I will be watching the grass grow


“Oh, sure, I have lot of remembrance of her.  ” Says Nystan on a subdued tone.  He fidgets with the last button of his jacket.  

His hand action finally stops as he places it on the saddle’s pommel, holding tight to it while the artificial horse continues to assent the hill.  His head jounces in harmony with the rhythm of the beast gait.  

“Like?” my his friend, mounting the second steed.  

“Once, I had to hug her, she was terribly upside down for a little story of one man that asked her how to ask to a woman, : “Will you marry me?”.  I did not understand why it was affecting her so much.  ” Makes the man with a shrug.  He looks upward, and then pushes the button he has on the temple.  His closed eyes cover themselves with a layer of metallic consistence.  It ripples a little.  “Looks like we are going to have rain.  ” He then says, out of the blue.  

“You never learned why?” Ina asked.  

Swiftly, Nystan face turns to her, peering through the artificial eyes.  Ina can see her own reflection in it, and she blushes, looking at her own saddle’s pommel.  

“I did.  ” Answers his counterpart, casually.  

Ina looks at him and the synthetic eyes are now turned off, so all there is two empty orbits with pink skin folded in it.  

“First, she thought no one will ever ask her.  That she was too old for it.  And there was that experience she had.  ” Say Nystan, lowering his chin.  

The woman waits for him to continue, smiling and rejoicing.  She knows of what he would say, but she wants to hear it from him.  

“Once a man she loved asked her the same question.  She showed him what to do, only to discover it was to ask another woman than her.  It crushed her, totally.  And that is why she was crying, although she was happy to help those man in that situation, it was remembering her she once loved a man.  ” The preacher explains with gentle inflection.  

“And as soon as this woman married the man, she made all for him to leave Kocha.  Not only she lost someone she would have loved being wed with, but in more she lost a friend in it.  And she was truly bitters of it.  She never healed.  ” Continues Ina.  

Nystan’s jaw points in her direction again.  “You knew?”

“Yes.  She told me once in similar circumstance.  That happened often that man was asking her that question.  Hopefully, this situation of her loving the one asking it was only once.  And it was hard for her after to ever try to be near enough to allow this situation to happen again.  I do not know how she was doing it.  Personally, I would have refused to ever be a man best friend.  You get too close of them and when they fall in love, you’re the one suffering of it, because the mate is just eliminating you.  You’re too dangerous.  And what easier to control that a man that vows you all his Love? When you’re set for it, you could even makes him denied his own parents, for a time.  You can manipulate him…” she explicates, interrupt by her fingers snapping.  “Like that!  ”

Nystan shivers.  “Is that true?”

“Not with all women, fortunately, but you will be surprised how nasty can be a woman that you love, but that is not self-confident enough in herself to trust that you love her.  That is the source of a lot of jealousy, you know? Not trusting yourself to be attractive enough to keep your man home.  In that state, lots of women see any friend as a potential replacement.  And they would do ANYTHING.  ” Ina clarifies.  

“Oh, I did not know that.  Pardon my ignorance.  How did you come to learn it yourself? You were like that?” insists on asking the man.  

“No, Kocha explained me once.  Although, she was not the one acting like that.  And I believed her, you know.  She could trust a man.  She could trust herself on that field, at least.  It was pretty pathetic elsewhere, but in romance, she was able to go to a level I would never even dare thinking.  She knew when someone was sincere.  By instinct, I presume.  That doesn’t prevent her to be cheated multiple times, but even there, she was giving the runner a chance and one more and one more.  You guys never saw that part of her.  ”

“I fear not.  ” Replies Nystan.  “ A shame.  Things would have been different for us.  ” He brings up.  

“Aren’t we always blind for ourselves? “ she questions, fishing a reaction from the sightless man.  

He laughs briefly, moving on his saddle like he was suddenly uncomfortable.  But he did not speak further.  

The regular tempo of the hoof on the stony and gritted ground fill the air till it is disrupted by the woman voice.

“You know?” begins the woman while they continue their ascent at artificial horses back. “I am not that impressed on how the settlement here turned out. Especially all that control they do over all the inhabitants. How do people make babies?”

Nystan simpers. “The thought never crossed my mind. There are plenty of other things that did.. I feel blessed that due to the nature of our organization, they left us a guard free zone. But none of us tried to make babies, like you said so well.” he mentions, a bit mocking the innocent way Ina used to speak about mating.

The hoofs regularly bet the ground, making both human dandling their head in harmony with the mechanic of the artificial horses.

Ina scratches the beast she is on behind the ear, then she blushes. “Oh my. Is it a sign that this false horse make me really think of the one we had on earth?”

The machine react to it like a real horse would do, moving the ear around.

Nystan smiles before adding affectionately and imitating his friend gesture to his own mount. “They do are programmed for that as well, Ina. If you do it too much or too roughly, it will try to throw you off its back, but if you are affectionate with them, you brush them and stroke them just enough, they will collaborate to almost everything. Unlike a real horse, though, they will never forget you. You have one chance to link with them. And one only. Of course, unless our friend format them to the origin.”

“Thanks for the instruction.” makes Ina, now slapping the horse on the side of the neck like normal horses would love to be. For them, it was a caress after all. Their skins were so thick.

“The vast majority of the recreation we have her are not only striking in likelihood with Earth, most of the time they are enhanced as well. This makes life easier for a lot of people. Unfortunately, what sadden me in all that is that they recreated Earth in such details that they also bring the trouble with them. And some flaw.” saying that, the man extend a hand and point to the North-Western direction briefly. He does not need to see it, he knows it is there.

Ina straightens her back and her neck to look above Nystan shoulders’ line.

Toward the delimited zone he pointed to and that is slowly moving in a way that it will soon be in their back, there is a kind of haze distorting what ever is behind it.

“Smog?” gasps Ina, the voice muffled by emotion. 

“Yes. Smog and there is also poverty. Some people live in close quarter, five to seven in the same compartment we are alone in, divided only by chicken brooch. Unemployment because the colony grew faster than the market. If you think to the delay it takes and the money just to bring things here. Imagine trying to trade.” the man informs the woman.

“Plus, alike our ancestor did with the colonies on other continent in the young era of Planet Earth, they build a prison.”

“There is that, here?”

“Affirmative, my friend. A maximum security. It is quite sucessful when you think that there is absolutely no way to evade. Except death by suffocation. It is set outside our biosphere. It has its own climate and all is exclusive. We share nothing in common with them. No sub terrain, no water, no air, no duct.”

“Do they have visitors? Are you brothers going there?”

The man nods. “It is complicated, but a soul is a soul. So yes, we have arrangements with the jail authorities to go visit.”

“Wow. Are they tough?”

“It’s a jail, Ina. If they are not, they play being. And frankly, the worst are the one pretending they are tough more than the one being straightforward. You never know what the one pretending will invent in order to show you they are better at it than the real one. Nachum was stabbed once, with a pencil. Who would have known?”

The day is brighter than the night, but never does this place is pitch black like you can find on Earth, in some back country or old cities that fell.  

It is thus a very tiresome Ina that enters in the room where everyone is already eating their breakfast.  

A blonde woman stands up and waves to her a long moment before she even acknowledges her presence.  

“I am sorry, Anabell.  ” Excuses the brown-haired lady, murmuring.  “I was kind of in my world.  ”

“You would have missed our departure, Ina.  I would have been sad.  ” Makes a lighter haired man on the other side of the table, facing where the young woman is taking place.  She smiles and places her feet, one after the other, on the other side of the long benches.  Promptly, she is served and she inclined her head to say the grace for herself.  No one talks to her at that moment.  

But then, after she raised her chin again, everyone gets chatty like usual, asking for news of this brother or that sister or this person over another.  It has been like that every morning since her arrival, but today, the woman displays sign of irritation.  

“It is the light, Isn’t it?” remarks Annabell.  

“Yeah.  ” Replies Ina, rubbing her forehead.  

“I do not have that problem.  ” Declares Nystan, turning his artificial eyes off then back on.  The change is hardly noticeable since he is wearing sunglass over.  He smiles.  

“For a moment, I envied you.  ” Makes Ina.  ”I tried the mask, I tried everything.  I mean, I know they do that to have a tight control over criminality, but why not giving us tinted roof or a lid of some sort.  And it makes me uneasy in more, I am always under the impression someone is looking at me when I am undressing.  ”

“That promise to be interesting during our little excursion.  ” Slides Nystan, kidding like customary.  

“You are better not having those sunglass on with me, Mister Fizzell.  ” Threats Ina, pointing her spoon at him.  “I want to have a clear view on those eyes of yours.  And I know where the switch is.  Mark my words.  ”

Anabell guffaws.  ”She said it, Nystan.  Mark my words” she repeats after Ina.  

“Funny, funny.  You feel strong because you are in majority.  ” Protests the man.  

“No, because we are stronger than you, men, are.  ” Responds Ina, putting her spoon of oatmeal into her mouth.  A portion of the same substance splat in the middle of her forehead, right between the eyes.  She reacts to that by taking the spoon out her mouth, shoveling an other portion of oatmeal and, while the one she has on her forehead is sliding gradually down her nose’s bone, she catapults the content on Nystan’s face.  

It passes straight and splats on the ground.  

“Hey, stop playing with the food.  ” critiques a man a few meters from them.  ”We’re not in kindergarten.  “ 

Ina flashes a smile, ducking her head in between her shoulder, briefly.  

Then both them, Anabell and Nystan laugh heartily.  

“That was cool!  ” makes the man of the trio.  ”We have to try that again.  ”

“I am not sure it is really appropriated her, but during our travel, why not? If Mister Cranky doesn’t plan to come with us?” asks Ina, pointing to the man that cut short on their little fantasy.  

“Nah, just the two of us.  On the other hand, he is the owner of the horses, so be careful on how you speak of him if you want yours to tough the run or at least be obedient.  He can make them wilder if he doesn’t like the person who will mount his machine.  ” 

Just as Nystan finishes his sentence, the man lance lays on them.  Nystan waves him cordially, with a smile all teeth out.  

“Well, that is good.  ” Utters Ina, mimicking her friend reaction toward the man before returning to her plate and trying to put as much food at once in her mouth.  

The place is dark, too dark for Ina to walk around on her own.  ”Wow!  That is something like that I would need to sleep…” she expresses, yawning.  

She tries to adapt to the obscurity, she listens.  Beside the pungent smells of chemical, there is just the sound of the water running from a tap.  

“I am soon done with that roll, Ina.  Do not moves or you will injure yourself.  ” Comes a male voice from the void.  

“oh but, I have no intent to stroll around without being sure where I am standing first.  I thought this was an old fashion thing, this that you’re doing.  ” She speaks out.  

“Yes, it is.  ” Shortly replies the other.  ”Kocha taught me that long time ago.  ” He specifies, lighting the red light, now.  ”That must be a bit better, or soon it will be for you.  ”

Ina eyes adapt and she sees, there in front of her, at arms reaches, the back of her friend, Nystan.  

He is having his head bent over some piece of paper and a black machine of some sort.  He touches his left temple and then exclaims : ”Ah.  Now I see something.  ” He looks over his shoulder toward Ina.  

By the side, like that, his eyes look perfectly normal.  

“One big problem with this technology they inserted in me is that I turn my sight on while I sleep sometimes.  Since it is just a button that you press on the side of your head.  ” He mentions before asking to her : ”Do you think you will be at ease to see me without my sunglass on or should I place them over to mask that horror?”

“I will familiarize myself, please stay natural.  ” She responds moving on his side.  

She nudges a few pace when, for the first time, she has a clear view of Nystan’s eyes.  

“Pretty scary?” he questions.  

“No, no…no…no, that is alright, it is just surprising.  ” Reacts the woman.  

“How they look? No one ever told me.  ”

 “It is…it is like two almond shaped pool of ….  what is that metal again?” she ponders, rubbing the top of her head.  “Mercury.  It even ripples like it when you move your head.  It is somehow, pretty?” attempts Ina before requesting: “You never saw yourself in a mirror?”

Nystan simpers, before expounding: ”I got vertigos when I do.  I can’t look directly into my eyes without feeling like I am looking over the edge of a cliff, actually.  “  

“oh,I know.  There is a name, in fact, for that phenomenon.  I just am not remembering it for now, but you must see yourself like a zillion times.  It could be really disturbing.  I experimented that when I was a toddler.  I scrounged my father’s sunglasses.  They were having that shiny silvery mirror touch to them.  When I looked at myself, in general, that wasn’t bad, but there was flair and I focused on it and I suddenly saw myself in myself several times.  I squealed.  Quite impress.  And I ran to hide onto my mother laps.  Do not ask me what happened of the sunglasses, I must have cast them out because I recall was reprimanded to have lost them after.  ” Unfold the woman.  

The man is sure listening to her, but he just can’t wit for her to finish her speech.  He is already at manipulating the negative set on the black machine.  

“So, you can look into my eyes and rectified your look or remove what you have between your teeth.  ” He opines, shrewdly getting her on the core of the discussion, away from the remembrance.  

Ina frowns.  She first passes her tongue over her teeth then takes her thumb’s nail, picking in between them.  ”I have something?”

“No.  ” he admits with a mocking teehee.  “It was just a matter of saying.  ”

“You will never change.  ” She accuses him.  

“Should I?” He says, tilting his head with a wide grin.  

“You’d better not.  ” Recommends the sister.  

Nystan gaze over his work, plying again with the negative on the black machine glass palette.  He then opens the wrapped pack of paper, picks one and place it at the foot of the apparatus.  He wraps the pile back carefully.  Then he instructs Ina : ”Close your eyes, the flash is quite a contrast.  When you hear the clicking sound, open them back slowly.  I will be exposing that paper.  ”

There is a relative silence where only the water movement and their breathing can be heard.  Then the click comes.  The lady opens back the eyes.  The room, despite the red light is still on, appears darker around the circle of white light made by the piece of equipment over that colorless paper.  The picture that will be is clearly visible, centered on it; all in shade of grey.  

“I never saw that picture of Kocha before.  ” Expresses an all surprised Ina.  

A buzzer drones and the light is switched off.  

Ina blinks a moment, re-adapting to the more downcast red lighting.  

The paper flaps quietly like a sheet hang on a clothesline by the Summer breeze.  No pin, but four fingers pinching the two upper corners holds it that way, the one of the man.  His eyes twinkle with red pastille’s shape.  

“Hmmm.  ” Emits Ina, as would do someone hungry over a meal.  ”They look like candies, now.  ”

Nystan moves toward a bath of a solution at the opposite side of the room.  His lower lip uncovers his teeth in guise of a smile.  He gobbles.  

There is already a pile of paper there.  ”Archaic as method, smelly and not ecological, but so romantic.  ” Utters then the man.  ”That is what Kocha told me about it.  ”

Ina stays pensive a moment before contending : “And you agree?”

“Oh, yes.  I do.  I also discovered something neat, by chance.  While with the paper, the acid we are using produces the inverse effect than when I lost my sight, there is a very good way to demonstrate you with something else.  ” He announce, flickering his gaze her way.  “Do you want to know how it did when I lost it?” demands Nystan.  

“What a question? You’re not going to spray me acid in the eyes?” she jests.  

“No, not at all.  ” He replies, with a wide grins, pushing his head backward.  

He extends a hand and takes a big negative.  Ina never saw one like that.  

“It is an attempt I made with a refurbished 5mm.  It is scraps.  ” He mentions before letting it falls in the bath.  

The image on the negative takes a reddish color, it distort, turns yellowish then holes appears and the film melt till it left nothing of it.  

Ina winces, stretching her arms to wrap them around Nystan, compassionately.  

“There is another thing with that new technology that I dislike.  ”

The woman listens to her friend.  He swallows and sniffles before getting to say : ”No more being able to cry.  Tears were kind of a relief sometimes.  I can remember how it was.  It was lowering the pressure, instantly.  ”  He reveals before placing his head on his friend’s shoulder.  ”Can you believe it coming from a grown-up man?”

She doesn’t replies; she just rubs his arms vigorously.  

“Well.  ” He then says, straightening his neck and pulling on his vest.  “You did not come her to hear me complaining about my blindness.  ”

He moves apart and takes the pile of exposed paper, placing them in another bath and starting the timer with the twist of the wrist.  He takes a spatula and stir delicately in the bath.  ”Those will be for you and Cayk, I already have a set for myself.  ” He lastly comments.  

In the bath, all the paper slowly reveal where the light burnt them.  A few pictures are enigmatic longer than others, like the portrait he made a small amount of time prior to the bath, when Ina joined him.  

“You took them?” whispers the woman with a voice fairly entangled in emotion.  

“Yes.  I did.  ” He lumps in.  

The gesture he does with the spatula on the pictures has all the quality, the care and the fondness of a man petting or caressing.  He brushes them delicately, barely touching their surface.  

“Might I say that it is a face we never saw of Kocha?”

“You can.  It is how I saw her, perhaps.  When I had sight.  ” He mentions.  

“Then you most have been truly fond of her, Nystan.  More than she ever judged you able to.  ” Observes Ina, all relished at the pictures’ view.  There is a note of sadness in her tone.  

Nystan glimpses toward her.  ”You think she ever felt something.  I mean…” He begins, tripping over his tongue.  

“Not a doubt.  But someone squelched anything she would have, for you or for Cayk.  I am yet to find who.  ” Remarks Ina.  

“My sister?” he offers.  ”Cayk said he thinks it is her or he heard it is her.  ”

“Frankly, Nystan.  Andreas would have not made her felt concern to the point she was.  That had to be someone that was closer.  ” She justifies.  

“You think things would have been different if.  .  if.  .  ” The man commences, still displaying discomfort in expressing himself.  

“If that person would have kept her or his nose into his business.  No doubt.  ” Concludes Ina.  

"We are glad you came." lilt a platinum haired lady, taking luggage from the vehicle where they were stocked beside a more sooty haired one. She is sturdy enough to take half of them before dribbling down the conveyance. She recurs in between the two gigantic lateral wheels of the way of transportation, thrice. 

Each time, her feet indent the dusty ground one after the other. Then, she planks down the bags. Finally, at the last trip, she stays outside, holding to the chrome handle protuberant from the side of the door, her hand reaches inside and s offered to the other woman.

"Be careful." she warns. "That step is something when you miss it."

But the new arrive has other concern than descending. As soon as her head surges out the aperture, she beseeches immediately: "How is he?" Not even the possibility to glance at the colony looming in front of her in the reddish fog makes her blink more than a second. She is focused and her tone let no doubt on the emergency she feels to be fed about this matter.

The other, while finding back the surface and gazing up, announces with a simper: "Oh! You will be glad: Miraculously healed since you announced your visit. He is chirping like a chickadee all over the place.   He is even planning for a horse ride with you, as soon as he will be allowed to officially. "

The darker haired woman noticeably apprizes the reports. She beams and proceed in getting down the vehicle as well, rotating to face the opening while holding to the handle before she places a foot on the first scale, the second on the one following. Then, judging it is safe to do so, she let go on the handle and skip the last degree to land beside the one that leads the way with the suppleness of a cat.

Both women incline, picking several bags each, and they get away, waving the driver as they make it to a safe distance for him to depart.

The vehicle rises even higher on its four wheels with a puff and then inaudibly spurs away.

Where the paler woman walks placidly, her colleague saunters. Her gaze wide opened on everything crossing her sight, befuddled like a girl in a candies store.

"There are horses here?" she articulates in the middle of her amazement. "Wow!"

"Not real ones. They are instinct for so long… Nystan always sadden over that fact. He just Love those beast. So when he lost his sight, a geek here manage to devise some kind of machine recreating them down to the heat, the odor and the feel of the short haired fur. For our brother, it feels similar enough." explains the one guiding.

"Still blind? I thought they operated on him to correct that?" the guess reminds, halting her walk and peering at the blonde woman, incomprehension smothering her mien. 

"They did." answers the still walking woman, taking more distance.

"It failed then?" concludes sadly the one halted. It is though the expectation of a “yes” is piercing her heart. Her voice sound terribly troubled and she is short of breath.

A frown creases on the one still advancing; she stops at her turn and revolves to face the one left behind with an enlightening respond: "No. No. Not at all. Nystan just got tired. It is not like the real vision he had before. He says he sees pixels and that most of the time; this annoys him enough to prefer not seeing anything. So he turns the artificial eyes off when he doesn't really need them."

After that, she waits silently, expecting the other to catch on her.

"By the way, my name is Anabell." offers the woman while the other decides to motion toward her.

"I knew. You were on a picture with Kocha. I presume you already know mine through her?"

“Oh, I completely forgot about that picture, yes.” the maiden admits, always in her sing-song tone. “It was, oh my, a long long time ago. For me, at least.”  

“That is alright, Anabell. I did not expect you would have it at the top of your head. After all, you’re the one that stayed at Nystan’s side through all those awful experience. Time must have flown at an unnatural speed.” reassures Ina.  

“Kocha would have liked to come and help to a point, after he felt sick the first time.  You heard of that one?”

“He was sick before Kocha’s death?”

“Quite, yes. He kept having fever peak and no one knew why.”

“Oh? But he was well the last time Kocha spoke with hi. She wrote to me she was so please that despite he was not answering a lot of time that he was still there. The same old Nitty, Faithful, stable and always where you expect him to be, the way you expect him to be.” point out Ina, with a frown of concern. “She never knew he was that sick. She would have not let him dry. I know her enough for that. She refused and was fond to not worry us with telling us all that happened in her life, but in counter part, if we had difficulty, she was the first to peg along our side.”

“It is true that Nitty is not a fan of long windy letter. Most of the time, even when he was not blind, I had to read them out loud to him while he was doing something else more practical. Often, she was mentioning that if she did not have so much on her side, she would visit more often. But I often skipped that part while reading to Nystan.”  States Anabell in a more serious and drab tone now.

“You were skipping parts of her email?” exclaims Ina at the same time she question the method.

“Well, yes. I told him I was and he seemed to not matter. He said he trusted my judgment on It.” advances Anabell.

“But even. I call that censorship!” Ina says, sick in the stomach to learn that fact that would have looked like nothing taken apart, but looking back revealed quite more.

The blonde woman shrugs. “I was not always doing it. I just tried to protect both of them.” she offers candidly.

“When he had the accident, though, he often said to me that he would have loved Kocha was there so all was not on me. But of course, it was after her death.  I do not think it would have been appropriated at any rate even if she would have been still alive. There is time in the life of a man that if someone shows, she could lead him astray of his vocation.” She continues.

Ina’s eyes narrow, though she nods and utters on an attitude empty of any emotion: ”Understandable. So you stepped to preserve Nystan. Very sensible of you, yes.  I hope that after these sacrifices, Nystan is thankful to you of that.” 

A point of sarcasm can be perceived in the last part of Ina discourse. Though whether the other remarks her biting wit or not is not clear.

In first answers, the younger woman blushes, then she chases a stand of her hair getting in her face, shifting the weight of the luggage from one arm to the other. ”He never knew about that she offered to come.” she stutters. 

 “Ah.” expresses Ina. That elongated one makes by someone who is enlighten on some matter.  

Anabell shift the luggage again from one arm to the other. Her blush still tints her face in a line just under the eyes. Then she speaks:

”Kocha always told me your name was well picked: Ina Meyers D. I never quite understood though.” advances her, changing of topic.  

Following on willingly on that ground, Ina explains: ”Simple. You knew that the first occupation of our friend was interpreter?”  

The blonde nods enthusiastically. 

 “She knew French and English. Enough of Italian to makes a sense of what she was hearing. As well as Spanish, Irish and lastly some first nation dialects. So with her, there was always a connection somewhere. It happened often that she was blatantly smiling for herself. I finish to learn that each time we were introducing her to someone, she was making a story of her own about the word making the name of that one and when the story finally matched somewhere with this person attitude, she had memorized you for ever. We had a lot of fun with that later on.” Ina avouches, giggling.

“So my name, according to her, sounded like a word that means something like “better”. For her it was a good presage as thus it meant, if you force it a little “In a better day.” she spiels to the other while they are still walking in the hallways of the tight knitted settlement. She giggles more after before concluding with: “I am glad if I can in some way live up to that definition she has of my name.” 

 “You were very fond of her, it seems.” says Anabell, next, placing her chin over the luggage she is carrying. Her eyes are peering in front of her now, not glancing to her partner in any way. 

“Like sibling, one completing the other sentences. Often we had the same thought at the same moment. This surprised me at first since we are of a so much different background. I miss her. But she is better where she is.” tenderly offers Ina.  

“You believe that? Then perhaps you are exactly who Nystan needed. Since Kocha’s funeral, he just went downward and more downhill. He cut off himself most of the time. He tolerated people around him; he is still the good old Nytti: Prankster, pragmatic and gentle. But no one really knows what is going on in that head. Furthermore since those artificial eyes do not display his inner though. He seems so heartbroken some days, even though he denies it. ”  

“No one or you?”  Needles Ina, a bit more belligerently than she would have intended at first. 

Anabell looks at Ina, surprised by this. She seems to not take offense, but she is definitely on the defensive.  ”No, not just me. Even his family complained that he changed. It is the first time since that I saw him planning something for himself. He even went back on a few hobbies he had abandoned in the aftermath.”  

“Well, if he is going better in his health, no surprise. I am sure for nothing in that remission. Sorry to abash your enthusiast about it. I knew Kocha, she knew Nystan. We never truly spoke together me and him.”  Slides the brown woman.

“He seemed to know you so well. “  Reacts the other with a hint of disenchantment. 

“Impressions are sometimes not to be trusted. Please, I hope that you and your friends are not expecting too much of that cordial visit of mine. I just felt it was respectful to come and visit the friend of a friend that I have been told was in a bad mood. I am not here to return him in the state you always knew he was before Kocha’s funeral. Unless he comes to that closure himself.”  Says Ina on a peace bearing pitch.

“I understand. We had no expectation. It is already something to see him not only coveting children’s and beast’s company, to eat with us in the cafeteria instead of alone in his compartment.”  Affirms the paler woman.

“Then, you make my day announcing me that, Anabell. A little progress is already more than no progress at all.”  

They stop in front of a huge facility. At least six levels compose the building with a slender cylindrical lobby.   

“Nevertheless, the doctors insisted that you undergo that disinfection process. Since you come from Earth. They believe that perhaps what Nystan is now ostensibly getting over was contracted on the blue planet. I hope you understand they do not want to take any chance?”  Pushes the guide. 

Ina nods.”And you will be?”  

“Oh, we abide just there...” declares Anabell, pointing to a lower and more widely spread facility.” 

 “Together?”  

“Oh, no, no. There is a dormitory system for the women and one for the men. We are just in the same building, two different aisles. Although I m having the privilege to get in and out the men reserved space because I am tending to Nystan. If he ever get better, I will not have to do it anymore.”  

She slides the door and walks in, followed by Ina.  

“We had no place in extra in our place, so a friend set you a place in that compartment. That will be on the third A floor. Here we have first A then First B and so forth. The B floor are locked and reserved to security rounds. You will see, that is weird for someone that never came, you have a clear ceiling in ninety percent of your cubicle. The only enclosed space is the ablution sector. They do it to prevent suicide and crime. I placed you a mask on your bed. You will need it to sleep, most likely. They just dim the light, they are never off.”  

Ina absorbs all the information with the expression on her face going from surprise to abatement back to neutral or anything in between.  

“It is just temporary. Then we are going to prepare a place for you when the next pairs will go in their field for the season. It is in about two days. Then, well. You will be a week in “nature” with Nystan. If we can call that “nature” since it is all man-made.” 

“A week?” now expresses a perplex Ina.”That is pretty egoistical of him to monopolize me that way.” 

Anabell laughs. ”You’re lucky that with you he can do it.” 

“You are not allowed yourself?” 

“No, I am allowed. Kocha was not. She never was truly. Well, you know. We could not trust her. We never knew if she was with us.” 

Ina looks offended at that though, she pinches her lips.”I would say there were people doing the ostrich. It is lacking of vision to have doubted her. But do not worry. I am not angry at you.”  

“I count on that. I never was against her. She was just not of our world. That is it.”  Gently condemns Anabell.

“Perhaps. Perhaps. So...” Ina begins interrupted by a yawn. “Where is the elevator?”  

“Just in front of you.”  Is the answer coming while the resident pushes the button.

A soft electronic bell herald the arrival of the elevator and the doors open with a hush.

The woman enters in it then turns and removes each bag from Anabell’s arms. ”Good night.” she offers her in an attitude with no appeal.  

The door of the elevator closed and Ina sighs. Then she stretches and sits on her pile of luggage, supporting her head with the side of her palm, fingers folded and the elbow on a knee. She has no time to contemplate any thought, the doors open again.  

She transfers the pile from the elevator to the main floor, one leg in the way of the doors and doing a regular back and forth movement with her trunk: lifting, panning and letting them plummet all over the other.  Some tumbles farther than other, propel softly and by their irregular shape topping them off-balance. 

Once all the bags are out, she stands in front of the door, dusting herself and placing her skirt straight.  The doors close and the elevator vanishes down.  

She stays there, looking at the narrow corridor and at the pile of her luggage having more a feel of a beaver’s damn, right now, than anything else. She twitches her jaws with the odd feeling of being the object of an examination. 

Recalling what Anabell told her, Ina gazes up. Reality sips in rather gradually. Like what Anabell told her about, the ceiling is absent, somehow, as in not being opaque. Uncomfortable despite she has nothing to reproach herself, she smirks and waves to an obnoxious guard. 

This one looks at her from in between his boots with absolutely no reaction.  His eyes stay dark, immobile on his target.

A shivering runs through the woman spine.”Now I think I know what Kocha felt. What she told me of being a doe amongst all the prospective wolves.”

The woman shrugs and looks around.   On a panel, there is a tape with a name written on it. It has been glued right beside a flashing red led.  “Of course, that is for me.... hum... forty five.” she reads out loud.  She has not to search very long as a red light is also flashing above a door on her left, totally at the end of that narrow corridor. Beside the breathing and the brushing of Ina garment, the place is dead silent.  The woman shivers again at that realization: not a single noise in that corridor. Not even the anticipated neon’s buzzing present in all the colonies’ buildings she went at. It is like the lighting is coming from everywhere and nowhere at the same time. It is clear enough to hike around, but somber enough so the red lights can create their own radiance. She starts taking her luggage by arms full toward the assigned emplacement.  

“One thing good: No possible thieves here.”   She states, looking briefly at the sole of the guard above her.

“Is it that we are calling being underneath one boot?” she self-consciously notes before studying the access.
“Drat.” She exclaims when she becomes conscious that there is no doorknob.

She looks around, on the frame. Nothing.

Glancing upward, she apprehends the guard reaction. After all, he is armed and not with a water gun.

She tries to act like someone searching something in her pocket, like a key or an access card. When the man above looks away, she keeps an eye on him while jumping and waving in front of the entrance, in quest of a magic eye that would perhaps activate the door to open.

“That is definitely too modern for me. “She murmurs to the bare wall, demotivated.
She brushes the surface of it, still making sure the guard is distracted.

“I feel like a robber that is trying to breach into a safe… awe! Thinks Ina! Thinks!”  She says again, taping her fist on the top of her head. Her hand reaches for her phone left in one of her bag’s pocket.

“Nystan.” She orders to the gadget.

She waits, taping nervously on the door and offering a little smothered dance confined in the vicinity of the door. She closes the device with a pout followed by a sigh. 

“Busy… another oddity of this modern world. Blind can see but there is no way to reach a person when she is sending a message to another IF the person did not pay for an answering machine… arg!” she mumbles, letting herself falling sitting on the threshold. Her back chafes the vertical surface of the groove till her haunch mauls the floor. Her head tilt backward, but her skull finds no surface to touch and before she even realized, she is laying on her back, looking to the absent ceiling and a guard laughing his head off at the comical situation.  
Gathering gradually herself in a more respectable bearing, Ina huffs then snorts as well. 

She spends the next precious minutes in relocating her luggage inside, still uncertain of the manner this door finally opened. Not taking a chance, she makes certain there is always something in its way, be it a bag or her own limbs.
Once the last sack is moved in, she steps inside herself and explores. She is fleetingly frightened by the fizzing purl of the door closing on her heave. 
A moment, she fusses around, and then she takes her phone again.

“Nystan.” She calls once more.

Now this is a smile rather than a pout. 

“Hello. Nystan, please. It is Ina.” She pronounces lightly before listening. Her lips curl up as she moves around the seemingly empty compartment.

“Yes, I just arrived in that unit I am supposed to inhabit temporary. I did not find out how to enter first. The guards are blunt, mocking me and there is nothing I can call a bed in there… and I m tired and…I feel captive. Since I do not know how to enter, I do not know how to get out!!! ” She burbles to the amusement of her interlocutor, certainly. He is laughing so loudly on the other side that Ina has to get the phone at a certain distance of her ear with a cringe. The giggling echoes in the room.

The guard passing above Ina acts nervously and glances down.

Taking the phone back to her ear, Ina continues. ”Are they hearing what I am saying? “ she whispers with a suspicious upper glance. What the other answers her to that relief her pressure and she sighs.
“I feel imprisoned for a crime I did not commit.” She avows, searching around and finally pressing on a button, probably pointed out by her companion on the phone. The bed slides out the wall.

“This is way too modern.” She whines a second time, but this time to the ear of a friend instead of to the wall.

“Well, I prefer a normal bed standing from the ground on legs.” She carries on, bending to look at the absence of the said-legs underneath the horizontal furniture. ”And things that are not only activated by buttons, that are really there, tangibles: a furnished room like in the old day.”

She halts her litany to hear what Nystan has to say. She gradually blushes before twitching her jaws and quivering her eyes. “No. I am not a princess. I do not need the Chateau Frontenac. At least not if it is in that state…” she retorts with a tint of distress, revolving on herself with a hand hovering over the surface of the room. ”How am I supposed to just function in that room without any prior knowledge, no icon telling me what button does what?” she questions.

Fidgeting and lastly sitting on the newly appeared bed, she switches the phone from one ear to the other, pulling a bag near her and getting a laptop out. An old one, all bumped and scratched and dusted. She opens it, holding to the delicate phone in between the ear and the shoulder. She then looks around. ”A jack you said?Oh, I see.” She utters, pulling on an extension from her computer. She connected it to the side of the bed then waits.
“Oh yes. I have it now. Yes. It says exactly what is for what. Thank you very much. Seeing you to the breakfast tomorrow?” she invites.

Then, after he answered to her, she adds: ”Anyway I can eat a normal supper or are we to the ‘pills’ state here?I am hungry.”

Her face light up as she begins to type something with her keyboard.

“That will be nice. I will be right there. I just have to email Cayk before. Oh, and how do I get out of there?”

She pauses, then she cackles before exclaiming cheerfully:”Great! See you! Thanks a lot. Love you.”

Ina hangs then continue to hit the key strokes before ordering:”Read back”.

The computerized voice executes the command on its blend tone.

“To, column CaykNealson at nowhere dot au

Cayk Period
I hope this letter finds you well Period  

I heard that you had a few days off and I thought I could come by to your post Period
We could sort up all those pins Esilian gave to you Period”  

Ina types furthermore then bid the computer to send it with a satisfactory tone.

She enters something more on the keyboard. The immediate effect is not the one she intended as she found herself sitting on the ground, the laptop on her knee. The bed had swayed back in the wall and a buzz invades the room that becomes really clear, forcing Ina to close her eyes.
“Arg! I wanted to open the door. Stupid machine.” She declares, frankly upset. 

The blue sky is spotless and soothing, for a captive sky. The stratified rocks underneath it are, on the other hand, outmost natural. The ensemble is all in dissimilarity.  Terracotta opposed to pastel blue, bulky solid rocks standing on eerier scenery made of delicate foliage framing the heaven.
A finger bars this sky, pointing toward it. “See, the true sky can be seen here and there...” declares the owner of that limbs, waltzing it in the air like drawing. During the panning movement, the finger is folded then, once one of the particularities mentioned is in view, it extends again. “It looks slightly purple when this occurs.” specifies the man’s voice.   
“Nothing is perfect.” first reply a woman to the man’s statement.  
The finger is folded one last time and the hand is brought under a taffy haired head with a raspy sound. The straight short hair is mixed randomly with the mane of another individual, longer, curly and darker in carnation.   
The eyes of the man that pointed to the sky disclose no emotion. They reflect the sky above in all the details. The one of the woman resting head to head in the company of him are two unexceptional slate blue marbles surrounded by the usual white and a row of thick eyelashes. She blinks them, narrowing the eyelids over in order to enhance her vision.  “I think you are seeing way more than I do, Nystan. I do not perceive any defect in this azure sky. It is just, just a normal sky resembling the one I saw every single days of my life on Earth.” she mentions, swinging the foot she supporting over the carped opposite knee.  
“It is possible.” twitters in an undertone the man supposed to be blind.  
They stay silent a moment, the woman swinging her foot then changing to the exact mirrored position and the man sinking his long fingers in the rose-tinted sand beneath them till all his knots are covered underneath it. He pushes on the hands, then turns them, once they are buried, palms upward. Then he lift them, scooping what ever is in them with an inclination that make the sand freely runs through any borders or interstices it could find to spew out. The limbs are rose higher than the man body while what is remaining in the palm rains down. Then they are rotated side down and they plow the ground again. This is a dawdling motion. 

Both smiles softly, the smile of one fully satisfied. 
 “I could stay forever here.” says Ina, expelling air noisily from the mouth in theatrical sigh.  
Mocking her, the man imitates that noise before saying in a nagging way: “Do not count on me to bring you something to subsist out there. No food and no water.”   He repeats the mocking sigh, and then adds, restraining himself to laugh: “That is so far from home. Pity me!”  
“No problem. God will provide me with rain and manna. He will not let His child died of starvation or dehydratation.” she boasts.  
“There is no rain in the region here, you knew not?  We have no sprinklers like in the colony’s settlement. As for manna, it is fading in taste.” replies Nystan with a disgusted grin and on a more serious tone. 

“No rain? Oh, really?” she says suspicious. Her head turns slightly accompany with a grating sound. She picks a pebble near by and she return to her prior position, but now manipulating the pebble in between her lengthy fingers. “My father was geologist. You knew?”

“No.” softly answers Nystan, obviously letting space for Ina to develop her idea and link it with the prior one. 

“The only way to have round rock, like this pebble I am having in hand, is to have either highly wind or water of some sort. It erode the hard matter, smoothing the edges.” she explains akin to a vulgarization would do to a young uneducated student. 

“I am not lying or jesting. No rain here for since we established the colony. The one you have where the building is are due to the need to wash the buildings up. That is why they are so acid and we have to wear special rain garment. Better not be out without them or you got quite of a scrubbing. Sure things, your skin look like the one of a baby bottom afterward.”

“Something you experimented?” she inquiry with light laugher cascading out her throat.

“Not willingly. The one in charge is kind of moody. So he activates the rain when he feels it is needed., without prior warning. They say it is not dangerous for us human, just for fishes in bowl. If ever you had in mind of picking a fish in bowl for a stole, now you know.” The man complete, jesting again.

“Ah, No thanks. I don’t have goldfish. The only fish I am finding we need is the one in the river, alive a free, or the one in our plate. Dead and quite delightful with garlic butter.” she explains, licking her lips then she says: ”I thought the weather was exceptionally dry, just to honor my visit.” she expresses. 

“Nope, sorry to blow your bubble, my dear. No special treatment for you.”  Banters Nystan, attempting to conceal the evident teasing in his voice modulation.
“But...” Ina begins, turning on her belly now to look at him by over his forehead. Her own head is supported by both her fists under the chin and she looks at him directly in what serves of eyes to him. “... How do the flowers and the trees I am viewing around us continue to thrive without rain?” she questions.  
“God provide.” sincerely avers Nystan.  
Ina’s irises keels over in his, as you would expect seeking an indication, a signal of if he is kidding or not. But all she sees is her own perplexed agaze reflection, her figure and the little of the sky surrounding her crown of unkempt curly hair. She sighs, exasperated and returning extendedly to the prior position, on her back, swinging a foot nervously in the air.  
“What? It is true!” defends the man, snickering. He doesn’t move of an inch and still plays with the sand, letting it by moment pass through his fingers when he raises one hand above the ground. The movement is quiet and regular compare to Ina tumbling and tossing.
She flips to look again over him before picking him: “You do are extremely lucky that those new eyes of yours do not betray any of your emotions, you knew?”  
Nystan beams. “What? You thought there were only disadvantages?” 
The lady radiates.

“So in truth?” she insists then warns: “beside God?”  
“In truth? There is folks coming and watering every plants with huge watering can, every single morning. You will see tomorrow, if you get up early enough to spy on them.” he explains, having more difficulties to restrain laugher than with the previous affirmation.
 “Nystan Fizzell, would you please be serious a single moment?  Get in touch with to your inner preacher side and inform me, by all means!” she implores him.

“Of course, there.” He speaks before making a pretty stern face and keeping quiet and posing like that a split second.

“So?” cracks Ina.”This answer?”

“Wait, you just ruined all. I was serious in that precise moment.” he makes, giggling.  
Ina pokes him uncouthly on the shoulder.  
“Hey, careful, do not beat me for an answer. I was just having a bit of fun.” He bemoans. “In truth, there is underground canalization so every bit of greenery you see is from hydroponics’ culture. The sand of that planet furnishes not enough nourishment. It will be barren if they were not doing that. Satisfied?” 
 “Yes. Pretty good answer and serious enough.” she gloats, brushing where she poked the man delicately. “It hurt?”  
“Only the pride.” he answers with a frank smile. 
 “I know a special someone that would have loved the idea of a flora totally hydroponics.” Riddles Ina.  
“Rice?” bluntly guesses Nystan.  
“Exactly, you read my thought. Two points to the silver eyed man.” mocks Ina.  
They cackle in chorus before Nystan mentions:”Kocha was doing that a lot. I mean, turning our conversation into a quiz or some sorte of entertainment.” He pauses to gulp down in between the two sentences then pronounces a sad “Thank you. That is a so good memory.”  
“You are welcome, my friend.” Ina says before rolling back to her abandoned position once more. 
The long hair mixed again with the shorter one of the man akin to if it would be a marbled cake. 
Her hand reaches one of her own strand rooted in the behind of her head and she starts twisting it, lost in her thought deeply.  
They shut up a longer moment, gazing idly at the sky. Only the rippling of a near-by source and the song of crickets, be it authentic or simulated one pierce the atmosphere surrounding those two quiescent bodies.

Nystan swallows a great deal and his breathing is disharmonious. It masks the noises of the wildness faintly when he emits them. Only because he is at earshot. 

Ina listens to it, a wrinkle on her forehead, but she doesn’t trouble over him more than a wrinkle on the forehead. There is just time where you have to keep it to yourself.  
After a time, Nystan press the button at his temple and the glimmering eyes vanishes from his face, leaving the pink empty orbit’s skin.  
“I would have found more appropriate having cacti here, instead of broad leaves trees and fruit bearing trees. I know it is practical, though.” he mentions before being quiet once more.  
His breathing cadence decrease, he swallows his saliva less hardly. He even briefly teehee before he chooses to speak again.  “It is odd with a desert backdrop to see apple trees blooming.”   
“But the color palette must be fantastic. I can imagine it perfectly when I close my eyes.” formulates Ina with honest admiration, joining her hands like she would do a prayer and fluttering her eyelashes before really closing the lids over her eyeballs. She let her hands descent along her body with a dreamy sigh.

“Grape of opalescent slightly milky flowers that hang from minute maize colored branches, some touches of iced mint amongst that. Just a touch. Some dots of it, not much.” she describe in delight, still eyes closed and a finger does mottle the air in front of her like if she was painting what she is seeing.

“All of that on a crimson background... “ interrupts Nystan, giving it a shy try.

“Very good. Yes, crimson layered over ocher, amaranth or even incarnadine. “ She adds.

“Incarnadine?” question the man.

The woman opens her eyes and the irises rolls to look at the top of her head. She can only guess her friend there. “That is a kind of pink.”

“Ah, then no. There is too much pink and not enough raw terracotta or earth tone in your painting, Ina.” he mentions.

“Perfect. Is it alright if I had mandarin instead and saffron.? That’s two oranges. “ States Ina, totally amused by that shared dream they have, one embarking into the other fantasy.

“Hum. Hum. I guess it is better.” Nystan says.

Ina closes her eyes again. “Then,” she intake a breath and spills out: “grapes of opalescent flowers hanging from minute branches, some touches of iced mint and all of that hanging over a layered background made of  amaranth, crimson, mandarin, saffron AND ocher. And we also have to paint before all that the robin’s egg-blue sky.”

“Oh, and when does the eggs due to hatch?” Nystan slides in, changing from one subject to the other.

“That I don’t know. I just used the shell color. But you know of what makes me think that description.”

“Shoot.”

“That painter Kocha was so fond of. That weird guy. She had a copy of his painting on her toilet wall. It was like watches that melt.”

“Oh, yes. Dali. She was a fanatic of that lunatic.”

“He was lunatic?” she made, opening her eyes again and doing like she does previously, gazing upward where Nystan is laying, at her head.

“At least very eccentric, according to some reading I made. Which is my opinion is an understatement. Some people would have been kept in the cuckoo house for less than what he does.”

Ina does not comment. They stay like that a moment before Nystan reveals: “I think that like Kocha that sometimes prowl for the eyes of a spectator in her behavior, especially when she was sad. She was always unstoppable in her speech or writing when she was sad. Anyhow, I bet that this Dali also must have had a more private life we do not know about him. Those excess would probably never been that far if he had not have the people’s reaction to feed him.”

“Hypersensitive and being boisterous to hide his insecurity, fears and own personal void?”

“Precisely my thought. And since this was provoking a reaction, it began kind of a reward and he after that searches to have his candy.”

“Hum, I don’t think analyzing dead is a good ride, but I must admit that I had this thought close of my mind with Kocha.”

They respect each others thought for a long moment again by not talking.

Then Ina questions, breaking the silence:

“Do you think it is Rice?”

“Do you think it is Rice, what?  That murdered Kocha?” he develops.

“Huh. Huh. It has been in my thought that be it himself or through someone else, he must have something to do in that. Not you?”

“It was my first impression, yes. Even though to not have trouble the authority preferred covering up in suicide. And that is not totally impossible. I must admit. You know the saying? Who drank will drink? With the Alcoholic?”

Ina emits a sound with her mouth, the kind of clucking sound with the tongue pressing saliva on the palate. The one does when he is skeptical. ”Look at it that way, Nystan. Suddenly, our friend Kocha has all for herself. She was out the reach of that Rice. The direct reach. She finally healed of all the tortures she had and she had that cool posting that she dreamt of so long: Humaneterian worker. Everything she sows came to fruition the same years. She was wonderfully assuming herself, she knew her boundaries enough to live within them and make them respect. No problem in making friends, everyone was very fond of her all of a sudden. All was at the best. She had projects and sane goals. Honest and straightforward. Why suddenly choosing suicide?”

“Who knows, Ina? A disappointment in her intimacy that she never talks to any of us? Someone she was having hopes in crushing her? Anabell told me that just before that trip, she wrote to her and she said she will take that opportunity given to her to “cut the monkey tail” with someone that was very dear to her. Obviously it was not me. “ States Nystan.

“Anabell told you that? Hum. She is surprising me more and more. I am going to think she really had an agenda and perhaps not for the good of our common friend. If only I can fit on a motivation in all that. But it miss me too many pieces.” Offers Ina, but more like she was thinking out loud than really addressing Nystan. So when that one questions her with a :

“I would have blinked if I had eyes, Ina. You are worrying me. What does Anabell has to do with Kocha’s death. What are you talking about?”

She startles and retort immediately: ”Nothing!” tightening her lips.

“Come one, I am no more an eight years old, Ina. Do share.” he claims, turning on his belly side and swiftly opening his artificial eyes. His head comes over Ina’s one and so the woman startles once more when, feeling the other breathing in proximity of her hair roots, she open her eyes only to see the reflection of them inside his.

“Nothing , I am telling you. Let me time to mature on that thought, can I?” the woman begs.

“alright. “ capitulates pretty easily the man, resuming his resting position and closing his artificial eyes.

“As for Rice, Ina. He could not have killed her by himself.”

“How come?”

“Remember I told you during our ride yesterday that there is a jail here?”

“Oh, Rice is here?”

“Indeed. He is on my list of person I visit for Faith purpose.”

“He converted?”

“No, but I still hope he will. He started having remorse on how he was leaving before and I kept coming back to make sure he will not try to forget Kocha. It’s not orthodox as method, granted to you. But if only I can get into that shell...”

“Noble of you, Nystan. I think I will have to peruse into my things I left at my parents home to forward you some precious material Kocha wrote to me and that might help you crack him open. For his own sake. OR at least prevent you to fall in some pattern of him. I do not trust the possible sincerity of that man one day. Is there not a program that makes men that convert to have a sentence's reduction? Or a commuting of it?”

“Yes, but it is no more in use and it has to be from a recognize denomination. So I am nothing for him. There is even visit he simply refused to see me saying he find no usage for a “crow” like me.”

Ina emits a grumble. “You are definitely an angel. Or at least you display the patience of one.”

Nystan beams. “Thanks. Now though... “ He starts to say, rising to sit. “We have to mount the tents. They are both in the compartment under the saddle. Need a hand?”

He offers, now standing above Ina, one foot each side of her, lending his hand.

She giggles. “I think you leave me no choice here.” She answers, taking the portended hand in hers and pulling so she hauls herself up. “Pretty amazing for a cat’s frame.” she teases following her standing up in echo of Kocha’s brother comment she has been reported about Nystan the day of the funeral.

A trill of laughers resounds in the vacant corridor. It pours out from the elevator area just before the doors open with the little off tone bell.

“That was very keen of you. If not even brilliant!” exclaims a woman voice.

“Stop, you make me blush.” Supplicates risibly a man in return.

“Oh, but I am sure than after that she was assuredly thinking highly of you. If ever she was watching from above.” Says the woman again. 

The reverberation consistency is modified as she steps out of the elevator’s shaft to stand in the corridor. Though there is still some of it since the doors stays open. 

“Are you escorting me to my cell, in case I am unable to open the door of it again?” she request not as much deafeningly then she was with the earlier comment.

“Why not?” replies the one with her as he reproduces her movement out of the cabin. 

“It is not like I had something to hide. And how would I be able to do it anyway.” He includes while pointing upward.

Ina’s chin follows the Nystan’s pointer with the same regularity in a one seamless movement. It makes the man scoffs in an heart fond manner: ”If I get it down, will your chin tags along the same it just did? “

“Hum?” she makes looking back down. The man tries to match the pace with his finger.

The lady looks at him, blinking and confused whilst he guffaws.

”What do you mean?” she demands, still lost.

Nystan points up with the same finger, innocently the woman redoes exactly like she just did, glancing up by tilting her head.”What?I saw the guard.” She offers, perplexed.

When she alters her chin position, Nystan acts like if a string was linking his finger and her chin, so that is him that is in control.

Befuddled, the woman waits for an answer.

“Can you enlighten me or you are taking me for a turkey again?” she whines.

In respond, Nystan gobbles with his entire mien exhilarated.

Crossing her arms on her chest, Ina glowers and mumbles. ”Are you done? You don’t have to prove me how mediocre I am on that sharp side of yours.”

“That is just practice. You will get to it eventually if you stick around.” Remarks he, encouragingly.

“I doubt. I just do not have the interest, period.” Drops the woman.

Nystan shrugs.”I can be your mentor in it if ever you changes of advice.” Proposes the man with a wink. “It is a great pressure relief to be able to laugh of someone useless fret right under its nose without them being offended. An art, Kocha even said, often.”

“That is a way to see things under another light. Typically Kocha on that level.”
Morning unfurl over the stratified landscape, once again.
The formerly red to pink gradation of the ground combines further in the lavender toward indigo shades. 

The sun is but a pale yellow China’s lantern in one corner of the still dull sky.  The rice’s paper of more than a few patches of non genuine clouds shroud it. 
Is it West, South, North or East? Is it so important?  
Flapping in the smooth breeze: two mono-tent. 
One has its panel opens. It is vacant of lodger, though the luggages are all there. There is quite mishmash: bags yawning and clothes pouring out of it, books spilling over them in disarray, some chocolate aluminum papers with the trade on them creeps on top of every part of this ensemble. A large number of the last items are rolled into balls beading and rolling with the air flow. Someone had a feast, assuredly.  
The sound of someone quietly, moreover profoundly, inhaling and exhaling on a regular basis seeps out the second one. The panels of this one are shut off tidily. Toes’ imprints and a heel deform it. The zip track misses some teeth therefore one of the toes is bunging the breach, peeking out, pink with thin lines. 

One of the side panels is also rounded by a back or a bottom while the opposite present the form of a knee and a hand.  Is it that can be called being skin tight? 

Observing the scene, a man is perched on a rock set.  His lower limbs are folded like one holding a yoga position. In front of him stoop an out of place and time wood fire. 
The brownish guy sips from a tin cup. He holds on it with his both hands clasp on it and he leisurely drinks from it.  The silver eyes mirror the images of the tent where the one inside of it stirs again emitting a little moan.   
He snickers without a sound then presses the button at his skull’s side. The glimmering almonds peter out to subsequently flash a last time, leaving two fleshy colored holes in its place. 
Extending the legs, he turns his head away from the tent, gyring on his bottom till he is back to his prior view point.  He is breathing as deeply and slowly as the one hidden by the textile. His ears perk as much human’s one are allowed doing it. He seems to pay special attention to the sound of nature awakening.  
His elbows are now settled on his lap. The spliced fingers embrace the cup, nested in his overhanging hands a few distance from the knees. His back is, nonetheless, in a straight line and his bearing self-righteous. Something of an old dignity imbibes all his being.

The nose in the breeze, it gives the impression that he is enjoying the scenery unfolding in front of him.  If it was not for the fact he is sightless, in spite of everything his behavior let suppose. 

The face is without expression, if not of a soft serenity budding from it. No hard traits, no tension, blessedness of a man in entirely enrapture of nature itself.  
Moments slip away where there is exactly just that: nature orchestra’s instruments adjusting their strings or warming up their shafts. 
Here can be heard either the drone of a moose affixed to the falsetto of a yellow warbler or the melancholic loon intertwining with the chirpy song of the crickets or toting up punctuation to other voices. No pattern, but no chaos neither. Like the improvisation of this day break had been planned one way or another. All the musicians involved and converging in that jam eloquently sentient of their part, no one steals the other spotlight or seems in crave of attention, be that consciously of it or in total ignorance.  
The man slowly intake another sip of his beverage in the same manner he did earlier, both hand enveloping the walls of the wide opening metallic container. 
The only moving body’s parts are what are below the shoulders till the fingers. Once the sip is taken in his mouth, the cup is tilted back gradually to its holding position and the elbows rest back on the lap, the wrist on the knee and the hands with their fingers in the void in front of the legs, casting just a meager grayish silhouette over the naked feet.  
One of the hands let go of the other and the cup, letting it dangling from the handle wrapped around the limb abandoned behind.  It fetches a stick that was resting near by. 
Blindly, perhaps, but very well intended for, the stick goes into the fire and rustles it up just enough to revive the flame avoiding adroitly to throw any ember outside the rock-strewn ring. 
The fire crepitates and sparkles are released. For a short time, the blaze gains in altitude swiftly. It licks the man’ sleeve, inciting him to retreat hastily. 
The sound of a zip sliding on its rail is next heard and Nystan smiles, turning his head devoid of eyes toward the previously looked upon mono-tent. 
 “You slept well?” he asks.  
Yawning and stretching, the woman manages to answer, though partly indistinctly, something. 
 “Yeah. I did. First time since I am on this planet, must I add?” 

“You could have kept it for yourself, indeed.  That it was the first night, I meant. But if it pleased you to share, it pleases me to hear.” He kids.

While he was talking, she was advancing toward him so when he finishes, she is at hand reaches.  
“Already riddling so soon in the morning, as I hear? Is it ever stopping in there?” she makes, drumming softly on the top of his head.  
He teehees, then confirm his friend allegation:  ”Sometimes, seriously, I wish it was a bit slower. I feel lonely when I am taking so many advances on everyone.”  
“One day, you will find your match, Nystan. I will just make sure to be million of kilometers away when this will happen. I do not want to be cut between a rock and a hard place when you encounter your soul mate. Warn me that I flee, alright?”  Heart lightly demands the woman. 

“Is it that bad?”  He says, a bit more seriously and frowning, but not that much.

“You are as fast with connecting things verbally as Kocha was writing them. And as unique. That must be my curse: always falling on the exception to any rule.”  She imputes her fate with that approach.

“Can I light them up?”  He then requests, pointing to his unfilled orbits. 
“What do we have for breakfast?” queries Ina distracted by her belly grumbling audibly. She pats the area like would do a woman with child. The noise subdues. Then Nystan’s inquiry settles in her brain, so she slips her response right away:” Oh... oh yes. I am already dressed.”  
The rattle of liquid pouring in a metallic container comes in between the words.  
Nystan presses the button. The silvery almond rematerialize over the skinny orbits. He stays still. There is an undulation in them. At the same time this observable fact comes about, the man screams and startles like if he would have saw something monstrous. His arms draw closer to shield his chest, palms outward, but despite the acute leaning position taken by his body, he does not fall from the rock where he is sitting.

Ina recoils in a comparable manner. So the cup she had found and in where she was pouring her share of beverage is jolted in the comrade general direction. 
Bad at aiming, moreover when scared, the improvised projectile never arrives at anything but the ground where the container rings on the rock and the liquid is spilled out in an inconsistent smear quickly soaked up by the sandy ground. Small surface gravels plim, shifting green under the spoiled liquid’s influence.  
“What again?” she rants, but in a restricted manner. ”For God sake Nystan, do not do that to me so soon in the crack of dawn! You will be my death!” she continues without leaving him the time to answer.
She extends her hand while leaning to retrieve the goblet. She rudely hit the rock in front of the man with it at the same time as she replaces it upward.  
“Sorry. I wanted to say that you are beautiful this morning.” he offers on a guilty tone, making a hangdog face.  
She dotingly looks at him and all her choler leaves her face. ”Thanks.”  She splutters, but more by positive embarrassment in regard of her overreaction than with indignation. 

Nystan glances inside the tent the lady dwelt in. He examines it thoroughly fro his vantage point.

Ina swirls her hair over the ridge of her shoulder while she awkwardly manage to conserve her position, but also peering in the textile made lodging. She returns her eyes on Nystan, expecting he clarifies his conduct. Especially since she can makes more now of his expression, despite the absence of eyes. The eyebrows are lowered and the corners of the lips fallen. He has a tiny fainted line under the lower lip, just above the chin. And that way, he reminds her of melancholy. And she feels it within, that instantly recognizable mild seasick emotion. Her face contract and her lips corners also drop in.
“What is up?” she asks more in an preset respond dictated more by the good self-conduct manual than by real curiosity. She apprehends, discernibly, what she would hear. 

”That’s a habit Kocha had also.” He says, raising his hand then unfolding his finger to point at the tidily kept emplacement. “I thought you were doing it just because you did not like the first place we placed you in the settlement.”  
Ina turns for a split second whilst pouring again liquid in her cup. She studies the inside of her tent, remarking nothing out of the norm. She returns her fleeting gaze to Nystan, questioning him mutely.  
“The fact you never undo all your bags. You just woke up and your sleeping bag is already rolled.”

The woman is about to speak, but no sound has the time to pass through her lips whilst the man used the finger he was pointing with to request she waits with a quick movement upward. “When I came during this night to look over you because you were moaning and twitching so much you woke me up, I saw your clothes you re wearing folded in a perfect order you will put them on. They were disposed like if you used a ruler, squarely and evenly spread. The tent interior look like it was just after you assemble it. Like if you never inhabited it. Exactly like Kocha.” he explains.  
The woman shrugs. ”That is my peeve, I imagine.” She looks to the man’s tent. The description he gave of her tent will be suitable in each qualities were listed using their antonyms: all in disarray. It bears a resemblance to a ransacked place from the wildest historical movie she ever saw. She gasps, but muffled any remarks. She just clears her throat and transfers her attention on the cup. 
Once it is full enough, the kettle is replaced on the fire.  
“How did you light this up?” she asks with reference to the fire.  
“With a match, what question is this?”  
“Phew. That reassures me. I contemplate for a moment the possibility it was due to something they incorporated into your synthetic fresh eyes.”  
Nystan guffaws right away whereas his friend snickers before adding: ”A laser piece of equipment or who knows what they can get your hands on now, in our modern technological age.”
She gesticulates near her temple whilst she is talking and in front of her own eyeballs like if she was stitching them up or modifying them. 

”Not too bad. Not too bad my friend, you are getting a grasp on it.” He first declares before saying on amore contained pitch:  

”I do not think it would be wise of them to make eyes like those including laser potential to the people they restore vision in the course of this. You never know how a mind works out of a traumatism. In addition to if he will be strong morally as much as necessary to get all the way through what the future may bring of challenge.”  
“Forasmuch as I am concerned… “Begins Ina in a trance like modulation. “I would have not fretted a second about grafting that add-on on you.”  
Nystan blushes once more in regard of the confidence demonstrated by the lady in front of him.
”Ina, you don’t know me.” He exposes.  “Power corrupts, long run. When you become conscious you have some.”

“Pfft!” The woman demurs tersely with the prior affirmation that she just heard. 
“I almost fall on that myself. More than once.”  Avows the pale brown man further.

“Impossible.” she utters, plainly having doubts about the actual reason of the man saying that. “You are kidding again? Right? Nystan Fizzel having evil’s deviation?” She marvels. “It is as believable as news from Bree, I would have said if I were in Tolkien fantasy world.” 

She shivers; mulling over the likelihood that he might, also, be dead serious. Her pupils dilate and she weights them on the frail, in appearance, man.

“I failed to remember you had that in common, too.” Tells the man, in allusion to the Tolkien’s reference Ina just blurbed out. “You and Kocha. I am speaking about.” 

Then he discloses: “You think I am kidding again? Believe me, I am not.” He admits, lowering his gaze toward the flames that gnaw greedily now to the stick he was holding at. 
He let it collapses on its own with a twitch of the jaw.  He watches while the fire munches through the twig ardently.

The woman gaze slumps over the same item, idle in her nosiness.  

Eventually, the man goes on with ancillary clarifications: “When Kocha died, “He brings up at the start.

“I thought I was to abandon everything and just go on abstemious life, in exile somewhere, as long as it was alone. Life had lost all flavors. ” He reveals. 
“This accident...” he tells, pointing to his artificial eyes. “It was the shock I needed so I realized my charge was perhaps not over. That bowing out the active life would be the equivalent of killing Kocha a second time. All she lived for: the one that had no voice like her. Even more, it makes me aware that I was not eternal or almighty myself. It humbled me to lose my sight. It defeats me on the human level. I could not do anything without the other, suddenly. I could not be alone. I realized what it was, my friend, to feel so powerless in front of something I would have normally not even thought twice in accomplishing. Like lacing my shoes or dressing up or shaving my beard.”
Though this that he said is a very long monolog, her friend remains attentive till he reaches the end of what he needed to spill out.
Ina nods, then. “I heard so many things! May you enlighten me on what really happened?”  
“Nothing extraordinary.” He dismisses, less keyed up in speaking a propos the event that twirled his life around than of Kocha or of the outcome of both his friend’s unforeseen disappearance and the accident combined.  
What is left of the branch is at this time but a blacken carcass with some irradiating red passing from side to side of its dissected residual shell.

Nystan scan the ground only to stand and walk enigmatically away from the circle. His friend follows his movement with her regard, barely moving her head. She is not parting from his silhouette of a minute. Like if her irises were tied to him.
When he returns in close proximity, it is carrying another stick. He employs it to poke over the rest of the one he had formerly held on.

The steady close to affectionate strokes smash to smithereens the burnt thing apart, freeing numerous sparkles that lift, as soon as they are released, in a spiraling vortex. His artificial eyes elevate with them and he meets the one of the female footing athwart the fire.

“I went to a meeting and at the end, while I was shaking hands with the one leave taking, one man came and flung something up in direction of a woman I had beside me.” He states, imitating the gesture of the hand.

“Eeep!” articulates his companion. 

 “I didn’t realize anything; I was turning the head and touching the woman’s arms before holding her hand. You know? That movement we do often in a crowd to make someone take heed and draw them at hand reach?”

Ina nods in all answer, voiceless; tacitly encouraging her friend to goes on with his account. That he does, even though the heart seems to be missing compare to his earlier speech.

“So I was sandwiched between the woman and whatever he thrown, kind of out of the blue. I moved and it happen that I received what he was tossing in my eyes. Namely, acid. The kind that reacts with moisture.” he recalls, shivering and tightening his lips afterward.  
He continues to play with the embers, leaving Ina understanding gaze.

“So it was not intended to be for you?”  She states more than she questions.

“We never knew for sure. But of course it turn out that the tittle-tattle made of it what thrilled them up. Be it true or not. Now the official story is that the young handsome preacher Nystan Fizzel was attacked by a religious fanatic opposed to his version of the Gospel.”  He concludes with a teehee then a well felt sigh.

“And you, what do you believe?”  
“That it was merely a stupid accident, first and foremost. Secondly, that I was not the wished for target of this daft man.” He claims, losing his countenance on it. His tone is loud and he gets agitated, darting toward Ina. The woman eyes widen and she backs of one pace, like she feels endangered. 

Then he blushes and stammers: ”Sorry, terribly sorry. I should stop talking about this. It turns me all upside down.” He takes breaths, calming down gradually but before Ina moves or reacts to his statement, he carry on in a voice enmeshed with mixed sentiments. “No doubt that it was intended to the lady. In fact, my misfortune hides the important in all that. Nachum held her funeral three days later. Her ex-lover assaulted her and put her to death.” He says, swallowing hardly. “I would have preferred they talk more of her and of what led to the fact no one saw she was in danger. Why nothing was done to save her from harm in view of that? Can you believe it, in our colony? We are under close watch twenty-four on seven and yet, this happened? Guards walking above your head and glass ceiling to prevent that kind of thing, but someone managed to do it? I was totally baffled myself. And enraged in more.” He manifests tonelessly though.  “It took me a lot of prayers to get back to a better state.”  
“Awe. And no one ever spoke of her?”  
“No, they had their sensational story with me. And as you know, it is not the time when I am preaching to talk of personal thing. I have to stay objective and to transmit harmony and peace to the one that came to listen. It was hard at the beginning since I was on the brink of blowing up myself. But it came, gradually. Like everything else, I healed.”  “It’s still pinches your heart?”  Nytan nods. “I would be without one if it was not, right?”  “Right. Entirely. And for Kocha?”  “Harder. Because I never knew.”  “Never knew what?”  “If I could have done something more for her while she was living.”  “A bit late to think of that, huh? Better if we eat something. Unless you already did?”  “I am not that hungry.”  “I am sorry, my subject this morning are doing exactly what I reproached you to do with your sense of humor. Oh, you might like to know that I announce to Cayk that I will visit him.”  “Neat. For the same matters that you came to see me?”  “No. He is doing well physically. But he is in denial, I think.”

“in denial?” slowly says Nystan with more time than it normally takes for him to speak. “What is he in denial with?Enlight me.”

“Yes. It like a sentence left with three periods at the end with all left in suspension since Kocha’s demise. I feel that there are a lot of loose ends. Or else, explain to me the behavior of a man fuming each time you mention the name of a dead?”

“Ina, prepare yourself to encounter a lot more resistance than you ever met since you live. I am his best friend, right?”

“By what I heard, yes.” unsurprisingly enounces the woman.

“Each time I am getting in close proximity to the topic, it literally does akin to if I would take away a band aid from an opened wound and then goes on with pouring rubbing alcohol over it. No less, no more.”

Ina winces at the image she got in her head when the man describes how of a torture it is for Cayk to hear about Kocha.

“And you think this is normal? I mean. All that revolt and all that angriness.  That he is there so disharmonious just because of a woman? What's more, a dead one? “

“It is not in his nature, if it is what you are asking. It does smell fishy.”

“Do you think...” the woman stops her sentence there, coughing without her having a cold or anything. She moves her hand to the back of her head where her finger twists a strand of hair retentively.

“Do you think?” echoes the male with a slightly modified intonation revealing his questionment.

“Do you think...” she utters again, taking a big mouth of air before spilling out all at once: “Do you think it is possible they had an adventure?”

Nystan mien light up and he laugh out loud. “No. That is not impossible, but I do not believe something like that happens. Kocha was not that type of woman.” he says impeded with the laugher then finish seriously the last sentence.

“I know, but Cayk is not that close to me so there is that question mark. Kocha was not bound to tell me all the truth about her life, you know. And she was very fond of him. For the little I was able to retrieve. There was more “Dear Cayk this”, “dear Cayk that” than “Dear Nystan” for example or “Dear Ina.”. It’s not impossible to think that a lot of what Cayk has in his possession is addressed to you and me. The only way to know is to force him to either open them up or give them to us. Because, you knew that he didn't open any of the pins Esilian give to him? Not a single one.”

Nystan jaw twiches. “No,” he retort drily.”He should have trashed them like i suggested after we got out the funeral home.” he continues on a more tender tone.  “Why so?”  “Because I could have passed behind him and taking them for me. I would have not waited that long to read everything I could about her.”  “She was passionating you to that point?”  “No. Huh, I mean. no. Just curiosity. She was so wierd. That would have... huh, made a good subject of study. In my job perspective, you know?” He stammers, blushing even more than he did with the other things he was bothered before. Blushing till even the ring of the ears turn crimson.

“Speaking of Kocha and her tones of emails she sent, do you want to read some?” demands the lady to her blushing friends.

“Sinai thought I had made myself clear about that. No technology during the week we are together in nature,. NO phone, no paget, no gadget, no Hi-fi, no music player, be it an old CD-player or the neat one I forgot the name of. Especially NO, I said NO laptop and the thing you can connect to with it.”

“No technology, no technology!” nags Ina childishly. “You have your eyes, did I complained about you using them. How do I know there is no computer integrated into those?”

“There is.”

“Ah!” she exclaim merrily, but of course with an accusatory finger on the man.

“But I willingly disconnected myself and I cannot access it unless I go back to my laptop in my room and ask for it to be activated. I cannot record anything I would see neither. I was true and sincere thoroughly.”

“And the horses? That’s technology too.”

The woman obviously his trying to found a scape goat in all that or a reason to justify the fact she cheated.

“They are essential. The horses and my eyes in their “sight” functions are essential to my survival.”

“Then my laptop is essential to MY survival.” affirms Ina, proud.

“My word!” he exclaim with a face palm. “Stop that! You are speaking like an addict. For a much more, I would hear you maniacally laughing and babbling.  Unless you hide to me there was some contraption or a pouch of IV fluid in it for you? Insulin perhaps. Or...” He extrapolates then he gasps before adding: “You need a daily cleansing of your blood because your kidney failed?”

“No. Nothing of that, but it is essential nevertheless. Just not that essential. Proof being that I did not use it the past three days.” defends the woman.

“Not even when you were left all, all alone in your little tent?” He pries her.

She looks at her feet, taking a very guilty attitude and titling the left foot on the side of the sole then back on its full sole a couple of times.

“You must have waited I light off my eyes. It is pretty easy, no. Since they light my tent up.” he attempts to crack her, seeing the opportunity.

Ina flushes and fidgets with her nails. ”Huh. Once. Only one single time.” she says on an apologetic tone. 

“Ah!” he makes like if he had caught her on the fact, the finger in the pie.

“Do you forgive me for it?”

“No.”

“Please.”

“You are a disgrace Ina Meyers D.”

The tone is hard, but it is perhaps all dust in the eyes.

“But it was very essential. I needed a recipe for our first diner. I did not want to poison you. You understand?”

Nystan nods and grins a moment, then his mien regain the weight of the seriousness and concern peak in his voice when he talks again.

“You have to trust yourself, Ina. A bit more than you showed me you did my friend. Beside, eating something that is not perfectly well-done or cooked like a chef is a risk that a lot of people take. It never killed anyone.” he makes her realize softly. “I know plenty of our friends that had to adjust to the culinary skill, or rather the lack of it, displayed by their spouses till they finally learn from their mistake. Like the fact a steak is cooked enough way before it reached the carbonized state.”

Ina laughs. “I am not clumsy and ignorant to that point.  My mother taught me better.”

Nystan’s chin levels and he smiles, the satisfied smile, the one of one having made its point. “See? That hunger me. I waited for you to eat breakfast and so we are almost at lunch. I need to fill my stomach.”

“What do we have for?”

“I did not keep an inventory. You can take care of all of it while I am looking at the emails?” he asks on a very soft tone, like one eager teenager asking permission to go out on the eve to a parent he knows is angry at his prior behavior during the day.

Ina acquiesces. “Since my tent is so neat, why do not you install yourself in it so you will be at conditioned air if you fasten the zip. The computer is on the burlap bag. The one with all the things glued over it. And...”

Nystan is already crouched in the entrance. He hurried up there as soon as his friend nodded and he only slowed down to retards his entrance because Ina is still talking. He looks her way by over his shoulder, both hands holding to the panel, in balance on his feet’s tips, ready to action.

“No manducating of food, namely chocolate. I want the place as clean as if you never stepped in.”

“Promise!” he says, rushing in, revolving and closing the panel.

“Kids.” express Ina, raising her hands to the sky briefly. Then she walks toward the horses.

“What is the password?” request the man from inside the tent.

“Oh. Hum. capital g, zero, lower case d,  exclamation point, lower case s, capital T, lower case r, lower case u, lower case t and finally a capital t.”

“All rightly. Thanks.”

Another day in the Mars’ colony.  Nystan prepares himself. He is in front of a mirror that discloses only his image from the tip of the nose and down. He flip the neck piece of his white shirt upward. The two pointy flaps frame his chin, brushing his freshly shaved cheek. His face is rather red since he just finished the work. Not as red as the tie his hand bring in fron of him at first. He folds it and holds it in front of his collar button. He then ticks his tongue, throwing the tie backward carelessly. He then pick a blue one, repeating the process but this time he smile and nods to himself. “This one will be perfect.” he exclaims while he passes it by behind his neck then, holding to each end with one in each hand, he consentrates on making the knot. He has to undo and redo a couple of time. He does it with no reaction, no discouragement, making a more perfect knot at each trial till he is finally satisfied enough to adjust it tight on his Adam’s apple. He turns the flaps downward and press the fold all around his neck, moving the chin so it is out of the way when the hands need it to be.  He turns and face his bed. Or rather a floating heap of anything placed on what is supposed to be the bed. The priorly projected red tie is on the ground, but rather than picking it up, he just walk on it, shuffle his foot which drag the object underneath the bed, right in between a worn out hymns’ book and a chocolate wrapping.  He digs out the pile a blue jacket that he dusts off roughly. He pulls on the sleeves, inspecting the garment before putting it on. He tilt his head while a finger place itself between the Adam’s apple and the tie, loosening it a tad.  A soft knock at the door makes him talk again: ”Enter” says Nystan out loud.  A man walks in, leaving the door open behind him. He glances from head to toe to Nystan. In the corridor, there is a giggling than a whisper. One of the other males of the aisle discreetly seize the door and close the aperture. The one that entered is pushed further inside, with a back glance.  “Oh, I forgot that there is family visiting the brothers in front of your door. So we have women around today. More than usual.” the man says.  The normally sightless preacher looks down at himself. ”Oh, yes. The pant, yes.” he mentions, realizing in an instant the link between women presence and the giggle and the door that had to be closed. The skirt hides his body feature up until his tight but he is wearing no pant and no socks yet.   

“Anyhow, I presume you had something to tell me sine you’re standing there. Or else you expect rooting?” states the usual resident of that compartment.

He is higher from the other man of roughly two heads, but only because this one is smaller in stature than the average man. He is rather bulky, round of face, very dark hair and thick eyebrows meet over his nose ridge. Even the skin has a darker tint.

In fact, everything from this man that entered is dark, but the humor and the mood.

Compared to the pristine smooth face of Nystan, the face of this one look like a tight ball of wool. Many folds and furrow left by year of diverse emotions. The ones left on the corner of the lips by sadness or happiness, the ones at the corner of the eyes tracing till the hair roots. And of course, there are numerous ones from past worried undulating on the forehead. The ensemble seems pacified by some years of weakening of the dire straight situation.

“Rooting will be an interesting alternative, if I knew that you would water me. But knowing you...” begins the man, pointing to something rotten on a shelf. “I risk my life if I can’t get to the water by myself.” He finishes with glee on his mien.

Nystan look at the dead dehydrated cacti in terracotta jar. ”Oh!” he exclaim, ashamed and with the eyebrows falling downward over his silvery artificial eyes. “What have I done!” He wails, seemingly touched to discover the plants irreversible destiny. ”That was a gift from Kocha” He then throws, walking to turn one of the jar in between his finger, like in last hope of finding a trace of something he can save.

“It’s too late, they are dead, Nystan. If I had knew I would have commented sooner so you could have acted on it. But, you know. Me and minding my own business.” excuses the  visitor.

“That was what Kocha sent to me before going to that mission where she died. That was Kocha’s gift.” He repeats placidly, replacing the jar aligned with the two others. “She took so great care and extra expenses so they survived the one year trip...” He further says, disheartens.

“Perhaps it means that you have to let her go now.” expresses the other visiting the compartment, emotionless. “After all, she was paying you way too much attention. It was insane. You never thought she could have been infatuated by you at a point?” brings he. “Because she was sure acting like she were. She had all the sign of it.”

Swiftly, the stance of the paler man with silver artificial eyes stiffens. Not only that, but he revolve and he point with his finger fending the air like a knight would do of a blade, threatening almost, to his brother. “Please. Have respect for the one that left. I forbid you to say that. If she would have manifested any interests toward me, I would have been the happiest man of this solar system. She never did.” He whine, the voice broken at the end.

 “Then Anabell was right to prevent you two to meet too often.” he roughly retort to the threat, pushing on the side of the pointed finger so it points away.

Nystan falters and he look away. His hand takes supports on the shelf where the cacti are, or what is left of them, standing. The hanging object shakes.

The other man clinches to his elbow, scooping it with one hand while the second press on the shoulder. But what he has to say after is not recomfort. He rather reproves the younger with no chariness. “And I do not like be threatened, you know it. Do not make my once human nature come back or you will suffer the consequence of it.”

The arm of Nystan falls on his side, flat. He does not offer excuse, but he act like he is. He remove his elbow from the solid grip of the darker man then he moves to the bed and shove all that is over it down in one single movement.  Wham! Instead of continuing to dress, he lays on bed. In a click, he closes his eyes. Both hands are placed underneath his head like he did in the desert when he was admiring the sky, head to head with Ina.

His expression is not as relax as it where. It is quite tense and he puffs more than he breathes.

“Will you need your inhalator?” demand the other man crossing both arms high on the chest. Hands disappear into the elbow fold, only the thumbs are protuberant from them. His teeth are tight and his lips pinched.

“No.” whispers Nystan a bit over his air. He sniffs.

“Then what are you doing? Are you not supposed to get dressed to wish Ina Meyers farewell?”

“Anabell told you that?” He murmurs again, not facing the man. His face is in the position it will be if he was to stare at the ceiling.

“About Kocha. Yes.” frankly affirms the man.

“How many times did Anabell refused to Kocha to meet me?”

“None. She did not refuse her to meet you, Nystan. She just reasons her that she had to let you go because you had a particular path and a mission. And Kocha never contradicted her.”

“Thanks, Nachum. Tell Ina my farewell to her. She would understand.” makes Nystan, sitting now to remove his jacket, undo his tie and remove the shirt.

He does not even care to unfasten the button of the last piece of garment, he passed it over his head.

Every item is thrown over the already existing pile. “I need to sleep.”

The patience of Nachum reach its limit seeing that now, Nystan seem wishing to drift away. And he is not about to let him do.

“Oh no. no. no. Out of question that I let you return to lalaland. You make a man of yourself...” Nachum states, picking aggressively all the items that had been thrown and walking toward the man in the bed. “You open your eyes, you dress fully, including a smile, Mister Fizzle.” and he jolt the clothes in the man’s face. “Enough self-pity and mourning, that will not make her come back nor the past years. Let begun be begun.”

The intonation is firm, assertive but full of compassion as well. His face is inundate of soft feeling even though the voice is harsh to the ears.

“Anabell acted in your best interest. Everyone did. I already been married, Nystan. And let me tell you, this is not a fairy tale situation. The best times are the courting, after that it just goes ineluctably downhill. The only thing that saved our relation was to live in two separate places and returning to the “come visit me tonight” situation. And when she died, after all those years,  I felt so light. It was a burden less. Believe me, you don’t know what it to each month has to pass by the same damn thing. Loving them is possible, living with them break all the magic. You had the better of her. So now, accept it and walk forward.”

“Did I ask your advice or Anabell one to rule my life? It is not because you ended up with a bad experience that I would have.” first say Nystan.

“I just would have wanted to live it by myself.” he adds still on the sad tone while he sits back and begins to dress.

“You loved her then?”

Nystan continue to dress back, more carefully than he was when undressing. “I would never be able to know, we were not even at the courting step, some well-intended people made sure that it never went there. So she was still a very good friend”

“You would not have hated getting to the rest with her?”

Nystan turns so his feet touch the ground now and he extend the hand to fetch a pair of pant. He press his eyes switch. He examines the trouser and when he is satisfied, he starts putting them, standing up for the last part, fastening the belt button and pulling on the zip handle before he gets to answer. “Who care, she’s dead now. We have living being to go to and take care. Ina will wonder what took me so long.” 

He pulls on his jacket so it covers him till his tight. Socks are then put on and he slide the feet into black freshly waxed shoes. “What are we waiting for?”

“Do you think she ever believed in what we believe?” ask the man in regard of the fact that he is a preacher, after all.

“All I know is that I would have been her friend that she was a believer or not. Well... as long of course that she was not professing in something totally opposite to me and that she was respecting me, supporting me. One can not shut oneself totally away from the what we qualified of “non believer” do not you believe?”

“Hard to say Ina.”

“You would have not been her friend without that religion bit yourself?”

“We would have never met if it were not of that ‘bit’ like you qualified it. And her research for balance, peace.”

“Hon, come one. Admit that she was a load of fun?”

“She was. “ He admits first. “But I was still outrunning her on that level, mind you.” he adds with a boasting intonation.

“You sure are.” boosts Ina, insisting on the “are”. “She can not compete with you anymore, can she? “

Nystan sniffles. His lips turn to draw a downward crescent. “I miss this, yes.”

Then there is no more word uttered by neither the woman nor the man before, after quite a big amount of time, Ina breaks the silence with a completely hilarious laugher rattling out from her ribs.

“Do you mind to share?” pries the man at this.

“Oh! That’s just a silly thing. Probably not even that funny. You had to be there. It will be hard to put in words.” interject the woman.

“Try me. “ challenges the man, serious.

“One day that Kocha hosted me, she came back from her weekly excursion to the commercial artery. You know? She called it her “European grocery” ?”

“Yes, I heard of that one before. So?”

“So, well,, she told me upon her arrival that she was calmly on her way to there and that she encountered pairs of “Gospel’s spreaders”. Instead of just running to her errant, she decided to sit and watch them from the public benches, in their work.”

“So far, nothing surprisingly funny, you are right.” flatly realizes the man, ready to change of water.

“I know, let me time to develop!”

“You gals always give in too many useless details. Anyway... then?” he complains, but invite her to carry on with the story.

“She complained to me that she felt something was wrong with them. They were only knocking on uni-dwelling, like bungalow or cottage, doors. Or anything with less than three dwelling in. And she asked me: “Do you think the people in the block and multi-dwelling does not need to be brought forth with Light as the other? Equally? I submitted that there was probably a safety reason for that and she retort to me that we were not in the Bronx and that they were four. Also, she added... “

Nystan cross his arms, his patience seems to grow thin, but he nevertheless still is listening.

“That they were also avoiding accosting anyone not matching a certain standard that were not up to par with it.”

“Did she mention about the up to par bit?”

Ina nods. “Yes. She mentioned that on the street, people in fur coat or very trendy coat were halted and bugged with their pamphlet where more ordinary dressed people like her were not even remarked. SO much that one stepped in her when she began to walk away without even excusing himself. And then, consequently, she questioned me again about something this action brought into her mind: “I do not know if your Jesus will approve that. I am not saying the rich does not need to be converted and that poor deserve it more than riches. That is not in my mind at all. But to sort like they do systematically according to the outer appearance and what the dwelling the prospect abide in. It is like they are looking more into Earthy reason. Like if this was telling me to not join them because you have to afford their life style that comes with the religion they are preaching.  It makes me feel like they are betraying the book they carry all the way around with them.”

It teased me to hear that, Nystan. And then she also said: “Would your Jesus do exactly the opposite if He was to come back on Earth? Would He not prefer joining the people with who I was for so long on a bench of a community soup?”

Nystan hums.

“I told you it was not funny. Just a remembrance like that. You had to be there. It was asked with so much sincerity and naivety. It was totally endearing.”

“I can Imagine.” he makes.
At least the nights in the Martian outback are dark. Nothing to say more than that. The sky is clearer than on Earth. The almost unperceivable constant humming coming from everything that must function in order to support life is now more of a soft purr.

There is a pale ambulant bluish light then after a scratching sound, lower than the blue light, there is a reddish one.  This last one gradually turns to a yellow brighter light and then it blooms till it is so intense compare to the other that it obliterated it...

“Nystan?” comes a female voice from the darkness. “What are you doing out there in the middle of the night? You’re not sleepy after such a ride?”

“And you? Why are you still awake?” replies the man on a whisper.

“Well, you light the fire and my eyes are in that direction. Don’t tell me you did not remember tent’s fabric let light enters?”

“I do remember. I just thought you were slumber enough to not remarked it. Pardons me. Do you prefer I douse it up?”

The woman unzipped the tent entrance and she gets her disheveled head out, blinking to the other. Her hands hold her sleeping bag at her chest level even though she wears a night gown thick enough to discourage any gazer to look at something else than her face attributes. There is a monkey printing on it, bananas and gorillas which achieves quite well in giving a humoristic turn to that rather banal scene. Nystan does not miss to notice them.

“You needed company?” he says pointing at the fabric’s printing he sees.

“No, I thought you did?”

“I was speaking about the pyjama printing.” he mentions before letting a sighs escape his lips. “Perhaps I am better to close my eyes. Would you prefer?”

“Hum? Oh no, I am the intruder. I should have respected your bubble. After all, if you are not sleepy, that is your problem, right? Not mine...” on that she yawns, letting the hem of the sleeping bag fall as she covers her mouth politely. Her nostrils open wide and her eyes close.

“GO back to sleep Ina, you need it as well. I am just having to think. Worry not, I will go back to sleep.”

“You are sure?”

“Yes, that is just an old trick my daddy taught me.  When you are tossing, you get up and you just try to settle your mind outside where you are usually sleeping. Do not read, do not work in bed. Just do comforting thing. It is basically like training a puppy to be clean.”

“Oh...” she exclaims in an elongated way. “I’m not sure I understand completely. Oh well. You do not want to share the thought?”

“Not really. Sorry.”

“Alright.” makes the woman, not insisting. She got back inside the tent and the zip is fastened back. She lays on her side, closes her eyes and quickly faint, thought she is still hearing from her slumber. And so, when the man outside emits noise a bit like a kid do when they cry softly in their bed at night, she poise her head from her pillow, supporting it on her hand, the elbow firmly planted in the ground.

She listens more, uncertain at first if she dreamt. The fire is still burning and she guesses that Nystan is not between it and her tent since there is no shadow on her tent fabric.

The plaintive sound is emitted again. This time she is certain she did not dream. It moves her and tears brim soon her eyes. It is suddenly very warm inside, her cheeks feels like burning. She wipes her eyes with the back of her free hand before in taking a breath, softly. A breath shrouded in a lump of emotions. 

“You are crying?” They suddenly both ask in chorus. It surprises them and they stops talking, spying ear-way to one the other.

Ina unzips her tent entrance once more and put her body out from head to waist, standing on knees and hands.

“I heard you first and it gets into me. Even though I do not know why you are sad.” she explains whispering.

The man is solely lighten by the fire and seen like that, he look as blond as Anabell. His face as an orange tint, heavy shadows making him look older. 

“I am not crying, see...” he touches his cheeks, trailing the finger, the showing the surface of it that is dry. “I can’t cry.” he says with a voice entangle with emotion.

“Yes you can cry. From inside. Not crying with tear does not make you insensitive, my friend.” says Ina, now totally out of the tent and standing. She motions toward Nystan and sits beside him on the same rock, wrapping one arm around his shoulder in a reconfirming manner.

“I was... I was...” he stutters. Ina hushes.

“It is alright, you do not have to tell me.”

“But I want, Ina. It is so heavy. I want.”

Ina just holds him firmer with her arm and she places the palm of her other hand on his chin, pushing lightly so he get to tilt the head and place it on the nest of her shoulder. He does not fight and there he kind of wept, without tears, shaking and shivering, though not due to the cold.

“It hurt so much.” he says. “It is like there is no bottom to that lake. I miss her.”

“Kocha?”

Nystan does not answering with a clear yes, but his head moves like a nod, his hair brushing in Ina’s face.

“There is a bottom. She already explored it and remembers what she told you about it, Nystan? Hum? Do you?”

The man wept a bit more than one of his hand makes it to his empty orbit where he does the same movement Ina made to wipe tears, even though there is none, with the back of his hand. He calms gradually till he can answer, more in control of himself:

“That you have to plunge in order to find pearl. There is no pearl floating near the surface.”

“There. Think to the positive things, not to the one that could have happened better, just the one that happened at their best. The rest you can’t do nothing with them.”

The man removes his head from the woman shoulder. He smiles softly, though his lips tremble. “Yes. I remember good thing. Like when she learned she was no more to be like before health wise.”

“It’s not positive.” states Ina, with a frown.

“Yes it is, it is what she made of the news that is. She told me that once, her father helped her to do Soap box race. Those cars you fabricate with anything coming up and you have to be on a slope to race with another contestant?”

Ina nods.

“So, during the first race, she lost a wheel and her father ran after the car and manages to rescue the situation. She already won the race. But she was dishearten since she lost a wheel. How to race against the next contestant without the four wheels. Her father punch her on the shoulder and he just smile, by racing on three. And he quickly figured out how to make so the car was now rolling on three wheels instead of four. SO, for her health, she told me that it was the same thing. She had o learn to race with three wheels, but the race was not over.”

“Indeed.” grins Ina. “Look at all that she did after!”

The grin is contagious and the man does one too. “Now, I am better to go back to sleep I guess, on that.”  He pushes his button to light up the eyes, and then pout. “You did not tell me that the sun was already raising.

“Wow! Because I did not notice.”

“That is alright. I can sleep even in daylight. I am exhausted.”

“Then go to sleep, my friend. I’ll care for the rest to insure our return to the colony settlement by tonight.”

Reassure and recumforted, the man stands then walk toward his tent where he vanishes.

“You know Nystan? Kocha was right on something else...”

“And what is that?”

“That a sun rise is always more beautiful when there is clouds. Otherwise it just looks like someone light up the bulb at the ceiling.”

He emits a shy laugher from inside the tent. “Well, that will be a good image to try to recreate in my mind while I try to sleep. It has been so long since I saw a real sunrise shrouded in clouds.” As he speaks about that his tone gets sleepier.

“Sleep well my friend. Meet her in your dream.”

There is no answer, no more words from the other side of the fabric.
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