However Fleur was receiving another feeling through her hand and it made Fleur not want to look at Man. For if Fleur looked she felt would probably be burned to death by a hostile stare.

The new man, however, smiled at Fleur’s laughter, revealing brilliant white teeth. They complemented his clear blue eyes. He was a very beautiful man, but nowhere near as beautiful as Man. Man’s beauty was perhaps a sad one. Perhaps one of the most beautiful.

“Well, what’re your names? My name is Tom.” 
The new man said, interrupting Fleur’s thoughts.

“Hullo Tom.” Fleur said, happy that Tom was open to conversation, “this is Man. And Fleur is Fleur.”  

Now that Fleur looked closer, Tom’s eyes had a strange glint. The glint began to twinkle when Fleur told him Fleur’s name. 

“Well hey there Fleur. Perhaps you can tell Man to tell me what other people call him. Can you do that for me?”

Fleur nodded and nudged Man. 

“Sayr.” Man grunted, curtly. 

“Well I’ll be.” Tom said, apparently surprised. “What are the odds? I’d recognise that name anywhere. I do believe we’ve met. We used to go to school together. Do you remember me?”

“No.” Man grunted, as curt as ever.

“Well I remember you.” Tom said, the glint in his eye shining strangely, “and what a lovely person you were Sayr, my friend.” 


So Man and Tom were friends from before! What luck Fleur has found. 

“I am not your friend Tom. I am not your friend and I never will be. Come Fleur, let’s go.”

Wait, were they friends or weren’t they? Fleur was very confused. Then she remembered adults were silly. She remembered she had to take everything they said not so seriously.

Man pulled on Fleur’s hand and led her away from Tom, who remained still with his eyes glinting as strangely as ever. Then he began to follow Fleur. He even managed to keep up with Man’s hurried pace. Fleur still could not understand anything that was happening. But Fleur wasn’t about to give up just yet. Fleur would definitely make Man and Tom become good friends. 

Tom wouldn’t talk much. He just stared at Fleur and Man with the same strange glint in his eyes
. It shined most, however, when Tom looked at Man. He looked as if he had something he wanted to say. But he was wary. It was almost as if Tom was afraid of Man. Or rather, wanted to know something about Man.  Once more Fleur couldn’t possibly understand what anyone could find fearful in Man. Man was an angel. Man should be loved. 

Within the day Fleur had had enough of silence. Fleur tried to speak to Tom but he wouldn’t answer back.
 When Fleur gave up with Tom, Fleur tried to talk to Man. Same reaction. It was only Fleur’s once more grumbling tummy that lifted the silence. As soon as he heard it, Tom seemed confused. Man’s eyes, however, twinkled. 

“Tom.” He called, with some authority. “Stay here with Fleur.” Then he turned to Fleur and said, “I will fetch you some crunchies.”

With that, he turned and walked into the distance, the same way as he had done when Fleur’s tummy grumbled last. 


That was when the strange light in Tom’s eyes vanished. It was replaced now with eagerness. Fleur tried to take advantage of this change.

“How did Tom know Man?” Fleur asked.

“We went to school together.” Tom said, turning his eyes to the distance.

“Were you friends?”

“I wouldn’t put it that way, no.” There was a certain giggle hidden in his voice.

“How come?” 

“He didn’t like other people very much.”

Fleur found this rather strange. If Man did not like other people why did he save Fleur? Why would he hold Fleur’s hand? 

“No,” Fleur disagreed simply. “Man isn’t like that.”

“People change, I guess.” He said. Then he looked at Fleur. The twinkle was back. “I’m guessing he changed like the rest of us.”

“What do you mean?” Fleur asked.

“Haven’t you noticed? Doesn’t he use his—”

He was cut short. Man had returned. Man dropped the crunchies in front of me and grabbed Tom by the collar of his shirt, rather aggressively, then began to drag him away. Fleur heard the thump of Man’s strong fists on Tom’s strong-looking chest and it was quite loud. It was then as Fleur saw Man drag Tom away that Fleur noticed how small Man was when compared to Tom. Tom was tall and ... wide. But not the fat kind of wide. The good type of wide. Fleur did not know how to describe it. 


Man did not manage to drag Tom to too much of a distance. Fleur could still hear parts of their discussion.

“Do not speak of those things in front of her!” Man ordered.

“She’s not that young to not notice –”

“I said, do not!”

“It’s not as if she’s—”

“Just don’t Tom.”

“You don’t mean to say—”

“Drop it.”

None of it made any sense to Fleur. What didn’t Man want her to know? Fleur already knew the world had changed a lot. That there were a lot of people who stopped talking. Who froze where they were. Just like Mama and Papa. But Fleur was a big girl now. Although Fleur forget Fleur’s age, Fleur was sure Fleur was older than nine. Too much time had passed with Mama and Papa silent for Fleur to be any younger. 


That was when Fleur’s tummy grumbled once more. And Fleur remembered the crunchies Man had dropped in front of Fleur. Greedily, Fleur lunged for them and began to eat. They tasted better than before this time round. Perhaps it was because Fleur had learned they were indeed crunchies. Or else Fleur had just gotten used to them. Either way Fleur’s tummy was satiated. 


As soon as Fleur stopped eating, Fleur turned around to see where Man and Tom were. They were both behind Fleur. Man’s eyes were twinkling once
 more and Tom was staring at Fleur, mouth slightly open. His eyes showed some disgust. But soon, the look in his eyes changed. The twinkle had come back. But this time it was directed at Fleur. 



Tom’s eyes on Fleur were somewhat disconcerting. Now Fleur knew possibly why Man hadn’t talked during that time. It was as if Tom was watching Fleur’s every move and taking good care not to let Fleur out of his sight. Fleur felt his gaze pierce into Fleur’s back and the very thought of turning around made Fleur shudder. Tom was beginning to scare Fleur.


Two days later, the gaze still had not relented. Man was holding Fleur’s hand as usual and Fleur and Man were walking ahead of Tom, leading him towards the light. Fleur was getting hungry again. But she didn’t want to tell Man. Because if he left her alone with Tom and his eyes, Fleur wouldn’t like it very much. But Fleur knew Fleur’s tummy would start to grumble and wouldn’t be able to resist Fleur’s need for food.


The time came. Fleur’s tummy grumbled. Man travelled to get the crunchies. Now Tom and Fleur were alone. Fleur wasn’t the one to start talking now. This time Tom started it.
“Well Fleur, do you have fun with Sayr?” He said, eyes twinkling more than usual.

“You mean Man?” Fleur asked, warily.

“Yes of course, Man. Do you have fun with Man?”

“Of course Fleur does. Fleur loves Man.”

“Oh.” He said. His eyes weren’t twinkling anymore. No they had transcended that. Now they were burning.

“Don’t you like me?” He said, something strange in his voice. 

“Well, Fleur likes you of course.” Fleur said, not sure how much of it she meant.

“Then would you give poor Tom a hug?”

With that he reached out for Fleur. Fleur was ready to hug him back. There was never any wrong in giving someone a hug. Mama had always told her that.

Man arrived. He stopped Tom immediately.

“Fleur get back.” He said, a grave tone colouring his voice.

Fleur couldn’t see what was so—

Fleur saw it now. It was so scary. 

Tom’s hands were on fire.



Chapter 5 – Sayr

“Love”

“Imperfect feelings, futile grief 
Love a device against all solitude.”

· Illusive Consensus – Epica

Love is overrated.
The word itself is flung about as if it were leftover meat thrown to the dogs for them to play with. Even the child, this... monkey, uses it lightly. She loves me, she said to me and yet she would not obey me, when all I do is for her own good. She went on and talked to Tom despite my warnings, making him stay, when he should have long given up and gone his own way.

Now here we are. Tom wants to kill her and has manifested his abilities in front of her.  I’ll have to deal with Tom and then clear up the situation with her somehow.
What did I do to deserve this?

Above all Tom had a very offensive ability. I would have to rely on my normal human strength to protect the monkey. My powers would allow me to pre-empt Tom’s strikes to some effect, but I’d be lucky to be able to compute
 and dodge in the little time I’d have. 

This time, I was on my own.


Before I had any time to think further, Tom shot something reminiscent of a fireball at me. In the nick of time I dodged it. I had little time to think, so I simply acted. Lurching left and right, aiming to get closer to the pyrokinetic, I tried to dodge everything he threw at me. I was not 
so successful. The scalding balls of heat brushed against me and tattered my clothing but at least I did not suffer a head on blast. Still the pain was intense. However, pain I was used to. 


At the rate we were going no one was getting anywhere. I was getting injured slowly, but ignoring it and my body was healing itself. Whereas Tom was simply at a safe distance trying hard to take me out of action. I had to think of a plan to gain the upper hand. And quick.

Neutralise him. 

Neutralise? I asked, quickly bracing myself for another close encounter with a sizeable projectile.

If you deal heavy enough damage to his head, he will still go unconscious. He will fall into a healing sleep.

Of course. If a Hume suffered a good blow to the head, he’d be out cold for at least a day. 


However it was easier thought than done.
Tom was making absolutely sure nothing could really get close to him. 
With the child behind me
, I couldn’t risk trying a manoeuvre again his flank because then he’d have a straight shot.
 There was only one thing I could try to do.

Get into his head. Look for something we can use against him
. 

Easy for him to say. I’d lose all control over my body if I did.

Relinquish control to me. I will defeat him. I will protect the child.

Somehow the idea sounded suspicious. I had little information on this person inside my head. Through me he might do some things I might come to regret.

You do not need to know me. I am you. Relinquish
 to me and we will win. 

I had no choice. I gave in.


Suddenly, I was pushed back to the edge of my consciousness. I felt myself lose touch with all my senses, as if my Empathic Being had been activated. But I knew it was not so. No, the voice inside my head was now taking control. Soon enough I began to lose the sense of sight as well. The last thing I saw was a flash and a reflection of me, on some unknown surface. And it was strange. My eyes were no longer glass green.  They were ice blue.

I was only left with my ability of thought. And I could hear the voice’s every thought now. Now our roles had been reversed. I could see what information the voice was gaining on me. But he couldn’t hear me. I heard him use his ability and dodge Tom’s attacks masterfully.


Then I heard the voice speak aloud. 

“Well Tom,” he said, his voice crackling, ice cold. “It seems you are on the brink of a loss.”

“So this is it? This was your ability? To control ice?” Tom asked, a hint of desperation in his voice.

“Oh Sayr isn’t here anymore. I’m Ryas.
 I’m a lot worse. Trust me.”

“What are you talking about?”

“I’m only here to protect the child. You are posing a threat. Now you will be taken out of the way
.”

“
Try me—”

The sound of something breaking. A thud. Silence. 

“Come Fleur.”

So the voice had his own ability. Along with his own personality. This was proving more interesting. However a lot more dangerous as well. The voice sounded as if he could be a very dangerous person if let loose. Now I had learned his name. He was Ryas. 

I’m done with him. Ryas stated.

Relinquish. I thought.

Perhaps a while longer—

Relinquish. I thought harder.

I think I had forced him. Soon enough I moved back into myself and sight returned to me at last.

What I saw was... disconcerting in the least. The usual dull yellow-brown colour of the sands was coloured with fragments of ice. And on the floor lay Tom, an icicle jammed in his head. Slowly it was moving out of his body. Within the day it would fall off and Tom would regain his consciousness. We had to move if we were to lose him. 


But the child, Fleur, was lost.
She stood at a distance, staring me right in the eye. Her own feral eyes depicted confusion. Poor girl, I thought to myself. She has probably witnessed something horrible. And the moment before I almost started to pity her, I caught myself. The girl was having a strange effect on me. I had to contain it or I would run wild. I would lose myself and all I believed in.

“What did Man do?” She said, her faltering, frightened voice breaking me out of my thoughts.

“It had to be done.” I sighed, perhaps more to myself than to her.

“No.” She said. “No, it wasn’t Man who did this. There was another Man. The other man. The Ice Man. He did this.”

“Come.” I said, reaching out my hand, hoping that would get her to leave those thoughts behind. “We have to continue. The Ice Man is no longer here.” 

I had a lot of explaining to do. I could feel it in my bones. 


Fleur and I walked in silence. Soon enough I’d have to talk to her. But I was trying to delay it as much as possible. I was never good with such things. However I was compelled to. Seeing the monkey so...confused and sad managed to touch even my rotten and dead heart. I looked up at the now-dimming light of the Great Change. It was still so very far away. We definitely had another month of travel. 
If not more. The council stayed in the centre of the light of the Great Change. There, they established their authority.  But still, if anything, they were like a figure head. And if it wasn’t for them I would have nowhere to bring the child. I was never fit to take care of someone. I wasn’t even fit to take care of myself. 


In the past I was perhaps foolish. I simply did what was asked of me just for the sake of keeping everything going. I refrained from excelling at anything. I had no friends. While everyone was having fun together, always smiling and laughing, I would be on my own, circling my hometown trying to find every excuse to go home late. Maybe if I had made friends it would have helped my cause. But I couldn’t talk to people. No, I wouldn’t risk myself getting hurt. All people are bad. Myself included. If I ever had made friends, I would have inevitably hurt them. And inevitably they would have hurt me. So I always deemed it better to remain alone. 


The girl marked my longest ever staying with any sort of living thing. I cannot recall how many days it has been, but still I have no doubt. The experience has not proven ill on my side as of yet, excluding a few minor annoyances, but I cannot say the same for her.  Although she is probably not aware of it, I have harmed her.  Ryas had told me before. I played with her mind and memories, hoping to break her. I was no better than that Tom who sought to harm her simply because she was human. Who saw her as nothing but a scapegoat on which he can place all the blame.


The thought of comparing myself to that Tom made my insides churn. I harboured a great hate for everyone in general but to him it was had transcended hate. He was a bully. He harmed people for fun. To impress. And his cohorts would stick with him for it. Perhaps my sense of justice had tingled, but when I saw him I knew he was trouble. He came up to me and tried to befriend me. When I ignored him, he took it as a personal offence and sought to make my life a misery. But he couldn’t manage to move me. I never spoke a word to him. 


That all changed when Fleur came into the picture. I spoke to him. Even if my words still lugged deep loathing with them, I had faltered in my decision to never speak to him. There was only one conclusion I could draw from all this. The girl was changing me.  My law of eternal enmity towards all mankind had apparently not applied to her.  


This meant trouble. I could not afford to love. No, love is only another word for pain. Love begets evil. It is because man loved that man sinned. It is because man loved that man began to hate.

 In the end, Love begat Hate.


Silence. The girl was tired. We had to stop now or she would be too exhausted and we would fall behind. We were now at the precipice of conversation. Soon I would have to take the plunge.

“Why did Tom have fire in his hands?” Fleur said. By those few words, the silence was broken into so many little pieces I couldn’t find it anymore.
“It’s because that is his ability. He is not human. He is a Hume.”

“Is Fleur a Hume?”

“Humes do not have to eat. Humes do not need to sleep. From what you have shown me you are the last Human left alive.”

“So Fleur is alone?”

“Fleur is alone.”

The silence rebuilt itself. And then it was broken again.
“Why did Tom want to hurt Fleur?”

“Because you are human.”

“Why would they want to hurt humans?”

“Because most Humes believe it is the human’s fault that we ended up the way we are. That the world has come to this. So they would blame the humans. And you are human.”

And yet they were also human once. But everybody seems to have forgotten. Goes to show just how bad people actually are. They would rather turn on their ancestors and blame them for the situation that they find themselves in, instead of seeking to better it by their own hands. They do not realise that by doing so they will hate the very existence that begot them into life in the first place. 

I wanted to say this. But I didn’t. She wouldn’t have understood it anyway. Her mind was too frivolous
. Too childish. 


The barrage of questions ended there. With a quick goodnight, she crept into my arms and slept, while I kept watch. Her feral eyes and my own ability showed me her emotional state and made me empathise with her even more. The feeling of having your heart touched was somewhat lukewarm. It compelled me to scream, to embrace the girl and to tell her everything would be alright. To lie to her. How was I supposed to know everything was going to be all right? There was no way I could know. It could end horribly for all I know. 

However I could not find it within myself to condemn the feeling.
It felt good.



Fleur still did not talk, when she woke up. However she grasped my hand and we walked hand in hand anyway. If anything, it was comforting. The silence was growing somewhat tense. I wanted to say something. I wanted to soothe the feelings I felt emanating from her. But I couldn’t. I didn’t know what I could possibly say. The one time in my life I actually wanted to say something, I couldn’t. The irony of life amuses me sometimes.

Soon enough more amusement came. In the form of a grumbling sound. Fleur was hungry. Hiding a sigh, I told Fleur to stay put while I went out of her sight. Looking for a sharp enough rock was already hard. Most rocks would crumble as soon as you touch them. Even if I found a sharp rock, I’d mostly have to pry
 my fingers off
. It was rather messy and substantially painful. But I had to endure it, either way. I had to feed her some way. Although I would prefer it if we came across any actual cockroaches. The sight of my fingers dropping to the ground one by one, and instantly turning black would have made anyone regurgitate. Of course I couldn’t regurgitate. No one could. But that was besides the point. 


Perhaps the more interesting and yet absolutely disgusting part was watching her eat them. She would grab them from one end and eat them as if they were on a stick. She would gnaw and hack with her teeth at the bones till there was little meat left. I couldn’t help but stare when she did. I doubt she didn’t work out by now that those weren’t cockroaches at all. But from the way she gulped them down, she gave me reason to believe that she actually hadn’t realised.

I looked at the girl. Her body looked around ten years old at most. There was no real development evident in her. She was still a child. However, it was perhaps from the way she acted, she seemed younger. As if she was our complete opposite. A younger person caught in an older body. I wondered whether the Great Change had affected her body’s clock in any way. Or whether it had just affected her mentally, as if it were simply a trauma. 

I could find out, I thought to myself. 

I could just reach out, and know everything there was to know about her. Just reach into her mind and know her deepest fears, her most embarrassing moments and her happiest times.

Then I recalled she was just a child. There was no use in learning all this. It would probably prove of more benefit if I actually found all of it out through ordinary means, by talking to her.


But I couldn’t. My tongue was tied in knots.  I had no clue from where I could start. Soon enough, she mentioned something about relieving herself. I didn’t catch it because I was too busy trying to figure out what I could say to her. If I had noticed, I wouldn’t have allowed her to go off on her own.  She had gotten too far off before I snapped out of my thoughts and realised she was gone. 

Go get her now! Ryas ordered.

Two familiar tingles hit me at the same time. I recognised the feeling of the girl becoming too distant from me. The other tingle told me someone was coming.

The girl was alone!

Quickly! Stop hesitating!

I didn’t need to be told twice. I ran at full speed, pushing myself far beyond my humian limits. With superhuman speed, and no fatigue accompanying it, I covered the distance in less than what could have been a minute. The wind hit me hard on my face, still tempting to deter me from my goal. But I had reached it. As soon as I got close to the girl, the empathic aura of whoever was coming grew larger. I would not be able to take the girl away in time. We would have to meet. At least she wouldn’t meet it alone.

While thinking of what I could possibly do, I examined the empathic feed. The feelings were tinged with a dab of sorrow and regret but not as much as usual. Rather, a feeling of desire overpowering all others. Whoever the person was, he or she was in dire need of something. There was little fulfilment within the mess of feelings, so I assumed that whatever it was the person desired he or she wasn’t getting. Glimpses of the person’s past began to take over my vision. 

A girl radiating beauty like I had never seen before. She got up from her bed. She was wearing a tight night dress, which accentuated her every curve. Her body was sleek, slim yet still had a good figure. She yawned, leaving her golden brown hair drop down over her shoulders. Each strand of hair was beautifully defined, straight at the top but curling at the edges forming wonderful locks that complemented her face. Then she opened her eyes well. Her eyes were sky-blue, her lips thick and juicy and her cheek bones high and defined. She got out from bed. Her chest was chiselled to perfection. Her complexion was pale. Her hands were gentle as she unfastened her night dress, slowly slipping it off and exposing her perfect body. All too soon, she covered it back up with jeans and a tank top which suited her to no end. Then she said, “Off to school.”

The scene shifted.

“Mother!” She screamed.

“Father!” She yelled.

No response.

“Why did you leave me behind?”

Her profile at that moment was all the more beautiful simply because she was sad. The agony struck her face and gave her an almost divine glow. 

The scene shifted once more.

Now everything was familiar. She was walking alone. The scenery was the usual dull colour of the sands. And even her radiant beauty could not light a single spot within this desolate land. 

Then, her figure appeared on the horizon. I was broken out of my visions by the sudden urge to meet her. It was not anyone else’s feeling which urged me. I wasn’t used to this. I couldn’t even get myself to think about the fact. It was so...new. So different. 

I had not been in contact with my own feelings for so long. 


But perhaps I had already found those dead things within me. When Fleur appeared and entered my life, there was that hint of a spark. My thoughts turned and began to face the past. I began to reflect on things of old. And even some things I never thought of before. 


Things were changing way too fast for my liking. I couldn’t handle my inside feeling, something I had been an expert at in the past. Now I even felt them surfacing all the way to my face sometimes. I could not hide them anymore. This made me feel exposed. There was only one inference I could get from all this.
More trouble is heading this way.

It was inevitable. My insides were churning
 by the time she got close enough for her face to become defined. I hoped and longed for her to not notice us, but still, deep down, I also longed for her to come to me. Me, in particular I noted. 

Fleur also looked at the oncoming girl with particular interest. Her emotions showed interest, excitement and above all expectation. All her previous troubles suddenly seemed far away. I sighed. She had not learned anything. As interesting and compelling the oncoming character seemed to be, she was still a Hume. She might still want to harm the child. In which case, both of us would be disappointed.

Be prepared. You never know what her true intentions might be. Ryas’ voice resounded with caution.

Actually, I do, I thought back. I’ll know instantly whether she means any harm.

Be cautious either way. Just because she excites you does not necessarily mean we should drop our guard.
Excites me? I wouldn’t have put it that way. But perhaps it was excitement. Some resounding form of the human left in me. Let’s face it, humans have needs.


The girl had needs too. Perhaps not as sophisticated as what she’ll have when she grows up a bit more, but still. I’m sure she needs friends. Perhaps this person could help. But I really couldn’t hope for that. It was hardly likely anyone will not try to harm her when they learn she’s human. But the prospect of a possible friend for the girl would relieve us both. Especially me if it happened to be this particular person.

I don’t even know why I thought that.


The moment of truth soon came. We met next to a rock.  It wasn’t particularly memorable. But somehow, I decided to log it away. 

“Rare couple to see travelling. A child and a boy.” She stated, as soon as she saw us approach.

“Man is a man, not a boy.” Fleur stated right back.

“Well I guess you’re right.” She said, her eyes flitting and observant. “He’s a man now.”

“I’m Sayr.” I managed to utter.

“Nice to meet you Sayr. I’m Rinmi.”

“And Fleur is Fleur!” 

“Nice to meet you too Fleur.”

Then there was a moment of an awkward silence. Her eyes bore into mine. I was lost for words. 

“Rinmi is so pretty!” Fleur exclaimed, breaking the tension somewhat. 

“Why thank you Fleur.”

“Rinmi should walk with us!” 

“I’d love some company, thank you.”

I still said nothing. What could I possibly say? I didn’t know from where I could start. No words would come to my lips. I sighed. First tongue tied when the girl needed me most, and now again when I needed it. 

I hate myself.


Fleur and Rinmi chatted all throughout the rest of the time the light was strong. They talked about trivial things. But at least they talked. Far better than I could do. I barely managed to get a word in edgewise. Not because they didn’t let me, rather because I myself could not. In other words, the usual happenings.


Night soon fell. Probably Rinmi would leave once she saw Fleur sleep. At least I hoped she would. If she didn’t, she’d probably attack us. And that would mean Ryas would have to deal with her. Somehow I hoped for her sake, she would not fight. I noted this was almost the first time I had hoped anything for anyone’s sake. It felt right that the first was Rinmi. It was like a piece falling snugly into its place. Where it was meant to be.


Soon, the time had come. Fleur began to yawn. And in the blink of an eye she was sound asleep on my lap. As soon as she was snoring comfortably on her own, I dared a glance at Rinmi. The look on her face had changed. It was no longer one of a charming girl. She now bore the look of an adult. However she was not directing the look at Fleur. She was directing it at me.

I couldn’t help but peek into her emotions. There was the huge sense of desire ever present. Amongst the pangs of regret and sorrow there was nothing telling enough. I could not figure this girl out. She crept towards me. 

“Well Sayr, it’s just you and me now.”

“So it seems.” I stuttered.

“What do you feel like doing?” She asked, a strange hint of the desire leaking into her tone.

“Wait, you haven’t noticed that Fleur is sleeping?”

“Yes I have. There’s nothing wrong with that.”

“You haven’t noticed she’s human?”

“Of course I have. I’m not dumb.”

“Then why are you still here?”

“Oh, if you don’t want me here, I’ll leave.”

“No!” I shouted, unable to restrain a hint of desperation showing. “That’s not what I meant. I’m glad you’re here. I really am.”

If I had any blood
, I would have felt it come up to my face right now. But there was no sudden, unfamiliar warmth in my cheeks now. I don’t know why I said that. I lied. I can’t be glad. I’m never glad.

“Then, show me.” She said.

She reached out and touched me. She got closer to me, and me to her. I felt her chest push against mine. Her hand crept downwards. A strange tingle reverberated through me. I felt something I never had before. An immense, sense of desire. I knew what it was, although I never experienced it before. I felt part of my body somehow activate. I hadn’t felt this alive in years. She pushed me onto my back. And then she laid herself onto me. And we locked lips. Her hands went to remove my clothing. 


That was when I felt something wrong. Even while I was perhaps having so much happiness thrust onto me, something had to go wrong. Her emotions changed in such a way that I couldn’t not feel. I pushed her off me, gently. I looked into her eyes, sadly. My fist clenched. Fleur still slept soundly. 

“You don’t want this.” I said. As realisation sat in, I could hear something within me shatter. She was simply arranging the sleeves of her tank top. Then she looked me in the eyes, and cried.  

Interlude – The first

Life is tragedy.

People rarely get what they want. Why should I be any different? We have random musings and passing fancies which are easily satisfied, but when it comes to something with true sustenance, something truly helpful, no matter how much we want it we can never get it. Something will always go wrong. We have no choice. We just live a sad life. Then you see others living a less sad life than you. You begin to feel like dust. If they had sentiments, they would probably feel disgusted at themselves, feel like they were just an annoyance, something to be destroyed, removed and preferably avoided. And now they have taken over the world. Perhaps even they regret the Great Change as much as we did. 


The Great Change. It is probably one of those things which go wrong. We all wanted to live a good life. Then we get a huge middle finger in our faces. Some people, like me, never even had anything reminiscent of a decent life. So we just went from bad to worse. Some might find consolation in that but not me. Some people have faith. They still believe in fancy religions and their so called benevolent gods.


Where is god in all this? How could someone so benevolent thrust this situation upon us? Of course he can. He doesn’t even exist. Or if he did, he died along with everything else when the Change occurred. But I don’t believe that there ever was one. He left me in the midst of the evil. I will never believe in someone like that.


It always follows the same format. I begin to find hints and clues and get closer to what I desire. Then it’s snatched away from me by an unknown force. Perhaps the force is Fate. Then Fate must hate me. I’m absolutely sure of it. 

I wanted Rinmi. I wanted her to continue. I wanted to continue myself. But then my empathic connection kicked in. I couldn’t help myself. I had to push her away. Her reaction was simply a flabbergasted face. A how-the-hell-do-you-know type of look. Damn it. Just when I thought I had finally gotten something I wanted.

But did I really want it? Every time I think about it, there’s still a pang of disappointment. However it’s coloured with a tinge of resentment. Resentment at the fact that I wanted it. And I could tell that these weren’t someone else’s feelings being imposed on mine.

 I rarely had a surge of my own feelings. Even from before the Great Change. I always kept them somewhat in check. In fact I would often be described as lifeless or inhuman. Perhaps I was both. Both Lifeless and inhuman. What life did I have? I spent most of my time thinking. How human was I? I barely talked, loved, laughed or cried.

I was only indifferent.


Indifferent to myself. Other people. My foul parents. The foul people around me at school and in general. I was simply there. Thrust unto the masses. But while everyone walked, I simply stood still.


For what is the point of walking when you don’t know where you are going? If you’re going to get something out of it, I’d see the point. If one would somehow change, move forward or advance, it’d be the right thing to do. But people used to live, just for the sake of living. Walking here and there, going round in circles like lost, headless chickens. Blindly, they simply do. While I, simply am. 


Or rather, I was. Ever since the Great Change, nobody could be anymore. Time no longer affected us. As if it had totally packed its bags and left and left us frozen within it. All our bodily processes stopped. As if we were locked in a cage. From which there was no escape.


Is there salvation for us? Are we doomed to keep on like this? Perhaps I fear the answers to these questions. I don’t know where I stand. I am afraid to examine how I feel to find out. With the radical changes in my feelings lately, I don’t want to know. I don’t want to know how much I’ve changed.

Even if I have moved forward or advanced.

I don’t get it. Everything within me just loops on itself. There is no clear beginning and end. Even my thoughts. I feel like I have lost something. When I examine that feeling I’m just left with the fact that I have lost something. No other information. 

Now the realization softly sinks in.

What have I done to myself?

Chapter 6 -- Rinmi

A new Leaf

“It was all in our minds

And you saw right through me

It was all in a time more innocent.”




Secrets – Puracane


I couldn’t help my tears. They beat all the resistance I tried to put against them. They battered down all the barriers and flowed freely. He had seen right through me. I don’t know how. My body craved for this. I wanted this. But then again deep down I was disgusted at myself for wanting it. I can’t help it. I need it. I really do.


I didn’t stop crying for quite a while. He came next to me and just waited. I wondered what he could possibly have done that for. Maybe he wanted to say something. I couldn’t figure him out. He wasn’t like all the other men I had met. All of them had jumped on me very willingly. They had all made me feel disgusting without hesitation. And I had let them. 


When the light renewed, Sayr got the girl up.

“We have to continue.” He said, shortly.

“Rinmi should come with Man and Fleur!” Fleur jumped and said enthusiastically.

The look he gave me then was something I had never seen before. A look, perhaps, of disappointment. In me. I was ashamed.

“If you’ll have me.” I uttered, as softly as I could.

“Fleur and Man will! Isn’t that right Man?”

“I don’t mind.” He lied. I could tell. Well, anyone could tell really. Especially, after what happened the night before.


We stood up and set off. I wanted to ask where we were going but I was shy of Sayr. The first time I was ever shy of a man perhaps. It was ironic. I was avoiding the only man who ever understood me. Whereas I would willingly seek those who would only use me. What an idiot I truly was. 


I did my best. I walked close to Sayr. I tried to think of any words I could say, but my tongue was tied. He didn’t even make a notion of even noticing me walking close. He simply looked forward, holding Fleur’s hand, as if he was her brother. It was a marvel how he took care of her. She was human. Most of us Humes hated humans. Unjust as it was we still did it. We had at least retained that part of our humanity, to always require someone to blame, even if it had to hate itself. 


Self-hate was a huge problem with Humes nowadays. Even I suffered from it. Few didn’t. I couldn’t really decide whether it was right or not to do so. It went against all I had learned before the Great Change, but times changed since then. I don’t know what morals still apply. I don’t even know whether there is need for them anymore. And as a person this confused me. 


Finally, I plucked up the courage to initiate conversation.

“Um, Sayr?” I stuttered.

“What is it?” He answered, not even turning to look at me.

“Where is it you’re going?”

“To see the council.” 

His answers were short and curt. I could understand why he would want to speak to me in such a manner, though. But still I got irritated.

“Do you really have to speak like I ought to be shameful of my existence?”

His eyes turned my way. They were beautiful. Glass green. They twinkled with emotion. But the emotion wouldn’t be allowed out. It seemed somewhat familiar. As if I had seen something like this before. But I couldn’t quite put my finger on it. Then he opened his lips.

“I don’t know how else to say it.” 

His eyes flickered up and down. Then they turned away. He faced the front but soon his gaze fell to his feet once more. I really couldn’t understand this guy. What was he afraid of? On the outside he was rather good looking. Thin, somewhat fit, long black hair, beautiful eye colour. But on the inside he was perhaps the most muddled up person I had met. Everyone was so easy to figure out. What made him different?

Sayr


Her feelings showed confusion. She was in deep thought. I didn’t know what about, but it was baffling her quite a bit. I felt a bit ashamed at that moment. I cursed myself for not being able to speak normally to people. I always sound like they have a huge penance to account for. Technically, I do think like that. But I didn’t really have to show it. Why couldn’t I just talk normally? 


I felt like a walking paradox. I had never doubted my mentality before. People weren’t to be talked to because they can only make you feel pain. Yet why did I long to talk to Rinmi? Why do I sometimes forget this mentality when talking to Fleur? Everything was changing so fast. My whole world was turning upside-down. 

Fleur


Man and Rinmi seemed to be getting along better than Man did with Tom. That was a good thing, Fleur thought. But everyone was so silent suddenly. As if they all weren’t there anymore. Fleur made a face. Why were grownups so complicated and silent? They should have more fun not being silly and silent. But then again, that’s what made them grownups. Maybe it’s just Fleur who couldn’t understand. 


Then, Fleur noticed something. Fleur was doing the exact same thing as Man and Rinmi. She was silent. That wouldn’t do. Fleur wasn’t a grownup. Fleur could talk! 

But then, Fleur’s tummy talked for her.

Rinmi


The child was so adorable. Even though her eyes were strange, the way she talked and walked made me almost swoon with a cuteness overdose. When her stomach rumbled I had to hold back a giggle. The child managed to get my mind off all my prior thoughts. Sayr would just have to remain unsolvable. No use trying to solve a stubborn puzzle. Although I somehow craved his attention, perhaps his words the night before had given me a wake-up call. A much needed one at that. 


Soon enough the child’s stomach began to rumble. She was hungry. Instinctively, I looked around to see what could possibly feed her. But then I remembered where we truly were. I looked at Sayr. 

“Stay with the child for a while. I’ll get her food.” He said, as he turned and headed towards the horizon. 

I wondered what he could possibly find out there.  Would he find cockroaches? It was unlikely to find cockroaches where there were no remains of buildings. They would mostly be underground. And I don’t think he could dig them up. His power seemed to be something mental, and he didn’t seem particularly strong. 

“What’s wrong Rinmi?” Fleur’s voice brought me out of my train of thought.

“What does Sayr get you to eat?” I asked, deciding to pursue the subject.

“Crunchies with bones in them!” She shouted.

I thought about this for a second. What in the world were crunchies? 

“That’s nice.” I found myself saying.

“Is Rinmi like Man? Is Rinmi also different?” She asked.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Man said Fleur is only one left. Are you like Man then, or like Fleur?”

So she knew about the difference of Humes. 

“I guess I’m like Man then.”

“I thought so.” Fleur said, with no discontent whatsoever.

“But there’s no problem in that, right?” I asked, sitting on the sands next to her. 

“Nope.” She said. “No problem at all.”

“It just means you’re very special, I guess.” 

Then, she looked at me. And she smiled. “Everyone’s special.” She said. “Everyone’s special, in their own way.”

She caught me off guard with her words. I sighed. My past was all about special.

“Everyone’s special, Rinmi.” the woman said, smiling.

“Yes, mother.” I said, smiling right back. 

“You’re not that special. I bet you’re just a whore.” The boy said to me. Class bell rang.

“Someone’s a sore loser.” I chanted back at him, heading to class. “Bye, Tom.”

“You’ll come running back to me soon enough.” He shouted after me.

“Over my dead body.” I whispered.

“What’s so special about her? All the guys swoon, but I bet everything about her is fake!”

“Well she’s rich enough to own several pairs of noses, I guess!”

“Isn’t that right?” 

“I heard all she does is flirt with guys and go to parties!”

“Well sluts will be sluts, right?”

The group of girls laughed in unison. I just walked beside them with my head held high.

So maybe I did like parties. And guys did just tend to swarm around me. I didn’t ask for it. I’m just naturally like that. It’s not my fault. And neither is it my fault that these girls didn’t have what I have. Why do people always want what they can’t get?

“Rinmi? Is something wrong?” Fleur asked, a hint of concern in her voice.

“Nothing. You’re very special, you know that. You have a gift.” I said. Instinctively, I pulled her closer and hugged her tightly. 

Then, quite suddenly, the wind picked up.

If she was human, she wouldn’t survive the sandstorm. I thought fast. I sat up and concentrated.

Sayr

The sands were picking up! I picked up all five fingers from the place where they lay and dashed off, as fast as I possibly could. I had to get to the child. Quickly. I felt the violent force of the wind resist my passing. But I pushed harder. No harm could come to her. 


When I got there, I saw her in the midst of the sandstorm. Alive and unscathed. She smiled and waved. I could not understand. But I felt relieved. And at that moment I realised something. There was no running away from it now.

Rinmi


The look on his face when he saw Fleur alive in the middle of a sandstorm flickered instantly from confusion to relief. He must really care for the girl. He came closer and I enclosed the air bubble around him too.

“Are you doing this?” He asked, dropping five, shrivelled, black things in front of Fleur.

“Yes. I can manipulate air.”

“Thank you.” He said.

I simply smiled at him. On seeing it, he looked momentarily confused and instantly looked away. I couldn’t help but snigger. 


The sandstorm stopped a while later. I figured out eventually what Sayr was feeding Fleur. As disgusting as it sounded at first, I guessed that was the only thing he could do. It just showed how devoted he was to her. Like her older brother. 


She ate her food strangely. I didn’t know whether to laugh or to be disgusted. Reminded me of the way we used to eat chicken drumsticks. I decided that if I was going to watch her eat any longer, I was going to end up regretting it. So I went to sit down by Sayr.

“You really care for her.” I told him, placing myself rather close to him.

“I do what I must.” He said, edging slightly away.

“She’s very special.” I added. “She has a very special gift.”

“Gift?” He asked, finally turning to look at me. “She’s human.”

“Well gifts come in different forms.” 

“And what’s hers then?”

 “She is full of hope. In a place where hope is very much lacking I’m afraid.”

“Yes,” he said, once more facing the distance. “I do see the hope within her.”

“Why are you taking her to the council?” I asked, trying to keep the conversation going.

He remained silent. I could guess he didn’t really want to talk about it. 

“Listen, Sayr,” I said plucking up my courage once more. “I’m really sorry about what I did the night we met.”

“It’s all in the past now.” He said, still not looking at me. “Forget it.”

“I wasn’t like this before you know.”

“Few people remained the same after the Great Change.”

“So it seems.” I said, my own eyes turning to the distance now. “The Great Change made me realise how truly cruel life can be. How everything could be taken away from you in an instant.”

He remained quiet for a moment. 

“Well, that shows a new side of you.”

I put an intrigued look on my face. “How so?” I asked.

“I always thought people like you were blinded by what they have and can’t see true reality.”

Well that was blunt. “When something like this happens I hardly think anyone can remain blinded.”

“I guess the Great Change did break us in many ways.” Again, he looked away.

Was he talking about breaking, as in horse breaking? Well...I guess I could see the connotation but wasn’t rather...superfluous? Superfluous in the sense that I wouldn’t really compare how we were to horses. But then again, perhaps Time and other higher powers really did break us to put us back in line.
 Perhaps we tried too hard to become what we weren’t and hence we were punished for it.

???


I am a cockroach. Isn’t that cool? I scuttled on all fours and followed the rest of my colony. I ran here and there. We looked for food. We didn’t find any. Ah well. Food is just luxury for a cockroach. We can say that the air itself is our food. But we’d prefer it if we can find something a bit more nutritive. 


It didn’t matter. We moved along. Anyone who couldn’t keep up would be left behind. That was the way of the cockroach. We leave the colony, we die. I set my mind to it. And I followed the cockroaches. Soon we find a hole in a rock, smaller than most of the cockroaches in our colony. The rest do not dig, but try to squeeze through. They manage. Why shouldn’t I manage too? 

Because I am not really a cockroach.

Yes I am! I brace myself and dive in head first. My face collided into the rock with a bang. I do believe I broke my nose too. The pain startled me. All the cockroaches were gone. My colony had left me behind. Again. I resist the urge to cry. From both the pain in my nose and in my heart. I was a cockroach. Then why couldn’t I do what cockroaches do?

Because I am not really a cockroach.

Yes I am! I brace myself once more and try again. Same result. I do believe that I broke my nose twice, now. Oh crud. I failed. I won’t be able to follow my colony. I was insufficient. I would have to wait till they come back out. Soon my cockroach personality will begin to ebb. Oh no. Oh me. Oh my. Whatever am I going to do?

Sayr

She seemed to be thinking about what I had said. Her emotions were perplexed and pensive
. I wondered if I maybe had said something strange. But then I thought about what I said and realised. Why had I used the word ‘broken’? People don’t break. God I was such an idiot. She might think I consider people like vases. God, I don’t know why I say certain things sometimes. Like I just did right now. Why did I address God, if he doesn’t really exist?  What is happening to me? 

I didn’t even want to think about it.

Thankfully, I didn’t have to. A sudden wave of feelings overcame me from the distant. No particular visions. But the feelings were strong. This made the event rather strange. How can strong feelings not be attributed to memories? Ah well, less work for me I guess. The feelings mostly showed the Hume, whoever he or she was because I couldn’t tell now, was in great pain. Emotional and Physical pain simultaneously. His or her emotional pain stemmed from being insufficient and not content with himself. I couldn’t tell where his physical pain came from. But then again I didn’t expect to. At least whoever this Hume was, he or she didn’t surprise me there. 

“Sayr!” My name brought me out of my connection with the stationary Hume. I turned round to face my addresser and found my face in very close proximity to Rinmi’s. “Sayr, did you even listen to what I said?”

Oh great, I thought to myself. “No, I’m sorry.”

“Lovely, typical male attitude.” She said, sighing to herself.

“I was busy –”

“Busy doing what, may I ask? Staring at the abyss and ignoring me I suppose!”

“Listen, Rinmi—”

“No, I don’t want to listen.”She shouted and turned away.

Acting on instinct I reached for her hand. Surprisingly, I caught it. 

“Let me go!” She shouted.

“Why are you making a scene?” I shouted back. I had never shouted at someone before. It was a new feeling.

“I’m not making a scene!”

“Yes you are! All I did was get distracted for a few moments because I sensed someone close!”

“What?” She stopped struggling.

“You heard me. Someone’s close. I can sense them.”

“Oh.” She said, simply.

Rinmi

I couldn’t even remember why I got so angry. I felt stupid and somewhat ashamed. This happened a lot after the Great Change. This feeling of stupidity and shame. It also came with a bit of regret coloured in. I turned to tell Sayr I was sorry. But he wasn’t there anymore. I missed my chance, I suppose. 

Sayr


I don’t know why I even bother. Both her and the girl. They just....I don’t even know how to describe it other than that they are so annoying. They can’t help but remind me why I steered clear of society before the Great Change. Why I steered clear of other people even afterwards. Everything was just so...annoying.


A sharp pain reminded me I couldn’t go too far away from the girl. Again, so annoying. I turned back a hundred and eighty degrees and marched straight to the girl. I needed a distraction and to achieve that I was going to head straight towards the curious person I sensed earlier. It struck me as odd that I would seek to find someone else when two people were already getting on my nerves. But I just didn’t care. The annoyance in everything was just too great.

 Don’t take the girl too close. We still don’t know whether the person is a hostile Hume or not.

I wasn’t going to, you idiot. I shouted back with all the might of my thought.

Don’t get emotional either. You’ll do something stupid.
ANNOYING ANNOYING ANNOYING! I thought back. Ryas did not answer. Why did I have to get laden with such an annoying cocky voice in my head too? Whoever did this had a twisted sense of humour. At least, by my standards of humour. 

Fleur


Man suddenly came at Fleur and grabbed Fleur’s hand. Man said Fleur and Man were going to see someone. Man seemed ... mad. Stupid Man! What was he mad at? Probably more silly grown up things like words and stuff. However he wasn’t mad at me. Man was being mad at something else not quite there. It was almost as if Man was being mad at the air! Silly Man! Doesn’t Man know air can’t talk back? Then again most grownups Fleur knew didn’t know the air can’t talk back. It’s pretty funny.


Then, Fleur remembered what Man said. Fleur and Man were going to see someone. Who could it possibly be? Man’s Friend? Maybe Man had friends Fleur did not know about! Fleur laughed out loud. Man simply gave Fleur a puzzled look. Man did not ask. This made Fleur puzzled. Why did Man not ask? Man usually asks. Fleur shrugged. Grownups not asking things might be a good sign. Fleur was happy. Man’s eyes were about to be fixed. And they were being fixed, Fleur just knew it!

???


The cockroaches left me. I have no one now. I felt tears in my eyes. What was I going to do? There was no one around. Oh woe is me there is no one to play with! Oh how painfully lonely this dreaded place is. I can’t stand it any longer. 


But oh! There on the horizon a figure has appeared! Two in fact! Oh rejoice! Oh holy! Thank you God, thank you! People! Oh I’m saved! Praise be to God! I stood up wasting no more time. I ran to them still praising God for his providence. Just like they taught me to. 

“Hello!” I shouted out to them.

“Oh you have got to be –” The taller figure said.

“Oh my Lord,” I said as I recognised that figure, “It’s Sayr! I simply can’t believe it what luck it is to see you alive and well!”

Sayr


Annoying gained a whole new meaning when applied to Ben. Why are figures from my past haunting me? First Tom, now this great buffoon. They were all in my school. Ben was perhaps the only being within the school that made the effort to talk to me. He was taller than me and much more built too. He had close cropped black hair and beady, pig-like eyes. 


Ben was pretty much my exact opposite. While I preferred to keep to myself, he would be in everybody’s face. And while I prefer to remain silent, he can’t really stop talking once he starts. But most of all where I tend to avoid people, he can’t live without them. He was almost like...a parasite.
Rinmi


At last, I decided to follow him. 
I didn’t know why. I felt really at ease with Sayr and Fler. More at ease than with anyone I had been with since the Great Change. I winced with the pain most memories brought.

Waking up. Finding nothing there. Nothing left. My mind began to reel. I can still recall the feeling. I don’t know who long I simply stood there gaping at the remains of my house. Time lost meaning. I felt...ethereal. Like I was there...and not there at the same time. 

At first, I couldn’t believe it. I thought it was a bad dream. Nothing like this could possibly happen. No way would it happen. I cried for my parents. I even cried for my nanny, dislike her though I did. I wept and grieved and felt alone. Then the council came and gathered us. We began to try and rebuild ourselves. But the Earth would take everything back as quick as a flash. Many people gave up hope after the first shelter fell on those working on it. Then we discovered our ability of healing. 

That was when we noticed we were doomed.

Soon we dispersed. I couldn’t leave. I didn’t want to leave. I wanted to remain within the society. But nobody knew me. And I knew nobody. Nobody took any notice of me. I felt...insignificant. Like an insect. I would try to talk to people but they were too busy locked in their own grief. People discovered their abilities and forgot all relations with others. And I was there. Alone. Lost.

 In the end I went crazy. I began to try as hard as possible to attract people. I seduced the men. I knew I was physically attractive. I had known it for a long time. But I had never used it so much as a weapon. I threw myself at the men. Then the council noticed me. Or rather they decided to study my efforts. But I was not really what they were interested in. It seemed the men still had their sex drive. They did want me. In the end, their resistance fell. I got what I wanted. Even though it was perhaps not what I wanted at all. 

I sighed. I couldn’t think straight. I could never really figure myself out ever since the Great Change. Nothing fit together anymore. Nothing made sense. So I ran. I simply did what I felt like. What my impulse told me. 


And right now my impulses were telling me to find Sayr. It was a different impulse than usual, though. Not one which made me throw myself at him, although I did feel that still. But I had an impulse to stay beside him. To follow him. With him around, I apparently couldn’t lie. Maybe he had answers. Whatever the reason, being with him couldn’t harm anything. For once, I was at peace with that.

Fleur

Man doesn’t seem really happy that Man met Ben. It was something about the way Man acted maybe. But Fleur realised. Apparently Ben was someone Man did not want to be around. Although Ben insisted that he was around anyway. He wouldn’t really leave us. It was as if he needed us. But Man seemed much more at ease now. At least Man was making some noise. Whether it was shouting at Ben, or talking to Rinmi or Fleur, Man was at least much more ... Fleur did not know how to explain it. Man had finally just let people talk. And Man listened. Man did not just ... not talk. Although Man still did the thing where he would look far away. But maybe now he wasn’t looking as far away as before. Or at least Fleur hoped. 

“Fleur!” Rinmi called.

“Hello!” I replied. Rinmi laughed.

“What are you looking at?” Rinmi asked Fleur, sitting herself down.

“Man.” I said. “Man is...different.”

“How so?” Rinmi asked, turning her face towards Man also.

“He doesn’t not talk anymore.” 

Rinmi laughed again. “That’s a nice way of putting it.”

“Rinmi is really pretty, especially when Rinmi laughs.” Fleur told Rinmi.

“That’s kind of you to say.”

“No, really. Rinmi is extremely pretty.”

“Fleur heard Rinmi and Man fight. Did you make up?”

Rinmi

Well she was rather direct about it. The child was sweet. She was genuinely worried. But she spent no time dallying about the subject. She addressed it forthright. I missed the time when I was that innocent. It didn’t seem so far away. And yet it was.

“Yes we did make up, don’t worry Fleur.” I laughed and ruffled her matted hair. 

“What happened?” She asked. Her eyes were big and curious. Even though their colour was rather disconcerting, it was utterly adorable. 

“I got angry for a stupid reason.” I said sighing, seeing that there was no way to escape the interrogation.

“Oh.” She said, simply. “More silly grownup stuff.”

I couldn’t help but snigger. She was absolutely right. It was silly grownup stuff.

“You see,” She continued, “grownups make big fusses when all they want is a hug.”

Somehow the sentence hit me. The child probably didn’t know what she had said. But I could relate enormously to it. I remembered all the mixed feelings I had. My regret when doing what my impulses told me. My actual impulse to act so...slutty. That  simple sentence from the girl was like a gift from the heavens. 

Maybe that was it. I was looking for sex and attention. But maybe all I truly needed was just a hug.

Fleur

Rinmi began to cry. Had Fleur done something wrong? Fleur didn’t know what to do. Fleur felt bad. Fleur simply began to cry too. There was nothing Fleur could do. So at least Fleur hoped Fleur could make Rinmi feel not alone.

Sayr


As vile as it sounds thank goodness that they started to cry. It gave me enough reason to shrug off Ben to check on the girls. I had no idea what happened. I simply turned my back on them for a while to deal with Ben and they’re crying. I instantly ask Fleur what’s wrong. But there’s no real audible answer. Then, I turned to Rinmi. She began to scream.

“I’m so stupid Sayr! I’m so stupid! I was a slut! A whore!”

It was questionable whether I should have left her saying all these words in front of Fleur. But Fleur was apparently otherwise occupied with her tears. I simply followed my instincts. I knelt down in front of them and embraced them both. They embraced back.

As pathetic as it was, it was the only thing I could do.

Rinmi


We stopped crying eventually. I needed that cry. I vented everything. I finally did have some answers now. I could finally start to try fixing myself. To figure myself out. I decided I was going to remain with Sayr and Fleur till the end. And perhaps even after that. I owed it to them both. And besides, they gave me peace. Yes, I had finally found who I’m meant to be with.


Fleur went to talk to Ben. I stayed with Sayr to tell him what happened. I didn’t restrain anything. I simply told him everything. Nothing withheld. No secrets between us. He said he understood. I felt so good. I felt...like flying once again. In the past, before the Great Change, I loved to fly. It was one of my greatest hobbies. I used to take flying lessons. I could almost fly a plane on my own. But after the Great Change, I lost interest in most of that. Even when I found out my ability would let me fly. I didn’t care.


But now things were different. I felt the urge to simply take off. So I ran to Sayr and grabbed his hand and with a simple, “Let’s go!” We soared off to the sky together.

Fleur

Man was flying! Rinmi too! It was such fun for Fleur to see them! Rinmi and Man seemed to be having fun. Ben was waiting for them to come down. He wasn’t as close to Fleur as Man was when he was with Fleur. No, Ben tended to wander off a lot. But Fleur didn’t mind. Ben was a grownup too; Ben could take care of himself. Fleur looked once more at Man and Rinmi in the sky. Fleur loved Man. And Fleur was beginning to love Rinmi too. Fleur’s heart grew hot. Fleur felt dizzy. Fleur touched the ground. And all the hotness of Fleur’s heart flowed into the ground. 

Sayr


The experience was...quite dazzling. I perhaps loved every second of it. At first it was frighteningly different. I was at Rinmi’s whims. She could have easily let me fall. I was preparing myself just in case. But she didn’t.  We practically danced together in the air. I couldn’t believe I suspected her of possibly dropping me afterwards. But old habits die hard I suppose.


The moment I set my foot back on the ground, I looked at Rinmi. She held my gaze. And we both...smiled. At the same time. We got closer to each other.


And then Fleur began to shout. Go figure, I thought to myself. 

“Man! Rinmi! Come see this! Quickly!”

We both sighed at the same time and ran over to the girl. We looked at what was so interesting. Ben was already crouching beside her. We looked at the object of intrigue. It was...a plant. There was a small shoot, growing out of the sands. It was ... unbelievable. The desolate sands were actually feeding something. All was perhaps not lost. 


However there was something rather intriguing. The plant made my empathic senses tingle. It was strange. The plant was full of...love.  There was no other way to describe that feeling. And there was no mistaking it. That was love. And I felt it. For the first time. Through a plant.

Rather ironic. But it wasn’t bad. Not at all.


We soon set back on track towards the council. We still had ways to go. But we had covered enough ground. We were moving steadily. And everything was happening around us. It seemed surreal. But it was very real. We moved one. Ben followed us. There was no getting rid of him now. We’d have to deal with him one way or another. 


A strange thing happened a little after we set on our way. Fleur stopped in her tracks. Suddenly she began to cry. And then weep. Rinmi and I tried to calm her down. Ben simply stood away from it all. There was no calming her down. She wept and wept. But we managed to move her. And something caught my attention. A certain little light in the distance went out. The plant’s feeling of love, the tingle it gave my empathic senses was now gone. Snuffed out. 


Fleur continued to weep. We decided to leave her. She vented all her feelings. I knew what they were. Sadness, grief. But there was no logic to the situation. Just a mixed puzzle. But I didn’t mind it too much. Because once Fleur vented all her feelings, she fell asleep and with her in my arms, we moved on towards our goal. 

Interlude – The Second


Friendship is a horrible thing. It starts out all fine and dandy but then you realise that you have become dependent on it. You will crave it. And should it ever break, you will find yourself in anguish and in pain. Each person begins to dissolve in front of the other. The barrier of trust first dissolves and the bond becomes tighter. Then the physical barrier will dissolve (usually between a man and a woman but there have been cases with both sides being of the same sex) and the bond will become tighter. Yet the bond, albeit tight, is ever fragile. One slight mistake and the bond will be destroyed. People are delicate things. They break ever so easily. 


To see a person in anguish for the loss of friendship is commonplace.  And the anguish will drive the person to commit the same mistake again. And he will befriend new people. And either the same thing will happen or if he is particularly unfortunate, he will meet evil people. These people misuse the trust of others and abuse of it. For sexual pleasure, for self gratification, for fuelling their own pride. That is when people start to become creative. If it weren’t so horrible it would be interesting. A certain part of me does find it very interesting. People do indeed become most creative when trying to commit evil. I have noticed it. It has become commonplace also. Often people outdo themselves both intellectually and physically when they decide they want something and plan to get it in any way possible. They come up with plans and schemes and techniques that would dumbfound anyone who had known him inside out before. Rapists think of new ways to corner their prey, thieves invent new weaponry and find new ways to steal when the old has become obsolete.


But all this is over now. There is no interaction anymore. Nothing to steal. No one to rape. Nothing to feel. The Great Change has begun to bore me, really. But then, I found Rinmi. She forged a bond with the girl.  Bonds which nobody had seen since before the Great Change. The very bond I coveted to escape from. The very bond I avoided. The very bond I hated. The very bond I loved.


So I walked with her. I observed her. I saw the bond grow. I began to covet it broken. A great part of me wished to see it destroyed. So I would once again feel the satisfaction  of being right. But to my bemusement it did not. I convinced myself it must take time. So I would walk with her even more. 


However perhaps a part of me also wished for it to remain. I remained bemused once more that I would wish this. Had I not decided to be impartial to others? I had to. There was no other way. But still I could not deny the existence of this feeling. So I would see which will win. Will the bonds break and die or will they endure? This will probably determine all their fates. So I decided to relax and enjoy the show.

Chapter 7 – Ben

“You’re so vain

You probably think this song is about you

Don’t you? Don’t you?”

· Carly Simon – You’re so vain

Ben thinks that life is good again. Ben loves people. Ben thanks God above that Ben met people. Ben is so happy. Ben has made friends with Fleur. Fleur is nice. But Sayr will not talk to Ben. Sayr knew Ben. So why doesn’t Sayr talk to Ben? It’s not fair! Ben wants Sayr to talk to Ben. Ben will try his bestest. Ben will win!

Ben went up to Sayr. Ben did not say anything. Sayr would have to do the talking. Ben just stood there fixing Ben’s eyes onto Sayr. Ben heard Sayr sigh.

“What is it now, Ben?” Sayr asked.

Joy! Thanks be to God! Sayr talked to Ben!

“Nothing!” Ben replied. Ben sounded cheerful.

“Then hurry your pace. You’re keeping everyone behind.”

Ben didn’t like the sound of that. Ben didn’t like it at all. So Ben hurried up. Sayr was holding hands with Fleur and walking beside Rinmi. Sayr still didn’t look particularly cheerful. But Ben knew Sayr from before. Sayr had always been this way. Always.

There he was. Alone as always. Long black hair. Green eyes that shone brightly. He didn’t particularly seem in the mood of talking. But I will talk to him anyway. I need friends. Without them I am nothing. I went up to him. I said hello. The look he gave me was something along the lines of “Begone wretch!” That’s how Earl would have put it anyway. Earl was my friend. He had been with me in the convent. He wasn’t the best type of friend, but he was a friend. And I needed friends to live. I could never understand how this boy could live without friends. Why, if I had no friends... God save me from even thinking of the situation! No, no. Friends are a must. They are the basis of living along with food and water.

Ben had remembered that. Ben liked to remember. Ben liked to remember his old friends. And slowly, I would become like them. I would think like them. And they would like me for it. They always were my friends. And if they weren’t, pity on them.

Sayr


A person like Ben is the type you just can’t forget about. No matter how much you’d want to.  He just embeds himself into your brain. It’s mostly because he’s quite the unforgettable character. No matter how much you ignore him he would persist in trying to talk to you. To the point of utter annoyance. He has an utter dependence on people. And tends to want to please them. As much as I didn’t want to I still remembered those times. He used to hang around the worst type of people. Bullies, junkies, you name it. If it was alive and accepted him he’d be there. I actually think it’s rather pitiful.

Rinmi 


I don’t really know what’s up with Ben. He’s changed...within days. I can’t understand how or why. It just happened. It’s not that I’m concerned about him or anything. It’s just...too drastic a change to go unnoticed. I’m not one of the most perceptive people so for me to notice...it has to be big. I can’t really place it. There’s something familiar about it. I’ve seen the type of person he is before. I don’t remember who it was. But I know it didn’t really end well.

Fleur

Ben is funny. Ben just comes up to Fleur and talks with Fleur. Better than Man at it though. Ben talks to Fleur about everything...and nothing. Fleur doesn’t remember much about it really. But Fleur does remember Fleur was not bothered by it. So it couldn’t have been bad. Ben could be a friend for Man. A very good friend. But Man won’t talk to him much. If at all. 

Man can be very very silly. Man should make friends with Ben. Grownups are so silly. Always finding excuses not to like people. It’s very silly. Fleur just can’t understand it. 

Ben


They move fast. It’s like they’re running away from something. But every now and then they have to stop. Sayr moves into the distance and then comes back. I don’t know what he does there. But every time he comes back, he always is missing his fingers. It’s strange, I can’t really make out what’s happening at the distance in which they leave me. But I know something is going on.  And I keep on thinking that if I find out, they’ll have no choice but to be my friends. I wouldn’t really mind that. So now I’ll just push myself to the limits. I’ll reach them and keep up with them.  Then they’ll have to be my friends.

I need friends.


The opportunity came. I managed to keep up with them. I felt no fatigue. But I knew it would be there if I could
. Sayr seemed somewhat reluctant to leave this time. But in the end he did. And went off into the distance. I went next to Fleur. Rinmi didn’t seem like she wanted to talk to me. I was wary. If I was to get them to be friends with me I couldn’t afford to lose the battle with Rinmi
. That would make everything fail. She has to be the last one I conquer. Because if I repel her, Sayr will be repelled automatically.
 And then he will repel Fleur. And I’ll remain alone. The last domino standing.

“Hello Ben!” Fleur said, sitting herself down. 

“Hello Fleur!” I said, sitting myself down next to her. 

Silence. Ben couldn’t afford that. 

“Where did Sayr go?” Ben asked Fleur. 

“To get some crunchies for Fleur!” Fleur said, with enthusiasm. 

“Oh, crunchies.” Ben said. “What for?”

“Because Fleur is hungry.”

“Oh. Ben is hungry too.” 

“Then Ben can have some crunchies with Fleur!”

“Yes!”

“Why does Ben talk like Fleur?” Fleur asked, suddenly.

“What?”

“Man told Fleur you talk like Fleur. It’s true. You talk like Fleur.”

“No!” Ben shouted. “No, Ben talks like Ben.”

“But Fleur talks like that too.”



Confusion. Who am I? What am I? Is this me? Is this you? Is this Fleur? Who are you? Why are you here? Am I me? Am I you? Are you me? Is me, I? Am I Peter? Am I John? Am I Ben? Or am I not?

I don’t—

Sayr came back. He says he found me next to Fleur my eyes flitting from side to side and rolling backwards as if I was having a fit. Thanks be to God I am still alive.  I don’t know what happened.  I have no idea. God help me through this. I hope I’m not sick.

Fleur

Ben just fell to the floor. Fleur was very scared. Fleur did not know what to do. So Fleur went to find Man. Man would know what to do.  And indeed Man did know. Man put Ben upright and waited for Ben to wake up. It didn’t take long. When Ben woke up he did not remember anything. Fleur tried to tell him of Ben and Fleur’s talk. But he did not remember. Maybe it’s because Ben didn’t want to. Grownups are so silly. They make big matters out of nothing. Fleur doesn’t mind if Ben wants to talk the same as Fleur. Fleur can share Fleur’s talk. Fleur doesn’t mind at all.
�Sentence makes little sense. Consider revising.


�Again, another batch of sentences that would make much more sense if they were concatenated.


�Seems like a pretty sociable person, contrary to comment X21 from the first document.


�More clues to his past! Yay!


�Describe differently this time.


�Less telling, more showing.


�When did he have his eyes twinkling in the first place? Unless I missed it, I think you mean “Tom” for the eye sparkles.


�Describe his hands! Raging inferno! Volcano! White flames of death! “Fire” is such an insipid word.


�A better word is available for use.


�When isn’t he?


�This makes your characters sound so formal and bland. Contractions add rhythm and flow to your work.


�This whole thing should be reworded to make more sense.


�I’ve noticed that your style of writing is getting more and more formal as you go along. Speaking with such formality to your readers makes your story seem less colorful and fun, and more like a history book. Try and lighten up a bit :P


�I want a vivid explanation of this battle! Do you watch anime? Think of it in terms on an anime, or a cartoon, or, even better, an action movie! I want the blow by blow. Dodge this, escape that, counter with this, throw some sand, kick some ass, or get it handed to him! Let’s see some action!


�How is he protecting the child? Is he carrying her along with him as he dodges? How did the child get behind him in the first place? Wasn’t she about to hug Tom?


�Come on. We can do better than that.


�What’s Tom doing during this internal power-rangers morpher style interlude where the bad guy decides not to attack while the good guys do their power-up dance?





Throw some more fire, and make it imaginative! Fire rained from the sky! He heated the air, making it hard to breath! He turned the sand into crystal, making me lose my footing! Something!


�Are you sure this is the best fit word for this situation?


�Ahhhrg! Explain in excruciating detail how the new possessed Sayr is kicking some serious ass, or dodging fire bullets Matrix style, or whatever!


�You just skipped the whole fight. I am sad.


�Oh come on! I’d have loved to see (I use “see” figuratively) that!





I’ll be honest: your story is winding down fast. This action scene is the thing you need to keep those pages turning. Don’t skip it!


�And the plot thickens! 


�One of my favorite Tropes! The whole Superpowered Evil Side/Enemy Within thing is so fun.


�Cliché turned to gibberish. Rephrase.


�>.>


�Is that really the right word to use here?


�Isn’t there a better word you could’ve used here?


�Oh, my god. What a twist!


�Some might say you’ve used this word a lot. But this could just be me.


�I think you get the point with the sentence fragments and the bad starters etc. So I’ll only comment/highlight on plot major inconsistencies/sentences that don’t make logical sense (even when concatenated).





A simple reread will show you most of your sentence frags/bad starters/minor errors :P


�I could swear you talked about him bleeding earlier. Might wanna check that out before it becomes a major contradiction!


�Wasn’t Fleur on his lap? Where’d she go? What’s she doing still sleeping in his lap while Rinmi is all over Sayr? :3


�Don’t forget to keep the plot moving. Lets hurry up and get to that council, or something interesting happen! The almost-sex was nice, but I’m beginning to lose interest again!


�Hmm?


�Sense is not being made here.


�Reword.


�She was already following them, right?


�Very interesting writing style


�Wait... what?


�Ohhh interesting!


�Again. What?


�You should rephrase this whole part.


�Show, not tell!
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