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   Fixter, capital of Lovinia, October 3rd 2004.  

   On the misty glass window, on which his forehead 

was leaning, Marcus lazily scribbled indecipherable 

signs. 

   His right index finger, guided by an inner uncon-

scious strength, drew undefined figures which soon 

fused into irregular rivulets with mysterious contours. 

   He stared at the winter sky leaden with grey, the 

hazy outline of the distant horizon, the silhouettes of 

neighbouring houses. Now, he saw the outside world 

with eyes capable of crying, heard the sounds with 

ears accustomed to human iniquities, and he felt tired 
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and disillusioned like those who believe they have it 

all figured out, only to realize they have been deluded. 

And his heart, this strange muscle, which had always 

been at odds with his mind, swollen like a sail in the 

wind, oppressed him. 

   Suddenly the world was transformed before his 

dreamy eyes. He saw the ghosts of his past parading in 

front of him, a past made up of fleeting moments, re-

lentlessly devoured by eternity. 

   Everything happened in an instant, or a hundred, a 

thousand years? To Marcus this was a bad dream with 

no time or space. Among the ghosts was a goblin, who 

sardonically asked:   

   ‘So ... so ..., did you win your big match with life?’  

‘Go away, monster, all of you go away, you’re only 

ghosts..!’  he mentally shouted in anger. 

    Then, with a startle, he woke up, his tongue and 
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throat dry and numb as if he had slept a deep sleep 

holding his mouth open. He was accustomed to these 

trance-like daydreams. The same thing happened to 

him when, sunken in his armchair, he stared at length 

at a floral pattern of the carpet in the living room illu-

minated by a ray of dim light that filtered through the 

window. And that pattern came to life, turning, slowly 

at first and then faster and faster, until it became one 

psychedelic vortex. In the centre of the vortex was an 

empty circle whose diameter grew wider and wider. It 

was like a window of  heavenly light, as when the 

dark clouds after the storm break up to reveal the blue 

immensity of the sky. But there was always something 

which interrupted his dreamlike state, just when he 

thought he could cross over the threshold into the 

other world, the other dimension denied to mankind.  

   Experiences such as these were rare. Sometimes, 
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when he awoke from these states of trance, he had a 

doubt that the world to which he was returning was 

true reality, as he was caught in the conflict between 

the conscious and the unconscious, between the real 

and the unreal, the ponderable and the imponderable. 

Nevertheless, they were magical moments, just as 

magic are the first rays of the rising sun between night 

and day, or the buds that open to light after the long 

winter sleep. For years his mind had fed itself with 

nothing but profound reflections on life, man, the uni-

verse. For years he could not be reconciled with the 

world that surrounded him. But that world was always 

the same, filled with selfishness, cruelty, idolatry, ar-

rogance and superficiality, a sign that he had changed, 

not the world.  

   He was convinced that memories are the most pre-

cious things in one’s life, especially to those who give 
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everything to it and get nothing in return, and that life 

begins to die from the moment of birth. Seen through 

the futility of their actions, men seemed like clumsy 

and helpless puppets that, tied to invisible wires, are 

moved and relentlessly shaken by a mysterious hand, 

until the curtain comes down and the lights go out, 

while an eerie wind sweeps everything away, even the 

autumn leaves turned yellow, and all around is a cob-

webbed squalor.   

   ‘Man,’ he thought, ‘knows what fate awaits him, but 

acts pretending not to know, or, if he knows, he must 

be so afraid that, as a reaction, he lives life as if he 

would never die.’ 

   And there is an order in this alienated human society 

with its own rules, its taboos and its masks. ‘Yes, 

masks,’ he repeated to himself, ‘what is life if not a 

large masked ball?’ 
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   At sixty-four he seemed to have lived more than a 

hundred years. 

   Sometimes he thought that no one is able to remem-

ber the events of one’s early childhood, from the mo-

ment one is born to the precise moment when one 

starts to be aware of being on this planet. For him that 

moment was July 10, 1943, when he was a little less 

than three. It was the day the Allied troops landed in 

his country and the American bombers shook his town 

with their carpet bombing. 

   With extraordinary clarity of details he remembered 

that hot July afternoon and pictured  himself again in 

his mother’s arms next to his father, who embraced 

them both in a spontaneous, yet ephemeral, self-

preservation act. It was like an earthquake which shat-

tered all the glass windows in every building. And he, 

in his innocence, comforted his mother, muttering 
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‘Don’t be afraid Mom, don’t be afraid.’ 

   Memories of the war were very fragmented, but he 

vividly remembered that he contracted malaria from 

which  he barely recovered.  

   Memories of his later years, as he grew up, were 

dominated by his mother who for two decades was ill 

and eventually died aged forty-four. He could never 

forget the day before she died when she summoned 

him to her bedside and told him, ‘Let me look at you 

before I embark on my final journey.’  

   She died the following morning soon after asking to 

be brought to the window to have a look for the last 

time at the pink immensity of the summer dawn, her 

eyes filled with light, in  ecstatic conversation with an 

invisible being. 

   Caught in these thoughts, Marcus suddenly felt the 

tender touch of a hand.  
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   It was his mother’s, 

the same hand he had 

held the morning of 

her death. He could 

not see her body, only 

her face in agony. He 

felt weightless while a 

beam of light carried 

him into infinity, fly-

ing over all  the beaches, all the jungles and all the 

mountains of the earth at incredible speed. 

   There was silence all around at first, followed by a 

symphony of arcane 

sounds to which hu-

man ears are unac-

customed. He spoke 

to his mother and 
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she answered, both of them without moving their lips. 

   ‘Mom, forty-one years have elapsed since you left 

us, yet it seems like only yesterday, how is it that I do 

not remember anything ever since?’ 

   ‘You do not remember, but I know it all. You went 

away after I was gone; you went to live in a faraway 

country. There I saw you grow old, you hair turn grey, 

then white. I saw you sin without being able to warn 

you, I heard your cry of remorse without being able to 

comfort you, I saw you make mistakes, make bad 

choices, without being able to give you advice, I saw 

you being taken advantage of for your goodness and 

sensitivity. Yes, sensitivity, because, my son, I gave 

you lots of it, not knowing that you would suffer for it. 

I cried so much for you. Here, where we are, we have 

no power over the actions of men on earth, we can 

only ask, and sometimes be granted, that they reach 
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us.’ 

   ‘Mom, I do not understand. I was absorbed in my 

thoughts, as I looked through the window at the grey 

winter sky; forty-one years after your death, but it is 

as if it has been a minute since I held your  hand be-

fore you left for good.’  

   ‘My son, time and space are only human formulas. 

Existence is like a circle in which each point is both 

the starting point and end point. And if there is neither 

a beginning nor an end, the circle has no time.’  

   ‘But Mom ...’ 

   ‘I’ll explain. I said circle to simplify. I should have 

said a continuous spiral, of which human existence, 

from birth to death, is just a tiny fragment, which is 

nothing compared with eternity, just like nothing is 

one million or one trillion years. When you thought of 

me, looking out the window, you entered a new time-
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less and spaceless dimension.’  

   ‘But Mom ... why do I not remember anything now? 

I do not remember anything since 1963? What hap-

pened in my life in the last forty-one years,  this is 

2004, yet ... help me understand ... please!’  

   Suddenly his mother’s face vanished; he no longer 

felt the warmth of the hand that had guided him during 

the long journey with her. He found himself sitting on 

a chair away from the window, through which now a 

beam of light illuminated the dusty top of a table be-

side him, which wasn’t there before.  

   Lying on his lap was a newspaper. He looked at the 

first page and read the date: 20th January, 2013. 

   The room he was in was completely alien to him, he 

didn’t even recognise the furniture, which was cov-

ered in a thick layer of dust with cobwebs on the cor-

ners. Through a glass door in the room he could ac-
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cess a balcony. The few 

plants in it were parched 

and collapsed.  

   He went onto the balcony, 

he looked at the afternoon 

sky and to his amazement 

saw the sun up high in the 

east and a moon-like globe 

of light to the west.  

   How could it be? He was flabbergasted. A mighty 

fear seized him. He rushed to his desk, opened a 

drawer in an attempt to find some sort of a clue or evi-

dence of what was happening. 

   He only found the newspaper cutting of an article 

dated 10th of January 2013 on Betelgeuse, the star in 

the Orion constellation, whose explosion into a super-

nova had been predicted by scientists a few months 
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earlier and on the fact that the extraordinary supernova 

event would have no effect on life on earth, with the 

exception of the appearance of a second bright object 

in the sky other than the sun. The article also linked 

this event with the Mayan prediction that something of 

an extraordinary nature would happen on December 

21st 2012. 
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II 

 

 

 

 

   In Marcus’s mind even the magnitude of this event 

came second to the despair he now felt for not know-

ing what had exactly 

happened in his life 

over the last fifty 

years.  

   He only had a rec-

ollection of the day 

in 2004 when, caught in a vortex of deep thought, he 

was transported into the unknown, taken by his dead 

mother’s hand on a paranormal  journey. Other than 

that moment he virtually remembered nothing for the 
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last fifty years.   

   His mother’s words still resounded in his ears, tell-

ing him that he had gone away to a faraway country.  

   ‘So, I am living abroad,’ he remarked to himself. 

   ‘Am I married, have I any children?’ 

   There was only one bedroom, a small kitchen and a 

bathroom in the place where he now found himself. 

He could not get over its layout. In 2004 he lived in a 

completely different place. He remembered that much. 

But it was only a snapshot of himself with no recollec-

tion of what preceded or followed that moment on that 

day in 2004, other than the extraordinary encounter 

with his dead mother. There was an almost complete 

blank in his mind from 1963 to 2013. 

   He desperately looked in every corner, in every re-

cess of the apartment, hoping to find clues of his more 

recent past life. He hoped to find his passport, but 
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there was no sign of it. In one corner there was a large 

box packed with papers. On top of the pile he saw 

some old bank statements and utility bills. 

   There was a bookcase with three shelves on the wall 

of his bedroom. On one stood a few books. On the 

spine of six of them he read his name: Marcus Mali. 

He avidly took them off the shelf. They weren’t big 

books. One bore the title ‘Memories of Trinac’, his 

native island in Terranova. 

   ‘Maybe,’ he said to himself excitedly, ‘this will an-

swer all my questions about myself.’ 

   Turning the pages, he realized that the book was a 

collection of autobiographic short stories from the age 

of ten to nineteen. No good! The other five books 

were no more informative in his desperate investiga-

tive quest of his whereabouts. 

   He looked at himself in the square mirror on the 
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wall. His hair was grey. His fingers gently ran over his 

face and the few wrinkles on it. He glanced at the date 

on the paper which had been lying on his lap when he 

woke up from the trance-like encounter during the 

timeless and spaceless journey with his dead mother 

and read it aloud, ‘20th of January 2013’.  

   He was seventy-three then, with virtually no recol-

lections of the last fifty years. Fifty years wiped out of 

his mind.   

   He sat on an armchair by his desk and meditated. 

   ‘What has happened to me?’ he muttered to himself.  

   He decided to go out in search for clues and answers 

to his questions. He dressed and left his apartment 

which, he noticed, was on the second floor. All was 

alien to him, the apartment, its rooms, the entrance 

door, the landing. He called the lift and when it 

opened at his landing, a man of approximately his age 
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was inside, coming from the upper floor. 

   ‘Hello Marcus. Fine day today.’  

   ‘Yes fine,’ Marcus replied. 

   They travelled together in the lift. 

   He would have liked to ask the man questions about 

himself, where he was and how, but he didn’t for fear 

of being taken for a fool. 

   They both exited from the lift at the ground floor. 

   ‘Have a nice day Marcus ...’ 

   ‘You too.’ 

   They walked out on the street but went separate 

ways. He took a left turn and walked on the footpath 

alongside a series of shops and cafés. All signs were 

in Lovinian, the language he was quite proficient in. 

He was intrigued by the style of cars on the road. He 

was equally enthralled with the clothes people were 

wearing. He could understand that in fifty years things 
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had changed, although all this matched the very faint 

memory of the world surrounding him in 2004.  

   He went into a café where the barman saluted him in 

a very friendly manner as if he knew him well. 

   ‘Long time no see, Marcus.’ 

   ‘Well, when did you see me last?’ he asked. 

   ‘I saw you last on New Year’s eve, remember?’ the 

barman replied. 

   ‘Oh yes that’s right ... you know at my age one gets 

a bit absent-minded and easily forgets things ...’ 

   ‘The usual espresso macchiato?’ the barman asked. 

   ‘Yes,’ he said, although that specific coffee mixture 

sounded alien to him.   

   Marcus thought of the article he had found at home, 

and asked, ‘How did you overcome the fear that some-

thing terrible might happened on the 21st of Decem-

ber? Or were you afraid at all?’ 
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   ‘I was a bit,’ the barman replied, ‘but then, apart 

from two suns in the sky, everything is normal. What 

about you? Were you afraid?’ 

   ‘Well, I ... I ... it’s difficult for me to say how I felt.’ 

   He drank his coffee and left. 

   Beside the coffee bar there was a branch of his bank. 

He went in, pulled from his pocket an old statement he 

had found in the apartment, and at one counter he 

asked the clerk to give him his balance. 

   ‘Your balance is 2,335.75 euro and two cents, sir,’ 

the clerk said, ‘and by the way, you see that machine 

over there? If you use your laser, you can view your 

balance, and withdraw some money. Or would you 

like me to do that for you?’ 

   He didn’t want to sound stupid, although the notion 

of a machine and a laser was a somewhat distant one.  

   ‘Yes, please do it for me.’ 
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   ‘Please fill in the withdrawal form,’ the clerk 

prompted.  

   He completed the prescribed operation and with-

drew 250 euro, upon which he left the bank. 

   What to do now? His mind was in a jumble. He 

thought of his brother Lex who by now would be sixty

-four.  How could he trace him? In 1963, when their 

mother died, he was only fourteen. 

   He remembered things even before his brother was 

born, when he lived with his parents in a house by the 

sea in Ognin, on the island of Trinac, Terranova. 

   He vividly recollected that this house had a garden 

with a wall, on which there was a door. It was a door 

which was always closed. It must have had a handle 

once, but only a rusty metal stump remained just be-

side the keyhole, which, through the years, had filled 

with mud and dirt mixed with the remnants of a long 

gone spider’s web. 
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   The door, without visible hinges, made of planks of 

wood stuck together, was almost flush with the wall. 

Ridges of velvety green moss had taken up permanent 

residence in between the planks. Although the garden, 

which was accessed from their small kitchen, was 

quite tiny, the back 

wall with its door in 

the middle made it 

look somewhat larger. 

His parents were only 

renting that house, 

which meant nothing 

was or could be done to change any of its inside and 

outside fixtures, including that door. 

   As a young child, he often sat on the step at the bot-

tom of the door and liked running his fingers over 

those ridges of velvety moss. Almost symmetrically 
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piles of grit had formed at the bottom of the door in 

each of the corners against the wall. From one of them 

a yellow daisy had timidly grown. Summer after sum-

mer, winter after winter for the few years they lived in 

that house, the door in the wall was the focal point in 

the garden where he had spent happy hours playing, 

always wondering what lay behind it. 

   Once, consumed by curiosity, he tried to force it 

open from one side with a metal implement. 

   He was only four then. His mother saw what he was 

trying to do and shouted at the top of her voice ‘Don’t 

do that! You must not touch that door!’ 

   He never asked his mother why he shouldn’t, al-

though that prohibition turned his curiosity into a holy 

respect for that door. He knew in his heart that when 

she told him to do or not to do something, she always 

had good reason. 
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   He never asked his father about the door either, for 

he knew he would have sided with his  mother in his 

answer. 

   Sometime after - he remembered - he explored the 

area beyond the garden wall, and although it could not 

be easily reached at the back, as there was no open 

field, only a ravine sloping down into a moderate val-

ley, he could see, from a distance, just an uninter-

rupted stone construction with no sign of a door. No 

matter how hard he tried, he could not solve that puz-

zle. 

   They moved out from that house a couple of years 

later and due to his father’s job as a railwayman, sub-

sequently lived in a series of apartments and houses in 

different  towns, without ever owning a house. The 

mystery of that door haunted him until the day his 

mother died and he remembered that, before she 
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passed away, he was tempted to ask her about it, but 

he didn’t. He thought then that he would rather bury 

his curiosity with her. 

That story had taught him that whenever he wanted to 

ask a question which he knew had no easy answer, he 

would rather not. 

   Now at seventy-three, the sight of that door flashed 

through his mind. He was aware that in his younger 

life, through his studies, philosophising about the 

meaning of life and death, God, the known and the 

unknown, had been more than a pastime for him. The 

door in the wall of his back garden was firmly en-

shrined in his subconscious as a symbol of the fine 

line between what we are allowed to know and experi-

ence and the other dimension prohibited to human 

kind. 

   He slowly returned home. When he reached the 
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front door, he pulled out his bunch of keys and, before 

opening the hall door, he noticed there were letter 

boxes beside it. As he remembered the number he had 

seen on the door of his apartment, he searched for a 

small key to open the letterbox with the same number. 

He opened it and found two letters.  

   He waited until he was in his apartment to open one 

of them. 

    It was from his brother, dated the 2nd of January 

telling him that he had not heard from him for months 

and that he was taking a plane to see him soon. 

   My brother - he thought - will fill me in about the 

last fifty years of my life I remember nothing about.  

   He once again went over all the papers in the box 

and found scripts of all sorts, including maths and 

physics exercises. 

   ‘I must have been a teacher,’ he muttered to himself. 
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   He spent a couple of hours rummaging through the 

papers in the box.  

   He looked at the watch on his wrist, which, like so 

many other things, was new to him. It was 7 pm.  

   ‘Strange,’ he thought, ‘it’s still bright outside.’ 

   He went on to the balcony and looked at the sky. 

The sun had set in the east and in the west was  the 

faintly bright globe of Betelgeuse supernova.  

   He went back into the room and opened the second 

letter he had picked up from his letterbox. 

   It was from his landlord evicting him from the apart-

ment for non-payment of rent and asking him to va-

cate the place by the end of the month. 

   ‘I only have about two thousand euro in my ac-

count,’ he reflected, ‘what will I do? Perhaps I can 

find cheap accommodation out in the country.’ 

   He badly needed to look into his financial affairs; 
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the few bank statements he had found in the box 

would provide him with some information. 

   He scoured them and could see that there was a 

weekly lodgement into his account of two hundred 

thirty euro from a state welfare office. 

   “Is this my pension? Is this all I have got?’ he asked 

himself, ‘not a lot, eh! I definitely must do something 

about my rent!’  

   In his bedroom, on a small dressing table, he saw 

what looked like a laptop, which was quite new com-

pared to the one he remembered having in 2004. 

   He searched several websites on property for rent 

and found a small two-roomed house for rent on a hill-

side twenty miles from Fixter. The rent was cheap, 

300 euro a month.  

   ‘This will suit me,’ he considered. 

   He rang the landlord’s number and made arrange-
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ments to meet him at the house the following day. He 

wanted to ring him again to find out more about the 

house, but the second time round his phone went dead.   

   In the meantime he heard the sound of a ringing 

phone coming from the bedroom. It was his mobile 

phone, which he found in the pocket of his raincoat 

hanging on the wall. 

   He picked up the phone, although the sight of that 

small gadget dumfounded him. He pressed the green 

button and heard the voice of a man. 

   ‘This is Lex, how are you Marcus? I have been ring-

ing all morning ... where have you been? 

   ‘Well ... sorry, sorry ... I took a long walk outside,’ 

Marcus replied. 

   His heart was beating fast. His brother, whose voice 

he had not recognised, wanted to talk to him. 

   ‘I am coming to see you. I am flying to Fixter in 
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three days time. I am arriving on the direct flight from 

Ognin at 4.30 in the afternoon.’ 

   ‘Good. That’s great, I’ll be at airport.’ 

   ‘Ok, Marcus, see you then, bye ...’ 

   ‘Goodbye ...’ 

   As he had used that efficient gadget to communi-

cate, he started exploring it by pressing all keys and 

found out his contact numbers. He could recognise the 

names of only a few, including his brother’s, those of 

some relations in Terranova and of some people 

whom he remembered as his friends prior to 1963. 

   He felt very tired. He opened the fridge, where he 

found a few eggs, some ham and cheese. On one cor-

ner of the kitchen table there was a sliced pan. It was-

n’t very fresh, but he didn’t feel like going out to buy 

a fresher one.  

   ‘That’ll do,’ he thought to himself.  
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   He fried a couple of eggs, placed them on a plate 

with some ham and cheese and ate. 

   There was a small television set on a little table in 

the living-room. He didn't bother turning it on. He felt 

he had had enough for one day. And what a day!  

   After washing himself in the bathroom, he went 

straight to his single bed. 
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   The following morning at noon he had to go and 

meet the landlord at the little house he intended to 

rent. 

   He faintly remembered he had a car, but he had to 

look at the certificate of registration which he found 

buried in his papers, to find out its model and number 

plate. But where was the car? 

   There was an underground parking area underneath 

the block of apartments where he lived, which was 

accessible by lift. He went down and among the many 

parked cars he spotted his, a small blue Ford. 

   The following day he travelled twenty miles to the 

spot where the house he was interested in was. He 
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talked to the landlord, a farmer from a nearby farm, 

and signed the agreement straight away, with the ar-

rangement he would move there immediately. 

   He could not wait to make the move. He hated 

where he lived. Although he could stay on there until 

the end of the month, the solitude of the newly-found 

abode appealed to him, away from the hustle and bus-

tle of the city. Besides, it was up high on a hill, over-

looking the whole of Fixter, with a piece of land 

around and some trees and a stream running through. 

   He returned home feeling quite happy. It did not 

matter if he had no phone in his new place.  

   He spent all afternoon at home going through his 

papers. He found some short letters on headed paper 

from a mysterious ‘Astrophysical Society’ at an ad-

dress unknown to him. 

   There were letters informing him of meetings at the 
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society, only bearing an address but no telephone 

number. On the other hand, had he found a telephone 

number, he would not have been able to ring for, when 

he picked his newly-discovered mobile phone, it was 

dead. It had turned off because the battery was very 

low.  He tried to turn it on. It feebly did, but a message 

appeared prompting him to key in the ‘pin number’. 

   ‘Hell, the “pin number”?’ he exclaimed to himself, 

‘If only I remembered it!’ 

   He didn’t let this inconvenience upset him. He had 

had quite enough and called it a day.  

   He went to bed early that night, in anticipation of the 

move to his new abode which was awaiting him the 

next day. 

   In the morning, after a quick breakfast, he loaded his 

few belongings into the car and, without informing his 

existing landlord, left the apartment and travelled to 
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the little house. On the way, in a small village, he 

bought a few provisions and settled in his new abode 

on the hilltop.  

   He spent a leisurely day in his new home and did not 

go out until the following day when he went to to the 

airport to pick up his brother.   

   When he arrived there, he read on the board that 

Lex’s flight was twenty minutes late. He moved into 

the large glassed hall beside the departure area. From 

there he would be able to see the planes taking off and 

touching down. 

   He kept asking himself how and when he had emi-

grated to Lovinia. 

   He stared through the glass windows at the few 

planes standing on the tarmac. The pale sun, like a 

vague cloud amid the greyness of the sky, brought a 

faint gleam to the silvered paint on the fuselages. A 
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setting sun, timid, weak, meagre. On the opposite side 

of the horizon, Betelgeuse was shining like a globe of 

feeble light.  

   A jumble of thoughts seized him, while he felt a tear 

sliding down his cheek, but the deafening loudspeaker 

announcement of a departing flight startled him, drag-

ging him back to reality. He glanced at his watch, half

-an-hour had already gone by. His brother’s flight, he 

read on the board, had already touched down. He hur-

ried to the arrivals hall. He couldn’t wait to meet Lex. 

He was excited and at the same time apprehensive, 

almost afraid, at the thought that he would not be able 

to recognise him. 

   ‘On the other hand,’ he thought, ‘he will surely have 

no difficulty in recognising me.’ 

   His brother’s character as a boy of fourteen - he re-

membered - was the opposite to his own; he was what 
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could be described as rationality personified. Together 

with the eagerness to see him again, he was pervaded 

by a sense of insecurity. 

   ‘How will I recognize him?’ he asked himself again. 

   At last, among the crowd of unknown travellers fil-

tering intermittently through the automatic doors of 

the arrivals hall, a middle-aged man appeared, staring 

at him, who approached him with half a smile.  

   It was Lex.  

   The two brothers embraced each other without say-

ing a word.  

   ‘Was your journey all right?’ he asked, his eyes 

shining with tears and with a lump in his throat. 

   ‘Yes, absolutely fine,’ Lex replied. 

   ‘Come on, let’s get into the car. It’s this way, along 

here. Not too far. Here we are ...’ 

   He opened the car door to let his brother in. After 
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locking the suitcase into the boot, he took his own 

place behind the wheel. 

   He thought he would ask Lex a leading question. 

   ‘Tell me Lex, how long is it since we last met? Ten 

years, eleven years?’ he probed. 

   ‘Exactly twelve years and one month,’ Lex replied 

promptly, lowering his head to avoid his brother’s 

gaze. 

   From Lex’s tone of voice he understood that this 

could be a reproach. Little did Lex know that twelve 

years and one month were nothing compared with the 

fifty years void in his mind. 

He chanced  a question. 

   ‘How are the family? And your children? They must 

be quite grown up now.’ 

   ‘Are you kidding? Don’t you know I never married? 

What’s wrong with you? Are you alright?’ Lex re-
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proached. 

   ‘Well ... I must apologize,’ Marcus said, ‘I suffer a 

bit from confusion and amnesia, you know, it must be 

age!’ 

   In saying that, he forced an expression of calm on 

his face not to reveal his real feelings. 

   A pause followed, while the car carrying the two 

brothers sped swiftly between rows of trees through 

which filtered the pink light of sunset, intermittently 

lighting up their faces. 

   ‘Are you in good health Lex?’  

   ‘Since Dad died,’ Lex replied, ‘I haven’t been too 

well.’ 

   This - he thought - was a tough one. How could he 

know anything about his father since the last recollec-

tion of his parents was that his mother had died in 

1963 when his father was forty-eight.  
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   He looked at Lex for a moment, heaving a sigh. Af-

ter the traumatic experience of his mother re-visiting 

his life, he learned that his father was dead too. 

   ‘Poor father,’  he moaned.  

    How could he tell his brother he remembered noth-

ing about his father’s death, or whether he 

 had gone to his funeral. 

   ‘Yes, it was terrible and so unexpected, although he 

was ninety.’ It must have been terrible for you too, not 

being able to travel to Ognin for his funeral.’ 

Lex had answered some pertinent questions. 

   ‘So you fell ill after his death ...’ Marcus remarked. 

   ‘But you know all about that,’ Lex briskly replied. ‘I 

told you on the phone, remember?’ 

   ‘Oh yes, how forgetful of me!’ Marcus replied sub-

missively. 

   There was silence again. Sitting at the wheel of his 
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car with his brother on board, he drove like a robot 

without realising that it was already evening.  

   Lex had to remind him to switch on the car lights. 

Already the stars were weakly twinkling behind a veil 

of grey clouds which, almost as if in punishment, was 

hiding their mysterious charm, while Betelgeuse threw 

its faint light on the countryside, racing with the 

moon. 

   ‘We’ll be home in a couple of minutes,’ he said with 

a half-smile to his brother. 

   They arrived at the opening of the long gravel drive-

way which led to the house. Along the driveway the 

car wheels made stones crunch and fly on all sides. 

   The two brothers got out of the car. He opened the 

boot to lift his brother’s suitcase out, while Lex 

stretched, yawned, covering his mouth with one hand, 

and looked around. He had not known that his brother 
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lived in such an isolated area, so far from the city cen-

tre.  

Meanwhile, amid the high fleeting clouds, the moon’s 

timid outline could be glimpsed, and the rustling of 

the tops of nearby trees, swaying in the wind, mingled 

with the hooting of a distant owl. 

   Lex felt a shiver in the cold winter evening. He 

glanced again at the house. ‘Strange,’ he thought, ‘it’s 

all dark.’ Then he questioned his brother. 

   ‘How long have you been living here?’  

   At least - Marcus thought - I can answer this ques-

tion with confidence, as it is pertaining to the very 

present. 

   ‘Actually, I just moved in yesterday.’ The rent for 

the apartment where I lived before was crucifying me! 

In this country some landlords are ruthless.’  

   ‘Is the rent cheaper here?’ Lex asked. 
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   ‘Oh, very much so!’ 

   With Lex’s suitcase in his hand, he took out his keys 

to open the door.  

   ‘You know, Marcus, you have a strange look about 

you. Do you feel alright?’ 

   Marcus did not reply. He then slowly raised his head 

and looked him in the eye. 

In his brother’s brown-eyed gaze, Lex found an inde-

finable expression of abandonment, a boundless sad-

ness, behind which was hidden who-knows-what terri-

ble secret. That expression was like an abyss into 

which he could feel himself sinking. 

   They went into the house. Placing the suitcase on 

the floor, Marcus took off his jacket and laid it on a 

chair. Lex did likewise.  

   The room contained only a table, a sofa, two chairs 

and, off to one side, a fridge and a two-ring cooker. 
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He went over to the fridge and took out a bottle of 

wine, some left-over vegetables and some cheese. 

Then he placed bread, cutlery and two glasses on the 

table. 

   ‘Sit down, Lex,’  he said, ‘let’s have something to 

eat, you must be hungry after your journey.’  

   They sat down, facing each other. He chewed slowly 

on a mouthful of bread and cheese. The food filled his 

jaws, giving him an expression of even greater sever-

ity and annoyance, like somebody who was set to ex-

plode at any moment. 

   For a few moments, still chewing, he raised his eyes 

to meet his brother’s gaze. 

   He lowered his head. He grasped the bottle to pour 

himself more wine, but the moment the neck of the 

bottle touched the rim of the glass, his hand shook and 

he poured more wine on the table than in the glass. 
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Clenching his teeth in rage, he placed his free hand on 

his arm to stop the shaking. 

   Lex observed his brother’s action and expression. 

He shuddered. 

   Poor Marcus, - he thought - he’s unrecognisable. 

   Setting out for Fixter, he had been greatly excited at 

the idea of seeing him again. During the journey, he 

had imagined seeing the same Marcus of old, nervous 

but full of vitality. Maybe he’ll have a few white hairs, 

- he had mused - but it will still be him, Marcus, with 

his open character and love of life. What he had least 

expected to meet was the vexed, hunched man sitting 

opposite him now. 

   As for Marcus, Lex’s presence was a well of hope to 

clear the terrible confusion and void in his mind.  

   He would have liked to ask his brother millions of 

questions once and for all. But he thought he would do 
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that in instalments. There was always another day. 

   ‘Maybe it’s time to go to bed,’ Marcus said, rising to 

his feet and starting to clear the table hurriedly. ‘You 

can sleep here in the living-room, on that sofa-bed. I’ll 

be in the bedroom next door. I’m afraid there’s no 

guest room; there’s only one bedroom in this place.’ 

   He spoke in a flat but not unfriendly tone, intended 

merely to express a bare fact. 

   He opened out the sofa until it was a bed, and fixed 

up sheets, blankets and a pillow in a rough and ready 

way. 

   ‘Leave it, I’ll do it,’ Lex said, trying to take his 

brother’s place and save him the trouble of making the 

bed. 

   But, paying no attention to his brother, he completed 

the task he had begun. Then he gave him a half-

embrace. 
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   ‘Good night, Lex,’ he said in a tired voice. ‘The 

bathroom is back there if you need it.’ 

   ‘Good night,’ Lex replied, feeling embarrassed by 

the idea of spending this first evening in the home of 

his brother, whom he now had difficulty in under-

standing. 

   Marcus went into his room and switched on the 

light. He left the door ajar for a few moments, just 

long enough for Lex to see the disorder in the room.  

   On the table at the side of the bed there were hun-

dreds of sheets of paper in a messy heap. 

   Marcus switched off the light and closed the door 

without a word. 

   Lex laid down lazily on the sofa-bed without taking 

his clothes off. Crossing his arms behind his head, he 

stared at the ceiling: it was crisscrossed with cracks, 

and patches of damp showed here and there. From the 
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centre hung half a metre of blackened wire with a bare 

unshaded bulb throwing a feeble glow over the room. 

There was a window in the wall opposite the main en-

trance. Getting up slowly from the bed, he went over 

to the window. He looked out and saw a small un-

kempt garden bounded by a low half-ruined wall, be-

yond which he could see a steep wooded incline. Be-

tween the trunks of two trees he thought he saw some-

thing gleaming. Cupping his hands like a visor against 

the glass he was able to make out the source of the 

light: a stream, perhaps a pond, reflecting the moon. 

And as he watched, the treetops, ruffled by a sudden 

gust of wind, shook in a sad, mysterious, moonlit 

dance. He looked at his watch: exactly ten o’clock. 

After his journey he should be feeling tired, but in-

stead an inexplicable sense of suffering and agitation 

was keeping him awake. He had come to see his 
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brother, so he should be feeling relaxed, but his 

brother’s enigmatic behaviour, the house he lived in, 

that cramped garden, the mystery of the night outside, 

almost caused him to curse himself for making the 

journey. 

   Taking off his clothes and putting on his pyjamas, 

he switched off the light and lay down again, pulling 

the blankets over him. He had just fallen asleep when 

he had a nightmare. 

   He saw his brother standing in the middle of the un-

kempt garden outside the house, wearing a white robe 

staring at the sky, lit by the moon and another globe of 

faint light on both sides of the horizon. Some ethereal, 

glowing beings were dancing around him in a fast 

merry-go-round of light.  

   In a state of agitation, he woke up with a start. The 

room was now illuminated by a feeble light. 
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   Was it still moonlight, or the first glimmer of dawn? 

He shuddered.  

   A whirlwind of conflicting emotions overwhelmed 

him, and, exhausted, he fell back into a deep sleep. 
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   Next morning Lex was awakened by a clattering 

sound. It was Marcus, who had got up early and was 

making breakfast. 

   ‘Did you sleep all right?’ he asked his brother. 

   ‘Yes,’  Lex nodded.  

   He wanted to talk to him straight away about all that 

he had seen, heard, dreamed. He wanted to tell him 

that during the night he had had a terrible nightmare, 

but he decided to say nothing about it. 

   After making his brother some toast and coffee, 

Marcus, with his cup in his hand, dragged himself 

over to the garden door, unlocked it and went outside, 

walking slowly over to the boundary wall, where there 
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was a gap leading to the meadow and the stream. He 

went as far as the gravelled edge, sat down, lit a ciga-

rette and started sipping his coffee in a meditative 

way. 

   Lex approached him with a question. 

   ‘What are we doing today?’ 

   ‘We’ll go to town, I’ve got a few things to fix up,’ 

Marcus replied. 

   He said that unconvincingly. What was he going to 

fix up, when he didn’t know where to start?  

  They went back into the house. Marcus gave the cups 

a quick rinse, tidied up the sofa-bed, and went out to 

the car, followed by Lex. 

   They drove off swiftly along the ring-road leading to 

town. Not remembering the whereabouts of the city 

and its outskirts, Marcus had to pay good attention to 

the road signs for Fixter. 
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   When they reached the city centre, he saw a sign for 

the strand and decided to follow it. 

   They reached the car park beside the beach. Turning 

off the engine, Marcus got out and motioned to Lex to 

do the same. 

   They went onto the beach after passing through the 

cordon of rocks that marked it off. The sky, mean-

while, was growing ever darker; a blanket of threaten-

ing clouds was thickening on the horizon. The boom-

ing siren of a distant ferry echoed in the air like the 

raucous lament of someone dying. It was the sound of 

detachment, of oblivion. 

   The two brothers set out with slow steps along the 

strand. The tide, now receding, had just deposited the 

wrack of primeval conflicts. 

   An awkward light illuminated the faces of the two 

brothers, who now walked in silence, the only meas-



59 

ure of time being the rhythmic breaking of the waves. 

   Lex glanced at his brother, who was moving forward 

slowly on his right hand side with his head down. For 

a moment he seemed to see him enveloped in a dim 

circle of light, as though this were an integral part of 

his physical dimension. Then, suddenly, silence fell 

even among the few wailing gulls wandering on the 

beach. He felt ice in his veins and recalled the strange 

sensation he had had the night before. 

   Marcus broke the silence, giving Lex a detailed ac-

count of what he was experiencing. 

   He talked at length about all the events leading to 

his loss of memory and the desperate state of confu-

sion that was gripping him. Lex could hardly believe 

his ears.  

   ‘Marcus, you need help,’ Lex said disconsolately.  

   ‘You mean I should go to a shrink?’  
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   ‘Well ...’ Lex muttered. 

   ‘What about you?’ Marcus asked. ‘Could you not 

fill me in on everything I need to know?     ‘Start by 

telling me what happened to me after our mother 

died.’ 

   Lex patiently proceeded giving him a full account. 

   ‘After mother’s death, father remarried, just after 

you moved to Lovinia with a scholarship, not knowing 

you would never return to Trinac. Or better, you came 

back to get your degree in Physics and met father’s 

new wife. This took you a couple of weeks after 

which you came to settle here permanently. From the 

account you gave us you found a part-time teaching 

job in a school and then in a University. As far as I 

know, you never got a permanent position. You came 

to see us four times in forty odd years, and met fa-

ther’s two new children, the eldest of whom is now 
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forty-eight. You liked writing and for years you con-

tributed to various newspapers, magazines and even 

Terranovan radio stations. You published six books, 

copies of which you were able to bring to us over the 

years. You even painted and held many exhibitions. 

You were able to bring some of your paintings to us in 

Trinac.’ 

   Marcus listened very carefully and he asked a perti-

nent question: 

   ‘Did I get married?’ 

   ‘No, you never did, like myself,’ Lex replied. 

   ‘Well, continue ...’ Marcus prompted. 

   ‘Dad died in 2005, eight years ago,’ Lex said, ‘but 

you were not well enough to travel to his funeral. Our 

stepmother is also dead, she died three years ago.’ 

   ‘I see, but what was wrong with me?’ 

   ‘You were in hospital,’ Lex replied, ‘nervous break-
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down. You have always been plagued with it, as I re-

member. Your insecurity through the years, profes-

sionally that is, seemed to have played a big part. You 

never bought a house in all these years, and have been 

living in rented accommodation. Then, in 2006, - so 

you told us - you got a state pension ... that’s all.’  

   ‘Could you fill me in  on what I have been doing 

over the last three, four years?’ 

   Lex made no reply. A sign that he was a bit tired 

talking. 

   Marcus sighed. He looked at his watch, which 

showed the time as one o’clock. 

   ‘Shall we go and get something to eat, Lex?’ 

   ‘Why not? Where shall we go?’ 

   Marcus could not say where they were going, for he 

had no recollection of eating places in that area and in 

any other area for that matter. 
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   ‘We’ll find a place. Let’s get into the car.’  

   They drove slowly around a block of apartments and 

shops, and before long they spotted a Terranovan res-

taurant. 

   ‘We’ll go there,’ Marcus said.  

   They parked the car and paced their way to the res-

taurant. Before entering the restaurant, Marcus bought 

a newspaper  at a newsagent nearby. 

   The restaurant was almost empty. They were seated 

at a table and given the menu from which they ordered 

an omelette and a stew with half a carafe of red wine. 

   ‘You know, Marcus,’ Lex said, ‘I still think you 

should see a psychologist or a psychiatrist.’   

   ‘Which will it be a psychologist or a psychiatrist?’ 

Marcus queried. 

   ‘Whichever, but I think you should,’ Lex retorted. 

   ‘Ok, ok, but first let’s talk. I apologize if all the at-
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tention is on me at the moment, why don’t you tell me 

about you, for a change. What have you done with 

your life?’ 

    ‘My life, well ... my life has been quite uninterest-

ing. Not like yours.’ 

   Marcus gave him a wry smile. Lex responded like-

wise, a bit embarrassed.    

   ‘The usual hum-drum,’ he continued, ‘I took a di-

ploma as an accountant two years after you moved to 

Lovinia. Immediately after that, I found a job as a 

clerk in the City Council of Ognin and have worked 

there ever since. Obviously I have come up the ladder 

with promotions in over forty years, but in two years 

time I will retire. I can’t wait!’ 

   ‘Will you get a good pension?’ Marcus asked.  

   ‘Quite good, I can’t complain.’ 

   Marcus looked at his brother with a mixture of 



65 

pleasure, envy and dejection.  

   My brother - he thought to himself - had a normal 

life, he persevered and is now reaping the reward for 

it. Look at me instead! On the other hand ... 

   He took the paper and opened it. He soon spotted 

another article about some atmospheric disturbances 

scientists were predicting for the earth, other than the 

Betelgeuse explosion into a supernova. 

   Marcus thought he might question his brother on the 

subject. 

   ‘By the way, Lex, were you scared when a new sun 

appeared in the sky?’ 

   ‘Not much. It’s quite incredible, though, that this 

should happen in connection with the Mayan predic-

tion for the 21st of December 2012. Other than that, 

we, perhaps, can call ourselves lucky that something 

bigger didn’t happen.’ 
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   ‘Look at this,’ Marcus said, placing the newspaper 

article he had just seen under Lex’s nose. 

   ‘What does it say?’ Lex complained, ‘you know I 

don’t read Lovinian.’ 

   ‘Well,’ Marcus elaborated, ‘they are saying that sci-

entists expect some strange atmospheric disturbances 

soon.’ 

   ‘What kind of disturbances?’ Lex queried. 

   ‘They can’t tell right now.’ 

   Marcus looked at his watch and asked: ‘What time 

do you make it? My watch must have stopped.’ 

   ‘Half past two,’ Lex replied flatly.  

   At that moment, without warning, from below the 

ground floor came a kind of heaving which turned into 

an echoing roar; the walls of the restaurant were 

shaken by terrifying vibrations, and everything hang-

ing on them was thrown to the floor, while flashes of 



67 

shuddering brightness lit the room. The few diners, 

caught by an indefinable panic, left the restaurant, 

howling. So did the two brothers. Everybody, includ-

ing the people from the nearby houses and offices, ran 

to the strand. They gathered there in small groups 

comforting one another, as terror was their common 

denominator.  

   There were two more small tremors which visibly 

shook the building facing them, making chunks of 

plaster-work fall on the ground. 

   When things returned to normality, Marcus and Lex 

got into the car and returned home. 

   It was three o’clock.   

   ‘Wow! That was something!’ Lex remarked. 

   ‘Indeed!’ Marcus confirmed, although, at first, he 

showed no interest in elaborating on the matter any 

further. But he soon responded: ‘Well,’ he asked, ‘are 



68 

you surprised? ‘Things are changing on this planet. 

Only two days ago I found an article at home on Be-

telgeuse and a possible link with the Mayan predic-

tions for the 21st of December 2012. As a matter of 

curiosity I explored it on the Internet, as they call it, 

about things that are happening on the earth. Interest-

ing this Internet, isn’t it? Once you get to know how to 

use it, it gives an answer to any question. I was mes-

merised at what I read about the latest ... global warm-

ing, hurricanes, rising sea levels, solar radiations ... 

you name it! I must say I educated myself in an hour.  

I’ll tell you, by the end of this century continents will 

shrink, as sea levels will be so high that it will wipe 

out entire coastlines and all their cities. The loss of 

Atlantis will pale into insignificance, compared with 

what will happen. I predict that cities like New York 

will be under stress.’ 
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   ‘Funny you should say that,’ Lex said, ‘did you not 

read about the terrible hurricane which hit the USA 

Eastern coast at the end of last October?’  

   ‘No I didn’t,’ Marcus replied. 

   Lex looked at his brother in bewilderment. Was his 

brother, suffering from severe amnesia, able to predict 

the past now, never mind the future? His wonderment 

about his brother grew. 

   ‘By the way,’ he said, ‘you must see a doctor. When 

we get home we’ll look for one.’  

   ‘Lex, you are obsessed about me having to see a 

doctor, but I will if that pleases you.’ 

   They arrived at the house. It was cold. Marcus 

placed a few bits of wood and logs he had found by 

the fireplace and lit a fire. 

   ‘Fancy a drop of whiskey?’  

   ‘Why not,’ Lex replied, rubbing his cold hands. 
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   He took a small bottle of Jameson, which he had 

bought at the village, and poured some into two 

glasses. 

   ‘Here you are,’ he said, ‘that will warm you up.’  

   The two brothers sat on the sofa opposite the fire 

which now was burning, throwing a benevolent glow 

onto their faces. 

   They turned on the television to watch the news 

which mainly dealt with sudden unexpected tremors in 

many other cities and regions in the northern hemi-

sphere.  

   They didn’t dwell on the matter. Lex thought he’d 

better change subject and show more concern for his 

brother. 

   ‘Did you find in your papers some old prescriptions 

from your doctor?’ he asked. 

   ‘Doc...tor, doctor...r,’ Marcus stammered, ‘yes, it’s a 
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good idea. I’ll look for them.’ 

   He got up, went into the bedroom, where all the pa-

pers he had found in the box were strewn all over the 

place.  

   After a quick search, he spotted a prescription from 

a Dr Frain Blocker, who, he reckoned, must have been 

his GP.  

   He picked up the prescription and rejoined Lex in 

the front room. 

   ‘Here you are,’ he said, ‘here is his phone number, I 

could ring him to make an appointment.’ 

   Perhaps he will suggest I see a specialist. Funny 

though, this prescription is for tablets I know nothing 

about. However, the doctor will tell me all about them 

when I see him.’ 

   His own phone could not be reactivated as he did 

not remember the ‘pin number’, so he had to use his 
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brother’s mobile phone to ring him.  

   Dr Blocker would see him the next day at 4.30 in the 

afternoon. 

   The two brothers spent the evening dozing off sit-

ting by the fire. They went to bed early, after eating a 

light supper. 
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   At 3 pm the next day, they travelled to Dr Blocker’s 

practice which Marcus found very hard to find, in 

spite of the help he got from Lex, who, being quite 

conversant with computers, had shown him a Google 

map of the area. 

   When he finally got to the doctor, he gave him a full 

account of his predicament.  

   The doctor listened to him patiently, with extreme 

compassion, and quickly scribbled a letter of referral 

for a colleague of his, a psychiatrist named Mr Roly 

Fendy, who practiced in a clinic in Fixter. 

   ‘Ring him and make an appointment,’ the doctor 

said, ‘tell him I sent you, he will see you quickly.’ 
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‘Thanks doctor,’ Marcus said, ‘but before I forget, I 

found this old prescription for some tablets, do you 

think I need more?’ 

   Dr Blocker took the prescription in his hand and 

read it. 

   ‘I gave you this prescription two years ago’ he said. 

‘Every three months you should have come to me to 

get a repeat prescription. Ok, ok ... I understand ...you  

will need to take these tablets all your life. They are 

for your heart, remember. I will write a fresh prescrip-

tion for you ... here you are.’ 

   Marcus, accompanied by his brother who, in the 

meantime, had been waiting for him in the waiting 

room, left the doctor’s practice with his prescription 

and the referral letter. 

   In a pharmacy, on the way home, he got his supply 

of tablets. He was glad to know that he didn’t have to 
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pay either for the consultation or the tablets, although 

the pharmacist charged him three mysterious euros, 

which he paid without disputing. 

   He had a medical card of which he wasn’t aware. 

   When he got into the car, he thought that some let-

ters might have arrived for him at the apartment since 

he had left it. 

   ‘Lex,’ he said, ‘before going home, I should go up to 

my old apartment, I would like to check my letter 

box.’ 

   Lex made no reply, his face showing ever-growing 

concern for his brother, especially after he had learned 

that he had to take heart tablets. Had he had a heart 

attack of which he was not aware? 

   ‘Are you suffering from a heart condition?’ he 

asked. 

   ‘How do I know?’ Marcus replied, ‘You know I 



76 

have no recollection of anything, although, mind you, 

I do not feel a hundred percent right now. If I had a 

heart attack, did I ever inform you about it?’ 

   ‘Not a single word on the matter!’ Lex retorted. 

   They drove to the block of apartments where Mar-

cus had lived before. Opening the letter box, of which 

he still had the key, he found one letter which he put 

in his pocket unopened.  

   They got into the car and sped home. 

   When they arrived at the house, Marcus rang the 

clinic for an appointment with Mr Fendy, which he 

got for the following morning at ten. 

   The two brothers stayed at home until evening. Out-

side, it was very dark due to a layer of threatening 

clouds concealing both the moon and Betelgeuse.  

   Having lit a fire, Marcus prepared a plate of spa-

ghetti which he seasoned with a jar of readymade 
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sauce. 

   They had no Parmesan cheese. 

   ‘Remind me tomorrow to buy some Parmesan,’ he 

uttered patronisingly. 

   ‘I think you need olive oil as well,’ Lex completed. 

   ‘Oh that as well,’ Marcus confirmed. 

   They ate the pasta, washed down by a good glass of 

red wine. 

   Then they sat by the fire in silence. 

   At some stage Marcus got up, went into his bedroom 

and picked one of the six books he had published in 

the 90s, as he could gather by reading the date of pub-

lication. It was a ‘Book of Poems’. 

   He sat down again beside his brother. 

   ‘What’s this book?’ Lex asked. 

   ‘It’s a book of poems I wrote a few years ago,’ Mar-

cus replied, ‘listen to this one.’ 
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   He proceeded to read the poem in Lovinian, giving 

his brother a simultaneous translation into Terranovan. 

When I am no more 

When I am no more 

and the blizzard has frozen my autumn 

another day will come forth 

from eternity 

to make yet another round. 

When I am no more 

and an owl watches over my night 

voices of unaware children 

will again celebrate 

life. 

When I am no more 

and oblivion has taken its course 

the sea will still wash ashore 

its old grudges 

as it always has. 

When I am no more. 

 

   He smiled as he read the last line.  

   ‘Pretty heavy stuff, eh!’ he said. 

   Lex, who had listened to his brother very carefully 
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until now, turned pale. 

   ‘What’s wrong with you?’ Marcus asked. 

   Lex sobbed, a tear running down his cheek, looking 

at his brother with infinite compassion.  

   ‘What’s wrong, Lex, tell me, why are you so upset?’ 

Marcus asked again. 

   Regaining composure, Lex talked very patiently in a 

submissive voice. 

   ‘When you asked me to give you an account of your 

past life,’ he said, ‘I deliberately omitted one unbe-

lievable incident. In June 2003, you gave your closest 

friends and all of us in Trinac a mighty fright. A 

neighbour of yours, who was expecting you in his 

apartment one afternoon, waited until the early eve-

ning, but there was no sign of you. He knocked at 

your door several times, but got no response, simply 

because you weren’t there. You had mysteriously dis-
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appeared. So this guy alerted the Police who came to 

his place, took down all the details and left telling him 

that they would make inquiries. They investigated this 

apparent disappearance and treated the case as a miss-

ing person. Eventually, 

about ten days later they 

found you in a remote 

place in a mountainous, 

wooded area thirty miles 

from Fixter. They found 

you dressed in rags, like a 

tramp, living in a make-

shift hut or decommis-

sioned mountain cabin. You were living in a cramped 

up tiny space, with a bed of straw, a few cooking uten-

sils, a Primus ring and nothing else. Your beard, as the 

investigators said, was several months old. In hind-
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sight, nobody could understand how the beard had 

grown so long considering that from the day you had 

been seen last to the moment they found you, only ten 

days had elapsed. You were not aware of what had 

happened to you. As far as you were concerned - so 

you stated to the police and, later, to the psychiatrists 

in the hospital where you were brought to - you had 

been living like that all your life since 1963, not in the 

world to which you really belonged, and you weren’t 

able to tell your age, as you had absolutely no recol-

lection of where and when you had been born. The 

police at first didn’t deem it necessary to search your 

place to find evidence of your identity, although they 

were pretty sure you were not a national, as you spoke 

Lovinian with a foreign accent. But in the end, in con-

sultation with the psychiatrists attending you, they did 

search your place and were able to establish who you 
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were and where you came from. On the strength of 

their findings, they got in touch with me. I took the 

first plane for Fixter and went straight to the hospital 

to see you. The psychiatrists queried me about you, 

but neither I nor they could solve the puzzle. They 

worked on you for three weeks in the hope they might 

help you regain recollection of your real identity and 

your life prior to 2003, but they scored a blank, al-

though they managed, through bits and pieces of 

documentation provided by the police, to get you to 

accept your identity and the main  events of your past 

life of which, once again, you clearly remembered 

only up until 1963, to the day, believe it or not, when 

mother died. I stayed with you for a couple of months 

looking after you.’ 

   A terrible turmoil of feelings and utter confusion 

seized Marcus who now felt like a rag. Embracing his 
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brother, he burst into floods of tears. He was assailed 

by shame and a strange sense of regret and despair. 

   Lex continued: ‘You have been switching between 

the real and the unreal, from the moment you arrived 

in this country. Now you only have a vague recollec-

tion of the day in 2004 when time warped for you, 

catapulting you into the 20th of January 2013. You do 

not remember anything, yet you lived an ordinary life, 

so to speak,  in between these inexplicable experi-

ences. The funny thing is, that at the time you were 

supposed to be in the mountains living like a tramp, 

you had mentioned to me on the phone that you had 

lost your teaching job and that you felt dejected and 

professionally useless. You reassured me that you 

would seek medical help for your depression, although 

I suspected then that something bigger, much bigger, 

had happened to you apart from losing your job.’ 
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   ‘Well, whatever it was that upset me so much, I ac-

tually feel fortunate that I do not remember anything.’ 

Marcus remarked.  

   A pause followed. 

   ‘Well, it’s all gone,’ he continued, in an effort to de-

fuse the emotional tension. 

   He dropped the subject. Even Lex was happy to do 

so. 

   Marcus remembered picking up the letter from his 

letterbox. He went into the bedroom, where he had 

taken off his jacket, and pulled the letter out of his 

pocket. He opened it. It was from the ‘Astrophysical 

Society’, inviting him to the next meeting which 

would take place in two days time. 

   He could not get over the existence of such a society 

and how he was involved with it. 

   Maybe it’s because I was a teacher of physics - he 
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thought - but being a physicist is one thing and an as-

trophysicist another.  

   Yet, somehow, after the paranormal experience with 

his dead mother, he now felt quite proficient in phi-

losophical aspects of the human condition.  

   He remembered seeing a couple of letters from the 

same society and went to retrieve them. 

   They were similar letters of invitation to attend 

meetings he had received the previous year. 

   His brother was curious to find out what he was up 

to. 

   ‘Anything wrong?’ he asked. 

   ‘No, nothing,’ Marcus replied, ‘the letter I picked up 

from the letter box this afternoon is an invitation from 

the Astrophysical Society to attend a meeting. It’s the 

third one in six months.’ 

   ‘To be honest,’ he continued, ‘I do not remember 
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anything about this society and my involvement with 

it. Obviously, I must be a member. The address, 

though, is foxing me, ‘Hillside Meadow, Fixter 28. No 

contact number. They must wish to keep it secret!’ 

   ‘Well,’ Lex suggested, ‘why don’t you Google it on 

the computer.’ 

   ‘Goo...gle, Goo...gle...,’ Marcus wondered, ‘oh, you 

mean search for the address on computer.’ 

   They turned on the laptop and Googled both the ad-

dress of the society and Marcus’s new address. 

   They discovered that the society was a few miles 

away from where they were. 

   ‘Are you going?’  Lex asked. 

   ‘Why not!’ Marcus promptly replied, ‘you can come 

too. It’ll be interesting.’ 

   At this stage, they were both tired. They prepared 

some soup and a couple of boiled eggs to eat before 
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they retired. 

   The following morning after a quick breakfast, they 

got into the car and went to the clinic to see the psy-

chiatrist  Mr Fendy. 

   Arriving at the reception at the appointed time, Mar-

cus was taken in immediately. 

Mr Fendy’s room was like a sitting-room in an ordi-

nary house, the only evidence of a medical nature was 

a stethoscope on the desk. 

   Mr Fendy opened and read Marcus’s referral letter. 

Then he looked at his patient in a strangely inquisitive 

way. 

   ‘Well, Mr Mala,’ he said compassionately, ‘tell me 

all about you and your experience.’ 

   ‘Mali,’ Marcus corrected him. 

   ‘Oh, sorry, Mr Mali ...’ Mr Fendi said apologizing. 

Marcus gave him a lengthy, detailed account of him-
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self and his paranormal experience, including the puz-

zling story of him being found living in the mountains. 

When he finished telling him all he could, Mr Fendy 

spoke authoritatively, giving him a speech which 

sounded like a lecture. 

   ‘Trauma and paranormal experiences,’ he said, 

‘often go hand in hand, with one triggering the other. 

A paranormal experience will often result in trauma, 

whilst trauma from a mundane terrestrial cause, for 

example accident, violence, bullying and harassment, 

death, often leads to paranormal experiences such as 

precognition, telepathy and sometimes a UFO experi-

ence. The collective symptoms of trauma often add up 

to Complex Post Traumatic Stress Disorder (PTSD), a 

natural emotional reaction to a deeply shocking and 

disturbing experience. Almost anybody can suffer 

PTSD although it appears that those most likely to ex-
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perience trauma are people who are sensitive, em-

pathic, caring, honest, trustworthy, imaginative, artis-

tic and creative. PTSD is a real condition, not imag-

ined; PTSD is a psychiatric injury, not a mental ill-

ness. Experiencing paranormal activity as a result of 

trauma - particularly if you've not had paranormal ex-

periences before - may initially increase the trauma, 

especially if denial escalates. Those who already per-

ceive your psychiatric injury as a mental illness are 

likely to take your disclosure of paranormal activity as 

confirmation that you really are on your way to the 

funny farm.’ 

‘Doctor,’ Marcus asked, ‘would you consider the loss 

of fifty years memory a case of PTSD?’ 

‘I must say,’ Mr Fendy elaborated, ‘that your case is 

an extreme one. But, I would not exclude it. My sug-

gestion to you now is, firstly, to accept your condition, 
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and get all the help you can from friends and relations 

who, as you will find out from time to time, have been 

close to you. I do not wish to prescribe any medication 

for you; no matter how extreme your case is, you will 

be able to recover, in time. The cure will come from 

within you.’ 

   Marcus didn’t know whether to accept or reject Mr 

Fendy’s prognosis. He took the first option. 

   He thanked him and left his room.  

   Lex was in the reception area waiting for him. Be-

fore leaving the clinic he had to pay Mr Fendy’s secre-

tary €180 as a consultancy fee. 

   Lex, who saw the amount his brother paid, was quite 

dumfounded. 

   ‘Wow!’ he remarked, ‘I thought consultants were 

expensive in Terranova!’ 

   ‘I am afraid that’s the way it is here,’ Marcus said 
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with resignation. 

   The two brothers returned home. It was two o’clock 

by the time they arrived at the house.    

   They stayed mainly at home for the next two days. 

They only took a few walks in the surrounding coun-

tryside, thanks to the clement weather, and went by 

car a couple of times to the nearest village to buy 

some provisions. 

   Now that he had company and felt relatively more 

settled, Marcus made time to sort out the mess of pa-

pers found in the box, which were strewn all over the 

place in his bedroom. 

   He finally found his passport which, he noticed, had 

been renewed three years earlier. 

   The remainder of the papers were junk, old newspa-

pers, magazines and supermarket receipts containing 

too little information which might help him to fully 
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reconstruct his memory. 

   He found the script entitled ‘A thing or two about 

the Universe, the Big Bang, Time and Space.’ 

   He mentally linked it with his likely involvement 

with the ‘Astrophysical Society’. 

   ‘Is this one of my contributions to the society’s 

meetings?’ he asked himself. 

  He thought that, perhaps, he might bring it to the 

next meeting and chance reading it to those present, 

hoping he would not repeat himself. 

   Members of this society - he thought - might be ex-

pected to contribute in that fashion. 

   He put the script in his pocket, so as not to forget to 

bring it when he travelled to the society. 

   The night before the appointed meeting he did not 

sleep well. He was plagued with a series of night-

mares. He kept seeing his mother’s face although no 
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conversation took place between them.  

Nonetheless the words she had said to him during the 

extraordinary encounter were still ringing in his ears. 

Strangely, she had touched on the subject matter that 

bordered on the substance of the script he had found. 

   ‘Had she given me a message to spread around?’ he 

wondered. ‘However, tomorrow afternoon I will show 

up at the society.’ 

   The two brother had a frugal dinner and went to bed 

early. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

VI 
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   The meeting at the Astrophysical Society was at 

three o’clock. 

   The two brothers planned to go into town first to 

have a bite to eat at a restaurant and then find their 

way to the meeting. 

   The Astrophysical Society was located up high on a 

hill, in an isolated area. It was a prefab construction of 

a circular shape. In the centre, on top, it was sur-

mounted by a kind of cupola. The typical setup of  an 

observatory. 

   When Marcus with his brother made his entrance 

into the circular hall, they were immediately greeted 

by a man who seemed to be the chairman.  
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   ‘Oh Marcus!’ he said in a pleasant manner, ‘glad 

you could come. We were expecting you to give your 

talk.’ 

   Marcus had to pretend he knew this man, as well as 

the thirty odd people who were seated in rows facing a 

lectern with a microphone. Beside it, there was a 

white board on a stand. 

   ‘Thank you very much,’ he said. ‘By the way, this is 

my brother Lex, he is in Fixter for a few days.’ 

   ‘Welcome, Lex, you are most welcome,’ the man 

said, shaking his hand. 

   The two brothers seated themselves on two available 

seats in the front row. 

   The man, evidently acting as the chairman, whose 

name Marcus did not know, approached the lectern 

and made his introduction. 

   ‘Ladies and gentlemen,’ he said, ‘it gives me great 
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pleasure to welcome our esteemed member Marcus 

Mali today, who will share with you some reflections 

on a subject which we have on many occasions 

touched upon at our meetings. He will talk about the 

universe, time and space. Give him a round of ap-

plause!’ 

   They all applauded, while Marcus, in turn, joined 

him by the lectern, holding his script in his hand. 

   ‘Ladies and gentlemen,’ he started, ‘thank you so 

much for your warm welcome. I thought I would en-

tertain you to-day with some considerations on the 

universe, the Big Bang, space and time. Mine will not 

be a lecture, but a brief brain-storming presentation, to 

give a chance to those present to interact, ask ques-

tions, give their views and discuss these matters. 

Lately, TV viewers have been treated to a magnificent 

series of programmes by Astrophysicist Professor 
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Brian Cox. Apart from his pleasant demeanour and 

charisma, Professor Cox has tried and succeeded in 

explaining the most complex facts and figures about 

the Universe in layman’s terms that everybody can 

understand. He has talked at length about the ‘Big 

Bang’ which seems to be the theory which explains 

how the universe we know came into being. Once 

upon a time, some 13.7 billion years ago, there was a 

tiny pod as small as an atom which exploded, and in a 

billionth of a second the universe was born. Big Bang 

theorists say that before then there was no space and 

no time. Since time immemorial scientists, including 

Einstein, have endeavoured to give us formulas deci-

phering the laws of this universe trying to explain how 

it works. But a daunting puzzle still remains in all this. 

The question is: what was there all around the initial 

pod before it exploded?’  
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   He went to the white board and drew a graph. 

   ‘Now,’ he continued, ‘if space and time are sup-

posed to have 

started with the 

Big Bang, was 

the tiny pod lo-

cated in “no 

space” or 

“nothing”? Yet, 

as some ancient philosophers have said, nothing is 

something! So it seems to me that the most plausible, 

though mind-boggling theory, would be that space 

was, is, and always will be infinite, symbolized by 

mathematicians as a horizontal 8. Once we accept - 

though it’s hard to comprehend - that space is infinite, 

then time must also be infinite, that is eternal, both 

entities having no beginning and no end. If we accept 
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these concepts we can, by means of simple mathe-

matical fractions, demonstrate that, for example, one 

second is equivalent to one million years and vice 

versa, thus annulling time.’ 

   He wrote a few fractions on the board. 

   ‘By the same 

token,’ he went 

on, ‘our life 

span, our 

planet’s life span or our galaxy’s life span, may have a 

finite duration of time as we humans understand it, but 

in cosmic terms might have either a zero or an eternal 

duration. With reference to the human life span, we 

may therefore speculate that the beginning “birth” and 

the end “death” might just occupy the same point in an 

eternal cycle of events. So considering that the con-

cept of eternity in itself excludes creation or a God 
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creator, the concept of a human life span equal to ei-

ther zero or an eternity seems, interestingly enough, to 

accommodate the belief in eternity held by some relig-

ions, like our Christian religion. Besides, an eminent 

scientist called Lavoisier put forward the theory that 

“Nothing is created nor destroyed, but everything is 

transformed”. This implies that everything was there, 

is and will always be there in a perennial evolution. 

Cosmic time could easily be compared to a circle 

where each point is a starting point and at the same 

time an ending point. Following this train of thought, 

the Big Bang and its evolutionary life, from the initial 

tiny pod to the universe and back to the tiny pod, 

could not be considered as a “unique” event which 

created time and space, but as only one of an infinite 

number of Big Bangs in the eternal life of the uni-

verse, just like a continuous spiral which winds its 
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way in circles within a circle.’ 

   Saying that, he drew another graph on the board. 

   ‘This is all, I am open 

to your views now,’ he 

concluded. 

   They all applauded, 

and some of the people 

in the audience, in 

agreement with what 

Marcus had said, elaborated further on the subject, 

quoting eminent astrophysicists and philosophers past 

and present. Some others, refuting Marcus’s theory, 

tried to discount it as implausible. 

   It was, all in all, an animated debate, to which many 

contributed for nearly two hours. 

   The meeting ended with public thanks by the chair-

man to Marcus and all those in attendance. 



102 

VII 

 

 

 

 

   After leaving the meeting, the two brothers got into 

the car and drove home. 

   During the journey, Lex complimented his brother 

for his clever considerations.  

   ‘Your disquisition,’ he said, ‘was quite good. I must 

say that you may have been, and are, suffering from 

dreadful amnesia, but you still have a fine brain. My 

compliments to you!’ 

   Marcus made no reply. He only looked at his 

brother, his eyes expressing a sense of indifference 

rather than satisfaction. 

   ‘Well,’ he said, ‘I know one thing, that ever since 
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my dreamlike, paranormal encounter with mother, I 

have been haunted by these existential questions. As 

Einstein led us to understand, man distinguishes him-

self from an animal by his power of meditation, and 

that the real religion is a cosmic one, not one which 

entails a God that punishes or rewards us. Therefore, 

asking ourselves the very questions I was talking 

about in my speech, makes us religious.’   

   On their return home, the two brothers prepared 

something to eat for their early dinner. They ate, and 

drank a full bottle of wine which they had bought on 

the way to the house. 

   ‘Did you take your tablets?’ Lex asked Marcus. 

   ‘I’ll start taking them tomorrow morning,’ he re-

plied, ‘besides, it wouldn’t be good to take them now 

after drinking so much wine.’ 

   They turned on the TV and watched the evening 



104 

news. The first item of news they heard was that mete-

orologists were warning about severe, life-threatening 

weather conditions, which would soon affect vast ar-

eas including Lovinia, and that some rare meteorologi-

cal phenomena were expected. 

   At this news the two brothers looked at each other 

with considerable concern.  

   After watching TV for about one hour, Marcus got 

up and made for the bathroom, but after a few steps, 

he had a turn, collapsing on the floor in a near-faint 

state.  

   Lex was quite alarmed, called his brother’s name 

aloud, shaking his chin from left to right to keep him 

awake.  

   Marcus didn’t fully respond, his eyes rolling in his 

head with a frightened, pale look about him. 

   When his brother seemed to have regained con-
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sciousness, Lex dragged him to the bedroom and laid 

him down on the bed, throwing a blanket over him to 

keep him warm. He kept calling his name aloud and 

shaking him. He didn’t know what to do. He searched  

the pockets of Marcus’s jacket, looking for his GP 

prescription so that he might ring the doctor. He was 

gripped by panic, his face covered in sweat.  

   ‘If I rang the doctor, how could I make myself un-

derstood as I don’t speak Lovinian?’  he asked him-

self. ‘I’ll try anyhow,’ he muttered.  

   He rang the doctor’s number, but only got a re-

corded message which was incomprehensible to him. 

He then went to Marcus’s bedside. His brother was 

getting paler and paler and unable to speak and re-

spond to his prompts. 

   At that same moment he heard a mighty roar coming 

from outside. He looked out through the bedroom 
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window. The sky was lit up by flashes of light which, 

unlike lightening, were neither preceded nor followed 

by thunder. He was frightened to death. He looked at 

his brother again, who was muttering indistinct mono-

syllables while something incredible was happening to 

his face as it regained some colour, while his skin was 

getting ever smoother by the second.  

   Then something extraordinary occurred. His whole 

body started changing shape and size, turning younger 

and looking more and more like he was at the age of 

twenty-three in 1963, the year both brothers remem-

bered only too well. 

   Lex was beside himself. Another terrifying roar 

came from outside. He looked again at the sky and, to 

his horror, saw it divided into two sections, a dark 

blue expanse in the east with the moon and Betelgeuse 

shining at a reasonably short distance between them, 
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whereas in the west the sky took the shape of a curved 

sheet of thick ice, which started to crack and fall in 

lumps onto the earth with a terrible noise. A huge slab 

of ice fell down not far from the house.  

   He looked at Marcus again who, at this time, 

showed no sign of life. He shook him violently and let 

out a loud, primeval yell in the hope of reviving him, 

but to no avail. Marcus was gone, dead in the shape of 

a twenty-three year old young man. 

   Sobbing and bringing both 

hands to his head in despair, he 

looked outside. Out on the fur-

ther edge of the meadow sur-

rounding the house, he dis-

tinctly saw the silhouettes of a 

woman and a young man who, 

hand in hand, moved slowly 
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away until they disappeared into the dreadful night. 

   He looked back at his brother now lying on the bed 

lifeless, his body showing his real age again of a sev-

enty-three-year old man. 

   His mind was deranged! He fell to his knees, buried 

his head by his brother’s body.  He joined his hands in 

prayer, when he felt the soft touch of a hand gently 

caressing his hair. He looked at his brother on whose 

face now a serene, benevolent half smile expression 

had set.  

 

                                 *********** 
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Prophecies, scientific 

realities, theories on the 

Universe, Time and 

Space, interwoven with 

time warping, 

existential traumas and 

paranormal 

experiences, find 

suitable collocation in 


