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N’Importe
 
Miraculously Rev awoke to find the cockpit in enough of its original configuration and retrieve the med kit quickly. 
 
The bay was busted to bits leaving them with little but pain killers to address the major physical trauma. The flesh wounds were deep and sealed uneasily. With as much caution and deference to injuries as possible Rev assessed the situation.
 
The comm circuits were in pieces, with some missing. The meadows were strewn with bits of the ship, wings, various kits, tools, Rev’s home with all sacred objects. 
 
For a couple days and nights Rev ate the supplies they could find and looked across the fire at the weird sculpture garden of the wreckage, the ship still upside down. As those supplies dwindled, they coaxed their body into foraging and found it fit to carry on.
 
They hauled the wreckage towards the ship, one piece at a time, caching what they could carry until they found the nanotelelifter kit. They amplified the lifter with a dislocated starboard array system - accidentally clearing a section of terrain and nearly risking their life and remaining belongings in fire in the process - to rig a crude magnetic pulley to right the ship with brute force, with a gutwrenching sound as the fragile craft crumbled even further. They reattached the port wing, detached mercifully cleanly. 
 
Everything else Rev took apart piece by piece, having built the bird, and began to lay out for reassembly. Being midsummer the grasses grew so fast finding parts as they laid them out became a maddening memory game.
 
All the while, without repellent the copious and furious insects gnawed at any exposed flesh, and Rev soon developed painful welts all over their body.
 
Even as vegetation threatened to rip apart progress as they made it, growing in and through the holes in the hull, overtaking anything left still for more than a day including the tent, Rev spent days working at the comm as they slowly pieced it back together, patiently trying combination after combination of workarounds, searching for signal.
 
When Cim didn't appear out of the sky, each moment as every moment went by, Rev saw without any desire to see the possibilities of the situation. Rev had only caught a glimpse of Cim’s trajectory. They thought they saw that Cim’s ship was undamaged by the eruption - but that glimpse ran over and over in front of Rev’s eyes, questioning, were all thrusters ignited. 
 
Maybe Cim’s bird was damaged somehow, and they had to take it down over another part of the planet. Maybe they had to land but Cim’s comms were still working, and they were trying to reach Rev, or Cim had reached help and it was on the way. Maybe they had been unable to come back to base but somehow got to help themselves. Maybe it would be a while before they could come back. Other possibilities were too much to bare contemplation.
 
So as days went by and Rev searched distractedly for the missing center relay of the comm system like a metal needle in a silver haystack they began to talk to themselves. 
 
Rev told themselves, it wasn't what you thought it was, and Cim said they had to get back to the the trade system and now if their ship needs repair, well everyone knows a damaged ship is a damaged pilot.
 
Thinking of all this, exactly that which was not around them, eventually the fact dawned on Rev in the realization of their situation, that no other living being, that they knew of, so much as knew of this place; that they were marooned, more indefinitely with each passing moment Cim did not swoop out of the sky.
 
And thus with their chatter peppering the stillness Rev began to make a home on Nonesuch Palace. 
 
---
 
Still desperately poor, before the final shoe fell and she was still riding on a romantic high, she cut a jazz album in a night with a friend. 
 
It was enough to do nothing but gain criticism from the aficionados she knew and simultaneous fuse her friendship with her friend, with whom she'd already gone through major life changes since being bandmates as teenagers. She began recording with him, and the world of electronic production reopened like an awaiting garden from the rugged territories of solo guitar and piano work. She had begun dreaming in loops, thinking in rhythmic phrases.
 
Nonetheless, bludgeoned by the surprise blows to pride and heart, her health and spirit flickered. 
 
His withdrawal from her life happened as quietly and surely as her love had risen to an uncontainable crescendo, and both proved immovable. With copious songs and letters with which to compare it, the last email crumpled her, leaving her to question whether once more and worse than ever, she had fallen for something which was not what it seemed.
 
Thus too broken of spirit and body to fight circumstances, she withdrew into the bitter winter where his visions played at her consciousness. In fever dreams her heart wailed with indignancy at phantasmagoric scenes alternatingly elating and grim.
 
The darkness of his last songs played over her mind and her phone constantly, mixed with the album that soothed her with its filigree howls. She retraced from her sick bed the red flags she had chosen to ignore, of his familiarity with her most lethal demons, and not knowing if he had come to conquer them yet. These thoughts toyed at her and the same object of rejection called her back to the will to count days until the addiction passed.
 
Searching for a logical path through the dissonance, she decided she must simply have been incorrect in the whole infatuation. It had not been mutual. Perhaps he did that with all of his lovers, and she listened with new, masochistic attention to the songs about the ex whose guitar she now possessed, given to her the last time she saw him.
 
Of all things in her life, it seemed ridiculous that the proverbial back breaking straw might be nothing but the end of a brief if the greatest romance of her life. She tried to fight it.
 
As the guitar became to heavy to hold in order to sing for her in its tones, cries of pain and longing began to mix with babbling mantras for long prostrate hours.
 
 

Like We Did
 
The No Place glitters like a smooth iridescent gooseberry in the upper atmosphere of the pleasure planet.
 
A gathering unworldly to any planet is having the greatest time of any of their lives, except for the last time some distinguished return guests had last visited.
 
Painted and natural nudity enjoys cocktails, spinning from the rafters, soaking in the gravity tubs, next to florid and extravagant dress of every episode of decadence through most worlds and a majority of the timelines. Aesthetics joyfully self flagellate laughingly between sips of wine, munching crackers as their conversation parters nibble still squirming œurs d’houvres. Various colored smokes fill the air, some infumated, some beyond precious incense, some exhaled off the skins of the creatures dancing ecstatically between and among attractions. 
 
And the band is driving some guests to medical shock. Their eyes go back as if filled with divine visions, their mouths go slack into lazy smiles, and as drool begins to drip past their chins or chin equivalents they crumble gentle to the floor, becoming islands for tiny party animals to take refuge between moshes and struts.
 
Among the beat punctuated with intensely pleasured moans and giggles from nearby rooms, the captain of the vessel and Lord of The No Place circulates, their beard a swath of blinding sparkle almost as shiny as to match the twinkle in their eye. As they gesticulate wildly, conversing in a nature of debatable veracity in a multitude of languages, their immense and extensively festooned hat bobs like a weather vane of contentment in a high wind.
 
Rev stands on a balcony looking at a nebula, their faded mane falling in glorious tendrils around them. They’ve partaken of the festivities but not as much as they had in past nights. 
 
It’s not just getting old, or being particularly tired from the recent run to Nonesuch Palace. 
 
It’s not that the band is any less excellent.
 
Or the company any less wondrous, wild, and noble.
 
Tonight Rev misses that moment when some of the most precious possibilities of intimacy seemed inevitable. 
 
Entwined couples adorn every nook, some for the night, some for life, many somewhere in between. They stroke each other’s appendages and look deeply into each others visual organs, drinking each other in like the official royal wine of the central commerce planet circulating without explanation.
 
Rev strolls the decks. As they pass those Rev knows express affection, with deference to the solitary pilot. Rev’s fairly used to the cadence of The No Place after such a long acquaintance, and it to Rev. 
 
With immaculate timing for surprise, to anyone not in on the joke, the captain quiets and beams magnanimously before thrusting their drink into the air definitively.
 
The music halts with a whiplash drop and from every crevice of the three decked seemingly five dimensional ship, creatures of every variety suddenly snap to attention. The incredible diversity reveals unified action with an almost audible pop. Rev lingers in their chosen spot as the uninitiated to the chaos
 
back to whatever cover they can find and the now apparent crew springs into action. 
 
Under the guise of a party vessel, The No Place has sidled up side a small but excruciating expensive craft, cut and glistening like a jewel. The vainglorious party creatures of its brilliantly appointed deck have been moueing at the encouraging reciprocation of The No Place guests and crew, toasting each other across the thin strip of space.
 
Now the gravity harpoons are out and fired and the vessel has been rendered immobile and presumably commless. 
 
The captain of The No Place has exchanged their hat for an antiquated diving suit turned space suit and mounted a ridiculously undersized space scooter fashioned to look like a merry go round horse, careening their spacebear frame from side to side in the comically slow journey across. With sites clearly trained on the now trembling if bewildered invaded vessel, all assembled between both vessels regard as the strange captain inchingly and cheerily crosses the distance between ships.
 
Rev turns back to quarters. The spectacle is always something. There’s a beautiful magnanimity to this piracy. The highwayman act is just that - an act. The blackmail that the captain is currently expounding upon dramatically may be real. The weapons aren’t. Simply the force of the theatrics is always enough to undo the rich and cowardly, and by the time they’ve mustered some force if they were to choose to bare the embarrassment of whatever marked them as an easy target, The No Place will be through the nearby wormhole to a drop point in another quadrant.
 
There the somewhat shaken though still mostly elated and drunk guests will have their planned ways home, now understanding the reason for the remote and discrete location. Their spirits will return when they find that all their causes, of which many of great and peaceful heart are assembled, will benefit from the loss of one oligarch’s walking around money. 
 
They love The No Place, its captain, its daring first mate currently wielding two sabers in a deathly flashing twirl from a ribbon hung between decks - by far the most deadly yet gentle quotient of the contingent - and all its individually glorious crew. 
 
Their heart is on Nonesuch Palace. But not the Nonesuch Palace they had recently returned from - the world from long ago.
 
___
 
 
It’s a great house party in the making. Her friends on the bill set up against a garage that was almost certainly once a stable in old Denver, overshadowed by brickwork on an end of summer evening. 
 
The Victorian swells with bodies overflowing into the lawn outback. As the music sets in whoops and cheers come from all around the nearby balconies and roofs, where some have brought out blankets and beverages to listen better.
 
She’s shown up alone, but that’s not unusual; she’d recovered gracefully from her headfirst fall into a doomed romance among the few who’d witnessed it. She makes new friends, finds ones she hasn’t seen in a while, talks and smokes on the street laughing loudly with some of them. Her impression is, under good circumstances, the mien of a pretty clown - apart from the crowd all the better to see herself within it. She finds she agrees with certain mottos of circus disciplines, and freak shows.
 
The music is getting heady, one songster then another is booming out catharsis, and everyone drifts back towards the stage lawn in increased density.
 
And in the kitchen the communal household is handing out food, and although the kitchen is small it nonetheless holds twice as many in couples as attending housemates. 
 
And at some point she doesn’t even notice herself ducking and weaving through the choked hallway to the street door. 
 
She’s a couple blocks closer to Colfax before her mind catches up with her, as if she had drunk but the substances she was running away to allow to pour out of her to her distress and embarrassment are grief and nostalgia
 
So she steels herself. She goes back to her lumbering SUV and sits there for a moment. She walks back but slowly, consciously, considering all the rides her shitkickers had taken before winding up on her feet secondhand.
 
She wonders if this is really her curse, to love deeply, completely and potentially eternally all unrequited. She still thinks of him everyday. His music pipes into her consciousness like apt commentary or Hafiz explaining the ridiculous and unendurable with grace, despite shelving his album and sacrificing the peculiar soothing effect it has on her. She still questions her ability to love another sincerely when this affection goes unfed and unhindered like an undead thing - 
 
Or, at least, to ever love anyone as much as she loves the songwriter who left her, much less to be loved with such intensity. 
 
By the time she’s back to the house she’s joking with the recently engaged friends with whom she is crashing for the night, in their bohemian dwelling in old town Lafayette, to be closer to the studio next day.
 
Outside the renovated garage turned cabin charmed by the artistry of its inhabitants, in the van turned guest room, she pulls blankets to her in the chill of small hours. Waiting for exhaustion to overtake her frame on the thin mattress, she articulates to herself, for future psychic protection, what it was that so rankled her still broken heart.
 
And as sleep seems sure she wrenches herself up to write down the words that have been filigreed into melody by her half-dreaming mind - “when I see them touch like we did....”
 
 

Aftershock
 
The first time they were intimate, Rev knew they had never known a more compatible physical love, and their heart blanched in awe that these souls might be similarly so.
 
They wanted to pinch themselves, read, stroke Cim’s skin, any and all of the gimmicks to test if one is dreaming, because Cim seems too much their vision of perfection for this to be reality. The intelligence that crackles off this lone captain in their every level of expertise, the intuition of Cim as an artist and a scientist, every scintillating element of their essence reaches Rev’s core being with every caress. 
 
It’d be embarrassing if it weren’t miraculous, Cim’s ability to drive Rev to the edge of control, seemingly by mere intention.
 
Cim’s eyes glow like a wild thing in the dark, piercing blue against black.
 
But for that night, and for a restrained series of nights, it was that, miraculous - biting back on temptation, fueling it with their every adventure, dotting their time together like particularly vivid gems of experience, of a spectrum only comparable with divebombing out of a clear blue sky. 
 
Rev tried to resist, but their heart relaxed with greedy hope into the concept that they may have found the one - the one with whom they would feel only total trust and compassion, the one for whom they might blossom from a solitary creature to a solitary creature desirous of expressing the abundant love within them, and finding that love received and reciprocated - a consoling and elating counterpoint through the limitless sky.
 
So on their own personal planet, immersed in a new desert, marshland, mountaintop or island depending on the mood of the day - whatever the environment - Rev would curl next to Cim, and sleep soundly, surrendering to waking up smiling.
 
Dreams of this time occasionally awakened them sobbing as the storms of Nonesuch Palace ripped across her hovel. As the time passed, especially in gentle seasons where the vines formed a living glittering bedding over them with each sleep cycle, Rev felt Cim’s touch in moments that fade with the morning light, but does not mourn the peace they bring.
 
___
 
 
Sometimes the memory of him clung to her days like honey, spread thinly over the cracks in time and saturating the air with the ghost of his scent. In the moments when the sum total of her life overwhelmed her, its stickiness glued her to a chair, staring, smokes ashing to long gray fingers of dust. Sometimes she painted when the notes got stuck in the memory of him, a silent workaround to ease her soul.
 
Unmoored, strong despite the combination factors logically setting her on the edge of survival, she stopped sleeping with any heed to convention - only to the point of exhaustion that would certainly claim all her memories into quick nothingness. His image still appeared before her eyes in flashes throughout the day.
 
An intimate nature of herself that was already damaged felt completely broken. She hadn’t pursued anyone since him, not that that chase had been avoidable. She stifled the many mechanisms wanting to woo him, linked to the basic vivacious physicality of life, the affirmation of closeness, compassion, acceptance, as joy. 
 
When she wrote she wrote about the beautiful things she found in solitude.
 
She didn’t see anyone else possessing that miracle mixture of qualities that made her feel quite so capable of exposing her naked soul and feeling total acceptance. As a bi woman, she found in him a revelation in fluidity. She once referred to him as a man in a letter and he wrote back a funny, elaborate, deeply coded howl saying to please refrain from doing so. In him she found every appealing quality of masculinity and femininity, in spirit and appearance, a mutual lover of skirts and bare feet, stimulating within her a transcendence of norms -
 
Even as he struggled. Drawn to his own tortured relationship with self acceptance, she saw in him the potential for a balanced human.
 
She collapsed into gentle restfulness one day, when her eyes could no longer coordinate with her fingers to achieve desirable brushstrokes.
 
In her dream, like many other dreams, they made love, and music, and music through their love - in the dream they make love on a stage surrounded by red velvet and rock mirrors - and she awoke with a shard of that carnally divine ecstasy encased in song like amber.
 
Her dream, her fantasy, snuck past the conscious mind to become something that would be recorded and able to sing back to her in stereo - it would be weeks before the cheerful beat of her absolute fantasy gave way to hacking sobs of loneliness, and she wondered bitterly if whoever had said it is better to have loved and lost than never to have loved at all had met a nasty and duly deserved end -
 
Or not. She too wanted to dwell forever in the physical memories of perfection.
 
 

Just To Hold You
 
Two figures swoop and glide in a cotton candy sky.
 
They bob and weave, entangle deliberately, arc away to run sideways in the thin air. Thin lines connect them to two glistening and serene craft. One hangs by the knees, hands extended to an indescribable planet below the clouds, drops. The other lifts off rocket assists and divebombs. They corkscrew to a descending human singularity and within their kiss they right themselves to the heavens, hovering on jet fuel.
 
Cim smiles, darts into the sun. Gigglingly shoutingly Rev boosts after him, but Cim’s already out of sight. Rev treads sky like a swallow until feeling the heat of Cim’s extinguished gauntlets and their body balancing on back and boot thrusts to wrap arms around Rev’s waist. Smiling still Rev hands hold to ground to retain that embrace but the air changes and they buffet out of their micro-orbit.
 
Later exhausted they’d take their fliers to the planet and stretch on a black sand beach on the edge of the grass that grew gray.
 
They weren’t weekend wormholers. They set charts for places with uncertain chances for single person fliers. But crews came with their own dangers, on top of the intolerable current of bickering and heartbreak.
 
They'd met in a solar system unto themselves, in crafts custom modded out of elaborate idiosyncratic design to form unlikely similar build and effect. Although kitted with a set of settler gear each they'd both long ago committed to not just the exploration of deep space but the limits of piloting, not just in their craft but in skysuits.
 
They ran across each other on an uninhabited planet they both thought themselves to be the only ones to explore. They were the same rare subspecies of humanoid now considered native to this remote quadrant, sparsely populated with culture.
 
Rev saw Cim splitting sky one day over the jungle mountain range bordering the west bound of a southern hemisphere continent and dropped in to dance, to ascertain the creature in her airspace. Afterwards the comm startled them by sparking into life with a voice speaking a familiar dialect. 
 
Cim gave them coordinates to a coastal range rimmed with mild meadowland and Rev explored it solo, to comm back with thanks, and for a while they only echoed back and forth across the sun of that system. Conversations dotted with former friends and comrades who'd sacrificed too much to get close to the skies of strange and beautiful worlds.
 
If the greatest treasure of the job is flying, it matters who you fly with. Everybody knows that.
 
With nothing between you and the anvil of space and hammer of gravity, they’d known people with whom they could dance before. At first they cautiously circled each other’s orbits as they relayed recent finds to each other, then they began to race and spar. As they began to fly together in suits they knew without being able to observe themselves from a distance, they drew twin and contrapuntal melodies in the sky.
 
Although known to wander and dwindling in supplies, they found themselves circling each other in the purple and pink clouds of this the most temperate of the goldilocks planets of this system with compatible atmosphere and ecosystem, coming to roost together at the meadowlands.
 
They’d fix rations and what they’d hunted or fished over a fire between the two silver space birds. They’d talk about the trouble they’d gotten into going far out, and the trouble they’d gotten into letting someone too far in, and in between they talked mods, fuel routes, characters met, treasures found and the flights of their lives - even as they replaced those moments daily. As if out of obligation someone remarked or mumbled about never having flown with anyone quite like that before.
 
With the fabulous iridescent plants that grew thick and fast around fantastic rock ridges and mountains festooned with waterfalls and oases of water between stretches of verdant plains, they dubbed the planet Nonesuch Palace. They joked happily of the freedom and peace of a future for space paupers such as they of which even the most murderous of bygone tyrants could not even dream.
 
Tracing a path through space each night they would dock two unlikely craft next to each other on the beach, while sunset spotlit the abundant hypersaturated flowers among silver foliage, safe from the voracious insects within their tent. 
 
They would submerge into long steady moments enfolded calmly in each others arms, observing each other intently through the thickening night — except for those nights when they took the ships starward to filigree the darkness with aerial dance steps.
 
—-
 
 
She was used to cutting as a musician and a contender in a live music scene and never had she met a foil like him. She had been born into it and he seemed born to do it.
 
It was more than the level of musicianship. It was the freakish lonesome symbiosis between everything in the hundreds of songs she had written and each new lick and cascading lyric as it roared from him, a reflection on a still lake showing every soundscape she had ever flown through and those to which she’d only planned to go so far, or visited briefly and wondered at why she hadn't lingered. 
 
He howled like the winds of the wilds of the country that raised her. She heard and loved a windblown wildness with Stendhal like fixation.
 
Every line clicked with preposterously easy elegance on some point of observation on which she had previously stumbled. His hands moved like fleet and sure teamed animals over stringed instruments.
 
He was professional and kind. She was back in town after ten years in LA and five years silent, cautious but determined. They met at an empty show and crossed paths in band drama. He invited her to a recording session and during the break they sat underneath a cottonwood and sat still and talked little. 
 
That night in her madness over the depth of the immediate and ultimately irreversible moment, saying goodbye at a show to which she’d followed him after histrionic debate, she wrote an album ending with a track called “already love you.”
 
She kept it to herself to not risk disturbing the studio recording of demos that had made her break down and cry at the beauty and intuition of disaster. He wrote back I love you too and much more to unveil swaths of his mystery with graceful candor. She gave him lists of why her trauma ruled her out of ever finding real love. He ruled them out one by one, like soft kisses on the eyelids with words. 
 
For the first time she found herself speaking her language with someone else who spoke it as well or better, a synesthetic sensual crafted blur of indiscriminate musical, political, scientific, historical, literary and metaphysical references and undiluted poetry, frequently set to rhythm, melody, harmony and textural dissonance.
 
He asked to meet her and although far in the mountains said he’d go anywhere. She invited him to a secret spot under an overhang of a broad plateau on the derelict cattle ranch on which she’d grown up. 
 
As the sun faded over August twilight and the mosquitos feasted on their near motionless entwined arms and bare feet, they filled in gaps of an elaborate email chain with glances, tiny pressure of the fingers as if playing music, hesitant and the most sincere of kisses.
 
They drove out with her leading the way down the winding washed out drive, beyond the cattle guards and gate. After resetting the padlock, they held each other by the hips, matching lanky figures among the tall yellow flowers in the failing light, for one long lingering moment, with parallel crooked smiles of disbelief.
 
 

Outside The Lines
 
Rev found the comm's center relay when they shot a hunting predator out of a tree and happened to break the set of twigs on which it had nestled after the crash. The connector was damaged and they repaired it to fragile life, holding their breath as they scanned frequencies for a signal. But they found nothing but the unpopulated space surrounding Nonesuch Palace.
 
The seasons had progressed, and instead of stifling humidity that caused moss to grow over the circuits like brocade, it rained torrentially for hours of the day which was otherwise chilled and gray under green clouds. The war with the insects became less intense as the days cooled and Rev became better at fashioning protective work clothes.
 
The plant life grew marginally more slowly, still actively fighting the nano kit for a structure as it attempted to assemble itself while waging a turf war with the entire ecosystem, prompting weird and fantastic looking errors in the resulting build, completely enmeshed with the fringe of the forest where the ship had crashed. Huge holes let rain and animals in, for which Rev could do little but sparingly apply microsiding and attempt to coax the prolific flora to fill in gaps.
 
As the skies began to tinge greener a small quadruped began to tame itself to Rev, with long articulated ears, insectoid eyes, and downy purple fur over waddling short legs. It nibbled on the plants of the threshold so Rev let it stay and constructed a fence around the garden while its family grew quickly.
 
With the wet and the cold and need for provisions, Rev had had to abandon repair of the ship temporarily, searching for missing bits and hacking at the maintenance of the parts while they remained in pieces with the hull open. 
 
The establishment of a garden had been a relatively easy and relaxing part of the solitary commitment to survival. Plants took relatively easily to replanting, and Rev soon assembled a collection of known nutrition sources as well as a number of specimens they and Cim had begun studying for medicinal use before the crash. Rev worked steadily on these things and the shelter through injuries healing slowly without the benefit of a med bay.
 
Winter hit full on with winds and storms that battered Rev through thin walls of plant life and microsheeting enmeshing the ship, unrelentingly as they walked the short distance from their hovel to the garden. They slept huddled in the relatively sealed cocoon of the half repaired cockpit. 
 
With compassion Rev saw their own situation, isolated and at odds with the elements of their private world. Every lesson of solitude growing up a far star kid, every trial of endurance from ill fated crew and solo adventures, they consoled themselves with these, and the companionship of their new pet with its guttural purrs.
 
Yet of all these things they observed chiefly the supremacy of love holding fast within her. This wore at Rev like the injuries that were healing poorly from the crash. The toughened outer explorer they wanted to be rebelled at the notion that it might not be the winter, or the plants, or the loneliness that took them, for all the hard fought wisdom they could give themselves.
 
Winter moved quickly but with unceasing vengeance. Every day for weeks the skies of their lost heaven unloaded bombs of wind and water, flaunting waterspouts like so many spinning plates with one weaving into the shallow cove and onto the beach periodically to cause Rev to pray to their distant gods not to be destroyed. 
 
Embattled by weather, Rev’s sense of time began to weaken on the planet with roughly half the number of days in a rotation on their home planet. They had spent time on other worlds. They had spent at least as much time alone, on a weird planets – almost as much time on this one, on other coasts. They chided themselves for not dealing better, and when they wondered at the flinching of their heart they remembered the number of days since they’d last flown with Cim. 
 
As the wind howled and threatened life and limb over any foray outside, Rev found themselves increasingly with too much time to think about how they hadn't flown at all since the crash, and to wonder at Cim’s trajectory, as their body gave way to the perpetual storm that chattered their teeth and ripped through the walls and induced in Rev a fever.
 
___
 
 
In an especially grave moment of illness her mind subjected her to a vision of being dead, underground, with her spirit observing him at her graveside. For three days she went about as if dead, mourning herself and everyone around her. She consulted a priest, made peace with her father and mother, and felt overwhelmingly the degree to which her affairs were not, and could not be in order, with so much work undone. She wondered at the significance of his apparition in this vision beyond helpless infatuation. 
 
She painted to old music, made crafts, sold what she could without having to go near a stage. The music would always be there for her, she reasoned, whether or not she brought it for other people. So still she wrote. 
 
She wrote a song for every moment that became unbearable, for every impasse of logic and intuition overcome, for every facet of the beautiful thing she had lost and the delicate nuance within missing him. A tap had been turned on, since he started writing back, and she found it to be the best conduit for the energy which his last letter had been unable to cease in her. 
 
After that vision, though, she sought him out, as if to reference the face in the scene with the face she would see; and as if as unreal as the love had been, so judgment of him had slipped away from her over one aloof sighting at a showcase. There would be a comfort in knowing it was simply a lie, but she could not settle into that comfort, and as much as between life and death she found herself walking among two worlds at the same time. 
 
If it were a lie, she might as well, she thought, keep her fantasies and memories and have done with searching for a fairy tale. Let them fuel her defiance over decay. That was better than the supposition that there might just be something about her - the closer you get to it the less you like it, the less wholesome you witness it to be, playing on a lifetime of rationalization towards unfortunate situations. 
 
Either way, she had known the fairy tale; she had known a perfect summer romance, even if it was just the end of one summer. Nearly thirty and faced with mortality she rankled at the short list of things she knew for certain about life. 
 
This list included a love for him that had not dimmed since the day she wrote an album overnight. She wove prayer bracelet after prayer bracelet, beading them with attention to transcendence. She painted layers to paint over them, not burning them by the time the chaos had settled into order only for lack of financial indulgence to do so. She diligently pursued the ideals that supersede romance, and in so doing found the backhanded beauty of the unconditional love she had for this near stranger who played always in her thoughts, in memory and in music, like the most beautiful puzzle in the world. 
 
 

So Reached
 
They rubbed their eyes, cradling their head and massaging their brow. Birds sang and insects buzzed in rosy dawn light, where nearby they heard the little quadrupeds playing in the edge of the trees. As they sat still looking over the ruined camp, the fast growing vines pawed at Rev, working between their toes and fastening their feet to the ground.
 
They’d made tea and raising the steaming vessel to their lips drank slowly in steady gulps. Wiping their mouth they looked over the damage blankly.
 
The fever had broken by the time Rev returned to consciousness, wrapped in a soft swath of broad leaves that had grown around her and the fresh wreckage as she slept. Perhaps it was the catharsis, perhaps it was the last permutation in preparation of local herbs, but the symptoms had abated and they found themselves with the feeble body and chagrined clarity of one returning from death’s door and the edge of sanity to find the house a mess.
 
They went to the garden, and as the grasses pushed around them like a living throne Rev ate of the abundance within reach.
 
As the sun rose higher they took themselves to the sea and lay in the sedate waves, looking up at the orange and pink clouds in the clearing summer sky.
 
They bathed themselves, repaired their rags, found the personal cooling units whole and charged and began repairing the new damage to the wreckage, one piece at a time.
 
Rev began going for longer walks, across the meadows and into the cliffs and among the hills. 
 
One day they found a meadow of flowers so devoid of biting insects that they removed the cloth with which they attempted to cover every patch of slow healing skin. They examined the yellow flowers and found them infused with a pleasant smelling oil. Gathering up an armful, they tested a new theory on the walk home and went unmolested by new bites. Then forward they went about festooned in the things until developing a tincture with healing properties which they applied to their entire body.
 
They also began to apply what they observed in the hills in the camp, pulling up roots to replace them with more agreeable species inclined to grow in harmony with their design. They made time to stretch and dance in the newly tamed clearings.
 
The problem of what to do about the moss’s affinity for circuitry, and the missing frames of cockpit poly, remained. So Rev rebuilt the frame and the hull over the course of the summer.
As their pets returned Rev set boundaries and named the fuzzy creatures, talking with them about the days’ goings on, and the animals seemed to keen their long ears to hear better while chewing thoughtfully on unwanted vegetation.
 
All the while, Rev began to test a theory. The theory was, they might go mad, talking to Cim like they were there, but it might be a happier variety of madness in a solitary world.
 
When Rev came across a thorny question of engineering, or horticulture, or comm scan arrays, or the refinement of the tonics that had restored them and the meals which sustained them, they talked to Cim about it. They joked about Cim as a figment of her imagination and sometimes managed to a extrapolate from this and memory a witty reply that would force a giggle. 
 
Rev even reameliorated to their naming of the planet, from the lonesome, torturous tower it had become to their original intent – a halcyon world of dreams, evocative of old world fantasy yet completely free, and thus unlike any ever before imagined.
 
Rev trained stalks to grow as turrets and buttresses on the structure to make themselves smile.
In particularly bright moments they imagined Cim flying new skies, and they even imagined for Cim a bolder, more competent, more caring, more compatible copilot than themselves. 
 
In the darkness when no moons shone, Rev thought of both their kin, and Cim’s family they never knew, and wondered at their suffering had the worst happened. On those nights by the fire Rev let the vines collect and flowers bloom beneath her chin in paths of her tears.
 
In this way as the first gusts of winter set in, Rev once again saw themselves as the strange sky creature of unintuited strength they had been when first they dropped in on Cim to dance, and more, for ever having flown like that with one who spoke in their soul language, and survived everything that had come between them. 
 
The winter storms blew as hard and she weathered them that much better.
 
___
 
 
She fed animals with many layers of clothes under her bibs despite the vacant feeling in her head that presaged the constant risk of collapse. She wanted to work. She wanted to feel alive.
 
Once stabilized she returned to writing, making art where she could. It seemed to help. Her friend and producer stepped into the role of protector in seeing her will to keep recording.
 
In the stillness after one crisis after another, she found a trick to songwriting. It can make you feel however you want to feel.
 
Her heart showed no signs of budging. In stillness she saw the whole of what had opened in the presence of this person and that it was a vast world unto itself, which even she had not known to exist within her before that defining moment. It seemed to create endless caverns, mountains, and plains of nuance over one simple fact of love. From it she began to draw songs of gratitude.
 
Winter still gripped the range and she went about the ranch as an old woman, tottering and learning to take care of herself, as songs, words and paintings continued to spill from her. 
 
She was learning to tell herself kind things. 
 
In the light of an injury so sweet and easy to absolve, through the doldrums of winter she healed in form and substance as the lessons of forgiveness began to spread throughout her perceptions of the past and future, rooting her in the present.
 
Slowly, she began booking shows again.
 
 
 
 
 
To be continued -
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