Everything is different this year, so is our
Christmas– and New Years greeting. With a
cover made by Arjen and a story made by
Esther. It shows that things always can get
worse, but that there is beauty in little
things. Lets go forward to a better 2021!
Arjen & Esther

The Last Christmas
‘Dorian?’
I look up and see my partner sitting against the ceiling in de right
upper corner of our little room. The artificial gravity in this part of
the enormous spaceship is so little, it takes no effort to stay there.
Typical for Dorian to sit and read in such a place, I wouldn’t think
of doing it myself.
‘Did it work?’
He throws his book and it floats towards the bed. He pushes himself against the ceiling, makes a somersault and stands with his feet
on the ground next to me. I show him what I’m hiding behind my
back; a homemade Christmas tree from junk that I saved from the
recycler. In isolation material stands a metal pipe, the branches are
made of paper and tape, the decorations made of pieces of coloured
plastic. As a special bonus, I added lights from a broken console,
still attached to the circuit board from the same device.
I place my little homemade artwork on our small table and switch it
on. Five coloured lights flash every ten seconds. Something I didn’t
really want, but the circuit board was too damaged, so this was the
only option.
'It's beautiful.’
Dorian gives me a kiss on my mouth.
‘Well done.’
‘I tried to find more lights, but the rest were all broken.’
‘Bernal, it's beautiful . Sit down, I have something for you too.’
I take a seat at the table. A bunk bed, a table with two chairs and a
cupboard is all that fits in our small room. It’s not much, but at least
we have our own place. A hundred times better than the large dormitories where we both started three years ago when we began our
journey to the planet Terra 7, our new future home. And certainly
better than our stay at the sweltering refugee camps on Earth. Moreover, it was in the dorm where I met him, when fate determined that
we shared a bunkbed; me in the upper part and a tall, blond man
with beautiful blue eyes below me: Dorian. In appearance the oppo-

site of what I am myself, with my dark skin, black curly hair and small
build. I don't like heights and Dorian was happy to switch beds. It was
the beginning of a friendship that quickly grew to be more.
‘Honey, close your eyes.’
I obediently close my eyes and hear Dorian move the chair across
from me and sit down.
‘Open them.’
First I see the man's radiant eyes in front of me, then what is on the
table next to the homemade Christmas tree. It's something I haven’t
seen for years and of which I vaguely remember the taste: a piece of
milk chocolate, six cubes.
I can smell the sweet and slightly bitter aroma of cocoa and my mouth
starts to water.
‘Where did you get these?’
‘I saved up a bit of my ration points all year, but had no idea what for,
except that I wanted to surprise you. Then I heard from Karen that
she had kept some bars of
chocolate. It's one of the
things you always mention
when we talk about what we
miss from Earth and I just
had to have it. Luckily she
wanted to sell me part of a
bar.’
While I'm generally not that
sentimental, I can feel my eyes
getting watery. I take Dorian's
hand across the table and he
squeezes it for a moment.
‘This is our last Christmas, I just wanted it to be special.’
Our last, because we will arrive at Terra 7 in about six months. A planet with eleven thirty-one day months, minus the December month.
Where days last twenty-five hours instead of the twenty-four on Earth.
A world in which we have to choose in which area we will settle and
live according to new rules in an attempt to let go of our Earthly existence as much as possible.

But not now.
Dorian breaks the chocolate into pieces and holds one in front of me. I
take a deep breath through my nose, enjoying the scent, before taking it
into my mouth. I let it rest on my tongue so it warms and melts. Sweet,
creamy and a little bit bitter. The hairs on my arm stand up and I close
my eyes and let myself be overwhelmed by the taste sensation in my
mouth. When I chew, it releases even more flavour and I wait a little
before I swallow, slowly sucking the chocolate towards my throat until
it is inevitable and I have to say goodbye to it. I look blissful at my
partner and he is clearly pleased with my pleasure.
‘Merry Christmas, Bernal.’
I take a piece of the chocolate and put it in front of his mouth.
‘Merry Christmas, Dorian.’
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