.

They moved to Sawley, a small village in the North of England where they 

lived in a cosy double-storey cottage looking out over rolling hills of green. 

Patrick abandoned his trade as an air-conditioning technician and became a 

handyman, working six days a week completing odd-jobs for residents of the 

village  and  neighbouring  towns  of  Longridge,  Clitheroe  and  Chipping. 
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Everything  from  varnishing  banisters  to  repairing  washing  machines, 

repairing leaking pipes and fixing boiler thermostats, installing light fittings 

and  switches,  re-shingling  roofs,  re-building  dry-stone  walls  impacted  by 

vehicles, anything to put food on the table each day and night for her.

And wherever he went, to the jobs, to the town, to the forest and the river, 

he took little Jean with him, explaining what tools he was using, speaking to 

her  as  though she understood every word,  as  though at  any moment  she 

might talk back and comment on things of the big and small, might one day 

question his technique on re-keying a door or ask him what kind of tree he 

was felling, or what nothingness was. But as if mute, not a word or single 

sound passed her lips, she only watched him, watched the world, collected 

grass by the handful and shook it before her eyes or followed cars with her 

gaze as they rolled down the thin road by their home. 

When Lilla was alive, a paediatrician told them Jean may be autistic or 

challenged, that there was no medical test but her symptoms would become 

more pronounced as she grew. And Patrick often thought of this as he worked 

or watched his daughter play; of the days of consultations, the arguments he 

and Lilla would have afterwards.

There’s no point in doing nothing about it  if  it  makes no difference, he 

would say.

And Lilla would retort, She’s not right, darling. She’s got a problem and 

when you've got a problem you do something about it.

Didn't you listen to the doctor? he’d say. That's the way she is, she isn't 

going to suddenly change. 

And  around  and  around  they  would  go,  circling  in  their  different 

interpretations of the doctor’s words until  exhaustion saw them to silence. 

And around and around the thoughts would swirl in his mind, memories of 

things still recent. He would remember Lilla coming to him, confessing she 

had been taking Jean to  naturopaths,  giving her  medication and remedies 
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while he worked; how he had scolded her for this. 

What's wrong with you? he had said. 

He would often wonder on if it was then that he should have noticed her 

drowning and done things differently, listened to her more, humoured her just 

a little if only to save her life. 

Inevitably this thinking would settle on when he found her that morning, 

limp  and  cold;  calling  triple-nine  and  the  paramedics  bursting  in,  asking 

questions about what happened, him answering, I don't know, I don't know. 

Later in the cemetery seeing her buried and then being alone. Throwing out 

and selling all of her possessions, burning their photos together and regretting 

it later. Packing to leave the London that had been their London. 

As Patrick had these thoughts and watched Jean, or toiled at his work and 

the memories swirled around him, sometimes becoming too much to bear, he 

would let the anger in but for a moment, then the sadness. And then—little 

Jean oblivious, quiet, watching him, eyes as galaxies—he would tell himself, 

Jeannie is the way she is.

But little Jean did eventually say her first words, and once spoken it was 

like a floodgate opened. It all began one summer’s day in June 1985, on the 

bank of the Ribble River not far from their home, little Jean on her father’s lap, 

both of them watching the water burble away; little prisms of light forming 

and  unforming,  travelling  and  winding  on  their  journey  to  the  Irish  sea. 

Patrick was talking to her, to the water, recounting a picnic with Lilla after 

she’d met his parents for the first time; how they had been on the beach in 

Crosby Coastal Park sitting together under the warm sun. How when a gust 

of wind had picked up and blown Lilla’s hat off they’d had to run across the 

sand and almost into the water to chase it, the straw wide-brim dancing in the 

air and evading them. How they were - he and her - laughing and reaching, 

laughing  and  reaching.  He  then  began  recalling  his  youth  in  Liverpool, 

recalling his  mother and how she would have adored Jean—his little  Jean 
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Adelaide—how  she  would  have  baked  her  the  most  amazing  shortbread 

biscuits. The best you ever had, he said. Enough to change your life. 

And in the saying of this, the arguments with Lilla over Jean returned to 

his  thoughts.  But  this  time,  before  the  river  they  quickly  vanished  to  the 

hypnotism of the running water, and he remembered when he and Lilla had 

first  met  in  a  bar  in  Saigon during  the  war;  her  a  field  nurse  and him a 

Sergeant in the intelligence division. They got to talking over a pair of Thirty-

Threes about the Vietnamese language and how a shift in tone could change, 

May Vietnam live for ten thousand years, into, The sunburnt duck is lying down. 

How she had looked at him then. The taste of the beer. Her green eyes and 

auburn  hair.  The  shape  of  her  lips  as  they  parted  while  he  talked.  He 

remembered them fleeing together when the city fell.

And then Patrick paused and after  a  time started crying silently to the 

river, holding Jean, holding her tighter to him. And in his arms she wriggled 

and turned and with her small hands rubbed his stubbly chin and then in a 

light squeak of a sound said the word, her first word, Spanner.

And at  first  Patrick  thought  he  had imagined it,  but  she  said  it  again, 

Spanner, tapping his chin and beaming at him, and somehow he knew what 

she meant and for a second this released something within him and he cried 

even  more  until  she  said  it  again,  Spanner,  Spanner,  and  then  he  began 

laughing, sniffling, she smiled and with both hands he bounced her and she 

giggled. Yes, he chuckled. Spanner. And from that very moment Jean’s silence 

vanished. As they returned home, and in the days and years following, she 

would not stop making noise or pointing and squeeing or talking.
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*** Ties of Grace ***

But within the infirmary, much older now and far from home, Jean Dunn 

sits beside the man she fell in love with at the end of the world and she is lost 

for  words.  There  he  is,  unconscious  on  the  medibed  and  she  cannot  find 

within her the impetus to say or to do anything. It is as if on Dragan’s leaving 

an illusion was dispelled, the room is now mundane, not a place but a thing, 

Handi no longer Handi but a sleeping body on a bed. 

The ship rumbles and part of her wants to speak to him, comfort him in his 

dreaming. That's what she should do, shouldn't she? Another part wonders 

on what the use would be, what the point is. What would she say anyway? 

After all,  it  would be her talking to herself,  he might as well be a bowl of 

petunias. She tells herself she is not prepared for this; sickness, frailty, death, 

the end. As a physicist she knows the science, the biological decomposition 

that  begins  in  the last  lurches  of  the  heart,  the  bacterial  devourment  once 

cellular mitosis ceases. And she is well aware this could be Handi’s end, that 

her  own  death  might  not  be  far  away.  But  this  knowledge,  science  and 

inevitability does little to calm her. She is not prepared for this.  There is a 

question she cannot answer, needs to know. 
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Should she say something, talk to him? 

What would she say?

Sirrius rumbles. Handi lies still but for the rise and fall in his chest, his 

breath the faintest of sounds, and she finds no words. There are no words. 

There are no words.

Something. A prayer, a hymn once heard. Mother Mary full of grace—

No.

She can not do this.

Standing,  she  makes  to  leave  the  room,  step  after  second-guessed  step 

away from him. She opens the door, but holds there and she turns to see her 

love  again,  something  in  her  wanting  to  check  he  has  not  changed,  not 

suddenly awoken. 

But all is as it was and with a sigh she crosses the threshold and closes the 

heavy door behind her.

In the mess, Dragan and Ceylan sit at the benched table, tin cups in their 

hands, looking to her as she enters. The sheer aluminium walls reflect their 

figures dully.

It was the Crimson Moon, Dragan remarks. Fucking bastards.

What do you mean? she says.

The attack, the missile. It was the Crimson Moon. Somehow they got their 

hands on a SAM. How? I don't know. GC don't know. There was a bomb blast 

too, a suicide bomber in the Red Square.

Fucking fuck, Jean says, rubbing her forehead.

The Central Committee have locked the city down, says Dragan. It's chaos.

Ceylan brushes a curl of her dark hair behind her ear, How is Handi? she 

asks.

Jean is still near the door, in some no-mans-land between then and now, 

unsure where in the face of such news her feet should take her. 
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He’s the same, I guess, she says. 

She craves a cigarette, the sharp intake of breath, the end of the cigarette 

curling copper in a sizzling brightness, plumes of silken smoke rising gently 

to  the  ceiling,  her  lungs  filling  with  the  beautiful  spirit  of  addiction.  But 

instead  Jean  settles  for  the  next  best  thing.  Approaching  the  recessed 

dispenser in the wall she retrieves a cup of coffee and sits down at the table. 

What do we do? she says to the others hunched over sullenly, clutching their 

cups  as  if  contained  within  was  a  puzzle  to  be  solved.  What  about  the 

evacuation, the Spes Vota, our mission?

The Spes Vota is undamaged, Ceylan says. That part of the city was not 

attacked. We are instructed to keep going to Atrus. 

How? Jean asks.

She pictures the Sirrius in her mind,  the four latticed towers extending 

from the spherical centre, one broken and angled, barely hanging on in the 

weightlessness of space. 

We will jettison tower four, says Dragan. The corridor seal is in-tact and 

while I was on with GC, Ceylan checked Juno and confirmed the remainder of 

the ship appears ok. I will go out tomorrow and see the exterior myself. He 

takes a sip of his coffee. The order at present is to ensure Sirrius can continue 

and to resume the mission at the earliest convenience. He sighs. There simply 

isn't enough time for anything else.

Jean  notes  the  gritty  texture  of  the  coffee  on  her  tongue  and  tries 

calculating the updated time dilation given their delay. However, the numbers 

in her mind scatter off and recombine in odd orders and everything is wrong. 

What about Handi? she asks.

The  Captain  makes  to  say  something  but  stops  himself  then  takes  a 

moment. He stays with us, he says. For now we have to work without him. 

Once we are past the Kuiper Belt his swelling will have hopefully come down 

enough and I can wake him up.
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Remembering his earlier words about God and faith, Jean regards Dragan, 

his large frame folded over the table, the small blonde hairs on his tanned 

forearm shiny under the solid state  LED lights,  and she asks herself  what 

death he has seen, how he could still believe in a benevolent, interventionist 

creator. He is a surgeon, was in the navy, had been born in the midst of the 

Croat / Serbian war, and yet.

It is late, we need to rest, Dragan says.

I agree, says Ceylan. We will be better tomorrow. And Ceylan ups, places 

her cup in the retractable cleaning tray, and says, Goodnight.

Rest well, says Dragan.

Night,  Jean  says  after  her,  then  noticing  in  the  sheer  wall  her  own 

reflection,  dappled  like  an  impressionist  disfiguration  of  her.  She  sees  the 

vagueness of her pale skin and the white of the flight suit, her curly red hair.

I  am  hoping  we  can  be  at  checkpoint  two  before  eighteen-zero-zero 

tomorrow, Dragan says. Be out of the solar system by Friday. If everything 

goes right.

The fucking Crimson Moon eh? Jean says.

Dragan clenches his cup. Otpadnici, he curses, then crosses his chest. I hate 

them so much. They are the total opposite of what I believe, they disfigure 

everything. 

The room falls quiet. I'm sorry for hitting you, Jean says.

I understand, he says. Don't worry about it.
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*** Osen (осень) ***

Inessa was happy the end was coming. Her and Igor were getting old, her 

sixty seven, him seventy eight and she was tired of it all, always so tired. Their 

farm was lying mostly unused,  the flax requiring farmhands from Tver to 

cultivate and harvest each year and they had not seen their children, Yuri and 

Elizaveta, for decades, both of them having travelled abroad for study before 

the discovery,  a  journey from which they never  returned.  Every night  she 

dreamt of  dying and ascending to heaven and each morning she found it 

harder to rise, wanting to stay in that bliss forever.

The martyr’s name was Deene Baudin though she had preferred to call 

him,  Your  Holiness.  He  had  been  staying  with  them  for  several  weeks, 

recovering  from  the  surgery  in  St  Petersburg,  already  having  suffered  so 

much. She had expected he would dream of heaven too, to through him feel 

the grace of God. But instead he only told of a recurring nightmare he’d been 

having; a half-way world where he was a child again and dangling his feet in 

the water of a swimming pool. It had seemed innocuous to her, but each time 

he would recount his dream, he spoke of feeling such fear, of a dark portal at 

the bottom of the pool and an unseen evil that knew him. 
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And now he was leaving, on his way to do the Lord’s bidding.

He is a great man. 

A great man, she thought to herself as she watched the cart wobbling it's 

way along the grooved road and out of the farm.

But he is a troubled man.

She tried picturing the dream he had told her of that morning. He’d had a 

new dream, a breakthrough, an epiphany of sorts. 

The swimming pool, Matron! he’d said in excitement while Inessa set the 

table,  laying  the  napkins  then  ladling  the  broth  for  breakfast.  This  time  I 

dreamt I was there in daylight and all was changed. I could see it was the end

—after the end. All of the people were gone and it was a yard, a plot of land 

with the ruins of a house and an overgrown garden and the sun was rising. 

There was a giant, golden Aspen tree, bright as a star emerging from the ruins 

of the house and I was no longer afraid. It was so beautiful, Matron. I felt the 

glory of God and I knew I was forgiven. This time I was courageous and I 

went into the portal and I was strong and there was light and love, and the 

darkness fell away and I knew what was waiting for us. It's heaven Inessa, 

like you said. Heaven!

Inessa had found she was crying. Your holiness, she had said.

But as the horse and cart disappeared around the bend, she tried seeing her 

heaven. The place where Igor was young again, was hard and rippled with 

muscle and eyes only for her; where her children were young and never left. 

She  tried  finding  meaning  in  the  Martyr’s  aspen  tree,  its  pale  trunk  and 

golden leaves; in the swimming pool; in him being a child and the water of 

the pool never emptying, of the dark portal. But she found no metaphor or 

equivalence.

Instead she saw Golubtsi and Salo, plates of the cured pork she had been 

keeping  aside  and not  serving  the  Martyr;  sliced  circles  of  meat  carefully 
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arranged in a wheel on the table. And she saw Igor returning home.
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*** The Light and the Glass ***

Jean’s quarters consist of a military grade steel bed and a cork board on the 

wall to pin memories and flair of her choosing. Except for this there is little 

else  in  the  room,  minimalism at  its  finest.  Within  the  walls;  drawers  and 

compartments contain uniform black clothing; her flight suit and one spare; a 

pull out lavatory and fold out desk. 

She has been laying on the bed for a long time, not getting beneath the 

sheets. With a word or flick of a switch the light could be off and she be in 

darkness,  and she would eventually fall  asleep. She has never had trouble 

falling asleep, something she attributes to her compartmentalising the world 

and her passage through it. She stares intently at the ceiling, having quickly 

found an aberration in the flat  steel  to focus on;  a  habit  developed young 

where she all she needed were small things, one odd detail—an extra long 

hair on a blade of grass, a dead flower among a shrub of perfection, a car 

driving with one tail-light dimmer than the other, a pimple on a lover’s back, 

David Bowie’s eye on a poster—and she could clear away everything, be in 

the pure now. She watches the aberration, what may be a rivet not properly 

covered  and  painted.  She  studies  its  feature  over  and  over,  its  almost 
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imperceivable  shadow.  She  wonders  on  the  air  conditioning  and  oxygen 

supply  and  with  her  eyes  tries  finding  the  vent,  scanning  the  walls  and 

ceiling, and when she cannot spy any grate or grill plate, thinks on her father 

and how he had been an air conditioning technician before she was born. And 

then as if a door in her mind has opened, a dam released its surplus; an idea 

and an intention after that forms and she knows.

Still in her flight suit, Jean sits up and from a concealed draw in the wall 

collects a jumper and leaves the room. She passes the other quarters,  their 

doors all closed except for one. She passes the mess and without hesitation 

opens the door to the infirmary and her love, Handi is still there, calm and 

still and asleep. She walks to the medibed and leans and softly, very slowly 

kisses his lips and feels a charge exchange between them. She lays the black 

jumper over his chest and sits in the chair beside him.

Alright, she says. I hope you can hear me in there. Because only you will 

find this funny and I'm not saying it again. 

I've never told you, and you would say I'm being daft, but I can only ever 

remember two jokes. It doesn't matter how many you tell me or how good 

they are or how much I laugh, they all go poof and I forget. So now, I'm going 

to tell you the only two bloody jokes I know. Right, you ready? 

Ok. First one: A man walks into a bar and says, Owch. Second one—Hold 

on, I should let that settle for a bit, let the humour sink in, its a fast one innit? 

Genius. Absolute genius. I know, I know. Ok, Second one: Have you heard the 

one about the Irishman who tried to blow up a bus? No? Well, he burnt his 

lips on the exhaust pipe, innit. Boom, immense! 

Jean giggles, though more at the pantomime in what she is doing, the show 

she is putting on for him, the fact she just told the two worst jokes known to 

man—the only ones she could ever remember—to an empty room. But there is 

something in this,  the exercise,  the act of acknowledging him that fills her 

with a happiness, a sadness, a restlessness, something true and cathartic. 
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I knew you’d like it, she says, watching his face, studying the pockmarks of 

acne scars on his cheeks. She tries thinking of him inside there, if he can hear 

her. After a time, she says, Did I ever tell you that when I was just a baby my 

mum committed suicide? That I was raised by my Dad? I don't know much 

about her.  I  think sometimes I  have a lot  of  her in me, why in a way I'm 

broken—I mean faulty—I mean just look how I was to Rowen. I was close to 

doing it too, you know, killing myself. I couldn't take it, the way everything 

changed  in  a  heartbeat;  the  discovery  and  the  murders  at  the  University, 

Kevin leaving. I thought the world would be better without me, Rowen could 

be free. That I was no mother, I was just a weight bringing her down.

She  did  it  on  Christmas  Eve,  you  know?  My  mum?  I  never  really 

understood why she did that, what malicious intent she had on me and my 

father. I hated her for so long for what she did to us. 

But I know now what it was. I know to her it was supposed to be a present, 

a gift to us, an act of selflessness. She thought the best thing for us was to 

disappear forever, to be nothing, and for me for it to be like she never existed, 

that I would grow up uncorrupted.

That's the saddest thing I think.

Rowen was right to leave. If she hadn't,  maybe I'd have done the same 

thing, done myself in. I definitely wouldn't be here, that’s for sure. I wouldn't 

have met you, wouldn't be on this spaceship.

Adjusting the jumper on Handi so the sleeves cover more of him, Jean then 

slowly begins stroking his forearm and gazes off as if suddenly the walls and 

floor had become transparent. She didn't leave a note, you know? she says. 

Not Rowen I mean—she left a note—I mean my mum. One morning my dad 

woke up and she didn't  wake up with him.  No explanation,  no goodbye, 

nothing. 

I won't let that happen to you, alright? You’ll get no, So long and thanks for 

all the fish, no, By your leave, no Sayonara. I don't know where you are in there, 
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if there’s a part of you thinking me naff. But I'm going to stay right here with 

you, alright? 

You're not going anywhere.

And with that, with her hand stroking his arm, Jean Adelaide Dunn closes 

her eyes and to the rumbling of the Sirrius and the low pulse of the heart rate 

monitor and the rhythm of Handi’s breathing, falls softly to sleep.
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