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CHAPTER 8

Letting the Cables Sleep // Takk

*** Letting The Cables Sleep ***

I gun the Citroen down Lugovaya Ulitsa  and then Strelkovoy Brigady  and 

then  left  onto  Yuzhnaya  Ulitsa.  I  pass  the  heroes  monument,  the  stubborn 

soldier on his pedestal among the bare trees where I told you of the battles of 

Stalingrad and Kursk. I try and focus on the road. The street sides are banked 

with snow and a man hunched and smoking a cigarette walks the way I am 

going. 

After Nauchnyy Gorodok the trees thin to buildings and I can see the high 

openwork water tower. There is the town hall and then the apothecary and I 

pull the car over and get out, stuff the pistol into the back of my jeans. The 

engine ticks. The soft scent of Jasmine still hangs in the air and you come to 

my mind.

Motivating the horses proved to be more difficult than you thought. Calvin 

and Hobbes moved little if at all and jerked aggressively at their reins which 

slipped from your fingers. 

The acrid sting of smoke dominated everything. You pinched your nose 

and your throat scraped, your skin dried, and you felt you might be sick if 

you did not keep moving. 
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From  the  box  seat  you  shouted:  Come  on!  and  whipped  the  reins  as 

skipping ropes and nothing happened. Davay Zhe, you ordered and whipped 

the reins again. Giddy up! you said, and the horses just stood there, in a way 

expectantly, Calvin, the brown one looking at you like you weren't doing it 

properly. 

You pivoted and considered the creased blue tarpaulin covering the wagon 

behind you. Exploring underneath, you found several sports bags full, hulks 

of timber and kindling collected in ordered piles,  a .302 rifle,  five sacks of 

potatoes and sweet potatoes and onions and green apples and yellow pears, 

three metal rods laid down between everything and covered with chain. And 

then, off to one side and part way sticking out of the tarp, you saw a leather 

rod extending to a thin point topped in a frayed leather tail. A riding crop. 

Bingo.

And as I make my way across the road to where the snow-laden stand of 

pine trees border the park of Bashnya Shukhova,  to where the markets have 

always been, the trees tower high and above them towering even higher is the 

burned rusting frame and holed tank of the water tower. It is hard to see if the 

tents are there through the barcode of pines and snow. There is no sign of red 

or blue and it is dead silent. I tell myself: I have to find you, I have to fucking 

find you. And to do that I have to find her. I have to know if she told you. If 

there is another, faster way to America.

Do you know I've been with no one else? 

Of course you don't. 

I have chopped wood and maintained the apartment, sat long days with 

my father,  barely left,  waiting and hoping.  And now it  is  a  year since the 

attack and the spaceship leaving and maybe it is something in this which tells 

me you’re not coming back, this is it—

And the market is not there. 

The market is not fucking there. Of course it's not. Nothing. There is only 
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emptiness and snow and the old bi-plane in the clearing. I tell myself: This 

was stupid, so stupid. You idiot. You goddamn fucking idiot.

When I get back to the car, the man I passed earlier is walking along the 

street towards me, getting closer. Thickly set, he wears a ragged grey beard 

and  deep-set  eyes  and  he  is  still  smoking,  he  lifts  the  cigarette  to  me  in 

greeting and asks, You here for the market?

Yes, I say eagerly, feel for the pistol as if to make sure.

Ah, he says, and then sucks a long drag of his cigarette. It is not there.

I know, I say. I went to the park and found only the plane.

Oh, yes, he says. That is still there. 

The man looks to the flat and unchanged cloudy sky, opens his arms wide, 

his pocked and wrinkled cheeks stretching taut. What a beautiful, beautiful 

day, am I right?

Yes, I say obligingly. It is very good.

Just this morning, he says. On my walk, I saw on a single branch not one, 

but two Mandarin ducks. Two. Side by side beside each other and I thought, 

What a gift! What a gift! 

I ask him: There was an American woman. She used to have a stall in the 

park, the markets. A red white and blue tent. Do you know where she is?

An American woman? he says.

Yes, I say.

The man smokes and points at the Citroen. This yours? he asks, the long 

worm of ash at the end of his cigarette falling to the ground as he gestures. 

Yes, I say. 

I once had a car like this, he says. 

Like this?

Yes, he says. Exactly like this. You are very lucky. I had to trade mine for 

goats. So it goes.

The man drops his expired cigarette and stamps it with his boot and then 
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withdraws  a  notepad  and  pencil  from  his  coat.  Now,  he  says.  Whilst  I 

remember. Please may I have your name? —For the register.

What register? 

The community register, he says.

I haven't done anything wrong.

Not saying you did.

Then what need do you have of my name?

Here, we record who comes and who goes and when, he says. It helps keep 

the peace, ensures there is an order to things and someone doesn't come and 

take any advantage.

And  what  if  I  was  to  lie  about  my  name?  I  say.  Hurt  you.  What  if 

something happened to you now, with no one to see?

You could, he says. That could happen.

Yes, I say.

But, he says, On such a beautiful day when I have little to benefit you, 

when we have so few days left in our lives, what gain would you receive? 

This is no government bureaucracy. I am no nationalist. I am a census-taker. 

Please let us be civil. Please.

I say: I used to live here, on Perennial Oak. I am just curious. There wasn't 

a register then.

He thins his eyes, after a moment says: Ah yes. Now I see. You and your 

wife.

This verbal recognition of you punches me right in the gut. As though you 

being gone has been ages more than a year. As if you were no longer you, no 

longer a name but were only that word, a status, Wife, a memory. As if you 

were dead. 

Up on the hill, he says.

Yes, I say to him, barely holding this in. Me and my wife. Can you tell me 

of the American woman?
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He  lights  a  new  cigarette  and  continues  as  if  my  answer  explained 

something. You would be on the register then, he says. Your wife probably 

noted you. Forgive me, I don't recall your name. Please let me  do this, check 

your name off and then I can help you. 

The hard of the pistol rubs at the small of my back.   I could, but suddenly I 

realise I've not fired a gun since my service when I was eighteen, that I'm not 

really sure what I  meant to achieve by bringing it  with me. Whether I  am 

prepared to follow through on whatever would happen if I was to take that 

course. Reluctantly, I give the man my name and on a page of his notepad he 

writes.  He introduces himself  as Roman Vasiliev,  says he is  from Chestnut 

Grove,  around  the  way  behind  Bashnya  Shukova.  He  pockets  the  notepad, 

sucks a drag of his cigarette which sizzles and he looks to me and then looks 

to the sky. 

Such a beautiful, beautiful day, he says.

So, the American woman, I say. Do you know her?

The man sighs,  says  she visits  and stays  here  in  Lugovaya every three 

months or so, comes from somewhere to the West, New York, that her stall 

wares came from trips she took to America, her name is Mary-Ann. I tell him 

of you and your leaving. How I am trying to find you. He offers to introduce 

me.

Yes, yes, I think and picture you and me years ago entering the woman’s 

stall together. The old woman, her rutted face glowing bright on hearing your 

voice and the both of you embracing. And then I realise it is because of her, 

you are gone.

When is she expected to return, I ask.

He throws the remains of his cigarette to the road where it smokes and 

then dies. She is due back on Thursday, he says. In four days.

You're not here for any trouble are you? You're not a nationalist or from the 

Crimson Moon? Not out for revenge?
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Would I tell you if I was?

He considers me.

—No, I say. No. I made a mistake. I just want to find her.

He says. Alright, I believe you. But on second thought, I think there is a 

better way first.

What do you mean?

Mary-Ann is not due for four days. There is a woman staying in her house 

at the moment, a British girl. I think maybe it would be a good idea for you to 

meet her first, make friends. This would help with what you are asking and 

would  seem  less  singularly  motivated.  It  would  be  less  rude  if  you  had 

another reason to be there than at my behest when she returns. As it is said, a 

friend of a friend is a friend indeed.

And you're not friends?

Not exactly, he says flatly. Come tomorrow, at noon. Meet me again here 

and then I will take you. He then seems to count something to himself. Yes. 

Yes, he says.

Your road through the Southern Urals snaked and dipped and rose and 

wound itself through gentle valley and ridge, plateau and peak, getting ever 

further from me. The stench of smoke and burning with each turn in time 

grew distant,  replaced  with  clean,  fresh  mountain  air.  Calvin  and Hobbes 

pushed on tirelessly, their hooves clopping a steady staccato on the bitumen, 

angling their heads this way and that. And it is in this moment, when you are 

full into the Ural’s and clear of mind I try and see ahead. If you arrived safely 

in Chelyabinsk, if you made it to America and found your sister. But all I see 

is  a  vague  Maybe.  Maybe  you  did,  maybe  you  didn't.  Maybe  something 

happened on the way. All options are equally valid and equally as likely and it 

is always just me here on my own. That is until step after careful step it grows 

clearer. It pains me to picture you on your way and finding someone else, but 

it is lucid and vivid and must be the only way forward. I cannot picture Kirrill 
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back there in the holocaust, however. For the best he is barely alive. For the 

worst, he suffered a slow immolation before dying. And you know you left 

him there and my heart is both joyous and sad and regretful at this. That it 

was of my own making but was true. And what is any of this but the pursuit 

of truth? The greatest truth.

And  as  you  bore  ahead,  bare  oaks  intermingled  with  lush  spruce  and 

Siberian fir passed like marking time. Moments into a second. Whole stretches 

into  minutes,  and  then  the  way  dipped  and  continued  to  dip  and  after 

moderate switchback after moderate switchback then after long, flat road you 

realised and then turned to see the mountains receding behind you, smaller 

than what they had seemed, almost hills. You pulled Calvin and Hobbes over 

at what appeared to be a large lake, rippling to the North in soft mirrored 

corrugations and with a bucket from the wagon filled it full and in turns let 

the horses drink.  Where did the others go? you must have thought.  There 

were so  so  many hundreds of  them before  and now the road was empty, 

soulless, stretching like the course of time itself ever onward. You rode on, 

getting further from me.
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*** Takk ***

The Citroen putters to a stop in front of  the apartments.  Mother in the 

kitchen cleaning away lunch, says: Where have you been?

She is wearing a baige apron over a navy blue gabardine dress, her curled 

brown hair bunched tightly with hairpins. 

I went to the house, I say.

Mhm, she says.

I'm going upstairs, I say.

Make sure to see your Father, she says. You should apologise for how you 

behaved. He was the one who brought you in.

And that  is  all  she says and I  know there will  be no more.  She busies 

herself  with  three  plates  from  the  table,  one  large  glazed  with  leftover 

dressing and the two others, small and speckled with crumbs of bread and 

gristle. 

Upstairs in the living room seated and reading Moscow News, Father is 

silent  and  still.  He  could  be  a  wax  replica  in  that  moment  for  all  of  the 

acknowledgement  he  gives  my  entrance,  and  I  ask  myself,  Is  this  what  I 

stayed for? I sit beside him in the opposing corduroy lounge and clasp my 
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hands together and then wring them, tap my fingers and try and move the 

excitement within me into a special place where it will not be disturbed for 

now. Where my hope of being closer to you cannot be corrupted by whatever 

happens here. All I need is to last the night and resolve a way to return to 

Lugovaya tomorrow and what happens after that is whatever happens. It may 

be nothing. But it is something.

But words are hard to say. As though between me and my Father there is 

an invisible barrier, like in a dream where the muscles and chords that open 

the mouth and make words are no longer under my control. At the same time, 

I know it is me and I can say those words to him, right now, right now I could. 

And then the clock ticks and Father turns a page and glances at me and his 

hand trembles a little and I rub my hands together again. I rest back into the 

softness of the lounge and look around. The photos on the mantelpiece, the 

one of you and me not that long ago, smiling on the steps of our house shortly 

after we had finished the renovations. Mother and Father on their wedding 

day. There is the fireplace which has been set poorly and my heart sinks at 

this, the unburning hulks, the almost lack of flame from the dying midden of 

ash. 

Creaking, I get up and put the screen aside and then with my hands and 

the poker arrange the hunks into something of a stack. Into the empty spaces I 

crumple pages of older editions of Moscow News and what kindling I can 

find, and I gently blow. After a time the smouldering embers ignite the paper 

which in turn ignites the kindling which in turn slowly and at my watch re-

inspires the hardwood hulks to combustion and eventually a healthy flame. I 

return to the couch and once content with the warmth say to him: Father?

Father lowers his newspaper, sees the fire and nods gently but does not 

look at me, looks off somewhere else and he breathes long in a way as if to 

calm something inside. Thank you, he says, then another breath.

Here and watching my Father, it is a peculiar thing I realise, to see your 
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parents age and grow older and to know that one day they were like you and 

me,  with  smooth  skin  and  style  and  vigour  and  passion.  This  same  man 

seated across from me gave me life and raised me as a little child and watched 

me grow. And this man grew too, and grew ahead of me and at some point in 

that growing we became separated. And I know who he is and who he is to 

me and he will always have that sway, that ingrained influence over me as we 

all move and shift our lives with the days and the seasons, and yet I do not 

know  him.  He  could  be  wondering  on  the  most  amazing  of  stories,  of 

inventions, of answers to questions that would make me feel whole again, of 

daydreams,  of  laughing  and  dancing,  but  he  is  always  just  sitting  there, 

reading,  silently  accepting  the  food  mother  thrusts  upon  him,  each  day 

blurring into the next. And he never looks at me. Our words are only ever 

formalities.  And  yet,  yet,  he  is  the  one  who  in  spite  of  his  illness  and 

complacency, went into the snow as I was freezing and brought me inside. He 

is dying and he is before me now and we are not speaking and it is as though 

none of any of it happened. Not the other night and him saving me. Not his 

coughing blood. Not his ageing into an old man. Not the end of the world. 

Not  his  growing  into  adulthood.  Not  creating  me,  his  son.  Not  marrying 

mother. Not being young and falling in love, not being lustful and lively and 

sexual. Not being a child and playing on the farm. Not riding horses and at 

school  being a  spirited fighter.  Not  being born.  It  is  as  though none of  it 

happened.

Father? I say again.

He lowers the paper again. I want to ask if he loves me, really loves me, if 

he remembers me being born, what are his happiest memories. 

Yes? he says.

I am sorry, I say. I’m sorry for the night before last and that you had to 

come out and get me. I just—

He nods faintly. That is alright, he says. 
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I wasn't trying to kill myself, I find myself saying, losing track of how I 

wanted this to go. I didn't—

It is alright, he says. All of us at one point or another desire to run away. 

And so don't know what to say to this.

And after a short cough and a dab at his mouth with his handkerchief, the 

couch squeaks a little and he returns to reading. 

It is not what I wanted to say. It was weak and desperate. 

I collect his coffee cup and saucer and take it down to the kitchen and rinse 

them in the sink. While there I drink a glass of water to myself and reply the 

moment over and over, trying to resolve the perfect thing to have said. Mother 

says nothing. 

Outside, from the boot of the car, I remove the quart of firewood and then 

in the yard split  it  into hulks and kindling while a pigeon watches cooing 

from the fence.  

With each solid swing and crack and split, I allow my excitement to return, 

and  I  see  you  and  the  horses  and  the  wagon  whiling  your  way  through 

abandoned villages. I see you ride off of the highway and through the small 

town  of  Malkovo  where  on  the  empty  streets  in  full  of  the  view  of  the 

immense Lake Chebarkul  which I  can tell  you freezes over in winter,  you 

searched for survivors, stragglers, anyone. 

The sky looked like a painting. To you, if the town had been less green and 

more yellow and dry,  with the low buildings and dirt  roads and old rock 

fences before tin roofed shacks and cottages, you could have sworn you were 

not  in  Russia  but  in  the  Pacific  Northwest  of  America.  You  relaxed  and 

continued your search. 

With  creeping  moss  and  daisy  and  thistle  and  knapweed  spilled  and 

washed  over  everything  it  was  as  if  people,  buildings,  civilisation  and 

humanity was just a step in a process, an experiment run its course. Bursts of 

spleenwort fern and trunks of lime. The main road empty. Side streets and old 
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businesses and what appeared as a childcare centre, all empty. Around the top 

of  the lake and near the neighbouring town of Chebarkul,  you turned the 

horses and made your way back. 

Close to  the highway an approaching blur  becoming a  horse and rider 

came upon you. It was a woman saddled in jeans and a baige turtle-necked 

cardigan  and  trotting  contentedly  beside  her  on  the  road  was  a  jet  black 

staffordshire terrier. In Russian, once she was within earshot, she asked who 

you were and what you were doing here. 

You slowed Calvin and Hobbes and then answered your name and as best 

you  could  that  you  were  looking  for  your  friends,  a  caravan  of  people 

travelling over the mountains and escaping the forest fire. That you had got 

separated. You asked if she had seen anyone.

The woman was dark haired and somewhat dark skinned, with thinning 

eyes and a face that was a map of the world. She switched to English and said, 

You are not from here. 

You joked about your accent  and the horses grew unsettled as the dog 

sniffed about at their fore hooves. You confessed you were from the West and 

trying to reach America, of which you had been with a caravan of others, of 

wagons and people old and young, and you were travelling to Vladivostok to 

then by boat cross the Bering Sea. 

And the woman shifted in her saddle and regarded your wagon and then 

looked back the way she’d come as if to check for something or someone. She 

called on her dog to leave your horses alone and said it was good she found 

you, said she had found a number of people who sounded like those you had 

described,  your  friends,  and  she  said  they  were  staying  at  her  farm  in 

Sarafanovo. Said her farm was just South of the highway a few miles and there 

was plenty of food and shelter if you wanted to come and stay and wait with 

them. 

You asked what could have started such a fire in the mountains, and she 
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shrugged and said maybe global warming combined with thinning oxygen, 

but who knew what was true anymore. You asked if you were to stay, if in the 

morning she could take you back up and into the Ural  Mountains to find 

Kirrill.

The woman smiled and nodded. Sure, she said and then reined her horse 

around. And with a flick of your reins and the riding crop you urged Calvin 

and Hobbes with her and began together along the road back to the highway. 

She admired your wagon as it rolled creakingly along, said you were lucky to 

have saved it and the horses. 

Splitting the timber to firewood and thinking of you I fail  to notice the 

pigeon went without a sound. I stop. I carry in my arms the timber to our 

allocated drying hutch on the side of the apartment building. I see some of the 

neighbours are low in their stocks and I decide to give a few hulks into their 

piles. Every little bit counts.

The afternoon light wanes low to a dim yellow, red shift and then as if in a 

blink it is gone. I go inside and sweep the kitchen and the living room floors 

and  then  the  bedrooms  and  with  a  bucket  and  dustpan  cast  outside  the 

gathered dust and crumbs and hair and lint. There is a flush of the toilet and I 

hear footsteps emerge and pace slowly to the bedroom upstairs and I hold still 

in the kitchen. Father’s steps to the bedroom after. He coughs. The door closes 

and I hear the muffled sound of their talking. It is toneless, formless. The wash 

of the toilet cistern refilling suddenly halts. 

Next door, footsteps run down the stairs quickly and the sound of the front 

door opening and closing and the crunch of children dancing on snow. 

I go outside and stand and the four kids, the two boys and two girls, wave 

and almost in unison say together, Good evening, Leo, and I wave back and 

pity them. 

Inside the Citroen I turn the key and check the fuel gauge. In dull ochre 

light it  reads below empty and I  remember us before the launch and how 
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rations were more than enough for our little trips. Or before Russia and the 

discovery, how we visited Las Vegas and rented a ridiculously sized 4x4, just 

the two of us,  how it  was almost a truck, with double rear tyres,  how we 

drove those long empty roads across  the desert,  not  a  care  for  things like 

resources, or the environment or distance. There is no way I'll make it back to 

Lugovaya on this. 

I check our ration tin and there is probably five litres.  Not enough. The 

thought of syphoning someone else’s ration crosses my mind. It is more than 

half a day’s walk to Lugovaya but only an hour or so in the car. But what 

would that mean? What would that mean?

Hey Felix! I call through the shadowed moonlight between the trees. The 

mousey  kid  pops  his  head  out  from behind  a  trunk  and  I  ask,  Are  your 

parents home?

Da, he says. 

I knock on their door. The other kids chase each other in the snow as their 

mother, Miriam opens and greets me. 

Leonid, what can I do for you? she says.

Apologetically  I  ask  her:  By  any  chance  could  I  use  some of  your  gas 

ration?

Oh, she says, then thinks for a second. How much do you need? Where are 

you going?

Miriam is in her early forties with a warm oval face and button nose still 

suffering from pimples. She is petite and looks more like an old teen than a 

middle aged woman. She looks at me with a kind of pity.

Not much, I say. Just a few litres. 

She says: Would you like to come in? I have a pot of tea on the boil.

The dining table is drawn over with a patterned black table cloth and a 

vase of flowers at it's centre. Miriam pours the tea, steaming and aromatic 

with  sage  and  lemongrass  and  oolong.  I  notice  the  shape  of  her  breasts 
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underneath her wool sweater, imagine where the nipples might be, and then I 

realise what I'm doing and look away.

Sipping her tea, Miriam says, The anniversary of the launch and the attack 

was just a few weeks back, right?

I nod. Yes.

Are you doing alright?

Well, I say, Yes and no.

Is that why you need the gas?

There's someone in Lugovaya I think can help me find Juliette.

She sighs. What are you doing, Leo?

Please, I say. It’s nothing. How's things with you?

Good, she says and smiles.

Yuri upstairs? 

He’s doing security down at the Spes Vota, she says, and then gets excited. 

Oh Leo, Leo. You know they're building another three ships down there? I 

saw them just the other week, gigantic like you could not believe. Massive. 

Enough to take millions! It is going to be so amazing when we leave here for 

Atrus. I am almost nearly unable to wait.

I smile but say nothing and think, there is no way she or any of us will get 

to go. That was another reason why you left. Ironically, it was probably the 

one thing I was able to change, to convince in you. None of us will leave this 

place alive.

I  find  Miriam’s  eyes,  her  face  warm  in  the  incandescent  kitchen  light, 

smiling  at  me  gladly  but  somewhat  sullen  and  sad.  There  is  a  subtle 

unevenness in her features, dots of freckles on the tops of her cheeks and I 

wonder what it would be like to be close to her, not kissing but about to kiss 

or just after the kiss, that closeness I truly wish for again, but again I stop, I 

push the image from my mind and finish the tea. I have been with no one else.

Miriam helps me with their  gas  can and the car  is  loaded with all  the 
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leftovers of my ration and five litres of hers and Yuri’s and the gauge shows a 

quarter of a tank. She invites me and mother and father over for dinner, says 

there is plenty of food, but I decline politely, I know that seeing the children 

will only make mother sad and really, I need to be alone. 

In bed I try and remember your face, your body, the way your eyes looked 

into mine as we kissed, the heat of your breath and what features were there 

that no one else but me could see. I picture the slight curl at the edges of your 

lips, the little line under your chin. And then I'm imagining you and Kirrill 

and telling myself to stop, just wait, think of something else, I see Miriam’s 

face,  her chest,  I  open my eyes,  tell  myself  tomorrow is a new day, a step 

closer to being with you again, doing what I should have done all along, to 

think on that. We will be together again, my love. I will myself to think on 

that.

As I drift off a dream forms, a horse and rider, a wagon and you. Images 

and words and I am distant from you. Above. Inside. On the hill. In a cloud. 

One with the grass and the road and the wafting of the trees to and fro and 

way the rider is watching you, and I am distant.  I  watch as you cross the 

highway and onto an older road and pass pitched shack bus-stops left and 

right and there are great divots and ruts and holes in the road beneath you 

and the horses tread carefully. I watch as you leave the old road and then onto 

a long muddied dirt stretch through spruce and cyprus and weed and then 

there are buildings, timber and stone, two other wagons and your heart soars. 

Men emerge from the house, but they are stepping with rifles drawn at you 

and the woman says, Sorry, and they lead you at gunpoint through halls to a 

room with others. 

There are many, but you recognise the mismatched women, Rada’s friends, 

Svetlana and Emilia. Then you see the couple, Zinaida and Nikolai holding 

each  other  desperately.  There  are  the  five  Ukrainian  brothers,  Rustem, 

Vladimir, Igor, Alexander and Gleb, vigilance in their eyes bright at seeing 
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you, and I am distant and happy and eager. 

At noon the next day, Roman meets me in front of the apothecary, smoking 

away. He stubbs the cigarette and gets in the car and directs me the several 

streets to the house he says is Mary-Ann’s. I pull in the driveway, a mud road 

that leads behind a steel fence to a shack which is painted bricks and a low 

skillion roof. He says the girl’s name is Rowen, that like you she was in the 

square when the Crimson Moon attacked and she doesn't have anywhere to 

go. I joke about her name sounding similar to his and he says his name over 

and over, Ro-man, Ro-man, and I laugh and laugh. 

We knock on the door and before long she is there, a small girl not up to 

my underarms in height, maybe in her mid twenties. She looks tired. Her hair 

is straight and thin and she wipes her eyes and says, Heya.

Roman asks in stunted English, Can we come in?

I add, the jitter of a giggle still in my voice: I won’t bite.

Rightio, she says and opens the screen door and we go to the lounge where 

she offers us tea. 


