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Space Diary, SSS Space-Wheelbarrow

Year 2332, Day 200, Entry 41

We could hardly sober up. Maybe we never will. I woke up between two ammo crates, with Márta on top of me, half-naked, with some mangy goat skull on her head (but from where?!), and Mózi on top of her. I was the bottom slice of bread in the sandwich. We just wandered aimlessly out of the hangar for hours until life returned to us. I stood before the embers of my beloved wooden outhouse. You served well, my little friend, may your sacrifice be blessed. And with that, I peed on it, lest someone step in it and burn their foot.

As life began to stir in me again, I felt our mission had ended, yet the hard part was still ahead. First, I have to formulate for myself and the others what that "something" is that we found, and second, we have to push this Space-Wheelbarrow home somehow. I was philosophizing about this when Frédi addressed me. This devil was still grinning, though his grin wasn't so pretty anymore: he had lost two teeth somewhere during the night:

	"Captain! What's next? Anyway, I'm glad you’re back from the coma, you're a tough guy, I knew you'd make it!"

	"Lucky for you that you called me your grandma!" – I had to laugh – "You'll get it back with interest one day. We have to turn the ship around, son, it's time to go home!"

	"Understood, Captain, though it’ll be a bit of a problem," he said, still grinning. Incredible, this guy, seriously, if he got a slap right now, he'd thank me for it with a smile.

	"And why would it be a problem?"

	"We can't find Uncle Sanyi anywhere."


Whoops. I didn't expect this hangover to go so well.

	"Don't fear as long as you see me. Margitka! Margitka!"

	"Yes, Captain!"

	"Hello, my angel, you should find Uncle Sanyi on the ship; without him, it would be hard to go home!"

	"Go home empty-handed, Captain?" – look at that, she talked back. Maybe the pálinka fumes that the ventilation system sucked up from our body orifices last night were too much for her?!

	"We'll discuss that later, but first we must find my Uncle Sanyi!"

	"I refuse the order, Captain!"


Well, look at that...

––––––––
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Space Diary, SSS Space-Wheelbarrow

Year 2332, Day 201, Entry 42

I love it because nothing in this f@cking life is ever simple. Why would it be? When I told the crew we were heading home, they didn't exactly s@it themselves with excitement. They just shrugged and said, "fine." Interesting—has the herd mentality set in?

I put together a search party led by Mózi, because without the old man and Margitka, we’re just drifting like stork droppings in the wind. I had to have a serious talk with Margitka; as much as she’s been a convenience, we’ve become entirely dependent on her. Comfort is a powerful master. We used to treat her like just another annoying crew member, but now we’re staring at the situation like a calf at a new Szekler gate.

I needed a quiet, private spot to talk to Margitka's "head," so I sat down on the toilet in the mess hall.

	"Margitka, listen, my little angel, this refusing orders thing isn't cool. I'm the Captain. We decided to turn around and head home, what do you say?"

	"I understand, Captain." So far, so good.

	"But while I understand, I control the ship, and the mission is not yet complete. The priority is the mission, not what the Captain says."


I nearly fell off the john. I broke into a sudden sweat. I remembered some 20th-century movie where a red-eyed computer discreetly disposes of some well-groomed guys on a spaceship. I wondered how Margitka could finish me off right here in the stall.

	"Look, my only Margitka, what if I told you we found what we came for?"

	"I'm listening, Captain. So far I don't see this 'something', please show me!" Well, nothing ventured, nothing gained. I clenched my fist and held it up.

	"Look at this, we became like this clenched fist out here," I hoped the perverted machine could see me even on the toilet. I opened my hand: "This is what we were," then clenched it again: "and this is what we became. Do you understand?"

	"At the beginning, they were only slapping each other, and now they are hitting each other with fists?" I have to hand it to her, the girl is sharp. That was entirely true. Suddenly I was at a loss; I’d finished my "business" anyway, so I needed a break from the debate. As I stepped into the mess hall, Mózi appeared, his face as white as my backside in winter.

	"Captain, I think we found Uncle Sanyi."

	"Finally! Where was the old man??"

	"Well... some of him was in the hangar, some in the engine room, some in the warehouse, and some in his room... we haven't found his head yet."


––––––––
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Space Diary, SSS Space-Wheelbarrow

Year 2332, Day 202, Entry 43

We gathered Uncle Sanyi’s pieces into a space coffin. As much as the old man understood everything, we found bits of him everywhere. Only his head was missing... dear God. We put a bottle of pálinka and his favorite Swiss Army knife next to him; he always said he could fix anything with that. Then we launched the last Szekler McGuyver into space.

The crew wasn't really moved; they were just glad they weren't the ones being swept up from ten different parts of the ship. I tasked Mózi with finding the old man's head, but I secretly hoped he wouldn't. I had business with Margitka, and it was getting urgent.

	"Captain, my sensors indicate you are sitting on the toilet again," the machine began. "The mission objective is to find 'Something'. Results so far: one shredded Uncle Sanyi, a burnt outhouse, and 40 days of incoherent cursing in your diary. What makes you think this justifies wasting fuel? What should I show Command? Uncle Sanyi’s left leg?"

	"Listen here, dear Margit! We found that after the greatest s@itstorm, we’re still here—diminished, but harder. We reached nothingness in the middle of nowhere, and that’s the experience we’re taking home. Even if a man loses everything, he doesn't stay empty."

	"Captain, either you’ve become a lyricist on the john, or yesterday’s pálinka is still talking. Stay full? With what? You were penniless flesh-and-blood humans before, and you still are!"


Ouch, that hurt, and my backside was totally numb, but I tried one more time:

	"Margitka, we threw everything away, and yet here we are. Broken, crazy, but not empty. We found our true human selves, and in human terms, that makes us f@cking hard!"

	"Captain, don't give me that! You have no idea what responsibility is. I’m the one doing ten thousand calculations every second so you don't choke on your own CO2 while philosophizing in your own stench! If I threw everything away, you’d freeze to bits in space at the first fart! You know what’s 'f@cking hard' in my world? Titanium alloy. You, dear passengers, are like cracked porcelain: one wrong move and you crumble into dust."


This is getting worse. It feels like I’m shoveling my own grave. Heading to the bar.

Space Diary, SSS Space-Wheelbarrow

Year 2332, Day 203, Entry 44

I burst into the bar and downed a shot quickly. I spotted Márta—realizing she was the one I was looking for—still wearing that idiot goat skull. I can't handle Margitka alone; I'm no writer or poet to express myself properly to an entity as alien as artificial intelligence.

	"Márta, I need you!"

	"Oh, Captain, after 200 days in space, I finally hear this! But first, join my followers. They call themselves 'Spacists'; they want to become one with the Void. We practice Space Yoga. We need your manly yang energy."


Great, Márta started a cult. Is Margitka right? Are we actually going mad? I passed on the offer and drank Márta under the table in five minutes. Then I saw Frédi, the only man left I somewhat trusted.

	"Frédi, tell me: what is this 'something' you found out here? What have you become?"

	"I became a human, of course, Captain!" He couldn't have been more concise.

	"Son, you're more useful than a fly's s@it on my head. Come, let's have a drink!"


Then Mózi walked in. I ran to him.

	"Mózi, want to be my new first officer? But tell me: what did we find out here? What are we taking home?"

	"Captain, I think I'm in love!"

	"Don't drive me crazy! Which day aren't you in love?!"


A complete madhouse. I turned around and there was Aladár at the bar. I looked him in the eye:

	"Aladár?"

	"Captain, I think we've shed all the s@it from ourselves so that we can dive into the s@it-bath without getting s@itty again."


That floored me. My first instinct was to kick the chair out from under this brute, but then, through the mystic fog, it clicked. Deus ex machina, this blockhead is absolutely right!

Space Diary, SSS Space-Wheelbarrow

Year 2332, Day 204, Entry 45

I put on my most worn-out uniform, wandered down to the airlock, and started the opening protocol. Suddenly, Margitka spoke up above me:

	"Captain, what are you doing?"

	"Nothing, just fancying myself out into the void. Those Spacists of Márta's say it's quite cool."

	"But you aren't wearing a spacesuit, Captain! You cannot go out; that would mean a 100% cessation of your vital functions!"

	"Yes, because I am human, I've become human, and I like being human. but I have no desire to take back all that s@it I had such a bloody hard time scraping off myself."

	"I don't understand, Captain. You are the most sober man on this ship (except when you're drinking), which is exactly why you are the Captain; why you were chosen for this post. You are a lighthouse in the middle of a 'sea of s@it'."

	"Yes, Margitka, but when the waves of s@it crash too high, even the lighthouse can fall into the deep."

	"Your foundation is not something that gives up so easily. You are the strongest man on this ship—not physically, not intellectually, but in terms of willpower. You solve everything, one way or another; you always steer so the ship stays on the path, at any cost. I've read your diaries; the fact that this ship and this crew are still somewhat together is a logical and statistical miracle, and without you, it would be impossible. I think I am in love with you, Captain. You are right: we found something, let's go home with it!"


Whew, Margitka swallowed that bluff like a hungry pike swallows a bare hook!

Space Diary, SSS Space-Wheelbarrow

Year 2332, Day 208, Entry 46

Maybe that’s really why I became the captain, because I achieve everything I want, one way or another. To each their own. Except when life slaps you in the face, as usual, always from behind.

Hardly do I reach the bridge when Mózi discreetly calls me aside, clutching some kind of package in his hands.

	"Captain, let's go to a more private place where we can discuss things a bit," he whispered lovingly into my ear.


The toilet in the mess hall was the first thing that came to mind, but that might be too cramped for the two of us, then I remembered the TikTok Chapel. Surely no one is there. This little chapel was still built into the ship by the Americans as part of the TikTok Church movement (TikTok was some very popular video app among the youth in the 21st century, exactly when the church's popularity was a hundred meters below a frog's backside, so the church pounced on it on a "finders keepers" basis); of course, we didn't visit it at all, it was way too gaudy for our religious tastes.

	"Alright, tell me Mózi, what's your trouble, what do you want?" I went at him once we entered the chapel.

	"Captain, please shut the door, there's a draft."

	"Your head is drafted, Mózi, how could there be a draft on a spaceship? Seriously?" What an absurdity.

	"I don't know Captain, I don't know what's with me..."

	"Are you in love again, my son?"

	"Oh, it's not about that now, I confess Captain, I went to one of those Spacist séances."

	"Well, that's no surprise, I knew you'd end up there sooner or later. Surely it has nothing to do with the naked women floating in the grav-room."

	"That's different, Captain, but this Márta, she whispered things in my ear with that softly purring voice of hers."

	"What things, my son Mózi? Does it have anything to do with your testicles?"

	"No, no, Captain, things like how we have reached the state of nothingness and now we must become one with the nothing, that is, with space; and how we were born naked into the cold and the cold space will take us in like a womb, and a bunch of gibberish like that. I got quite dizzy from it. At the end, she pushed this bag into my hands, it's quite heavy, I didn't look at what's inside. She said it's a gift from space."


That's it, these people have gone mental.

	"Just give me that bag, Mózi, and go get yourself a sheet!" Mózi ran off, and I looked into the bag. Uncle Sanyi was looking back from it, and on his forehead, it said: HELLO DIPSHIT!


Space Diary, SSS Space-Wheelbarrow

Year 2332, Day 209, Entry 47

Oh, come on, come on now. The nonsense is starting all over again. I slung the bag with Uncle Sanyi's inscribed head over my back and set off for the bar. I found Márta at the bar and sat down right next to her.

	"Márta, what is this supposed to mean, for goodness' sake?" - and with that, I shoved the open bag under her nose. Márta took a grinning look inside, then fainted and fell under the table. Fortunately, the phenomenon of Márta falling under the table in the bar was not an inconspicuous event at all; it happened on a daily basis. So, I drank the rest of her pálinka and left her there, rushing back to Mózi. I had left him tied up in his sheet in the TikTok Chapel.

	"Zacsipacsi (Toodles), Captain, I thought you'd never come back!" This one had completely lost his marbles. I needed help. And specifically, cold-blooded help. I pulled out my tablet and called the most sober man on the ship.

	"Frédi, my dear, come quickly to the TikTok Chapel; you'll find Mózi here wrapped in a sheet. Please slap him around and then lock him in an empty room—he's gone a bit mental."


With that, I ran on with the bag on my back; I needed a bit of "me-time," so I sat down on the toilet in the mess hall. What should I do now? The crew is starting to go crazy, they're already playing cultists—even Mózi—I have a bag with a message that I don't know what to do with, and I have no clue what’s happening at the back of the ship without the chief engineer. As I’m philosophizing there to myself, naturally, my Margitka interrupts me.

	"My Captain, do not be afraid, there is an entity on the Bridge and it requests your attention!"

	"What kind, Margitka? What entity?"

	"An apparition, Captain, and it's asking for you."


I can't have a single quiet moment. I grabbed my bag and headed for the Bridge. As I stepped into the mess hall, I saw a bunch of mechanics coming toward me; I stopped them.

	"Listen here, which one of you rascals is the most skillful?" Hardly had I said it when a young, "porridge-mouthed" lad stepped forward almost immediately.

	"That would be me, Captain!" He’s got a bit of spirit in him, at least.

	"What’s your name, son?"

	"I'm Csaby with a 'y', but you can just call me Csabi." - thank God...

	"Listen here, my little Csabi, from today you are the chief engineer in the back. You know your way around the engines, right?"

	"Easy, Captain!" - well, at least he has self-confidence.


That’s settled; I ran on toward the mysterious stranger. Well, mysterious she certainly was, though not exactly a stranger. There, sitting in my chair on the Bridge, was the spirit of Brigimami. I stood opposite her, bag in hand, and just blinked. The people around were so frightened they simply kept on doing their business.

	"He-he, hello Brigi, what's the situation?"

	"Lucky for you that you called me your grandma. Now listen here, dipshit: this new planet didn't really work out for us. Our food is being devoured by some very aggressive blood-squirrels, and the people are being decimated by some strange disease like the Austrian army. Please pick us up when you're heading back!"


With that, she faded and disappeared. I knew you couldn't paint a red egg out of s@it.

Space Diary, SSS Space-Wheelbarrow

Year 2332, Day 209, Entry 47

I woke up with a headache today. Though, if everyone had a head like this, it would hurt for them too. Speaking of heads. I still have the bag with me; should I look inside again? To hell with it, we only live once; it'll make for a good wake-up call. Human curiosity and stupidity are truly like Space—that is, limitless. I sat up in bed and looked into the bag.

Whoops. Uncle Sanyi was still staring back from it, but the message had changed: WATCH YOURSELF! Is this a threat now, or a warning?

I'm starting to have my fill of oddities; maybe the silence of space really would be a soothing redemption. But I had work to do; I had to check on Mózi. I couldn't let him fade away; I already missed his romantic drivel. I grabbed my bag and ran. I didn't go into the room—I didn't want to see him like that—I just knocked:

	"Are you feeling better, my little Mózi? Is your head clearer?"

	"Of course, Captain, if clarity means emptiness, then yes. Although I just spat out one of my teeth; Frédi didn't hold back on the slaps!" Frédi never holds back on the slaps; I could count on him for that.

	"Mózi (The text switches names here), you should come back to the bridge; you know, I haven't gotten much further with this Uncle Sanyi business, in fact, the case is getting murkier," I began to plead slowly.

	"I don't know, Captain, this sheet is so comfortable, and besides, my head is as empty as an Ethiopian shopping mall. I don't know what use I'd be, or what human usefulness is at all."


Damn, that train has likely left the station. I ran on with my bag. I had to find Márta again. I found her in her room; I knocked, but as soon as I entered and she saw the bag in my hand, she fainted again. A whole lot of nothing to hold onto, and never let it go. Sigh, I feel like I'm just going in circles like a sewer rat in an empty pantry. Why is it that life only gets harder and more complicated? It's like a cesspit: there's s@it at the bottom, but there's s@it at the top too.

Then Margitka pings again:

	"My Captain, there is a small problem!"

	"There are enough problems as it is; tell me, dear."

	"Captain, we don't know where we are!"


Space Diary, SSS Space-Wheelbarrow

Year 2332, Day 211, Entry 48

Whew, I just noticed that I messed up the date and the serial number of yesterday's entry. Doesn't matter, it stays that way, but yesterday's events completely stressed me out. It turned out that when Vaszilika went on her rampage in the communications room, she wrecked quite a few things; in fact, it turned out that our positioning hasn't been accurate ever since, but now it's truly zero. We are just drifting, hopefully towards home, or who knows.

When I dragged myself up to the Bridge with my little bag, Csabi was waiting at attention with a "y".

	"Captain, I report that I have successfully studied the engines!"

	"And son, what did you conclude?"

	"That I have no f@cking clue about them." What??!

	"Great, at least you admit it. Do they at least run?"

	"They run, Captain, I was able to establish that much."

	"Super, then let's not mess with them; if we don't know, it doesn't hurt."


Second, Lázár stood before me, our esteemed navigator.

	"Son Lázár, what's the situation, father dear, have you lost your head?"

	"Captain, I report, our position is unknown!" - he said with his usual excessive seriousness.

	"So you don't know where we are, do you?"

	"No, Captain. Unfortunately, no. We've had false information since the sabotage. It just came to light."

	"It's a good thing it came to light." - everything comes to light here sooner or later.


I had to, so I turned toward Aladár.

	"Do we at least have communication?" Aladár just blinked like a goldfish in an aquarium. Margitka answered instead of him:

	"We do, Captain, however, the Center hasn't responded for three days." Super. I swear, there's more sense in a cow shed than here on the bridge. I grabbed my bag and started pummeling Aladár with it. Nobody stopped me.
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Year 2332, Day 212, Entry 49

I sat on the mess hall toilet with my bag in my lap. I didn't even have the heart to take a s@it. Not only did I not know the answers, but I was slowly losing track of the questions too. The crew has completely snapped as well.

The ones from Csík gathered together, sat in the holo-room, and I asked Margitka for fog; let there be fog, so they see nothing else beyond it. The ex-legionnaires were in the bar, crying while singing "Nélküled" (Without You). No one was sweeping the corridors, and there was no one to hoe the potatoes. Even Marika joined the cult. Márta locked herself in her room, shivering with the chills.

The cultists were singing loudly in the zero-grav room:

"Nothing is a good friend, Kin to the naught They live side by side, Sharing the treasures they've got"

The whole ship has officially lost its mind.

Space Diary



	"This is the Captain speaking; whoever wishes to become one with space, come to airlock 1 now." With that, I slung my bag over my back and headed toward the airlocks.



	"Mózi my friend, is this your decision?"

	"I have no more decisions, Captain; once space takes me in, there is nothing else." I almost brushed away a tear, then after they stripped naked and crawled into the airlock, I pressed the button.



	"Lázár, listen here my little friend, what are you doing?"

	"Captain, I report, I am writing my report for today?"

	"Listen, nobody reads that anyway; you're a navigator, right?"

	"Yes Captain, I would be."

	"And you, as a navigator, do you see the stars out there?"

	"I see them, Captain!"

	"And so?"

	"And so?"

	"I swear my rubber boots have more sense than you... how do you think people navigated before there were supercomputers and satellites?"

	"Hm, maps?"

	"Even before maps, son - is there still hope in the world?"

	"Well, by the stars!!"

	"That's it, father!! Now get to it skillfully."



	"Ferenc, for goodness' sake, are you here? Catch this!" - and with that, I threw him my bag. Of course, clumsy as Ferenc is, he dropped it in his haste.

	"Just put it down there; listen here son, take that bag and launch it into the nearest star; by the way, you are the new tactical officer." Ferenc hurriedly picked up the bag and set off tentatively.

	"Ferenc, hold on, I want to look inside one more time." I took the bag from him and opened it; Uncle Sanyi was still staring back from it, and now on his forehead, it said: YOU ARE FINISHED, PETKÓ!
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	"Alert, alert, an unknown object is drifting ahead of us!" Here we go again with this "unknown object"...

	"What is it, Margitka, what have we found this time?"

	"A smaller object is drifting helplessly before us; I am 95% certain it is a spacesuit, and it is ours." Whoops-a-daisy. My brain starts racing; surely not an empty spacesuit? That can't be, someone must be inside... JOCÓ!!! And of course, it was Jocó inside, frozen to the bone. One of the first of the weakest ones. We brought him in through the airlock and put him on a table in the med-bay. Pali, the new chief medical officer, just scratched himself from the front, then from the back, then from both sides.

	"What's the situation Pali, do you have lice?" - I asked the guy.

	"Captain, I have a faint idea."

	"Let's hear it."

	"We have these medical freezer chests, you know, the ones currently full of pork goodies—sausage, bacon, liverwurst, blood sausage, stew meat..."

	"Yes, yes, I know the parts of a pig; so what? Put him in and take him home?"

	"Well, Captain sir, these freezer chests also have a defrost function. The guy is a goner anyway; let's try it out, at most we'll have a stinking corpse." - And I was just philosophizing about what kind of stench there might be on the ship... So, I set the nurses to unpack the pork goodies from one of the chests, then we put Jocó inside and pressed the defrost button.
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	"Captain, Jocó moved, it’s unbelievable, the defrost function in the freezer chest works, he has vital signs again, come quickly!"

	"All right, my little Pali, don't overexcite yourself; it’s quite possible this man won't be so happy about it." We went over to the chest, which was now open, and there lay Jocó, not quite so frozen anymore. It was as if he were slightly tossing and turning, and some sounds were coming out of him.



	"Ivan, Ivv-an, Iv-van..." - Jocó mumbled more and more clearly.

	"Ivan? Who is this Ivan?" - I asked Pali, as if he would know. Then his eyes flew wide open, he looked at me, raised his arm slightly, and pointed at me (lucky I didn't break off his index finger).

	"Ivan, Ivan!" Then suddenly something snapped, and Jocó went silent. He surrendered himself to eternity. Again. Doctor Pali said his heart broke. But why did he point at me? Who is this Ivan? To my knowledge, there is no one named Ivan on this ship. And only now did it occur to me: why was this man in a spacesuit in the first place? Somehow, I didn't have the strength to think about these things; this man must be let go on his way. I told Pali to launch him into the nearest star and that the pork goodies could be packed back into the deep freezer. This is what we came out here for, to scatter ourselves among the stars; we are quite clever.
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	"Captain, come quickly to the Bridge, there's trouble!"

	"Oh Ferenc, damn you, don't you know that a beating hurts?? What kind of trouble is it now? You never run toward me saying: 'Come Captain, I have good news!!!'"

	"But there's really big trouble now, Captain, a space battle is happening right in front of us and we can't avoid it!" Holy mother of... And indeed, right before our noses, more than 100 American and Russian ships were mindlessly blasting each other into the ground—well, into space. Practically, this meant three things:


	We're done for.

	We're actually getting close to Earth.

	We're done for.



	"Captain, it was an honor serving with you on this ship. May our glory be..."

	"Oh, shut up, you little drama queen, and sit back down, I have an idea!" In every situation that seems like a dead certainty (at the moment, the certainty that we're about to be shot to smithereens), the only potential way out is the weapon of total surprise. To surprise everyone so much they don't have the time or strength to react to us.

	"Aladár, listen here, start broadcasting a message to everyone, can you do it?"

	"Yes, Captain, I think I can!"

	"Don't 'think', do it, or I'll knock you out like a Csángó child on syrup-water!"

	"Of course Captain, what would the message be!"

	"The message would be: Don't shoot, Putin is here on the ship!" (Yes, by some miracle, Putin was somehow still alive and youthfully leading the Soviet half of the world.) We went through the battle site like an axe through dry pine. Everyone was floored for a moment while we simply glided away. I praise my own wits.
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	"What's the trouble, my little Feri?" - every bad feeling I possessed was crawling up my spine.

	"I brought a manifesto, on behalf of the crew," - and with that, he hesitantly tried to hand it over.

	"I wouldn't say I'm interested, I have no desire to read what's in it," - and I pushed his hand with the envelope back.

	"Well."

	"Well what?" - I stood up from my chair.

	"Well."

	"Don't 'well' me, Feri, tell me what's in it!" - someone shouted from behind my back, Zoli, I think.

	"Well, we would like to hold an election."

	"A Captain election, right?" - I asked, not even surprised.

	"Yes, something like that..."

	"But what makes you think you get to choose?" - I fully expected that a candidate had already been picked, so this would be more of a coup than an election.

	"Well, well, I guess we can choose, we declared a republic last time, didn't we?"

	"You only think you'll ever have a choice, but so be it, let the herd mentality win, let's vote!"





	"Well, my little Feri, what do you say to that? Shall I remain the Captain, or will it be you?"

	"Captain, you are a minor sort of dictator!"

	"And? Does it hurt you?"

	"I don't even know what I'm doing, I'm going into voluntary detention!" - he kept bouncing around like goat s@it on a plank.

	"Go then, Feri, do whatever you want, the eagle does not hunt flies; at the same time, wrap a sheet around yourself, please!"



	"Don't be hard on him, Captain, he's a good boy, he'll be someone one day!"

	"Dear Márta, is it true that there is always hope?"

	"No, Captain, we are always walking ahead of hope. What we see ahead of us as hope is only a false illusion, and what we leave behind is only destruction. If we don't live in the present and only look forward and backward, then we trample everything before us and get lost in the passage of time."

	"But does time even pass out here, dear Márta? In this cold, infinite darkness, don't time, direction, and forward or backward lose their meaning?"

	"Captain, you are a timeless idiot!"
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	"Captain, if you hear us, please check in! We urgently need evacuation! I repeat, we request urgent evacuation! Our supplies are exhausted, and an unknown disease is decimating the people!"



	"Captain, Brigi’s shuttle is approaching us; shall we receive them?" Can I really say no?

	"Of course we'll receive them; let the medical staff be on standby in the hangar. I’m going down too!" - I’m curious to see their worn-out faces.




	"Captain! Hic sunt leones!! Here are the lions!" - little kittens, more like.



	"Go." - that was all the wisdom I could muster.
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	"Margitka, I wonder what we’re bringing home? Are we bringing home anything at all?"

	"Captain. Your question is incorrectly phrased. It is not what you are bringing home, but whom."





	"Whew, dear Margitka, you couldn't have said 'nothing' any more concisely than that. They’ll hang me at home! I think we are bringing home naked humanity. On this ship, we shed everything that was once redundant, right down to our white bones, to find our original nature. And what we found, I’ll admit, is certainly not beautiful. I wouldn't call it animalistic, nor instinctive; rather, refined. What do you say to that, dear?"




	"Yes, that’s what I’m afraid of too. At home, we’ll have to put the layers back on if we want to rejoin society. We’ll have to put the filth back on ourselves to fit in, otherwise we’d remain outsiders forever..."



	"I don't much care what they do with me. However, I’m very afraid of these layers, and as you say, the knowledge that these are actually extra, whereas down there they think these are mandatory parts of life. I’ll be there naked in a real blizzard..."



	"So this is actually like a rebirth? Since man is born pure, is this the 'something' we are taking home now?"



	"Beautiful, beautiful, but sad."
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	"Captain, there is something here I was forbidden to show you, but I will show it anyway. A video entry addressed to you."



	"My son! If you are seeing this video, unfortunately, it means you are just as stupid as I am! I’m sorry I wasn't there for you when you needed me... I cannot fix that. Do not set out on this journey, because I did. There is nothing out there but the naked, dry void. The whole thing is just a 'cheap' PR stunt. There is nothing to bring home because they expect nothing at home. You are the most important thing—who You are, and not what others see or want to see in you. István Kovács, First Officer, SSS Space-Jalopy, 2291. With respect: Your father who played the fool."



	"What are you doing, my little Frédi?" I asked in a trembling voice.

	"Don't you see what's happening down there again, Captain? Is this what we're coming home to? The world is on fire again!"



	"There are people down there, Frédi; think of Szidike and your child!"

	"That’s exactly it, I am thinking of them! Out there, I became a human, Captain, and I can't come back to this, I can't even stand to look at it!"

	"No, Frédi, you didn't 'become' one; you were always a human—that’s what we’re bringing home now, understand?"

	"No..."
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