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A Note On Precision Without Accuracy

    by HH_Arrow

      Summary

      Ilya and Shane settle whose name goes first with a one-on-one scrimmage. Shane wins. Ilya finds, to his own surprise, that he doesn't mind at all — and that turns out to be the easier question. The harder one is the middle name he's carried his whole life: Grigoryevich. Son of Grigori. He doesn't want to be Grigori's son anymore. He wants to be his mother's.



      Notes

        I have read a couple fics where Ilya stops using his patronymic entirely. I present to you the alternative: Ilya starts using a matronymic.

Content Warnings (Not that bad this time!!!)
-References to a controlling/emotionally abusive father (deceased)
-Brief references to childhood emotional abuse
-Estranged sibling relationship
-Parental death (mentioned, not depicted)


        
          See the end of the work for more notes
        



  






    






A Note On Precision Without Accuracy

    
      The practice runs until four on Thursdays. By four-fifteen the Zamboni has come through, and by four-thirty the building is mostly empty—trainers heading out, the last of the equipment staff loading bags into the corridor. Ilya knows this because he has been here long enough now to know the rhythms of the place, which is its own strange thing to know about yourself. That you have memorized the way a building empties.
He catches Wiebe on the way out. "Leave the side door open," he says. "We need one hour."
Wiebe looks at him, then at Shane, then back at Ilya with the expression of a man who has learned that asking questions about these two is rarely worth the answer he gets. "I'll tell security," he says.
"Thank you."
"You're going to lose," Shane says, from behind him.
"You haven't even laced up yet."
"I'm manifesting."
"This is not how manifesting works."
"Bold of you to tell me how manifesting works when you're about to lose." Shane drops onto the bench and starts pulling on his skates with the focused energy of someone who has been thinking about this for three days. He has been like this since Ilya proposed the game—dropping it into conversation at inconvenient moments, texting Ilya during road trips with increasingly elaborate predictions, sending at one point a voice memo that was just Shane saying Hollander-Rozanov in the cadence of a Stanley Cup announcement.
Ilya had saved the voice memo. He will not be admitting this.
"You are going to lose," Ilya says, "and it is going to be Rozanov-Hollander. I want you to think about that while you are tying your skate."
"I'm thinking about it," Shane says. "I'm thinking about how wrong it is." He finishes lacing, stands, picks up his stick. "Ready?"
"I have been ready. You are the one who needed ten minutes to put on one skate."
"I was taking my time. Building anticipation."
"You were doing up the wrong eyelet and had to start over."
Shane opens his mouth. Closes it. Points at Ilya once with his stick, apparently deciding this is sufficient response, and steps onto the ice.
Ilya skates a slow loop while Shane does a few strides to warm up. The arena is empty except for the two of them and the particular silence of a building that has recently held seventeen thousand people and now holds none. The overhead lights are at half, the way they go when the arena is in maintenance mode—enough to see by, not enough to perform under. Ilya likes it. It makes the ice feel like something private.
He was four years old the first time he felt it.
His mother had figure skates. White ones, with blades that were too long and curved at the toe in a way that was different from hockey skates. They sat at the bottom of the coat closet and Ilya had looked at them for years—looked at them the way you look at objects that belong specifically to someone, that carry the shape of a person's use. The leather was worn soft at the ankle. She had tied and untied those laces thousands of times.
She took them out in January, the winter Ilya was four. He remembered the sound of them coming out of the closet—the scrape of them across the floor, his mother sitting on the bench by the door pulling on thick socks.
"Ilyusha," she said. "Come."
She had rented skates for him from the rink. White ones, too small, with the blades dull in the way that rental skates were always dull. Alexei was already there—nine years old and already on hockey skates, already knowing what he was doing. He skated in circles while their mother laced Ilya's skates for him, her fingers moving quickly through the eyelets, pulling just tight enough.
"Like this," she said, and showed him the bow.
"I know how a bow works," Ilya said.
"You know how a bow works with shoes. Skate laces are different. They have to be even." She tugged the left lace slightly. "See? This side was tighter. You need them the same."
"Why?"
"Because your feet need to feel the same. If one is tighter, you will skate differently on each side and you won't know why."
He had not thought about his feet feeling things. He had thought feet were just feet.
Alexei came to a stop in front of them, spraying a small arc of ice. "Come on," he said to Ilya. "I'll show you."
And he had. Alexei's hand under Ilya's arm, patient in a way that Alexei was not always patient, showing him how to fall without getting hurt—"bend your knees, fall to the side, not forward"—and how to get up again. Their mother skated around them in slow circles, watching, occasionally calling encouragement. On figure skates she moved differently than she moved on land. On land she was careful, contained, always aware of the space she was taking up. On the ice she was something else. She turned backwards and crossed her feet and moved in ways that seemed to defy the logic of what ice should allow. Ilya watched her and forgot to be afraid of falling.
"She used to compete," Alexei told him later, in the locker room while they unlaced. "Before she met Papa."
"Compete where?"
"At the rink. Against other people. For scores." Alexei shrugged, the way nine-year-olds shrug when they are conveying information they don't fully understand the significance of. "She won things. There are trophies somewhere. In a box."
Ilya thought about this. His mother, younger, on the ice, winning things. He could not fit the two versions together—the woman who moved through their house quietly, carefully, and the woman who had been fast enough and certain enough to win.
He asked her about it once, years later, before she died.
"Did you like it?" he asked. "The skating."
She had smiled at him. A real smile, one of the ones that made it all the way up. "I loved it," she said. "When I was on the ice I didn't have to think about anything else. Just where I was going."
Just where I was going.
"Ready?" Shane calls from across the ice.
Ilya skates toward center. Shane is waiting there, stick in hand, puck already down, that focused look on his face. He has added something to it—a slight smile, competitive, the one that means he is having fun and means he intends to win and sees no contradiction between these two things. This is one of the things Ilya knows about Shane that the public version of Shane does not often show: he is genuinely, unselfconsciously delighted by competition. He doesn't perform it. He feels it.
Ilya has been watching Shane play hockey for over a decade now. He is still finding new things to notice.
"Rules," Ilya says.
"First to five. Regulation size net, no goalie. One puck. Out of bounds is the boards." Shane pauses. "Boarding yourself does not count as a penalty."
"When have I ever—"
"The last time we did this. March. You used the boards to stay upright and then acted like it was deliberate."
"It was deliberate."
"You were falling."
"I was redirecting."
Shane stares at him with the patience of a man who has had this argument before and knows where it goes. "Whoever wins," he says, moving on, "their name goes first."
"Hollander-Rozanov," Shane says, in the tone of a man stating a fact.
"Rozanov-Hollander," Ilya says, in the tone of a man correcting one.
"We'll see."
"Yes," Ilya says. "We will."
Shane pushes the puck to the center dot. "Stop talking. Let's go."
They face off.
Shane wins the first two points in quick succession, which Ilya expects. Shane plays with an urgency at the start of a competition that is hard to match until you find his rhythm—he comes out fast and direct, not wasting movement, reading the angle before Ilya has fully committed to it. Ilya has played against him enough to know this. He lets it happen. He is learning the ice, the particular way the post-Zamboni surface gives, the slight drag in the left corner where the flooding always runs a little thick. There is something in this that still catches him—the small ways Shane's home ice is different from any other rink, the things Shane knows about it that have accumulated since he was five years old. Ilya signed to Ottawa because he wanted to be here. He wanted this. Finding it in practice, in the resistance of the ice under his edges, feels like something he is happy to keep discovering.
Shane scores his second goal and raises his stick briefly. "Two-nothing," he says. "Hollander-Rozanov is looking very likely."
"It is zero percent likely."
"I'm ahead by two goals."
"You are ahead. You are not yet winning." Ilya resets at center. "There is a difference."
"That is not how math works."
"You pay someone to do your taxes. I do not think you should be explaining math to me."
Shane's eyes narrow. Not offended—amused, which is worse, because amused Shane is a Shane who is enjoying himself too much to be rattled. "I pay someone because I have better things to do with my time."
"Such as losing to me."
"Such as—" Shane stops. Points at him. "We're playing. Stop talking."
Ilya wins the next point with a move he has used exactly three times in his career and that he is fairly certain Shane has seen tape of, which means Shane knows it is coming and still cannot stop it—a feint to the left that does nothing except make Shane's weight shift, and by the time Shane has corrected Ilya is already on the other side. The puck goes in off the post.
"Lucky," Shane says.
"Skill," Ilya says.
"You've done that exact move like three times before, ever! I've watched the tape."
"Three times in game. Billion times in practice."
Shane's eyes narrow in a different way now—the shift from confident to determined. When Shane gets determined he makes decisions faster and with less hesitation. He stops hedging. He plays what he sees. Ilya has spent seventeen years on the other side of this and he loves it now in a way that he could not have named then—the particular quality of Shane's attention when he has decided something matters.
They play to two-one. Then two-two. Then three-two Shane, off a shot that Ilya gets a stick on and cannot redirect in time. Shane pumps his fist once, very slightly.
"Hollander-Rozanov," he says, in the tone of a man laying groundwork.
"You are ahead by one point," Ilya says. "You are not ahead by enough to be saying that."
"Ahead is ahead."
Ilya does not respond to this because responding to it is what Shane wants. He focuses instead on Shane's shoulder—the slight tell before he changes direction, a thing Ilya noticed in the second period of the first Ottawa-Montreal game they played after Ilya signed and has been cataloguing ever since. Shane does not know Ilya knows this. He is not going to tell him. This is information he intends to keep.
They tie it three-three. Ilya watches Shane recalibrates—the micro-expression of a man reassessing, committing harder—and feels a warmth for him that is completely inappropriate for a competition this important.
They are both breathing hard by this point, the empty arena holding the sound of their skates and their breath and the crack of the puck against the boards. There is something about playing like this, without an audience, without meaning, that Ilya has always found clarifying. On game ice everything is watched and weighted. Here there is just the ice telling him what he's doing.
"Three-three," Shane says, catching his breath. He is flushed, the way he gets when he is working hard, and he is smiling in a way that he does not always let himself smile—wide, unselfconscious, like the seven-year-old in the photograph his father showed Ilya once, stick in hand, completely unguarded.
Ilya looks at him and feels something that he does not have a word for in either of his languages.
He looks away before Shane can see him looking.
"Are you tired?" Shane asks. "You can take a break. I'll wait."
"I am not tired."
"You were staring into space."
"I was strategizing."
"You were catching feelings."
Ilya turns to look at him. Shane is trying very hard not to look pleased with himself and failing entirely. "I am going to win this game," Ilya says, "and Rozanov-Hollander is going to be on the back of your jersey, and every time you see it you are going to remember this conversation."
"Bold prediction from a man who just had to take a feelings break."
"It was not a feelings—" Ilya stops. Breathes. "Let's play."
They play on. Ilya scores to make it four-three. Shane ties it four-four with a shot that Ilya reads correctly and still cannot stop, because reading a play and having the reach to stop it are different things. Ilya watches the puck go in and thinks: this is the thing about playing Shane. There is always something new to learn. He has been learning it for years and he is not done.
"Four-four," Ilya says.
"Next point wins," Shane says. He is not smiling now. He has gone somewhere focused and still, the way he does at the end of tight games. Ilya knows this mode well. From the other side of the ice, from the other bench, from years of watching Shane Hollander decide that he was going to win something.
From the bed, in the mornings, watching him sleep.
They face off for the last point.
What happens is this: Ilya wins the puck, which he expected. What he did not expect is that Shane anticipated where he would go with it, which means when Ilya cuts to the right Shane is already there—not crowding him, just present, the way good defenders are present, limiting the options without forcing the play. Ilya tries to go backhand and Shane is there too. He tries to hold possession and Shane's stick comes in clean and takes the puck without touching him, which is the thing that is most infuriating about Shane's defensive play, that it is almost never dirty, that it gives Ilya nothing to be angry at.
And then Shane is moving toward the net and Ilya is moving to stop him and it is close—genuinely close, Ilya's stick nearly getting there, his reach nearly enough—and then the puck is in the net and Shane's hands go up and the arena holds the echo of it.
Shane stands in front of the net for a moment, chest heaving. Then he looks across the ice at Ilya with an expression that is equal parts triumph and something more complicated than triumph, and he turns to gloat: "Hollander-Rozanov."
Ilya skates toward him. His lungs are burning and his edges are slightly shot from the last hour and he is, he realizes, completely happy. "Wrong," he says. "I won. You are my husband."
Shane stares at him. Then he laughs—the real one, the loud one that bounces off the empty boards and comes back at them from three directions. "That is not how it works. We agreed—"
"We agreed the winner's name goes first. You won the game." Ilya gestures at the net. "Hollander-Rozanov. I am satisfied with this outcome."
"You—" Shane points at him. "You proposed this game. You cannot just decide the rules mean something different because you lost."
"I did not lose. I won a husband."
"Ilya."
"This is a better prize than name order."
Shane looks at him for a long moment. Something is moving through his face—the laughter, the residual competitiveness, something underneath both of those that is slower and warmer and entirely Shane. "You're serious," he says.
"Yes."
"You genuinely don't mind."
"No." Ilya stops in front of him. "I genuinely don't mind."
Shane reaches over and grabs the back of his neck the way he does sometimes—not pulling him in, just holding, warm and certain. "Hollander-Rozanov," he says, quietly this time.
"Yes," Ilya says. And then, because it is the last time it will be true: "Good game, Hollander."
Shane's smile does something complicated. He knocks their helmets together, gentle. "Good game, Rozanov."
They stand there for a moment on the empty ice, foreheads almost touching, breath fogging in the cold air of the arena.

He had thought he would mind
That had been the honest expectation—that there would be something in him that resisted it, that needed to argue for Rozanov-Hollander on some principle that was not entirely about the name itself. He had thought it would feel like losing something. He had proposed the game specifically so that the outcome would be decided by something other than negotiation, by something clean, because negotiating it with Shane would have meant one of them deferring, and he had not wanted to defer and had not wanted Shane to defer either. He had wanted it settled.
It is settled. And it does not feel like a loss.
He turns this over in the car on the way home, Shane driving and talking about a play from the third period of practice that he wants to run differently. When they pull into the driveway Anya appears immediately in the front window, already barking, her whole body communicating that they have been gone an unreasonable amount of time and she has several things to say about it. She continues saying them through the door. She says them in the entryway. She follows them into the kitchen still saying them, circling Ilya twice and then Shane twice as if conducting an audit.
"She was fine," Shane tells her. "We were at practice."
Anya does not accept this explanation. She has more to say.
"She is telling us about her day," Ilya says.
"Her day was the same as every day."
"She feels differently about this."
Shane crouches down and lets Anya tell him directly, which she does at length and with physical emphasis, her front paws briefly on his knees. He listens with the patience of a man who has accepted that this is part of coming home now and has, Ilya suspects, come to find it genuinely comforting. Ilya has. There is something about being greeted by a creature who has no interest in performing indifference, who simply and loudly communicates that you were missed, and she is glad you are back, that he did not know he needed until Anya.
He fills her water bowl. She abandons her report to Shane mid-sentence to check on this development, decides it meets her standards, drinks, and then resumes following Ilya around the kitchen as he gets a glass of water and leans against the counter and thinks.
Hollander-Rozanov.
His name, preceded by Shane's. His name at the end, like something arrived at. Like the conclusion of a sentence that begins somewhere else.
Rozanov. He thinks about what Rozanov means, what it is. It is his father's name, which is the obvious answer and not the interesting one. It is his father's father's father's name. It is a name that was given to him without his knowledge or consent, the way all names are given, and which carries a history. A lineage. Rozanov is not a patronymic; it is a surname. But it is his father's, and his grandfather's, and the line runs back through men he does not know and did not choose.
He does not know what he thinks about Rozanov.
What he knows is that there is another part of his name that he has not thought about in the same way. Ilya Grigoryevich Rozanov. The middle name that is not a middle name in the Western sense, that is not personal but relational, that answers a question.
Whose son are you?
He hears it in his father's voice. He has always heard it in his father's voice.
Grigoryevich. Son of Grigori.
He does not bring it up with Shane that night. Shane makes pasta—he is trying a new sauce that requires more steps than he anticipated, and Ilya sits on the counter and passes him things and occasionally offers observations that Shane receives with the tolerance of a man who knows the observations are correct and wishes they weren't. Anya stations herself directly under the most active part of the cooking operation and waits with absolute conviction that something will fall. Something always falls eventually. This is her philosophy and it has served her well.
"You could help instead of narrating," Shane says.
"I am helping. I handed you the garlic."
"That was four minutes ago."
"I also opened the wine."
"You poured yourself a glass and left the bottle on the other side of the kitchen."
Ilya gets up and pours Shane a glass. Shane accepts it without looking up from the stove, takes a sip, sets it down. Something in the sauce is not doing what he wanted it to do. He adjusts. Tastes it again. Adjusts again. Anya looks up at him hopefully during this process, as though the tasting spoon might come her way. It does not.
"Better?" Ilya asks.
"Getting there." Shane frowns at the pot in a way that is endearing and that Ilya will not be saying out loud. "Can you chop those tomatoes?"
"Yes."
He chops the tomatoes. Anya immediately repositions to monitor him instead. One small piece escapes the cutting board. She has it before it reaches the floor. She looks up at Ilya with an expression that communicates both satisfaction and the suggestion that this could happen more frequently.
"You are not helping," Ilya tells her.
She wags once, acknowledging the comment without agreeing with it.
The sauce gets there eventually. They eat at the kitchen table, Anya circling them twice before settling with a sigh that suggests she has accepted the situation under protest, her chin finding Ilya's foot. Shane talks about the play he wants to run differently, and Ilya listens and contributes and underneath the conversation turns something over in his mind.
"You have a thinking face," Shane says.
"I always have a face."
"You have a specific thinking face. Different from your resting face. Your resting face is judgment. Your thinking face is somewhere else."
"I am here."
"Part of you is here." Shane points his fork at him. "The rest of you is in a different room."
Ilya considers this. "I am thinking about my name," he says.
Shane sets down his fork. He does this when something shifts from casual to important—the physical stillness that is Shane clearing space. "Which part?"
"The middle part."
Shane nods, slow. He does not say anything else, which is the correct response—he asks the opening question and then waits, and the waiting is not impatience, it is room.
"Not tonight," Ilya says. "I need to think more first."
"Okay." Shane picks up his fork again. "When you're ready."
Under the table, Anya shifts. She puts her chin more firmly on Ilya's foot, as if applying gentle pressure, and he does not know if she is doing it for his benefit or hers. He suspects both.
In bed, later, Shane falls asleep quickly, the way he does after hard practice days—not gradually but completely, between one breath and the next. Anya has claimed the foot of the bed with the authority of a dog who has decided this is hers and is prepared to defend it if necessary. Ilya lies in the remaining space and thinks.
Whose son are you?
The answer is Grigori. The answer has always been Grigori. His father is dead and the answer is still Grigori, will always be Grigori, because the patronymic is not the kind of thing that changes on its own. It does not grow. It does not update. It is fixed to the moment of birth and to the name of the man who was his father, and it does not know or care what that man was or what he did or what Ilya has spent thirty odd years surviving.
Grigoryevich. Son of Grigori Nikolaevich, who set traps. Son of Grigori Nikolaevich, who had relaxed hands that were the most dangerous version of them. Son of Grigori Nikolaevich, who said I love you twice in his life that Ilya witnessed—once when the disease had already taken most of him, so it barely counted, and once when he meant it to mean you belong to me.
That is what Grigoryevich means. Not I made you, but I own you. Not a name that says this is where you came from but one that says this is who you answer to. Ilya Grigoryevich—Ilya, of Grigori, Grigori's thing, Grigori's investment, Grigori's son in the way that a house is a man's house or a car is a man's car. Property that reflects on its owner. Property that can embarrass. Property that must be maintained and controlled and, when necessary, corrected.

His father is dead. The name is not.
Ilya does not want to be Grigoryevich anymore.
But he is not sure what the alternative is. No patronymic at all—a blank where the middle name would be, a refusal to answer the question. He has thought about this. He has thought about what it would mean to stand in front of the question whose son are you and say nothing, to let the silence be the answer. There is something appealing in it and something that feels, underneath the appeal, like a different kind of loss. Not Grigori's son. Not anyone's son. It is one thing to refuse the answer. It is another thing to have no answer. To be—



He does not want to be no one's son.
He stares at the ceiling. Shane's arm is thrown over his chest without ceremony, the weight of it familiar and specific and Shane's. From the foot of the bed, Anya makes a small sound in her sleep—some dream, some pursuit—and then settles again. Ilya looks at the arm across his chest and thinks about Hollander-Rozanov. About his name at the end of Shane's name, the two of them joined. About the way it settled into him on the ice tonight without resistance, without grief.
He thinks about his mother.
She taught him to skate in January. By February he could make it across the ice without falling, which she celebrated with the kind of specific pride that is different from general encouragement—she pointed at what he had actually done, not just at the fact of doing. "You're bending your knees now," she said. "You weren't doing that last week. That's why it's easier."
He had not known he wasn't bending his knees last week. He had thought he was doing what she was doing.
"Watching and doing are different," she said, not unkindly. "You have to feel it before you can do it."
By March he could skate backward. Not well—lurching and uncertain, always on the edge of going down—but backward, which felt like something impossible made ordinary. Alexei taught him this part. He was patient about it in a way that surprised Ilya, taking time he did not have to take, circling back every time Ilya got it wrong and showing him again without frustration. "Like this," Alexei said. "Not like you're running. Different muscles." He put his hands on Ilya's hips to show him the motion, which was embarrassing, but it worked, and after that Ilya could feel the right muscles and use them.
This is what he remembers. The three of them on the ice, his mother in her white figure skates moving in ways that seemed to belong to a different physics, Alexei nine years old and patient, Ilya four and lurching backward and then less lurching and then something close to easy.
He remembers it as warm. It is one of the warm memories, which are not as many as the other kind. He does not let himself have them very often because they hurt in a specific way that the hard memories do not—they hurt because they show him what was possible, what existed, what was taken.
Alexei at nine. Before Grigori got all the way into him. Before the cruelty set in so thoroughly that Ilya had to start watching Alexei's hands too.
He wonders sometimes where that Alexei went. Whether he is still somewhere inside the man Alexei became, like a room in a house that was closed off and not demolished. He does not know. He will probably never know. He and Alexei do not speak. They have not spoken since the funeral, when Alexei looked at him across their father's grave with an expression that said: you're on your own now.
He is on his own. He is also, now, Shane's husband, which is a different kind of not being on his own.
He looks at the arm across his chest. Shane's arm, relaxed and heavy in sleep, the kind of weight that is not a burden.
He thinks about his mother's name.
Irina Petrovna Rozanova. He knows it the way he knows all the formal information of his life—passport details, immigration documents, the papers that brought him here at seventeen with two bags and enough English to order food and ask directions. Her full name is somewhere in those records, has been for fifteen years, a line on a form that the Canadian government required and got and filed away. He has never thought about it as a resource. He thinks about it now.
Irina. He knows her first name. It is the only part of her name that was always hers.
He finds it the way you find things. Not looking for that specifically.

It is a Saturday morning, two weeks after the one-on-one. Shane is at the rink for an optional skate. Ilya had stayed home with the intention of reading and the reality of reading a paragraph and then following a thought somewhere, which is how the last two weeks have gone. He is sitting at the kitchen table with his tablet and a cup of tea. Anya is under the table with her head on his foot, temporarily still because she has not yet identified anything that requires her intervention. This is as calm as she gets on a Saturday morning.
He is reading something about Russian naming conventions, which started as tangentially related and has become directly relevant, and he finds the word matronymic the way you find the word for something you have been trying to describe for years.
A name derived from the mother.
He sits with this.
He reads about it. It is not common. It is not traditional in the Russian sense, which is part of what makes it interesting—it is not traditional, but it is not new either, it is documented, it exists as a form, it is a thing people have done. Historically done, in cases where the father was absent or unknown or not acknowledged. Sons of mothers, daughters of mothers, a name that answers whose son are you with a different answer than the one Grigori left him.
He thinks about the formation. Irina. Irinovich. He says it quietly in the empty kitchen.
Irinovich.
Son of Irina.
Anya lifts her head from his foot, looks at him, determines that he is not doing anything that requires her immediate involvement, and puts her head back down. She keeps watching him though, the way she does when she has decided something is happening and she wants to be ready.
He puts the tablet down and stares at the table and feels something that takes him a moment to identify, because it arrives quietly and without the drama he would have expected from something this significant. It is not a revelation. It is more like recognition. Like finding something he put down somewhere and forgot about and is now holding again.
He reads further. He reads about matronymics in Russian culture and then, because the question has occurred to him and will not stop occurring, he reads about name changes in Ontario. He is an Ontario resident now. He has been an Ontario resident for a while, which still feels strange to say. He has a provincial health card and an Ontario driver's license and a marriage certificate that says Ilya Grigoryevich Rozanov on one line and Shane David Hollander on another.
He reads about legal name changes in Ontario.
He reads it again.
There is no obstacle. He had expected an obstacle—some institutional process that would require him to explain the choice, to justify it to someone, to fight for it in a way that he had been unconsciously preparing to fight. He has been in this country for fifteen years and he knows how to navigate bureaucracy when it wants to know why. He had been, without entirely realizing it, bracing for the why.
There is barely a why required, just a declaration that he is not trying to run from debt or a criminal record. There is a form. There is a fee. There is a waiting period. The government of Ontario does not have opinions about patronymics; the government of Ontario does not fully understand what he is doing, does not have a category for it, and therefore has no mechanism to push back against it. He can change Grigoryevich to Irinovich and the form will accept it because to the form it is just a name change, just a middle name being altered, the kind of thing people do when they get married or transition or simply decide they want to be called something different.
The relief of this is large and strange and sits in him uncomfortably, because it should feel like freedom and it mostly does except for the part of it that feels like being alone in a country that does not understand what he has just done.
There is no one to fight. There is no one to explain it to. He will fill out a form and mail it and become Irinovich and no one here will know what that means.
He is not sure how to feel about that.
Anya puts her paw on his foot. He looks down at her. She looks back at him with the steady attention of a dog who has decided something is wrong and is offering her presence as a solution. He reaches down and scratches behind her ear, and she leans into it and closes her eyes.
Shane comes home at one-thirty. Ilya hears the door, hears Anya's nails on the hardwood as she launches herself from the kitchen toward the entryway—not walking, never walking when running is available—and hears the particular sound of Shane greeting her, warm and slightly ridiculous, the one reserved for Anya specifically. He has been at the rink for four hours. Anya has opinions about this and communicates them at length. Shane responds to each one. This takes a while.
"She acts like you were gone for a week," Ilya says, when Shane finally makes it to the kitchen.
"She feels deeply." Shane sets the takeout bags on the counter. He always brings takeout from optional skates, which is one of the small rhythms that has established itself in the house without either of them deciding it should. He looks at Ilya. "You have a weird look."
"You said this last week."
"You had a weird look last week too." He opens a container, investigates it, seems satisfied. "Different weird look, same general category."
Anya has followed him into the kitchen and is now sitting between them, looking back and forth with the alert expression of a dog who suspects something important is happening and wants to be positioned correctly for it.
Ilya picks up his phone. He had pulled up the Ontario name change page while Shane was at the rink, which was either deliberate preparation or the habit of a man who is married to someone who processes things in writing. He hands it to Shane.
Shane reads it. He reads it the way Shane reads things that matter—carefully, going back to reread parts, not filling the silence with commentary. Anya, sensing the shift in the room, sits down fully and waits, ears slightly forward.
"You want to change your patronymic," Shane says.
"Yes."
"To Irinovich."
"Yes."
Shane sets the phone down. He looks at Ilya with the full attention that Ilya used to find alarming and has now, mostly, learned to receive. "Tell me."
He tells him.
Not all of it—not the dinner party when he was eight, not the gala, not the things that Shane already knows and that Ilya does not want to make Shane sit with again tonight over cooling takeout. But the shape of it. The question, and the voice the question arrives in, and the fact that he does not want to be no one's son but also cannot keep being Grigori's in the way the patronymic makes him Grigori's—which is a specific way, the naming way, the this is who made you way.
"I keep hearing it," Ilya says. "Whose son are you. And the answer is Grigori. Even now. Even dead. Even—" He stops. "It is still his voice asking and his name answering."
Shane is very still in the way Shane gets still when he is listening hard. Anya has moved to press against Shane's leg, which she does sometimes when the room goes quiet in a particular way. She doesn't make a sound. She just leans.
"And then I found this word," Ilya says. "Matronymic. Son of the mother. And I thought about her. On the ice. In her skates."
He tells Shane about the January he was four. Not all of it, not in order, but the important parts: the white skates worn soft at the ankle, Alexei's hands on his hips showing him the right muscles, his mother skating in slow circles with a freedom she did not have on land. When I was on the ice I didn't have to think about anything else. Just where I was going.

Shane listens without speaking.
"Her name was Irina Petrovna Rozanova," Ilya says. "It was my father's name, which she took when she married. And her father's name but Irina is the part that was always hers." He looks at his hands on the table. "I want to be her son. Not only his."
Shane reaches across the table and puts his hand over Ilya's. He does not say anything for a moment.
"This is your name," Shane says finally. "Please don't feel like you have to change it if you don't want to. You don't have to do this for me, or for the hyphen, or for—"
"I want to," Ilya says.
"Yeah," Shane says. "I know. I just want to make sure this is for you, okay? Just you."
"I know I don't have to." Ilya turns his hand over under Shane's, a small adjustment, and Shane's fingers settle between his. "That is why I want to. Because I am choosing. Not because I am required to."
Shane squeezes his hand. "Irinovich."
Ilya says it back. "Irinovich."
It feels different from Grigoryevich. This is not surprising; he expected it to feel different. What surprises him is the quality of the difference. It does not feel like a wound healing, which is how he might have expected it to feel if he had known to expect anything. It feels more like the relief of putting something down that he did not realize he was still carrying.
Whose son are you?
Irina's.
There is something lonely about it too, and he does not want to lose that by not saying it.
"No one here will know what I have done," he says. "I will fill out the form and it will say Irinovich and to the government it is just a middle name, a syllable, nothing. They do not have the concept. They do not know what a patronymic is or what a matronymic is or what it means that I am changing one to the other."
Shane is listening.
"In Russia this would mean something. Whether people approved or not, they would understand what I was doing. They would know I was making a statement about my father, about my mother, about—" He stops. "Here I am just updating a form."
"Does that make it mean less?" Shane asks. Not challenging, genuinely asking.
Ilya thinks about this for a moment. "No," he says. "It means the same thing to me. But I am the only one who knows what it means, and that is—" He does not finish. It is one of those thoughts that runs up against the limit of what can be said and then just sits there.
Shane is quiet for a moment. "Lonely," he finishes.
Ilya looks at him.
"I know what Grigoryevich means," Shane says. "I know what your mother means. I know what you're doing." His voice is careful, not claiming more than he has. "I'm not Russia. I'm not the thing that would have made it legible to everyone. But I'm one person who understands it."
This is accurate. This is more than Ilya expected to have.
"Yes," he says.
They sit there for a moment, Shane's hand still over his, the takeout going cold between them. Anya has not moved from Shane's leg. Outside, the November afternoon is going dark earlier than seems reasonable.
"Are you going to eat?" Shane asks.
"I am eating."
"You've been staring at your food for five minutes."
"I was thinking."
"You can think and eat at the same time. I've seen you do it." Shane nudges the container toward him. "Eat. Then we can keep being meaningful."
Ilya looks at him. Shane is watching him with that expression—the one that holds the weight of the conversation and also the ordinary fact of two people at a kitchen table on a Saturday afternoon and finds room for both without effort.
Ilya picks up his fork.

They fill out the forms on a Sunday afternoon, three weeks later.
Shane had looked up his own the same weekend Ilya told him, had shown Ilya his phone across the kitchen table—I'm still doing it too, obviously—in the tone of someone clarifying something that should not have needed clarifying. Shane David Hollander-Rozanov. The same process, the same form, the same waiting period. They had decided without discussing it that they would file at the same time.

It is a quiet afternoon. Anya has worn herself out on a long morning walk along the river and is asleep in the living room, twitching occasionally through whatever she is chasing in her dreams. The forms are on the kitchen table between them, two sets of papers, two pens. Shane has already filled in most of his. Ilya is more deliberate.
He writes: Grigoryevich.
He crosses nothing out; the form does not work that way. He simply writes it where it asks for current name, and then in the other field he writes: Irinovich.
He looks at the two words side by side.
Whose son are you?
He thinks about Alexei at nine, patient on the ice, showing him the muscles for going backward. He thinks about his mother in white figure skates, the blades too long and curved at the toe, moving in slow circles with a freedom she did not have on land.
When I was on the ice I didn't have to think about anything else. Just where I was going.

He signs the form.
Across the table, Shane signs his.
They look at each other.
"Okay," Shane says.
"Okay," Ilya says.
Shane gets up to find envelopes. Ilya watches him go—the familiar way he moves through this kitchen, the house Ilya bought before Shane was officially here, before any of this was official, because Ilya had known and had bought somewhere with room for two and a dog and whatever life came next. Shane opens the wrong drawer first, then the right one, extracts two envelopes with the mild triumph of a man who has learned where things live.
He hands one to Ilya.
They address them at the table. Shane goes to find stamps and comes back with two and sticks one on each envelope before Ilya can reach for them.
"Ready?" Shane asks, holding both envelopes.
"Yes," Ilya says.
The sound of Anya's nails on the hardwood from the living room—she has heard something, or decided that being asleep while something is happening is not acceptable. She appears in the kitchen doorway, assessing.
"Walk," Shane tells her. Her ears go up. "Short one."
She is already at the door.
They go to the mailbox at the end of the street, Anya moving ahead and doubling back and moving ahead again, monitoring the full perimeter of the expedition. The evening is cold, properly cold now, the kind that has settled in for the season. Their breath fogs. Shane's hand finds Ilya's in his coat pocket, easy and unhurried.
Shane opens the mailbox. He holds out both envelopes, and Ilya takes his, and they drop them in at the same time—not ceremonially, just together—and the flap closes.
Anya has found something in a patch of frozen grass and is communicating its significance to the neighbourhood. Ilya watches her and feels, quietly and without fanfare, that this is the right life. That he is in the right place. That the name in the envelope is the right name.
On the way back Shane's hand is still in his.

Later—not that day, but not much later, a few weeks after, before the holidays and December has settled into its particular grey Ottawa dailiness—he is at practice and Wiebe catches him in the locker room after their skate.
"Hey," Wiebe says. "Your nameplate." He nods toward the stall, where someone from equipment has updated it while they were on the ice. It reads I. HOLLANDER-ROZANOV and S. HOLLANDER-ROZANOV now. They had tentatively asked to have it updated when they submitted the paperwork for the name change. He didn't realize that Ottawa would be faster than the government.
Hollander-Rozanov.
"New chapter," Wiebe says, a little awkward in the way Wiebe is sometimes awkward when he is trying to be warm.
"Yes," Ilya says.
He looks at it for another moment. The hyphen between them, small and deliberate, doing its grammatical work. Two names joined. Not one subsumed by the other—both there, both fully spelled out.
Shane appears at his shoulder, already halfway out of his gear. He looks at the nameplate too, for a moment, and something passes across his face that Ilya recognizes because he has felt it himself.
"Good?" Shane asks.
"Good," Ilya says.

The letters come on a Thursday.
He is at the stove when he hears the door. Shane has been out since morning—a long voluntary skate, errands, the place on Bank Street that he will not describe more specifically than the place on Bank Street and that Ilya has learned not to ask about because it is usually a surprise. Anya heard the car before Ilya did. She is already in the entryway, already loud about it, her nails skidding on the hardwood as she repositions to get maximum contact with Shane the moment he comes through the door.
Ilya is measuring tea into the pot. The loose-leaf black from the market on Elgin—Shane had found it because Ilya mentioned once, in passing, that the bagged kind tasted like paper. He had said it while doing something else and immediately forgotten it. Shane had apparently filed this away in the part of his brain reserved for domestic intelligence and acted on it without announcement. Ilya had opened the cupboard one morning a few weeks into the season to find the bagged tea gone and the tin in its place, and he had stood there for a moment with his hand on the door understanding what had happened. The kettle has just come off.
"Hey," Shane says, from the doorway. He is talking to Anya first, accepting her report, and then he comes into the kitchen and Ilya turns around.
Shane is holding two envelopes, a bunch of yellow flowers—slightly battered from the cold, the kind that are just starting to open—and a small white box from the bakery on Gilmour. He is pink-cheeked from outside. He is smiling in a way he clearly started before he came through the door.
Anya is still talking. Shane looks down at her with the expression of a man who genuinely wishes he had a free hand and does not. "I know," he tells her. "I know. Give me a second." She accepts this under protest, mostly, watching the envelopes.
Ilya crosses the kitchen. Shane holds out both envelopes. Their names on the fronts in the plain font of the province of Ontario. Ilya Irinovich Hollander-Rozanov. Shane David Hollander-Rozanov.
It is a form letter. The government of Ontario confirming a name change, in language that knows nothing about what it is confirming.
"Hi," he says. "Hollander-Rozanov."
"Hollander-Rozanov," Ilya says and puts the letters on the counter.
Shane sets the flowers in a glass on the counter—he will find a proper vase later, this is how Shane does things. He opens the box. Inside is a single cupcake, pale and unassuming, with white frosting, and written on it in uneven icing script: H-R.
"You had them write this," Ilya says.
"I asked very nicely."
"It looks like a child did it."
"It looks like our initials written in frosting, which is exactly what it is." Shane holds it up between them. "Go on, then."
Ilya leans in and bites directly from it. There is an immediate frosting situation. Shane laughs—the real one—and reaches over and wipes some of it from Ilya's face with his thumb, and then because the thumb is right there and the moment is right there, kisses the rest of it off instead.
"There's more," Shane says, still close, and holds the cupcake up again.
Ilya takes another bite. The flavour arrives a moment after—earl grey, and honey, and something dark underneath that takes him a second to place. Blackberry.
He goes still.
Shane sees it happen. He doesn't say anything. He just watches Ilya's face with the quiet attention of a man who knew exactly what he was doing when he walked into that bakery.
It is the same cake. Not the same cake—a cupcake, in a white box with their initials written in uneven frosting by someone who tried their best. But the same flavours, the same combination, the one they had chosen together in a tasting room months ago, arguing cheerfully about whether earl grey was too subtle and whether blackberry was too sweet, and landing eventually on both, on all of it, on yes.
Ilya looks at him.
"You went back," Ilya says.
"I asked if they could do it," Shane says. "They could."
It is such a small thing. It is such a specific thing. It is the kind of thing that requires remembering, and caring about the remembering, and acting on it quietly without making a production of having done so. It is the kind of thing that requires a desire to make this moment special for them. It is the part of Shane's brain reserved for domestic intelligence applied to something Ilya did not know he needed and now cannot imagine not having.
His eyes are burning. He does not entirely stop them.
"Hey," Shane says, soft.
"I am fine," Ilya says.
"I know." Shane cups his face with one hand, unhurried, like he has all the time in the world for this. "I know you are."
Shane holds out the other half of the cupcake. Ilya takes it and holds it out. Shane takes it from his hand cleanly, deliberately, with a care that is almost formal—the way you accept something that is being offered properly. He chews. Swallows. Licks a small trace of frosting from the corner of his mouth.
Ilya watches him do this and thinks: we are married.
He knows this. He has known it for months, has worn the ring long enough that he stops noticing it and then notices it again, has signed documents and stood in front of people and said the words. He knows they are married.
But there are moments—small ones, unheroic ones, moments that arrive without announcement in ordinary kitchens on Thursday afternoons—when he understands it differently. Not as a fact but as a thing that is actually happening, that will keep happening, that is the shape of the rest of his life. Shane in their kitchen. Shane who found the right tea and remembered the cake and held a cupcake up to Ilya's mouth and said go on, then. Shane who will be here tomorrow and the day after that, who has unpacked his things into this house and learned where the stamps are kept, who reaches for Ilya's hand in his coat pocket like it is simply where his hand goes now.
Forever. This is it. Forever.
Ilya backs him gently against the counter and kisses him, slow and deliberate, until he finds the taste of earl grey and honey and blackberry still there; their wedding cake in Shane's mouth on a Thursday in January in the kitchen of the house Ilya bought because he knew. Shane makes a soft sound, and his hands find Ilya's waist and the letters are on the counter beside them and the flowers are opening in their glass and—



The pot screams into a rolling boil.
They break apart. Shane laughs, breathless.
Ilya turns back to the stove. He finishes making the tea—one spoon of strawberry jam stirred in, the jar from the cupboard above the kettle where it has lived since October, when Shane had rearranged his kitchen because it's Shane's kitchen and he has opinions on where things live now. He pours Shane's coffee from Shane's fancy machine. Hands it to him.
Shane takes it with both hands, the way he always does, and drinks without speaking for a moment. Outside the window the January sky is doing what it always does at this time of year—that flat Ontario white, not winter anymore, not anything else yet, waiting.
Shane leans against the counter beside him. Their shoulders touch. Anya has finished her patrol of the house and has returned to press against Shane's leg, monitoring the room with the alert satisfaction of a dog whose household is accounted for.
Shane looks at Ilya over his mug. Ilya looks back.
"Good?" Shane asks.
Ilya picks up his tea.
"Good," he says.


    





  










Afterword


    
        
          End Notes

          I did NOT set out to make people cry this time.

Precision and accuracy are related but separate concepts. Precision is how consistent measurements are, accuracy is how close those measurements are to a true value. Eg. a scale that is always .5kg too heavy is precise (consistent) but not accurate (wrong).

So Ilya feels like his name is precise. It is consistent, but he does not feel like it is accurate as in it does not describe who he feels like he is anymore.

Also, their wedding cake flavours SLAP. I make that cake all the time for dinner parties or gatherings where I need to look like a grown up professional and not a child. It's mature, it tastes good. It's easy to make

 

I also made a threads account (well, a second one) if anyone wants to come yap at me.

https://www.threads.com/@hh_arrowao3


        


    


  Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work!








