
Vespers 
 
Verily this is Nina’s second soliloquy. 
Verily this is Nina’s letter to her younger self. 
Verily this is Nina’s letter to herself before she died. 
You should have listened to Jasmine’s warnings. 
You should not have gone to Bali on your own. 
You should not have shared the room with Stephen. 
You should have trusted Qian Rong, taken his hand. 
You would have liked Meghan in your previous life. 
Meghan would have brought you Paschal candles. 
Dozens of them, placed around your headstone. 
Verily, this entombment between lives is strangely kind.  
It is a stasis, soft like the wind and shifting dunes. 
Meghan would have left pictures of old trees. 
We saw Moriah, how it was a range of mountains. 
Not one mountain on which teetered the sacrifice. 
There were olive trees dotting the south side. 
There were Kermes oaks old as the ruins beside them. 
There were Syrian junipers like on Mount Hermon. 
What did it feel like to be up there? Meghan asked. 
Like a slice of heaven, The Sage said, a bit chilly. 
But the wind wasn't a biting wind, it was soothing. 
It was like an evensong. 
And here, Meghan said, you recall all the details. 
It would seem so, wouldn't it? The Sage said. 
But I've only described the particulars. 
And? Meghan asked. 
These particulars are just illusory, The Sage said. 
Another part of the fragmentary and broken. 
You would have liked today’s songs. 
You would have liked Stave’s Blood I Bled. 
You would have liked Stave’s Make It Holy. 
There was Ryuichi Sakamoto’s haunting score too. 
The one in Babel, when the closing credits rolled. 
You would have liked the quiet on this red planet. 
You would have liked its perennial autumn.  
You would have wanted to get here sooner. 



Faraway Land 
 
Meghan likes Over the Rainbow by Teatro. 
Meghan likes Over the Rainbow by George Fenton. 
Meghan likes Over the Rainbow by Devon Sinclair. 
There’s the version by Olivia Newton-John too. 
But rainbows don’t happen here, not on this planet. 
I’m sorry this happened to you again, Gigi said. 
Dr Eichelberger’s wife looked up, as if surprised. 
So you’ve known all along? Nina asked. 
Yes, Gigi said firmly, listening to the Collabro version. 
I counted on Jasmine, Nina said, disappointed. 
I’m sure Jasmine is guilt-ridden, wherever she is. 
I’m sure she’s never forgiven herself, Gigi said. 
Maybe she’ll land on this planet, Nina said. 
Remember that whistleblower Clifford Stone? 
How he went on about crash retrievals back home? 
He said aliens look like us, and you never know. 
It could be the cashier, the librarian, your neighbour. 
Clifford Stone talked about the hurricane in 1978. 
How that killer storm wrecked everything in its path. 
This Good Samaritan told a girl there’s life elsewhere. 
Even showed her the flying saucer in the family barn.  
Meghan likes Over the Rainbow by Bill Frisell. 
That solitary guitar, strings against an ethereal sound. 
There was also Israel Kamakawiwoʻole, his upbeat voice. 
Maybe Jasmine will land on this planet, Nina said. 
Maybe she’ll arrive with the phat phenomenon. 
Why do they call it the phat phenomenon? Gigi asked. 
Phat, fantastic, fabulous, f^<k!*g awesome, Nina said. 
It’s our way of naming the inevitable and the incoming.  
Dr Eichelberger’s wife said this plainly. 
It’s like a salve, making it sound like a good thing. 
We didn’t want to call it red planet like this one. 
Because it’d mean this planet was no better. 
We didn’t want to invoke the crop circles either. 
Those would only spell trouble for all of us. 
Meghan looked down, a circle in the sand at her feet. 


