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The Lattice of Time

He stared at the radar, willing the ship to appear. It didn't. Kevlan tried to push away the thought 

that this was his wife's return from space and the mission was six minutes late. It meant that they 

had missed their window. He continued to watch the screen. 

“They should have been back by now, huh?”

He glanced over his shoulder where Haltrot was leaning in the door. 

“They've got a couple more minutes,” he lied. 

Haltrot came into his station, his bulk taking up all the available space. 

“They ain't showing. That means they missed.” 

Tiny crumbs encased in spit landed on Kevlan's shoulder. He did his best to focus on the sweeping 

scan of the radar that remained blank. 

“Isn't another window till next year, right?” Haltrot continued. “Guess you're a commander widow 

for another sixteen months then, Kev.”

Haltrot's flabby hand came down on his shoulder, crushing the crumbs into his uniform. Kevlan 

knew they would stain. They had before. 

“She promised me this time,” he whispered, not caring that Haltrot might hear. “She swore. Said 

nothing would stop her.”

Haltrot chuckled, “Something did.”

His laugh stopped at the same moment there was a blip on the screen. Kevlan's eyes widened. 

“There!” he yelped, jumping out of his seat. “I knew she wouldn't let me down.”
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Kevlan punched a fist into the air, narrowly missing Haltrot who grimaced in response. Kevlan was 

too pleased to be bothered by it, his wife was home after two long years away on mission. 

“Er, Kev,” Haltrot grasped onto his shoulder again. Kevlan rolled his eyes, who cared about stains 

on his jacket: his wife was home. He couldn't stop smiling.

“Kevlan.”

Haltrot's tone was sudden and low. His pudgy face was slack and pale. His eyes were on the 

monitor. Kevlan followed his gaze downward. 

The ship was breaking up. The large green diamond that had, moments ago, filled his radar was 

now splitting into pixillated confetti across the screen. They had waited too long. Six minutes was 

too long, he had known that. He had gotten caught up in possibility. His wife probably had too. She 

would have ordered them forward even knowing the odds: just to try and a keep a promise. Six 

minutes wasn't enough time for the window to remain open. Instead, it had closed in around his 

wife's ship and sliced it to pieces. 

The lattice of time, they called it. And now he knew why. His wife's ship rained down on the city in 

equal parts, as if every cube had been carefully measured and copied to a precise plan. He wondered 

if you could collect them all up and fit them together again, like a jigsaw, and that, if he did, would 

he be able to see his wife's face one last time? 
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