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Cool breeze, and autumn leaves


Slow motion daylight


A lone pair of watchful eyes


Oversee the living


Feel the presence all around


A tortured soul a wound unhealing


No regrets or promisses


The past is gone


But you can still be free


If time will set you free.


Time now to spread your wings


To take the flight


The life endeavor


Aim for the burning sun


You're trapped inside


But you can still be free


If time will set you free.


Keep moving way up high


You see the light


It shines forever


Sail through the crimson skies


The purest light


The light that sets you free


If time will set you free


Sail through the wind and rain tonight


You're free to fly tonight


And you can still be free


If time will set you free


And going higher than mountain tops


And go high the wind don't stop


And go high


Free to fly tonight


Free to fly tonight.



Susan's steps were barely heard as she made her way in the Central Park of Moscow.  Dry leaves beneath her legs broke under her heals with tiny crunch sounds.  The next morning she would leave for her new ship the USS-Unicorn.  She saw the irony in the name but it made her smile.  It wasn't easy, saying goodbye to Earth once more, for such a long time.  Last time she'd seen home and Moscow was before she left for Babylon5, six years ago.


Captain Ivanova kicked the dry leaves aside, and walked on down the narrow path.  In the distance, the tall walls of the Kremlin drowned in fog beckoned her.   She sat down on a nearby bench, watching as steam came out with her breath.  Russia was always a cold place, especially in the fall.  

A sudden feeling of being watched overcame her, and she closed her eyes, fighting the tears.  It wasn't the first time she felt it.  It was there all along since Marcus died.

Cold wind made Susan shiver and close her coat tighter.  It played with the locks of hair that fell from under Ivanova's hat, but Susan ordered them behind her ear with a single motion of her finger.  Everywhere she looked, she could see his eyes, as though watching her.  It could have been her wounded consciousness playing tricks on her again, but the feeling was too real, too close.


He's gone, Susan, a voice inside her whispered.  But she could feel him, know he was there, watching over her, guarding her.  He was a part of her.  Let go Susan.  It's time to let go.  You can't spend all your life mourning over him.


Watch me.  She smiled lightly at the conversation inside her head.  Perhaps the voice was right.  Perhaps at some point or another she would have to let go?  Perhaps someday she would be able to utter his name without bursting into tears?  That didn't seem all that likely to her.


Why don't you let yourself be free?  Why do you keep hurting yourself?  It's this attitude that got you to this situation in the first place, the voice continued, and a part of Susan wished it would shut up already.  Tears appeared in her eyes.


I can't let go. Letting go would mean living on.  How can I? She thought back at the voice.
The way you always do, Susan.  Only now did Ivanova notice that the voice began to take on a familiar English accent.


Could he be in my head?  Am I going insane?


Could be.


The sun was setting somewhere in the distance, making the sky even darker.  The wind was colder, and the streets became empty.  Warm tears crawled down Ivanova's face, when a single cold drop fell on them.



Rain, some part of Susan's mind acknowledged.  But she didn't move, didn't run for cover.  It's been too long since she last felt Moscow rain on her face.  She missed crying in the rain.


Susan, you can still be free, time will set you free eventually.  The voice seemed to be all around, in her mind, in the teardrops on the bench and in the wind around her.  Let yourself be free.


Ivanova raised her face to look at the setting sun over the Kremlin walls at the dark crimson skies, so perfectly matching the yellow and red leaves, going wet on the ground of the park.


Sail through the wind and rain tonight.  You're free to fly tonight and you can still be free, if time will set you free.  The words of a song echoed with Marcus' voice in her head.  Free to fly tonight.


Susan arrived on time to the spaceport of Moscow the next day.  Her assistant, Darren Jones, awaited her at the gates with the luggage.  The rain was pouring, but Susan arrived without an umbrella.


"Captain," Jones began.  "You're soaked!"


"It's okay," she replied.  He places a blanket over her shivering shoulders, but it was little good.


"Where were you all night?" he dared ask.


"I was flying." 

