
 

The sky was in mourning, covered by a blanket of black smoke rising from the 

millions of corpses. They were too many to bury. Satellite photos showed only a few 

scattered green or white areas standing out like oases. The incineration of the bodies 

imposed a universal state of mourning which nobody would ever forget or openly 

mention again. 

Multinationals would at last be able to focus fully on business, they would have free 

rein to do and undo as they pleased in their new kingdom. Hunger had been 

eradicated. Not by the philanthropic efforts of the few humanitarians still harbouring a 

vision for the future of humanity, nor through the generosity of the wealthy. Hunger 

had been eliminated once and for all. With the death of nearly five billion people. 

 

 

The stars were rising above the horizon at the moment of her birth. The cosmos 

surrounded her in silent protection, unbeknown to her. All the planets were present, 

aligned like a fan, spread out before her eyes, which she half opened in curiosity. Her 

position, date and time of birth in relation to the cosmos were unique. Coincidence or 

not, they matched a physical anomaly which put her life in danger from her very first 

breath.  

There she was, at the centre, without having wished it. She had been born.  

The doctor visited her mother in the ward where she was recovering. It was not a 

routine visit. He had received detailed reports of the past few days. He had seen her 

clinical records and had been called in to give his expert opinion. Straight away he 

identified the condition. He explained it to her in simple terms. 



‘A gap between the left and right hemispheres is normal in any new-born baby. In her 

case it is larger than usual.’ 

Encephalitis due to hydrocephaly, water on the brain. It was the first time he had 

ignored the ethics he always followed with his patients. Honesty above all. What good 

could come of telling this hopeful young girl the truth when she had barely emerged 

from hell. The neurologist knew her daughter would not survive but kept it to himself. 

He advised her to protect the baby’s head as best she could. 

The first thing Alina did was register the birth. With her brand new name Vera spent 

days under observation until she was discharged a week later. It was only a matter of 

time. They could do nothing further for her and they could not keep her there. The 

Neurological Hospital was a hive of activity. Time became crucial with each passing 

hour. Vera had ceased to be a priority. Alina did not hold this against them; on the 

contrary, she was grateful, though to everyone there, this might have seemed bizarre. 

Once she had left, Alina felt free from the pressing sense of danger. She remembered 

the nurse’s words: 

‘Lots of things are happening. You’re better off not knowing. You must rest and look 

after your baby.’ 

The instructions were clear. 

She started to knit a perfect circle, which she measured meticulously every three or 

four rows. In the meantime, as a precaution she folded a handkerchief in four and tied 

it with a ribbon to Vera’s head. Vera undid it in no time, lifting her arm to get rid of 

the bothersome ribbon. Each time Alina checked on her daughter she would find Vera 

chewing at the handkerchief by her side with her tender head now bare. Unprotected. 

She seemed to smile when she managed to get rid of the handkerchief. Her playful 



challenge did not distract Alina from her task. Eventually she lifted up the knitted 

cotton skullcap, smooth and perfect; convinced that it would protect her baby girl.  

 


