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At the Going Down of the Sun
by Eleanor Diamantstein

10 years
Dee always dropped Iain on the corner, just where the main road curved round and became the sea front promenade. It was the closest they could get to the square, avoiding the early Sunday traffic, and meant that she could turn round easily and get on with her day. He turned to her in the front seat and smiled, unbuckling his seat belt, and leaning over to kiss her cheek.
Thanks, love. Pick up at 5 still?
Under the clock. And don’t booze too much. Send my love to the boys and Jackie if you see her.  
He didn’t think he would, not today anyway, but he nodded, bracing as the November breeze hit him through the open car door, and stepping out awkwardly onto the pavement. He drew his overcoat around him, careful to cover the three medals on his blazer lapel and turned to wave her off.
Ta-ra, he heard her call, as he slammed the door, her bangled wrists sparkling at him as the car disappeared into the mist.
This would be the gang’s 10th meeting; he had realised this the previous night. None of them had really clocked the anniversary, and it took him a few rehearsals before he was sure, but whatever equation he made, counting backwards or forwards, he arrived at the same answer.
Has it really been 10 years? He’d asked Dee this, as they’d sat in front of the telly. She hadn’t heard him, but he didn’t need her to. It had been ten years since the comrades, the originals, had gathered at the memorial, and sworn to meet every year following – a promise they’d kept. Phew, he whistled, drawing his coat collar around his neck, and shaking his head. Ten years.
The walk along sea front took him past shuttered cafes and hotels in shabby Georgian houses, with weathered for sale signs stuck in companionable disarray to the facades. One, the only with green and white striped awning intact, boasted a desolate strand of bunting, which blew listlessly in the cold wind, a remnant of long-ago celebrations and all the worse for several years of coastal storms.
The beach was mostly empty. A few dog walkers, their faces shrouded in scarves, passed him on the promenade. He nodded a greeting at one of them, a man with two Irish setters pulling on their leads, but he looked through him in a way Iain had now come to expect.
 By the time Iain reached the end of the promenade, and came in sight of the turn off that led to the square, the mist had started to lift. Rounding the corner, he saw the memorial in the distance, sure enough with three figures before it, one of whom (Pete, he thought) raised his arm and whistled in his direction.
It never took them long to fall back into old ways.
Growing a tummy, Iain? 
Catching up with you, Pete.
They stood together, the four of them, shoulder to shoulder, in backslapping and elbowing amiability, until elation subsided, and talk slowed. 
Right then. Let’s get on with it, lads.
They walked together towards the plinth, falling easily into the rhythm of each other’s step; a perfect line of four at the base. Pete knelt to place the wreath and stepped back, so they stood heads bowed. And Steve, who everyone agreed had the most sonorous voice, intoned the tribute.
At the going down of the sun….
And in those two minutes of silence, kept perfectly as if by circadian rhythms, they stood sentinel over their memories: a company of young men, crowded into landers, stupefied to silence and staring watchfully at the shoreline that loomed out of the near dawn; an encampment in a glade underneath a field of stars; sand bloody everywhere; and the searing July sun on their faces.
To the pub then? What’ll it be?
It was always the King’s Arms; it had better ale, and a nice back room with a fire and a piano where the afternoon could take whatever turn they liked. Where people left them undisturbed. Where they felt at ease in their own evanescence.
And when he met Dee eventually at seven (where she waited patiently on the sea front turn, under the clock tower) after walking Steve and Lee back to the station and waving Pete off with Rose, wobbly but in high spirits, he said that it was just as good as the last year. And all the lads were the same, except Pete had got fatter, and Steve’s lost more hair. Jackie’s got a job, Lee says, now the kids are older. And Pete’s business is doing better, so he and Rose might move to Surrey after all.
Dee said that was nice, and they probably thought things were going well for him too. 
20 years
Thanks, love. Pick up at five still?
Under the clock. Tell them to go easy on the booze this year, love. They’re not as strong as you. And give Pete a big hug from me, will you?
And Dee was gone. He watched the car turn and disappear back the way they’d come.
You couldn’t drive down the seafront now. The road had been pedestrianised, so the promenade stretched all the way from bright thresholds of repainted hotels to the beach. An array of outdoor cafes had grown up in this hinterland, eateries with ornate coverings and heaters, which proved popular with residents and tourists alike. Even at this time, a couple in hiking gear sat perusing a map over coffee, next to the discarded remains of toast; nearby, a family of five (Iain guessed from the greyish pallor of the man, a worker in one of the new arms factories) were engaged in breakfast, the two youngest boys chasing a football in and out of the tables and seats. 
Each of them looked up to scrutinise Iain’s rushing silhouette. The man placed his cutlery down on the plate of beans and potatoes and signalled to the women to turn her head; the elder boy rested the football from the game of the younger lads, bringing a halt to the game, so they all paused to comprehend Iain. The smallest lifted his hand to his temple in the ghost of a sombre salute. Iain nodded recognition, but increased his pace, hurrying past the still-dressed flag poles stationed along the walkway, and the patriotic pennants that beat a march out of the sea breeze. 
At the turn off, he checked behind him. He’d left them some distance behind, he was relieved to see, the youngest of the boys marching in circles in a mock military two step, and the eldest still, watching as he disappeared around the bend.
The square around the memorial was far busier than it used to be. Most of the comrades now brought their families. Steve with Terri in tow; Lee, Jackie and their lot (five of them, imagine); Jemima, Pete’s youngest, took Rose’s former space, crouching down level with his chair so she could link arms with her dad. The town also seemed more interested in their antics these days. The council, the factories, and schools now sent deputations and wreaths; and for the past 3 years at least, the swell of citizenry had become a sizeable crowd of observants.
Their faces now appeared each year in the Daily Gazette, much to Dee’s amusement, who nudged him and said she was lucky to have such a handsome, young-looking husband. 
Look at you, next to those crumblies, she’d say each year. I bet Jacki’s jealous. She always had a thing for you; I’ll have to start coming soon and bring a stick to beat her off.
He’d wink and look down at the image of the four of them, noticing each year that, yes, the gap between his appearance and his comrades had indeed become more remarkable.
Most things stayed the same, though. They kept perfect time as they walked in line, with Pete keeping up the rhythm with the turn of his wheel and placing the wreath on the plinth with the help of Jemima. And Steve still spoke the tribute, with perhaps a touch more static in his lilting voice.
At the going down of the sun…
One change Iain had noticed was that his memories acquired more depth and luminosity with every passing year. As he bowed his head, he’d find the fetid wreak of diesel, salt water and vomit in his nostrils, or the puffs of distant shell bursts in his ears. He’d see Pete’s face, ashen and staring in the fading dawn; and Lee, crouched over, slicing open the belly of the brown skinned youth they’d found that day weak and bloodied in the field of sunflowers. The finder at eye level and his finger, moist with sweat, tensed on the trigger, ready to dispatch the line of, well, they were just boys, Dee, they weren’t even fourteen.
To the pub, then? What’s it to be?
The King’s Arms back room still provided a base for their company, although it lacked the intimacy of their original reunions. Regulars flowed too easily from the bar to the back room, buying rounds, shaking hands, and thanking them for their service. Their comradely conversation flowed now as an undertow of the main tide of chatter, which was occasionally interrupted by grand speeches, or the invitation for songs. And, Iain observed with disease,  pub regulars, men and women alike, had begun to finish his sentences. ‘It’s as if they think they were there,’ he whispered to Lee, as they leaned against the counter, but Lee didn’t seem to notice.
Iain liked it best when people had left, and they could share the old jokes and laughs again - like that chap, what-sname - you know the one I mean, Brummie, who fell in with all his kit on. 
But that year, their laughter didn’t fall in quite so easily; and the rhythms of their banter felt discordant or uneven, and left yawning silences where they sat uneasy. And then Pete, who’d had a few too many by then, leaned forward in his chair and scrutinised Iain; and then pointed with a shaking hand to the ornate mirror that hung above the fireplace, where their comradely reflections stared back at them.
‘It’s just strange, though, isn’t it. Here’s me, Lee and Steve, looking like we do, and there’s you, looking like you do; and I just can’t make sense of it.’
Iain said he couldn’t either. He stared at the mirror group, and his image, the familiar long nose and thin face, too reminiscent of a former time, like a superimposition on the group portrait; and round the edges of his silhouette, as if coming from his skin, a perceptible glow. 
Whatever strangeness settled over them in that backroom soon lifted in the warmth of their goodbyes. When, finally, he helped Jemima lift Pete out of his chair and into the car, Pete gripped his hand and said ‘This is my last year, Iain. You take over the whole wreath business, lad.’ A firm embrace, a firm pat on the arm, a nod to Jemima, and he waved them off.
He walked the long way back to Dee at the clock that year, falling silent in the car as he turned his hands up and down, checking the colour of the backs of his hands and palms against the darkness.


30 years
Don’t take the seafront road, even if it looks quicker. There’ll be a lot of traffic there this time of day, and we won’t make it for 10.
The driver listened attentively to Dee’s directions, agreeing to take the longer route through the town, avoiding the roadblocks and checkpoints on the circular road. Even so, they made slow progress through local traffic, which had already begun to amass in the narrow streets.
He’d not seen this part of town for two years, he realised, not since his strange luminescence had become commented upon. Once, he’d left the post office to find a small cluster of residents waiting on the outside steps. They’d done little but gawp and watch him pass, but he’d found it unnerving enough and he’d made a mental note to stick to home.
The changes here were remarkable. Along one section of the high street someone, or, Iain assumed, some people, had woven a display of knitted poppies through the drone nets, which hung down over the pavements like vines. And through their tendrils, which were forest-thick in some places, he glimpsed banners or child’s drawings of the circle of seven hands, symbolising the solidarity of the war effort, in every window. 
As they neared the square, the crowds of pedestrians thickened, and the traffic slowed. These days, the gatherings at the memorial could stretch all the way down to the sea front. Last year, after some panic and consultation with the citizenry, the Council Works Committee authorised the town planner to raze several buildings and flatten some minor residential roads to strike a better balance between public safety and patriotic feeling. The Engineer designed an ingenious hydraulic platform, inserted under the square, which elevated it and the memorial to up to 20 feet for special occasions, like today.
As Iain climbed the temporary steps onto the platform, he marvelled at the panorama and the crowd, which stretched in all directions; the news drones panned across the faces of the lines of people who stood, trousers rolled, in the shallow water, broadcasting their observance across four large screens positioned on each side of the square.
It was time.
Iain stepped forward to the microphone, unfolding the sheet of paper upon which he’d written what he determined would be his last speech, the expectant crowd settling into a profound stillness.
And for the first time, Iain told them the truth about war: of its seductions; of the lies and distortions of its leaders; of what it made men do to other men; how its corruption crept violence across their brightly scrubbed thresholds, and well-kept gardens; that it had taken Iain, who had murdered willingly when war had asked him to, years in his long life to know that it was never satiated; that it would come along, like it did now, to beguile with the same promises of freedom; and if he were them, he’d be truly free: take down the banners and the floral displays; cancel the street parties; walk away from the factory lines and picket the recruitment offices; and go home to their families because it was in fact really true that this was all that mattered.
Iain’s speech lasted 3 minutes and 38 seconds. He folded the paper, returned it carefully into his inner pocket and stepped back from the podium. 
The crowd remained stilled, aside from the handheld paper flags, which rattled slightly in the breeze. Their faces, still watchful, remained fixed on him, set in expressions of gentle satisfaction, as if turned towards the sun on a spring morning. And Iain saw that the entire square and its environs was, indeed, bathed in a warm, but radiant yellow light, which shone with such an intensity that observers in the front shielded their eyes with hands or, in a few and well-prepared cases, sunglasses. He looked at the news feed and saw himself, haloed in a dazzling aura of oranges and yellows, standing at the podium like a King of Light, dispensing rays in all directions.
Then, beginning at the front of the crowd, a low hum, growing in volume to become a mournful wail, which reverberated across the square and out towards the sea.
 Everyone was crying.
‘That poor man,’ moaned a woman nearby, who had hidden her face in the sleeve of her jacket.
Iain stepped back onto podium. There was a mistake, he wanted to say, they’d misunderstood; it wasn’t him that they should feel sorry for. But as he did, a small missile collided with the back of his head and he looked down to see a large, gold commemorative coin, which had landed by his feet and was still spinning. Another followed, and another, pooling a treasure trove around him in the space of a few seconds. 
People were throwing money at him. At first just the coins, which were painful enough, but then they seemed to lose their senses. Items of jewellery, footwear; a large and unfortunately well deployed smartphone hit him in the nose. He backed away, his face turned to the ground and shielded by his right arm, but he couldn’t move his right leg, and a sudden, excruciating stabbing sensation took the breath out of him.
He looked down to find a child, a boy no older than 8 or 9 years old, mouth clamped to his thigh and teeth sunk so deeply that they scraped the bone. The child stared up at him with doe-like brown eyes, thin strands of blood leaking out of the corner of his mouth.
Then, before Iain could scream for Dee, or shake the child off, the bones in his shoulders and arms began to crack.
31 years
‘It’s a fascinating and never before seen instance of parasocial parasitic symbiosis.’
The Military Doctor looked at him from across the desk, triumphant. 
‘It’s taken four of us a few months to come to this conclusion, but I’m delighted to say that it’s the only hypothesis that explains the range and nature of the symptoms you have, as well the somewhat surprising behaviour of others around you.’
Iain didn’t feel he looked as reassured as the Doctor wanted. He leaned over and cradled his still-plastered arms, looking out the window down to the healing garden, where a parade of nurses attended to rows of bandaged men and women.
‘What causes it?’
 ‘My colleagues had taken rather a traditional view that your body is working through repressed trauma in the context of the war emergency. So, in that hypothesis, you were doing this to yourself.’ The doctor chuckled at the absurdity. ‘But we corrected this theory when we reviewed your microbiome and found this.’
He turned his monitor screen to show Iain a grainy recording of a group of worm-like creatures, wriggling excitedly in a Petrie dish. B. Memorialis was tagged at the bottom of the screen.
‘These are microbes, ordinary bacteria in all appearances, but they are interacting with your parasympathetic nervous system in ways we’ve never seen before; not at least until your unique case brought them to light, so to speak.’ The Doctor coughed nervously at the pun.
‘Your glow is a bacterial bioluminescence; in some ways, it’s the same chemical reaction that we see, for instance, in deep sea creatures. In these cases, the bacteria serve a symbiotic function, they attract a mate or prey to keep their hosts alive. In yours, our hypothesis is that the bacteria are feeding off your memories and signalling their usefulness to others; although this is of course having some rather unfortunate side effects.’
A knock at the door. The Doctor rose apologetically and spoke in hushed and somewhat terse tones to the unexpected guests. Iain heard ‘make it quick then’ before a woman, dressed smartly in a uniformed belted trench coat, followed by a despondent looking boy in school uniform were ushered into the room. 
‘Toby has something to give you, don’t you lad,’ said the Doctor, gently. The embarrassed looking Toby, who Iain recognised now as the child who’d been gnawing at his leg, stepped forward to the chair and, eyes downcast, held out a small banner with WE ARE VERY SORRY written in large red letters, underneath the Town shield. 
‘We are very sorry,’ said Toby. ‘We hope you get better.’ The boy paused, unsure of what to do next, and, quickly, without looking up, placed the banner on Iain’s knee, where it balanced against his shoulder and cast. The woman took an image of them on a holo-camera.
***
‘Can’t they give you any treatment?’ Dee had listened to Iain’s account patiently until the part where the Doctor had politely advised he go home and rest up and ushered him out of the door with promises that that they would be in touch with any scientific developments.
Iain said apparently not, although the esteemed physician had hinted that Iain’s macrobiotic proclivities, and his glow, might be worsened by proximity to people who needed what Iain stored in a war emergency.
‘He said we might think about going away on a long holiday; somewhere remote, in the countryside, until they figured it all out.’
Dee looked sceptical, but they agreed they would stay with Dee’s maternal cousin, who had a cottage in the Scottish Highlands, miles from curious onlookers. “It’s a good idea,” reassured Dee, “you’ll get a chance to rest. I can look after you.”
He squeezed her hand, in deep gratitude that this woman, with her enduring strength despite her increasing fragility, had decided out of all the people in this world to stick with him in life.
35 years
As it was, the first year of their seclusion followed through on the medical hypothesis: away from towns, cities, and media, Iain’s luminescence stabilised, and his body felt less vulnerable to changing winds of sentiment in the ups and downs of the conflict.
 For the first few years, in fact, as war in Europe settled into stalemate, both Dee and Iain lived their lives under calm skies. The cottage that Dee’s cousin lent them had a kitchen garden with a sturdy wall that protected it against the prevailing cold winds from the north; they grew runner beans, squash, and turnips, with varying degrees of success. 
In summer evenings, they sat outside on the small porch, looking out over the sun dappled valley and the glimpse of the sea in the distance, watching as the setting sun touched the gorse and heather with oranges and pinks; and counting out the stars as they appeared in the twilight.
In the June of their third year, a delivery drone hummed over from the east, dropping a package in the garden from Steve’s eldest grandchild. A young Steve grinned out from the cover of an In Memoriam pamphlet, regimental badge stuck in his beret, just as Iain remembered him. Dee suggested they plant a tribute to his comrades, now they were all gone, and they decided on a trio of rowan trees, which Iain planted in a row on the south facing wall; Dee watching with shrieks of amusement as he struggled with pots and positioning.
Their isolation did not last. Each year, the war encroached little by little. One evening, as they sat outside on their deck chairs, they saw drone swarms in electromagnetic combat above the Irish sea, flashing purple and white like lightning storms in the distance, flecking the sky with flickering auroras of green and purple. Soon after, the first aerial combat landers departed from the northernmost training bases, flying low over the valley to south and the bloodlands of Estonia.
40 years
The start of the Great Assault marked a new chapter of Iain’s condition. On the morning of Tuesday, 21 August 2058, the writing first appeared on Iain’s arms and chest; fragments of words or phrases written in red welts, sometimes disappearing with a strange shimmer, sometimes blistering or festering with pus and blood, inscribing an ever-changing lexicon onto Iain’s skin. 
Dee tended him as best she could with chamomile infused water and a warm cloth; sometimes, as she did, she’d read aloud phrases, sentences, or passages where sense could be found. Most of it was snatches of poetry; big words, such as Glory, as if the bacteria had somehow dredged memories from the landscape. Once, she thought she discovered the letter of a Scottish soldier, writing home to his mother from the Peninsular War, asking for prayers and another set of blankets. ‘And it’s for his goat, Iain – he’s getting the blankets for the regimental goat! How funny.’
But around the margins of this writing unravelled chorei of obscenities; doleful and futile pleas for mercy, for mothers, for help; plaintive prayers and regrets for lost chances. Iain privately wondered, for to tell Dee would be too upsetting, whether his body (or the bacteria) had absorbed fragments of consciousness of despairing souls, regurgitating final moments eked out on battlefields throughout time.
With every passing day, the cuts drove razor deep and raw, so that his body became a criss-cross lattice of red signifiers. When words LET US DO OR DIE appeared capitalised across his back, Dee stitched the wounds, and they held each other in the pale blue half-light of the dawn.
Dee died the following April, just as the celandine bloomed in the hedgerows. It had been a short but painful death, and even in her last struggles she tried to support him as best she could. Stop hiding now, Iain, she’d said one of her last mornings, as she sat bolstered by pillows, looking out over the garden and to the open skies beyond. There’s a battle on you you’ll never escape; go take your fight to them.
The day he said goodbye to Dee’s body at the funeral director’s home, Iain packed two small suitcases and left the cottage keys with the taciturn grocery shop owner in the village. At Edinburgh, he boarded the sleeper train for London, and journeyed wakefully, gazing out of the window into the darkness at new and unimagined geographies: gargantuan concrete armament depots, pouring out black smoke along the Northumberland coast; data-centre defence stations with searchlights that sent spectral beams out across the North Sea; towns and villages, with preternaturally empty streets, and every window barricaded by steel shutters. 
50 years
Iain first appeared on the concourse outside the new Parliamentary Court buildings in Westminster, London, on a crisp, bright February morning. He carried with him several hand painted banners, one with the grainy images of B. Memorialis and warnings These Could be in YOUR water, written in blue; and set up a fold out camping chair and table, on which he stacked printed flyers explaining who he was and why he sat there, and a thermos flask of coffee.
After an initial, and nearly disastrous, experience where his luminosity created conditions close to riot amongst the population, he wrapped himself up against the cold and the power of his glow, with layers of thermals, scarves and balaclava, over which he placed large blackout goggles that did something to shield him and others from his emittances.
In this way, he conversed with media influencers, curious tourists, and whatever onlooker he found who would pause for a few minutes to listen to his account of his war experiences and the resonances of what he saw in the current moment. Media feeds ran regular drone footage of the doings of the ‘Glowing Soldier’, as people had begun to call him; he was visited by a succession of historians and cultural officials. One museum director, with eyes in a perpetual squint and a drab suit, arrived with an array of holo-record equipment, where, the man promised, his war stories could be preserved for posterity.
During these encounters, Iain observed several features about the habits and proclivities of citizenry: their ever-increasing appetite for technological enhancements, their tendency to uniformity in clothes and opinions, and the strength and changeability of their collective feelings.
 One month, when casualty numbers were particularly high, and cyberattacks created days of blackout and collective inconvenience, Iain became celebrated as an anti-war beacon and exemplar of steady morals. An interview with a popular talk show host, with Iain sat on his camping chair, was broadcast live across all media channels; he’d return to his station each morning to find the ground strewn with delicate white paper poppies, and an ever-increasing number of tents. 
A man in a blue business suit, interviewed as a passer-by, even said Iain should be Prime Minister, because he’d be able to talk sense into world leaders and bring peace to Europe once again, after with the hashtag #TalkSense enjoyed some transient popularity.
These periods never lasted. Iain could sometimes pinpoint the moment when something in their faces would dim, and that they’d return to seeking the warmth that his body offered. Reasoned arguments over the necessity of war and death turned into abstractions and catchphrases. And however much Iain shared in detail what he’d learned about war and the memory of it, people wrote bigger words onto his account, like Sacrifice – words that Iain had never used in the first place. Politicians returned to delivering speeches on specially built podiums, referencing the shrouded figure who sat quietly in his soft radiance, letting loose occasional stray shafts of light from the gaps in his clothing.
In the sweltering summer of the fifth year of Iain’s dedicated observance on the parliamentary concourse, he engaged a new tactic. Standing on the top of the steps of the Parliamentary Courts, which looked out across the environs of Westminster and up Whitehall to the gold-plated Cenotaph, he began remove his clothes; slowly, deliberately, not without a sense of embarrassment, but with patient and stoic resolve.
He stood there, eyes closed, bracing himself against the pain, as stories, meanings, and memories branded themselves with molten ferocity onto his skin. And there, standing in his nakedness, Iain exposed every compromise, every obscenity, every intolerance and obedience that burned contradiction into war’s grander truths. 
There was furore. Politicians, Generals and war pundits alike denounced Iain as an enemy saboteur, but there was never appetite enough for the threatened trial and incarceration to materialise. They were all too wary of this peaceful, solitary figure, who from thenceforward appeared at every ritual and gathering, a ghost, naked and luminous, at their glorious banquets.
100 years
The man with the soft voice and the suitcase came one late afternoon, emerging from the hover copter, and floating noiselessly across the old, gravelled drive to the healing garden outside the hospital building. He sat with Iain for some time, holding his hand gently; his watery, translucent eyes observing every timbre of movement as Iain recounted the memories of his life. 
And Iain shared how he couldn’t make sense of the world and its myriads of new weapons; tools of death so small they manifested from particles of air, like we all lived now in a barrel of a gun; and without Dee he couldn’t find the strength to share the things that he knew. People wanted some of his memories not others.
The man with the soft voice nodded and together they watched the sun descend over the hospital gardens, and the attendants busying themselves with moving residents indoors and preparing for the night.
“I understand, Iain,” said the man. “I could help you, if you wanted me to.” He pressed down the handle of the suitcase, at which a mechanism hissed open, releasing a set of vials, each containing a bright, purple-coloured liquid.
“These can give you forgetting. After this would be no bacteria, no writing on your skin; but there would be no luminescence either.”
“What would there be?” Iain sensed he was coming to an ending.
The man looked thoughtful.
“Peace, perhaps.”
“And what happens to the bacteria? Do they die?”
A bee-drone had settled on the Iain’s sleeve and was moving in a figure of eight.  The man lowered his hand, and it crawled onto the offered fingers, its proboscis sourcing particles of sweat as the man watched with concentrated fascination.
“I suspect that they would exist for some time after they left you. Even, perhaps, try to find other homes.”
The bee-drone, satisfied, launched itself in the direction of the clumps of pickerelweed on the shores of the artificial lake.
“Would that change anything?” Iain searched the Man’s face, but it remained inscrutable.
“It may, it may not. Equally possible, and hard to say,” was the man’s only reply. 
***
Once Iain made the decision, everything felt easier. The purple liquid tasted not-too-bitter, if not quite sweet; and before long a warmth was spreading out from Iain’s stomach and he felt a great sense of comfort, like lying down after a very long walk. 
The man stayed with Iain, holding his hand as his eyes closed, his breathing slowed, and the luminescence dimmed with the gathering dusk. The last rays of the sun touched the waters of the artificial lake, scattering shards of light, before it dipped fully behind the lower range of hills to the west.
As the final dark of evening descended, at approximately 21:06, Iain’s iridescence intensified, and at its most powerful, and most vivid, it effervesced into cascades of glowing particles; hundreds of thousands of flaming atoms which hung above him for a moment, before dispersing gradually in all directions in the evening breeze. The man watched them as they went silently on their way before laying Iain’s hand on his chest, covering him with a blanket, and, picking up the suitcase, returned to the hover copter.
The man’s government department tracked the glow cloud on its machines. By 2248 it had reached as far west as County Fermanagh, and as far east as Lowestoft. The observatory at Culloden outside Inverness returned data relating to air particles diffusion soon after. The first population-level impacts were reported within two hours. At 00:14 An estimated 107 million people, in villages and towns, from housing estate and terraced homes, wandered out into the darkness of gardens, roads, avenues, or motorways and turned their faces to the starlit sky. Then, in unison, as if perfectly conducted, they opened their mouths and began to scream. 
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