Sayr


I tried searching his feelings for some sort of answer. Again the same anomaly. His feelings did not bring any events with them. No visions.
 It was absolutely...bizarre. In this light, he barely seemed human. It’s as if his feelings were not his own. Rather, they were fabricated. Synthetic.  And
 probably Fleur managed to show this to him. And he couldn’t take it. 


Fleur continues to fascinate me. She’s so young and yet...I don’t know. I can’t explain it. The words won’t come to me yet. I haven’t the resources, I think. Still this is the first time I find a person so fascinating. I can’t help being drawn to her. To protect her. 

That is the way it should be. She is ours.

You’re back, I think to myself.

I’m always here. I am you. You are me.

And yet I am Sayr and you are Ryas.

Names are meaningless. I am you and you are me. That’s all there is to it.

Ah well...It was always useless trying to prove a point with you.

That boy...Ben. He is useful. Keep him with you. Our girl likes him. I know what you’re thinking. Don’t separate them. Bear with it. 

I don’t like the fact that he’s in my head. But I can’t help it. I want to get rid of Ben badly, I can’t hide it. He’s an annoyance.  He butts in too much and he is a constant nuisance. But if Fleur does like him he would have to stay. 


She was there, sitting next to him chatting away. Her feelings showed a mixture of concern and joy. She was concerned for him. She rejoiced in the fact that he woke up.  I took her aside.

“Fleur,” I said, “do you like Ben?”

“Of course Fleur loves Ben!” She replied.

“Very well then. He may stay.” I said, turning away. I wasn’t particularly pleased. But if she liked him I would have to bear with it, as Ryas put it. And besides I have a feeling he would follow us anyway.

Fleur looked up at Sayr. Fleur frowned.

Man is acting strange. Man is acting as if he is afraid of something. Fleur cannot understand Man anymore. Man avoids Ben the most. Perhaps it is Ben whom Man is afraid of. But still Fleur cannot understand why. Fleur feels very...confused. Fleur just feels like Fleur wants to reach something but she is too small. Fleur can’t reach. And when Fleur manages to reach Fleur cannot hold it because it is too big for Fleur’s hands. Fleur wants to fix Man’s eyes. But Fleur is realising it might not be so easy. It might just be too big for Fleur. Or Fleur is too small for it. Fleur feels like Fleur is losing Fleur’s happiness. No, no that’s not right...Fleur cannot explain it. Fleur doesn’t know how. Fleur is losing something very, very dear. But Fleur doesn’t know what.
Rinmi felt something strange.


Something is definitely wrong. Sayr won’t even look at me anymore. Something is happening. Fleur feels it too, I can tell. Both of us just end up staring at him, hoping he would look back. But he looks like he’s in a world of his own. Nothing can get to him. He just holds her hand and walks ahead never looking at anything other than the distant horizon, with a plagued look on his face. It’s...heart wrenching. I can’t really bear to look at him. Something deep inside me wells up and makes me think, I want to help him for helping me. But he really doesn’t want to open up to anyone. And I can’t do a single thing about it. I feel...helpless.


I want to try to do something for him. I simply waited for the right time. Ben sat with Fleur asleep in the distance. Sayr sat close by looking far off and pensive. The usual see through everything look. I sat by him. No reaction. I grabbed his hand. No reaction. I edged closer. Still no reaction. I placed his hand on my breast. He just turned his face to me. I couldn’t say he looked at me. No, rather he looked through me. 
“Have you no shame?” He said, his voice frail and matter of fact.

I was rather hurt. I couldn’t form any words to reprimand him. I was doing this for him!

“Is this all you know?” He said again, in the same tone, his expression as cold as stone.

 I hadn’t felt this emptiness in a while. We just walked side by side. I wore more or less the same expression as Sayr now. Distant and pensive. The girl was absolutely baffled. But I hadn’t the heart to explain to her what was wrong. I don’t even know it myself. Ben was walking behind us. I felt like this was mostly his fault. Ever since he started to walk with us, things took a turn for the worse. I can’t bear the sight of him anymore. He has brought silence upon us. I think it’s time we did something about him. 

Fleur felt strange.


Fleur feels funny. Uncomfortable. Man holds Fleur’s hand but Fleur cannot really feel Man. Fleur just feels something cold leading her onwards. On the other side, Rinmi is very quiet. Rinmi will not talk either.  Fleur feels like Fleur must do something. But Fleur doesn’t know what. 

Then, Fleur got an idea! Fleur would tell Ben! Together Ben and Fleur would think of something. Fleur let go of Man’s hand for the first time and went to Ben. Man did not notice. Fleur felt funny again. Fleur didn’t like it that Man didn’t notice.  Fleur didn’t like it at all.
Ben, however did not dislike it.
Fleur was right. We had to do something. Sayr and Rinmi needed our help.  We had to act. I needed to wise up. I had to talk to them. God willing, they would see sense. Fleur needed them. I was sure of it. But what could I do? Ben is useless. I am useless. He is useless. My head is churning with different people. How can I help others if I cannot even see who I am? The child, she is extraordinary. A gift from God. She helped me realise I need to wise up, and I intend to repay her extraordinary action. I must find myself. And to do that I most likely have to leave. It would kill me to do it. I am not used to leaving people. I am used to people leaving me. I must look into my past. They always say that it is your memories that make you who you are. And I will find just that. I will find memories which are mine own and rebuild them. Alone. I...fear loneliness. My heart pumps wildly just at the mere thought. I will master this fear. I will make sure I become a better person. For Fleur’s sake. 

Fleur was confused though.

Fleur couldn’t understand why Ben had to go. Ben tried to explain. But Fleur just couldn’t get it. Fleur needed Ben. Fleur couldn’t bear Man like this alone. Fleur needed Ben to help Man so that Fleur could fix Man’s broken eyes. Perhaps that was selfish of Fleur. To only want Ben to fix Man. No, Fleur also loved Ben. Fleur wanted to help Ben also. Fleur ... would go with Ben. Fleur would leave Man. Not forever. But Fleur probably owed this to Ben.  So Fleur joined hands with Ben. Fleur felt funny, holding hands with Ben. But this time funny was not bad. Funny was not bad at all. 
Sayr thought. He talked also. Except he was silent.

Sayr our child has left us. Sayr go get her.

...

Sayr we cannot let that girl out of our sights for long. You know what will happen.
...

Do not make me come out there. I will if I must. 

...

You will writhe on the floor in pain. You will be pitiful. In front of the girl.

...

The pain came soon enough. I don’t remember whether I yelled or screamed. I don’t really care.

Rinmi just stared at the limp yet writhing boy on the ground. She just stared.


He just writhed on the ground. I didn’t know what to do. I didn’t even know what caused it. I just looked around for Fleur, hoping maybe she knew the answer. But suddenly she wasn’t there. Neither was Ben. That couldn’t be good. I wasn’t particularly intelligent but I wasn’t stupid. It was probably the absence of Fleur that was making him this way. Although I wanted to help him, I couldn’t really bring myself to help him. It was horrible of me to do so, but I decided I would wait a bit longer before I decided to move him. That would teach him about the pain he made me feel. I’m a horrible person.

There was pain, Sayr felt. Sayr felt this pain himself. It was inside him. 

I don’t know how I fell into this state. It’s a sorry one. I can’t think straight. I just don’t like Ben. He’s the polar opposite of me. I hate people, he loves them. Or maybe it’s not just that I don’t like him. It may be that I want to BE him. He’s a complete idiot, annoying dolt and a problematic one to boot. But he is content with people. And hence content with himself. It irks me. I have come to realise...I am not content with myself. The more time I spend with the child, the more I realise. I do not like myself. I want to be different.  I don’t want to be me. I want to be someone whom the child would enjoy being around. I feel like she doesn’t. I feel like she’ll grow more attached to Ben than to me. I feel...inadequate...

Ben, in fact, was looking back. Ben was particularly pensive.

Fleur and I just walked. We held hands, too. We were looking for something. Like jigsaw pieces. Both of us needed something before we could go back to Sayr and Rinmi. But it was like looking for a needle in a haystack. I didn’t know what I was looking for really. But I felt deep inside me, a feeling definitely inspired by God almighty. I knew that Fleur was the key to everything. To finding what was wrong with me and fixing it. But she couldn’t do anything to help me. If I didn’t fix myself, I’d still be broken in a way. No, Ben must do it on Ben’s own. For there is no redemption for Ben otherwise. No peace. 
So Ben must find the pieces of himself which he lost. But what do they look like? What do pieces of a person look like? Ben had to ponder. Ben remembered something. He remembered pieces. If Ben looked into these pieces Ben would see Ben. Yes Ben knew what Ben had to do now. Ben had to find these pieces and look through them. Then Ben would discover who Ben truly was. Yes. It was simple and easy. Ben could do it! 
Ben relayed it all to Fleur. Fleur said it was worth a try. So Ben and Fleur went to search for the broken pieces of Ben. Looking for the pieces among the barren yellow was a tough task. These pieces, as Ben remembered, could reflect the colours of other things, hence hiding themselves from view. It was as if they were hiding from Ben, not wanting to return to Ben. Wanting that Ben remains just like them, a fragment of existence. 
Fleur found one! It was small and sharp. It was not enough, however. As Ben looked into it Ben saw nothing. It was too small. No, more must be found! But Ben praised God for finding this one. For it was still a piece of a person. 

However this little piece of person looked familiar to Ben. Ben scrutinised it closely. Fading memories came to Ben:

Earl told me he wanted to try something. When I asked what, Earl didn’t reply. He simply said, “Come, let’s try it.” I didn’t know what it was. But Earl was my friend. So I agreed. A small grin flashed across his face. He got closer to me. My heart started to beat quite fast. He touched me. It beat even faster. I don’t remember the rest. But all I know is that there were pieces of people all around me. And red stuff was accumulating around me. And I no longer had any clothes on.

It was a peculiar memory. Somewhat strange. Nonsensical, meaningless, vague. But still maybe that was where I had lost myself. Now, I must find myself again.


It took us 3 changes of Change Light 
to find enough pieces of me. Now I had to place them in order. It felt tedious putting the pieces of me back together. It was kind of boring. But I knew it was necessary. I had to do it. In order for others to love me, I had to know myself. I looked at each piece. In me I felt nothing in particular. No change. No sudden epiphany. I soon got impatient. I decided. That part meant Nice-ness. I put it on the floor. I worked through every piece deciding to give each of them a trait I thought I had. Nice-ness sat next to Beauty which sat next to Love of God which sat next to Benevolence which sat next to Loveliness which sat next to Religiousness. So on I went, building the new Ben. The one everyone would love. I looked at all the pieces next to each other. Some were jagged, some were too large and others too small. They looked horrible next to each other. Fleur was by my side. She said nothing. I looked into the pieces of me. I stared hard and long. I only saw through them. There was perhaps a hint of my reflection somewhere in there. But I couldn’t see me. Not well enough. I was still far away.
“I am faint.” I said out loud. I didn’t mean to say it. But I did, strangely enough.

Fleur just looked up at me. Her strange eyes said something along the lines of “what is faint?”. But she said nothing. Her eyes simply bore into mine. If my eyes were a wall, it would have definitely crumbled when exposed to such a gaze. It was perhaps pure and innocent. I sighed and turned away. If only I could be as perceptive with myself. Rage took me. I thought of what God would think should He see me. For once, I didn’t care. I snatched all the pieces of me off the floor, cutting open my hand in the process, and threw them so very far away. Yet somehow not far enough. I still heard the shattering. The pieces broke. So fragile. So useless. Just like me in a way. I cast that thought away. It was useless too.

I walked with Fleur by my side. Ben walked with Fleur. I walked with her. We walked together. Conflicting thoughts passed through my head. Ben was nice. Ben was lonely. Ben loved Fleur. Ben hated Fleur. I couldn’t differentiate. Were these feelings? Thoughts? Thoughts of feelings? Feelings of thought? I felt a feeling of turmoil bubbling through me. Was it a real feeling? Or was it simply a thought? Did I really feel it? Or did I just think it? Something was strange. I didn’t work right. I shouldn’t feel this way. Or should I? How would I know? Ever since the change Ben was different. Ben was strange. But I was strange before the Change too. Ben was strange. Ben is strange. People told me I was annoying. But Ben is nice. Am I truly nice? God help me. I think I’m mad.
“Man can help Ben.” A voice full of reason. Help sounded nice. But who could help me discover Ben if Ben did not know Ben himself? Did that thought even make sense? The voice came from below me. Fleur was still looking up at me. 
“What?” I asked. I had heard her. But it just didn’t equate. How could Sayr help me?

“Man has power. Man sees who people are. Man can help Ben.”

“Power? Why does he have this power?”

“Man said everybody has power after ‘Great Change’.”

Power? It was an intriguing subject. I wondered what power I have.  It was kind of useless though. I had no power. Or maybe I had the power of annoying people. Because that’s all I seem to do.

It was time to take Fleur back to Sayr. It was no use trying to look for myself. I would never find me. I was too dysfunctional. Too ... fucked up.  I sinned there. Just that thought.  And to make things worse it started to rain. It poured hard. I felt it bore straight through me, mixing with my blood and nonchalantly hitting the ground entwined in my own essence. As if it were mere...shit. God would not be pleased with me.
As I looked down, following the drops of the vicious rain, I saw something. I looked into the puddle that had formed, gleaming red, and saw Ben. I saw Ben. Ben saw Ben. But I saw Ben being eviscerated by drops. Being pierced. And Ben didn’t budge. Was Ben strong in Ben’s sadness? Is that who I am? I recalled all my memories. I separated them from memories which belonged to others. I became...Ben.
So that was my power. To absorb other people. To become them. And I lost control over who I actually was because I would so rather be someone else. It was that simple. I had just figured myself out. I turned to Fleur. She was standing behind me, giving me a quizzical look, standing there in the rain which could not touch her. She did not know that she had helped me discover who I was. I am Ben because I have lived as Ben and experienced things as Ben. And those experiences which make Ben, Ben are in my head. They are called memories. 


What wonderful things memories are! Praise be to God for them!

Sayr was not praising God. He believed in no God. 



I walked alone with Rinmi. I did not speak to her. I did not look at her. I was too busy thinking. There was something wrong with me. There was something so horribly wrong with me. I feel this emptiness inside me. Something that cannot be replaced.

Our child is in the vicinity! Find her! You are not writhing pitifully on the floor because she is close! 

I learned that if I simply ignore Ryas he gets pissy and just ebbs
. So that’s what I did. Ignore him. And as expected he soon dissipated from my head. He was becoming annoying. Everything was becoming annoying again. And I really couldn’t fathom why. The girl wasn’t that important to me. It can’t be because of her. No, no there was something wrong with me. Definitely. 


Apparently Rinmi was talking to me. I didn’t hear her. It was as if I had completely phased out of the wavelength of everyone. Again. I felt her arms wrap around me. The stimulus was appealing. So I reciprocated. She turned my head towards her to look at her. She saw that I did not quite see her. So she kissed me, vigorously biting my lip as if she was trying to get me to react. I didn’t. She lay me on the ground. Still with our lips locked, she removed my clothing. I did not react. I was too busy thinking of what could possibly be wrong with me to take notice of activating body parts and pleasing stimuli. But pleasing stimuli are pleasing nonetheless, so I did not stop them. The next time I took notice of the situation, both Rinmi and I had our clothes (or rather our rags...they had become quite torn over the span of the journey) off and began a ritual of elation I had only seen other people dream about back before the Change. She was on me and I remained motionless on the ground. But my instinct kicked in anyway. I felt and groped around. I kissed and I made love. I touched legs and heard flesh clash with flesh. I moaned and I heard screaming. The elation rose and rose. My mechanic motions had now become a bit less forced. I was enjoying it. Taking pleasure in it. Finally I could contain myself no longer and released. It was good while it lasted. But it did not last long. 

After we had put on our rags and once more set off walking, I began to ponder. I had just made love for the first time. Had I been normal I would have been proud. I would have been glad to have done such a beautiful girl. I would have been appraised for my loss of virginity. But if I had no love in me, if I hated love, how could I have made it? The phrase was misleading. The act of making love is misleading. There are harsher terms for it which perhaps suit it more. Or at least suit what I had just done. I had not made love there. I had no love to give so I could not make it. What I did there was an empty, perhaps shallow copy of it. And I didn’t care.  

Chapter 8 -- Sayr

“Meetings & Memories pt. II”

“He—though he knew not which soul spake,

    Because both meant, both spake the same—

Might thence a new concoction take,

    And part far purer than he came. “

John Donne - The Ecstasy


I think I was living in a dream. It couldn’t be that I acted in such a way. I almost fell into the trap. I almost got stuck in a false reality, where happiness was possible. I couldn’t believe it. I couldn’t believe I fell for it. Thoughts of the happenings before flooded my brain. I sensed Rinmi’s longing and constant yearning once more. I wonder why I couldn’t feel anything come out of myself. I wondered what I felt at the time… Detached. That’s the word. That’s how I felt. I didn’t feel any thrill. In a life past, having had sex at this age would have been the world’s greatest feat. Especially with one considered so beautiful. So valueable. As if she were a trophy.

 In my thoughts, I scoffed. People in that life were delusional. Teenagers. Who did not realize the world was a much bigger place. Where social status is not based on looks and competence in the sports field. Where happiness and truth are not relative. A memory gushed through my head. I hate it when this happens.

I was in a toilet cubicle. I knew what was about to happen. It had happened before. It was only a matter of time until they’d find which cubicle I was in. I wasn’t hiding. I wasn’t scared of them. But it was annoying coping with these fools. So if I could escape them, I gladly would. But I never actually managed to escape them. It was as if they could smell me. As if I had a foreign, particular—

Bang. They appeared. I stood up straight and gave them a challenging look.

“Look Tom, he wants it.”

“Then let’s give it to him, Brad.”

“Let’s ruin that annoying face of his.”

“He looks like a fucking homo.”

“Tranny, more like it.”

They talked too much. I was getting annoyed. I coughed.

“What’s wrong girly boy?”

“Something stuck in your throat?”

“Let’s make it go away, shall we?”

They opened the toilet seat. They took hold of my hair and I got to see the toilet water up very, very close. Just as my breath was going to run out, they pulled my head out. I breathed. They repeated the whole process again. Soon they got bored and left. I looked at the toilet water and saw my reflection. I shut the toilet as quick as I could and went to dry my face. 

People are so disgusting. Now that I could create empathic connections with people, I know what those two lumps were feeling. They felt threatened by my existence. I could not fathom why, but they did. And deep down they enjoyed it. They got a kick out of bullying. They were sick. 

Rinmi kept looking at Sayr hoping he would look back. But he never did.


I had no idea why I did what I did. But I did it. With Sayr. And he didn’t complain. He didn’t push me away. I had gotten what I wanted. But then why am I not content? I cannot quench this thirst.  I want him to look at me. But his eyes seem clouded. They look through things. It’s as if he’s locked in his head. I do think I am concerned for him. We’ve been walking in circles. He doesn’t seem like he wants to find Fleur and Ben. He’s in a constant state of moping. Ever since Fleur left he just moped. 


What was it that he saw in the child? She’s adorable true. I was sad when she left. But what did he expect? This isn’t life anymore. It sucks worse now. People are going to leave all the time because there is nothing better to do here. Leaving is the highlight of everyone’s day. It makes us feel like we’re starting a new journey, even though it’s the same one. We can get disillusioned for a while. And for that while, life is good.


So why was it that Sayr wasn’t this way? If it were me who left would he react the same way? I wonder. He probably wouldn’t.  Somewhere within myself I sighed. I wonder why. Why did I sigh? Did I want him to feel sad for me? Something triggered a memory in my head. It was…so vivid.

 Drew’s hair was dark brown, cropped short. His left arm, big like his right one, was around my shoulder. His deep green eyes looked at me, adoringly. He was definitely a looker. He lurched forward and our lips met. We stayed locked in that kiss for a moment. Then he left, turning to say goodbye. I waved back. I turned to walk to class. Another girl was behind me. I couldn’t place her name.

“What the hell does Drew see in you?” She yelled at me, in tears.

“What do you mean?”  I replied, trying to get past her.

“Why did he pick you over me? You don’t even love him!”

That caught me off guard. I wondered why. I didn’t know how to respond.

The girl turned around and started to walk away. I just stared at her back. Soon enough she turned her head to face me.

“You wouldn’t know what love is if it hit you in the face. To all the guys you’re just like a porcelain doll. Perfect on the outside yet hollow on the inside.”

The words resounded in my head. I couldn’t get rid of them.

“You wouldn’t know what love is if it hit you in the face.”

I wanted to say I was sorry. I was sorry I didn’t know what love was. I was sorry I looked like a porcelain doll.  How I wanted to tell Drew that I didn’t want to go out with him anymore but I couldn’t. I just couldn’t. There was something about him. It just made me want to stay with him.

Now that I think back on it, it is quite true. I do not know what love is. To me, love is just like a painting of abstract art. No matter how much you stare at it, it doesn’t make sense. Anyway, it doesn’t matter now.  Love is obsolete. It doesn’t matter anymore. In a way, to me, it never did.


What I do know is that Sayr needs to wake up. Soon. Because he needed to accomplish something. And the problem arose when Fleur left. So simply, all I need to do is bring Fleur back and he’ll turn back to normal. I could easily find her. There is a city, or rather what’s left of it, not too far from here. I’m sure that when the next storm kicks up they’ll have to find shelter there. I looked at Sayr once more. I was doing this for him. I wonder why. I turned my face to the sky. And took off.


It felt good to fly again. The last time I had done it was when I took Sayr up with me. That memory made me smile. It was a fun memory. I do believe I started to treasure it. A fun memory made in this age was a true rarity. I soon came to the remnant of the once great city of New York. The Light of Change was just a day’s journey from there. We were very close to reaching whatever it was Sayr wanted to reach. Probably the council. I landed in the outskirts of New York. And even from there I could tell there was something very wrong about this place.

Meanwhile, Fleur was with Ben. They were running towards the big, broken houses.


Ben had told Fleur to run. Something was coming. Fleur remembered this feeling. The floor shook. As if giant horsies were running and stomping on the ground. And they were coming. Fleur remembered that Fleur would always hide under Mama’s bed. But when Man found Fleur, Man would protect Fleur. Now Man was not here. Only Ben was here. And Ben told Fleur to hide behind walls. So Fleur hid.


The storm knocked at the wall Fleur hid behind for safety. Time passed slower than normal. The storm seemed to want to meet Fleur at all costs. But Ben said we were safe behind the wall. Ben said the wall was solid. Only time could break it. Fleur trusted Ben. And what Ben said was true. 


Eventually, the storm stopped. Fleur was getting sleepy. And hungry. But Ben said there was no food for Fleur. Fleur was feeling weak. Three days with no food for Fleur.  Rain gave Fleur water.  There were no crunchies, brown or black. But Fleur knew Man would soon be back to help Fleur. Man would save Fleur. Now that Fleur had fixed Ben, Man’s eyes were left to fix. And Fleur would fix them.  Fleur lay down  behind the wall for safety. As Fleur closed Fleur’s eyes, Fleur remembered Mama.
“Mama!” Fleur called.

“What’s wrong, Fleur?” Mama responded. Mama’s face shone. Fleur remembered Mama’s face well now.
“Why is Papa sad?” Fleur asked.

“Because today, my little flower petal, the world received some terrible news.”

“What happened?”

“You’ll understand when you’re older.” Mama said. A strange expression passed over Mama’s face.

“What’s wrong, Mama?” Fleur asked.

“Nothing’s wrong, dear. We just love you very much.”

“But Mama’s eyes say something is wrong!”
Mama didn’t reply. She just smiled.

“Mama always tells Fleur that eyes are window to people’s feelings! And Mama’s eyes tell Fleur something is wrong.”

Mama just smiled brighter.

“So I do, little piglet. Now go to sleep. Everything will be well in the morning.”

Ben saw Fleur sleep. He wondered how it must feel. But then something else caught his interest. 
I watched her sleep. But still something called out to me.  I couldn’t ignore it. I had to seek it out. Its pull was both strong and intriguing. It was close. I knew it. Somehow I knew it. I made sure Fleur was safe where she was and set off to answer the call. It was very particular. Somehow it reminded me of an individual voice. As if everything around me had its own voice. From the rocks to the remnants of buildings. But only one had something that was strong enough to call to me. I was determined to find it. That one thing. I couldn’t control myself, I had to be next to it, I had to listen to its every word and do its bidding.  

I was drawn to it. In the end it also led me to its whereabouts. It was next to a broken down skyscraper. I remembered skyscrapers. They had always fascinated me. But it was not important now. What was important was what had drawn me here in the first place. It was a rock. A small bump in the ground. Fascinating. Something so small could call out to me with such an immense force. I couldn’t help but giggle. 

Touch me. It seemed to say. So I did. 

My head buzzed. At first it seemed like a distant fly. Then it grew louder. Things reeled through my head. I was taken to places I had never been to before. I caught glimpses of things I had never seen. I heard and felt things I hadn’t before. 

Sara Morgan.

CEDRIC.

Mass nuclear overload.

People in white coats. 

Reluctance.

Guilt.

The weight of the world on my back. Just like Atlas. 

To him the weight of the world is the heaviest thing bestowed upon him. To me there is something heavier. Knowledge is so heavy. 

What have I done?

Knowledge is so heavy. I couldn’t believe it. I couldn’t believe I had forgotten. How could I forget? It must have been a blessed time. But now reality seeps in. I am not a linguist. I do not know of any words to express the great sin I have begotten. But I have done it. Hence it is right that I remember once more. That I suffer once more. For I now realised, I was the one who caused this desolation I saw around me. The mass molecular destruction. The end of the world. 
But I didn’t-
I did.

You did?

I did.
Who are you/we/I
?
I let out my feelings. I expressed myself. Only one way. The only logical solution. I screamed. I ran and screamed. And it broke the immense silence left behind by the storm.
Rinmi heard something. Close to where the air was unsettled. It unsettled her even more.


I suppose I couldn’t avoid investigating the strange feeling in the air. Not now that I heard such a thing. I have a feeling that it was Ben. The voice was definitely male. But if it wasn’t Ben then Fleur might be in danger. I rose into the air and set off towards the area of unsettlement. Against my better judgement. 


Thankfully I was right. It was Ben. But something was wrong. He was writhing on the floor his head in his hands. He was ... sobbing. No matter how much I called his name, shook him, slapped him and tried to get him up, he wouldn’t respond. It was like he was locked inside his own head. Just like Sayr was. But I couldn’t worry about Ben at the moment. Or rather I was worrying about him but I knew there was nothing I could do for him. I had to look for Fleur. That way Sayr would wake up from whatever he was troubling himself with. I didn’t really know what would happen after but I knew I’d rather have Sayr awake than in loner mode.  If Ben was here, the girl couldn’t be far off. I took to the skies once more and looked harder. Ben’s echoing sobs were still audible in the distance. I scanned the insides of relics of buildings, explored every nook and cranny. I found her sound asleep behind a wall. She was alive and unscathed, but looking smaller than before. It worried me. I had to take her to Sayr. Quick. So I placed the girl safely in my grasp and flew off once more. 


The girl woke up as soon as she felt the wind brush her face. She looked at me with her mismatched eyes and smiled, weakly. There was something worrying about it. Something was wrong with her. She wasn’t working normally. Sayr would know how to make it better, surely. And it would definitely help him snap back to reality. 


He was right where I left him. Circling in his own misery. It seemed quite pathetic now that I was looking at him from a distance. I knew calling him would incite no answer so I got even closer to him. The girl was breathing shallowly. 

“Sayr!” I yelled, even though I was just an inch away from his pale face. He looked up at me with an indifferent look. Then he looked back at his feet. His actions were suddenly riling me. 

“Man!” The girl cried, as weak as her smile. This, however, Sayr instantly looking at the girl. I felt even more riled that he’d give his attention to the girl. But I pushed my annoyance aside. I was glad she got a response that involved more than a venomous glance. 

“Sayr, she’s weak. She’s smaller than I remember her.”

He simply stared at the girl. I was completely uncalculated
. I sighed out loud (to no response) and simply decided to wait it out. Something would happen sooner or later, I figured out.

Sayr was stared at Fleur transfixed. In his head there was a battle. And he was losing.


Why do I care so much? What is the deal? What do I get out of it? Nothing. But yet I have this innate sense, this insipid want to help and nagging worry. 

There is something wrong with the child. Fix it. Quick.

Great, now the voices in my head were telling me to work against my better judgement. What more did I need. I slipped a glance at Rinmi, who was simply waiting impatiently with Fleur in her hands. Her emotions clearly stated she was impatient with me. Waiting for me to “get over myself”. But what was there to get over? I couldn’t deny who I was. I couldn’t simply just deny my way of thinking. 

Yes you can.

But it’s who I am!

Then change. 

Then the child spoke. She gazed at me with her feral eyes and I read only one pure emotion welling through her. Something I despised.

“Fleur is happy... Fleur gets to see Man. Fleur... missed Man. Fleur loves... Man.”

Her weak voice. It was just too much to bear. Feelings welled up and overflowed the lid I had put on my heart. There was no denying it anymore. I opened my mouth and spoke for the first time in three days. I could have kept going. Not speaking was a specialty. A talent. But now I couldn’t.

“What’s wrong Fleur?” I asked. The sound of my voice seemed so foreign. As if it wasn’t mine. It reeked with my escaped feelings. Worry, guilt, regret. Everything I had worked so hard to control just dissipated into nothingness. She didn’t answer. Her breathing was shallow. There was only one thing I knew to do. 

“Hold her.” I told Rinmi. She simply shot a look that said “That’s what I’ve been doing douche bag.”

I ran into the distance. I scanned the ground for sharp rocks. I had to be quick. But there were none in the vicinity. Panic-stricken I simply paced in circles. 

Sayr. Relinquish to me. I can give you what you need. 

I remembered what happen last time. I recalled Tom’s strewn body on the spike of ice. His look of annoyance as he waited for his body to heal. Suddenly it didn’t seem like a good idea.

Sayr, you cannot do this without me. I’ll feed her. Relinquish control. 

There was nothing I could do about it anymore. For Fleur, I had to do this. I felt my consciousness flow to the back of my mind. And something rise up and take its place. Again all I could remember seeing was the flash of ice blue eyes.

Someone heard the ice form.  


The sound was glacial. That much I could analyse. Now things were out of order. Glacial sounds would not have been common in this part of the world before the mass atomic desolation. Now they were spontaneous and sporadic. Glacial manifestations could surface at any given moment and in any particular place. The laws of nature as I knew them were overturned. Order was unfathomable in this desolation. 


A world without order was not one I would choose to live in. But I had wrought such consequences on myself. It was only logical. That I would live on. After what I had done. The other people who remained alive took to my reasoning also. We are here as penance. This is the Hell prophesised by so many religions. I was not a believer before. I found such beliefs illogical and based on nothing but a human notion, that of “faith”. But I did believe in doing good. Yet still. I did what I did. This is the only retribution worthy.


Memories often haunted me. I was always a woman with an immense self control. But now, memories rampaged through my mind like a stampede. My mind, which I organised so hard, with only the best intentions for mankind in it, was now completely...chaotic. Chaos took my mind’s reign and let loose all the demons I had stored. 

CEDRIC. 

The memories I had of it are my biggest demons. The Centre of Energy Development, Research and Intelligent Creativity. It was the source of the entire world’s energy. Cheap, pollutant-free and safe. It ended wars, brought together nations who had been great foes in the past. Within three years of its conception CEDRIC united the world under a common democracy. What was known before as The United Nations became the legislative centre for the entire world. LEGIP. Legislative Elected Guards of International Peoples. Each country would elect a representative who would serve for five years. Then the country would elect the cabinet. And all proceeded as normal. The politicians were still prone to corruption, as always. CEDRIC had not managed to create a utopia, by all means. But the democracy lasted. At least for the 5 years since CEDRIC was born. Who knew how much more it would have lasted. Because five years after CEDRIC was born, it, along with the world, died. Desolation took over. Silicon Oxide became the most abundant thing in the world. Sand. Precious few other elements remained. And the world was taking them away little by little. Metals were pretty much all obliterated. The periodic table of elements was reduced to just two or three. Chemistry was now obsolete. 


Biology also became obsolete. I have examined Hume tissue as best I could without any equipment. Our hearts do not beat. Our blood does not flow. I have managed to examine some Hume hearts. Some are caught in different states of systole and diastole. They appear...frozen. Even without the heart in their bodies, the Hume remains conscious and alive. However they suffer pain. It would indicate that the nervous system is still intact, but the Hume still feels pain when I extracted the brain. Within three changes of light, their brains and hearts have completely regenerated. Even from scratch. A marvel. I cannot conceive a logical explanation. It is all...illogical. Reproduction is also impossible. After the examination of uteri, also in different states of the menstrual cycle but not shifting out of them. As if they were frozen in time. That is the only logical conclusion I can fathom. That when CEDRIC generated a mass atomic destruction it caused a bend in the space/time continuum. However it is still illogical that any being survived such a mass atomic destruction. Little other than rock and concrete could survive without instant mass degeneration. But some people did. And hence they could not be Human. So I gave them the name “Hume.” It stuck.

Also, Humes had abilities. Before they would have been considered supernatural but now they are commonplace. Some had extravagant abilities. Like the control of fire, air currents and light. Some had more mental abilities. Telekinesis, Telepathy, Empathy. None, however, had any power over Life and Death. So, as flamboyant and interesting they were, useless they remained. Useless and illogical.


There was nothing I hated more than when I drifted into this train of thought. The scientist in me still lived. I couldn’t help it. It was part of me, intrinsic. Yet still, I couldn’t ingrain the thought that along with the world, the scientist in me was no longer of use. Scientists were, technically speaking, extinct. Still I would recount the early days after the Change in my head. Skimming through all my examinations of Hume bodies. Thinking of the chemistry of this new world. Trying to account for my sins I suppose. But no matter how hard I tried, nothing in this world made sense to me anymore. The knowledge I have was all for a different world. The way of thinking I possessed was obsolete. My genius ended with the old world. For back then I was a genius. Yet still, for all my ingenuity, simple things often baffled me.  Not that the world was any simpler now. If anything it had grown so much more complex.

Just like my head. Everything went wild. Grew complex. The world I saw so clearly is now shrouded in mysteries I cannot solve. And the guilt. The unbearable guilt. It would always creep up on me and I would suffer at its hand so much, it could kill me. But, sadly, it doesn’t. And rightly so. After what I’ve done, I deserve more than death. I deserve this life. It’s my fault this life is like this in the first place. 

Fleur was eating now. She didn’t seem any better but at least she was moving.  Rinmi sat down.


There was still something I hadn’t told Sayr. Although I didn’t really think he wanted to know. He was acting strange. There was a different air around him. A colder air. And his eyes were different. They weren’t as empty as usual. Now they were somewhat clouded. The colour was different. I didn’t really understand what was going on. This man was not the Sayr I knew. But something inside me told me the Sayr I knew could hardly make a real person. I didn’t know the real Sayr well enough. So I shouldn’t judge.


I hadn’t told Sayr about Ben yet.  Though I’m sure his sarcastic self would want to leave him there. But something worried me. Had Ben gone crazy? Had something happened? It was...abnormal. In  this world where everything was an easily conceivable pattern, where we abided by a strict routine, abnormal things were...frightening. Incapacitation was not common. At least not in that form. 

Fleur opened her eyes at last. She looked up at Man. But she didn’t find him. 


Fleur wondered where Man had gone. Blue Eyed Man was not Man. Blue Eyed Man sure looked like Man but was not. Fleur didn’t understand very much. But Blue Eyed Man was giving food to Fleur. Blue Eyed Man was nice, just like Man. But Blue Eyed Man was also completely different. Blue Eyed Man held Fleur in Blue Eyed Man’s arms much more strongly than Man did. Man held Fleur much more gently. As if Man was afraid Fleur would break. But it was Man’s eyes that were broken. Blue Eyed Man’s eyes were not broken. They were actually the opposite. Fleur never saw more whole eyes in Fleur’s life.  Those whole, complete, strong eyes were the last thing Fleur saw and the only thing that haunted Fleur’s dreams.


Man came back soon enough. As usual, when Fleur woke up, Man was there, looking over Fleur. Though something was missing. Fleur missed Ben. Last time Fleur saw Ben was in the broken city. Ben seemed to be looking for something. Fleur wanted to help Ben. And Fleur still needed Ben to be Man’s friend. And Man to be Ben’s friend. So Fleur looked to Man. It took Man a while to notice Fleur was looking at Man. Fleur was annoyed at that but decided to let it pass.

“What’s wrong? Why are you looking at me like that?” Man asked, a strange look on Man’s face.

“Where’s Ben?” Fleur asked, pretending Fleur didn’t know.

“How should I know, wasn’t he with you?” Man looked annoyed.

“But why isn’t Ben here with Man and Fleur and Rinmi?”

“Maybe he finally got the drift that we don’t want him here.”

“Fleur wants him here.”

Silly Man. Fleur knew Man liked Ben deep down. Silly Man couldn’t realise it.

Sayr was fuming. Thinking of things he didn’t mean. He didn’t look Fleur in the eyes.

Find him. The girl seems to like him.

Why should I? I thought back to that frustrating voice. I don’t care for him. I don’t like him.

It makes the girl happy. That’s why.

I felt so...frustrated. Why does she care so much for that buffoon? He didn’t even feed her, she could have died!

Find him. 

I sighed. There was nothing I could do I suppose. I went to tell Rinmi where we were heading. She hadn’t spoken to me since Fleur had come back. And I also remembered what happened the other time. I didn’t really know how to face her after that. 

“Rinmi...” I said, quietly maybe she wouldn’t hear me and I wouldn’t have to go through with this.

“Yes?” She said, quickly shattering my hopes.

“...Did you happen to see Ben when you were searching for Fleur?”

“Yes and I wanted to talk to you about him.” 

“What’s wrong?”

“He was writhing on the floor when I found him. Wouldn’t respond to anything.” She said. Then she looked up and our eyes met. “I was frightened” She whispered quietly.

I didn’t really know what to do. I didn’t know what I was feeling. It was as if three different people were yelling at me to do something and I couldn’t understand any of them. Her baby blue eyes pierced through me seemingly telling me something I couldn’t decipher. This was hard. I opened my mouth to say something but nothing came out. I didn’t know what to say. In the end Rinmi broke the eye contact and told me she could bring him here. I said that I’d like that. As soon as she left I couldn’t help but feel disappointed at myself. I should have done something, I thought. Then my mind wondered back to what happened the other time. What the hell was I thinking?

Ben was only where he was left. He didn’t notice Rinmi grab him, shake him or take him away.

I DID IT. I DID IT. MY FAULT. WHAT DID I DO? HOW COULD I? WHY DIDN’T I REMEMBER IT BEFORE? IT IS NOT POSSIBLE. ILLOGICAL. UNFATHOMABLE. HOW COULD I FORGET. NOW I REMEMBER. JUST PENANCE.

Who are you? Why are you in my head? Are you me? Am I you? 
Are we one? Are we not?  Am I Ben? Are you Ben?

SARAH MORGAN.

Who is Sarah Morgan?

I AM.
Then who am I?

SARAH MORGAN. YOU CAUSED THE GREAT CHANGE. THE END OF THE WORLD. YOU DID IT.

I did? I did. I remember being in CEDRIC. I remember not doing what I had to do. I was so ashamed.

Ben.

Somebody called to me. But the name was both familiar and unfamiliar at the same time. Ben. That was me. Was it not? But was I not also Sarah Morgan? My head whirled. I couldn’t concentrate. I couldn’t amalgamate my thoughts. It was hard to keep thinking. Sarah Morgan was ever conscious at the back of my mind. Maybe I should let that consciousness take over. Then I wouldn’t have to fight so hard. Everything will be easy.

Ben. It’s Sayr. Pull yourself together. Fleur needs you.

Sayr? Sayr. That boy. I remember him. I think.

I know no one called Sayr.

Yes. Sayr. Fleur’s friend. Rinmi’s friend. My friend. 

I know no one called Sayr.

Ben. Think of something you know. Pull yourself together. You just picked up someone else’s memory. I’ll isolate it for you. But only you can pull your consciousness together. 

Sayr. Sayr was right. I had to think of something. I thought of God. God’s greatness. How if I prayed to Him, He would save me. I prayed deep in my heart. Sayr’s faint voice was growing. I could hear the sound of wind, even though it was still distant. I prayed harder. Sayr’s voice was like a beacon of light. I pulled myself towards it. 

Then it hit me. I had finally found myself. The pieces of me had worked. I was whole now. Never could I feel myself so clearly. My limits, my confines. I felt...me. Ben. I am Ben. I AM BEN!

Vision came soon enough. I saw three faces looking at me. Rinmi, Sayr and Fleur. They looked relieved when I said their names. Rinmi smiled. Sayr said nothing. Fleur hugged me. I felt...happy. Praise the Lord. These people loved me. I was so happy I could cry. In fact I did.

Sayr didn’t really know what to say. He looked at Rinmi. She smiled warmly at him and laughed.


The dufus was crying. I couldn’t believe it. This was so cliché. However his power was interesting. He could act as a sponge to memories and personalities and consciousnesses. However he could not make a distinction between his own and the ones he could absorb. As if he had never known who he really was. So I used a part of my power I hadn’t found the use for. I built a sort of barrier around his self and separated it from whatever else there was. And there was a lot to isolate his self from. Including animal personalities and instincts, surprisingly. Or rather not so surprisingly. He was always at the level of insects anyway. 


But in the end, he pulled himself together and built the barriers. Now he could absorb memories without confusing them as his own. However the memory he had picked up was somewhat intriguing. Someone was roaming around. With an intense amount of guilt. And rightly so. Because that someone had caused The Great Change. And I was intent on finding this person. For some reason I wanted to see this person. Her name was Sarah Morgan. And I could tell she was not far off.

Chapter 9 – Sarah Morgan

“The Guilty and the Lost Souls”

"We are all guilty.

Not being all we should be.

Look at your own self and see."

- Flyleaf - "GUILTY"

I was so simply lost. Or I would be if I had a particular destination in mind. I didn’t. I just knew I was out in the open, around a day’s journey from the council and, as usual, wallowing in my own guilt. That never changed but it was only one side of me. The other side was lost in this world. Both physically and metaphorically. I did not know what to do. My life had no purpose. I was a lost soul, that was the expression I was looking for.  

I had naught. Both spiritual and materialistic. I used to be renowned, famous, loved. Now I deserved none of these things. I was still Sarah Morgan, that I was sure of. I still had the greatest IQ in the entire world. Yet for all my intelligence and for all my fame, I could not understand anything anymore. This world was foreign, outside my way of thinking. Where others see patterns and routines, I only see chaos. Some people might see the wandering as a routine, as something to adhere to in order to have some semblance of order, of peace. But I saw it only as chaos, as sheep separated from the herd and wandering around aimlessly, without order, without pattern, without destination, trying to beget order and illicit tranquillity from the chaos, the desperation and the desolation around them. It was only logical. Human nature. People seek conformity, order, a steady hand to fall in place underneath.  A shepherd. Some threw themselves into religion. These people claim to be more in touch with God now. 

God was this higher entity. The creator of all. Anything and everything at once. Everywhere and nowhere. Invisible. Reachable only by the faith and spirituality of a human being. There definitely was a higher entity. I am absolutely sure of it. As I studied to work at CEDRIC I would always marvel at nature. I often would spend my time in the midst of it, simply in awe. That pleasure had now been stripped away from me. Rightfully so. But I still marvel at it in my imagination even now. Such perfection. The likes of which humans or Humes alike are not capable of. Still, we are capable of understanding it. Of discovering it. Of being in awe of it. If that is not enough proof of a higher entity what else can be?

But higher entity or not, this was certain: we were stuck in this world with no purpose. It frightened me. Had God left us? Had we destroyed God? Had we angered God? Had God ever existed at all? If we were capable of destroying the world, why aren’t we capable of re-creating it? Why am I not blessed with such knowledge? What was my IQ worth?

The possibility of stopping the Change from happening.

It haunted me. It would haunt anyone I suppose. I wonder what would happen to me if any of the Humes ever found out. I doubt anything would be done. Or rather anything could be done. Death was not a punishment anyone was able to give out. There was no other fitting punishment for me that I was not undergoing. I am absolutely sure that the guilt I harbour could have killed any human who bore it. Anything which was capable of dying. I had tested it out. My power was...fitting. I could dump feelings onto objects, people and animals. Make them feel everything I felt. Or make them feel what I wanted them to feel. However I refrained from using it as much as possible. I felt it my duty and my just penance to stick with the feelings of guilt I had as long as I could bear. Then when I could no longer bear them I would find something to dump them upon. Once I had dumped them on a cockroach. I had never been so regretful. The cockroach went absolutely ballistic. If it were human it would have definitely been writhing on the floor with pain. Within three counts it was dead. The guilt racked up quickly that time. It was only logical. I had great moral inclinations. I never took lives. Not those of people neither those of animals or plants. Even a lowly fly had its own purpose. This was the first death wrought directly by my hands. And to this day I wish I could take it back. I wish I could use what people said was the greatest brain of all time for good this time. But of course who was I to deal out the cards of Life and Death? I was a Hume  just like the rest. Nothing special. I just happened to be more intelligent. More aware of the pains and sorrows of the world.  And in some way, rightfully so. Pain was my just dessert. I was nothing anymore. I perhaps didn’t even deserve a name. But I was too weak a Hume to accept deserting my name. My Identity and my past were all I had left. The guilt and the end of the world had stripped the rest away from me.

 Sayr had caught on to a feeling. An intense feeling of guilt. And was hell bent on following it.

Few things other than Fleur tickled my intrigue now. People least of all. But since all I knew was falling into a deep dark pit of human emotion and was henceforth lost from the world, obviously things started to change. This character, Sarah Morgan. She believes she is the cause of the Great Change. This is quite interesting. She apparently shoulders all the guilt of the world on her shoulders. I want to find out more. So with Fleur’s hand in mine I led everyone on a tangent. Rinmi agreed with me. She wanted to see what this was all about too. Ben however did not like it. Typical I suppose. He says he doesn’t want to be anyone near this woman because he doesn’t want to risk going through what he went through all over again. And he says we should be careful as well. The only flaw with his way of thinking is he’s the only one who’s mentally unstable. He’s the only one who couldn’t find his sense of self. Maybe this would have been a great opportunity to get rid of him. But I’m sure I would have gotten scolded by the little monkey whose hand I held now. And for some reason I cared. I was in awe of how much of myself I had lost ever since I met the monkey. My past self seems...so distant. And yet so close. With any faux pas I could fall into that person again. And a great big part of me still wants to fall back. To be myself and not care for anyone else. It was so tempting. But strangely a part of me accepted this change.  Was I conforming to society? Was I doing everything I hated by accepting this change? Was I becoming someone I would have hated were I my past self? I didn’t know.

 But maybe it was only I who felt this change as being huge. I still didn’t speak a lot. I still was sarcastic in my few words. I still disliked Ben. So I suppose I hadn’t lost myself completely. Sometimes now, I wondered what people thought of me. I actually cared. Why? I didn’t know. I felt like I cared and didn’t care at the same time. A living paradox. In a state of flux between who I was and who I was becoming. Was I even making sense? If anyone could read my thoughts and hear them I bet they would be so confused right now. I am confused myself. Perhaps I should stop thinking. Engage in conversation. Get my mind off the topic. I turned to the first person I could find. Ben. Something told me I shouldn’t really start off conversing and meaningless banter as a hobby by talking to the mentally disabled. I might get the wrong idea and completely dislike conversation and hence not practice it anymore. But I suppose it was a risk I had to take.
Ben didn’t reply. He was speechless. Sayr had spoken to him. Of his own accord. 

I couldn’t believe it. Sayr talked to me. Sayr talked to me! Without looking at me like he wanted to kill me multiple times over! Miracles do exist! Praise the Lord!
“Ben?” He asked, somewhat quizzically.

“Dear Lord above! Miracles do happen! Sayr talking to me? Oh what an honour!” I thought out loud.

That was cue for the old Sayr to resurface. Now he was recognisable. He shot me the “I-want-to-kill-you-so-badly-right-now” look. It was funny. I giggled. But I was not going to let this opportunity of friendly conversation pass by. I would use it and Sayr and I would become friends. Friends at last.

“Don’t worry Sayr, I was only joking. You know what jokes are?” I asked, giggling again. Rinmi was snorting along with me. And Fleur was smiling widely. Sayr on the other hand was clearly annoyed. He was biting the corner of his lip. Not biting it hard enough to draw blood but still it was noticeable and visible. It was the first mannerism I had ever seen him do. For the first time, Sayr seemed...human. Even before the Change, Sayr was always detached. As if he were superior. Better than us, the rest.


Now he went on walking ahead of us. He let go of Fleur’s hand and walked alone, faster than the rest of us. We didn’t stop giggling and smiling. Not because we were laughing at him. More because we were relieved, probably. Relieved that Sayr could be human and wasn’t some sort of robot. We were glad he was one of us. 
Fleur had managed. Sayr and Ben were becoming friends. Fleur had a big smile on her face.

Fleur knew it. Fleur did it! Man and Ben were slowly becoming friends! And Fleur was so happy for them. Fleur wanted to cry for them. But Ben and Man weren’t that much friends yet. Fleur promised Fleur that when Man and Ben become that many friends, Fleur could cry for them. So Fleur still had work to do. And Fleur would do it.
Fleur ran ahead and grabbed Man’s hand. Man’s hand held Fleur’s stronger now. Fleur was happy about it. Fleur was very happy now. Fleur felt something inside of Fleur, something growing.  It was something beautiful, Fleur thought. Fleur felt it move to her hands. Fleur let go of Man’s hand and put her hands on the ground. She felt the beautiful thing move into the ground. Fleur suddenly felt very tired. Fleur curled round the spot and fell into a deep sleep.
Rinmi couldn’t help but smile when she saw Fleur sound asleep on the ground. She was simply adorable.


I could see why Sayr was so smitten with the girl. A happiness like the one she possessed was really rare in these parts. I couldn’t help but feel a tinge envious for some reason. I wish I possessed such happiness. Maybe that would have made Sayr smitten with me...But why did I even want that? Sayr was a good looking guy and everything but not really anything more. He definitely wasn’t boyfriend material. At least for me. But then again what was boyfriend material for me? And moreover what was a boyfriend for me?


I hated that the subject of Sayr would affect me this way. I didn’t want to be so confused all the time just when I think of his name.  But for some reason I was. And I think I sometimes showed my annoyance about this when I talked to him. What we had done so long ago should have ended this thirst of mine. It always did. I got what I wanted so what I felt would slowly wither away until it was no more. And yet here I am. Same position as before. Still wanting. What more could I want? What more was there to take from him than what he had already given me? I didn’t want to be selfish anymore. But these urges, they were hard to hide. 
But what if these were not urges? What if they were needs of a different kind? What if I simply longed for the attention he gave to Fleur? Then I would be a horrible person. But how can I control this constant need of attention? What am I supposed to do about it? I cannot control them. I can’t do anything about them. Am I doomed to be a horrible person because of an inbuilt fault? 

Or was this something bigger? Maybe...I like Sayr. Like him as in like, like. That’s why I don’t feel the same way as I felt to all the other men who had done what Sayr had done to me. How am I supposed to be sure? This was confusing. I wish someone could explain my feelings to me. Clearly. Then maybe I would know what to do with myself. And stop being so miserable.

Sarah Morgan saw a figure in the distance. It was definitely male. Young. He was heading towards her.


People rarely bothered me. Everyone had his or her own business to deal with. And when they did bother me it was rarely for anything of importance. Maybe they would ask for company. Or ask me to partake in sexual intercourse with them. I declined each. The latter I declined for, well, obvious reasons. The former as well for obvious reasons. I didn’t deserve company. I was now a solitary wolf who had to suffer her burdens alone. 

I really don’t have any other things to think about. Every thought which crossed my mind was somehow an indirect reference to my actions in the past. But to some extent why shouldn’t they be? I am indeed a woman fixated on her mistakes of the past. It is a just label. I couldn’t do anything about what I had done. Except to execute the penance. And the penance for ending the world had to be nothing than to carry it all on my shoulders. 

I recognised the figure as he walked closer. I had met him before, in the exact days after the Change occurred. He was one of the few children left alive after the Great Change. His name was Petar and he was fourteen years old. I had to admit I enjoyed his company. He wasn’t a talkative boy by far, but he was very insightful for one of his age. I had tried to get rid of him but he would always stay by my side. I suppose I took a liking to this boy. His cropped blonde hair and his baby blue eyes were hard to resist. And he needed a mother figure. That was why he was always following me around. There was no way of explaining to him that I was one of the worst choices for a mother. That I was the one who, in fact, had taken his real mother away from him. That had stripped him of his childhood. But in some way didn’t that make me responsible for him? Didn’t I deserve to give him back all he had lost?

The matter in question was confusing. What was the right thing to do? I don’t deserve the company. But in a way that is being selfish. Seeing what I deserve instead of what he does. But then again does he deserve someone like me? Doesn’t he deserve more? I couldn’t see a logical conclusion. I was blank. I didn’t know what to do. Why was this? I don’t know either.  For all my IQ I couldn’t fathom any reason. I wonder how many times I thought that statement since the beginning of the Change. I sighed softly aloud and then continued walking. Petar would follow me around anyway despite my decision. I will leave it to the hands of God how the rest plays out. If He’s listening to us anymore. Or if there ever was a God in the first place.
Petar was walking towards Sarah. Petar finally found her. He was happy. And so was Vlad.

The grass was tall in this part of the meadows. Vlad was happily walking beside me, his eyes closed. He said he was listening to the sounds of the world. Vlad always said strange things like that, but that was Vlad. He was not normal, he was like me. Vlad and I had always been through everything together. Just like now, we were searching for Sarah together. Vlad was my best friend in the whole world. He was not my real brother, because I was adopted by Vlad’s parents. At first Vlad didn’t like me very much but then one day he became my very best friend.  On the day that everything changed things suddenly became better for me. Vlad’s parents never liked me very much either. But then on that day they loved me very much. I still remembered how happy I was that day.

“Go to sleep, Petar, NOW!” Ma shouted, clearly angry at me.

“God the child is such a mess. What did we do to deserve this? Isn’t it your fault Ria? You wanted to adopt!” Pa shouted back.

“Don’t blame this on me, you two-timing son of a bitch!” Ma was in tears now.

“Ria, I’m sorry. I didn’t know what came over me!” Pa began, trying to console her, “I love you not her!”

“Why Johann, why? Why did that mess of a boy have to walk in on you having an affair?” 

Vlad was looking at me. I didn’t like the look on his face. All I wanted was a glass of milk. That’s why I walked into the kitchen and saw Pa doing those things to the maid. Did I do something wrong?

“I hate you.” Vlad said, his eyes cold. 

Why couldn’t we be friends? I wanted to say. But instead I said nothing. I looked down and went to bed. In bed, I dreamed of when everyone would finally love me. I wanted it so much. Again I cried myself to sleep. I didn’t remember the last day where I didn’t cry before I slept. I held my vision of a perfect family close to me as I fell asleep.
The next day came quickly. I was ready for the usual silent treatment. Breakfast was pancakes. My favourite. I was very happy. Ma was smiling. She looked at me and smiled an even bigger smile. 

“Good morning, Petar,” She said, while laying the pancakes on my plate. “Sleep well?”

I was speechless. Ma never asked if I slept well. I held back the urge to cry. I nodded, simply lost for words. She laughed and patted my head. She never did that before. Was I still dreaming? I pinched myself. I was definitely awake now. And still the dream was there. It meant...I wasn’t dreaming! The dream wasn’t a dream!
“Where is Pa?” I asked, stuffing my face with Ma’s delicious pancakes.

Ma looked at me and winked. “Pa is gone,” She said. “I kicked him out.”

I knew that that was what Ma always wanted. I was happy for her. Pa hadn’t been a good Pa anyway. I was still happy. I munched on the pancakes with a big smile on face, the biggest I could make. Ma was smiling and laughing. I hadn’t seen Ma so happy. I was happy too. Then, I heard the alarm clock ring upstairs. It was Vlad’s. Soon he would come down, shove me off my chair and eat my pancakes and demand more from Ma. That was the way things always happened. Every morning when we had pancakes that’s what happened. Vlad came down, rubbing his eyes from the sleep. I got off my chair and got ready to let him eat my pancakes. But he sat down in his place, instead.
“Aren’t you going to eat those, Petar?” He asked as he began eating his own pancakes.

Again, speechless. Vlad was eating his own pancakes. He was still in his striped pyjama trousers and without a shirt, just how I remembered him. He was still the same blonde, green eyed Vlad I remembered from the day before. The one whose green eyes turned cold and had told me he hates me. And he was there asking me if I was going to finish my pancakes. Not just taking them, he was asking me. Quickly, I said I was going to eat them. I sat back down on my chair and ate. Then Ma joined us and we had the breakfast I had only thought possible in my dreams.
That was my most cherished memories. That was when life changed, for the better. Life was good then. A few days later, though, Ma had gone. I woke up one morning and she was not there. Neither was Vlad. I walked out of the house and saw the world broken. The ground was yellow. And it moved. I was so frightened. I was dreaming, I found out. I pinched myself and suddenly Vlad was at the top of a grassy hill. We were in a meadow and apparently I had fallen asleep. He told me we couldn’t go back to Ma anymore. That we had to leave her. I was so sad, but Vlad was right, we had to leave her. Vlad was always right. For some reason, he was always in his pyjama bottoms and without a vest. But I didn’t mind. Vlad knew what he was doing, he always did.


In fact, it was he who told me to find Sarah again. The first time we met Sarah, I thought she looked like Ma. A lot. I liked Sarah, she was really nice. She took care of me and Vlad, unlike everyone else we had met in the meadows. They called us monsters and spreaders of false hope. I didn’t know what they meant by “spreaders of false hope”. Neither did Vlad. And if Vlad didn’t know that meant no one knew. 

But Sarah didn’t treat us badly. On the contrary, she treated us very well. She kept us company and never judged us, as spreaders of false hope or as anything else. But one day she said she had to leave us, because she had something to do. Vlad and I offered to help, but she declined and said she had to do this alone. So we left her and she left us. That day it rained in the meadows. It barely ever rained here in the meadows, but that day it did. 
Sayr looked at it. It wasn’t the first time he had seen something like it. But still. It was miraculous.


There was a...plant. It was alive. It was...real. Its tender leaves were flailing in the wind, just like Rinmi’s hair, so I noted. The green colour contrasted so badly with the colour of the sands, it seemed to be unreal. Just like Fleur, it was unreal, stuff of myth and legend, stuff that shouldn’t exist, anachronistic and passé. And yet here it was granting colour to this monochrome world. Adding beauty to the dim and dull world we now travelled through. 


Rinmi, Ben and I were standing on top of the plant, simply staring at it. I’m absolutely sure we looked like idiots but still we were in awe of it.  Its green colour was lavish, fresh and simply outlandish. It was alien, weird and completely paranormal. I could go on forever describing. 


I also felt connected to it. I could feel it live, thrive and exude life. My ability extended to it and felt through it strange things. It had no feelings; or rather it had none that were like any of the Humes’. It did not have memories and it did not speak. But still it conveyed a certain element, a reaction, a will to live. It was fascinating to say the least. It reminded me of my old self. A green plant, the colour of my own eyes even, struggling to live alone in a sea of indifference, then realising it has the Sun it needs to feed off and nutrients all around it which it needs to thrive and grow. A smile flashed across my face. I was semi-ashamed of it. But then again I didn’t care anymore.
Sarah was now walking along with Petar. She was trekking in the meadows. But Sarah knew better.


Petar had an extraordinary ability – that of being able to create illusions. Bending light rays to his will. Also it happened to annoy other people very much. Petar and Vlad were branded the spreaders of false hope. I think it’s just a child’s way of dealing with the whole situation. Petar held on to the past reality a bit more tightly than the rest of us did. He depended on its existence and that of Vlad, who I’m assuming did not make it through the change, since he never interacts with anyone other than Petar.  
Then again Petar barely reacts to anyone except Vlad. The two must have been inseparable in the past. I am not a doctor, but neither am I stupid. Post traumatic stress was a very common mental affliction in Humes. Seeing as the end of the world is generally a stressful and traumatic event. 

I wanted to do something for Petar, I really did. To prove to him that the real world was a better place to live in, just like a doctor would have tried to do in a past life. But how could I convince him that it was better, when I felt so relieved to see the green colour of grass once again? I myself would rather live in his reverie than in the actual world. I feel more alive in this fake reality than in the actual world that I helped form.  How could I blatantly lie to Petar’s face? Force him to come out of a catatonic state which is definitely so much better than the real world. What does he have to lose by remaining in his alternate reality, where the grass is always green and the meadows are always beautiful? Nothing. It was either Petar’s beautiful meadows or the cold, harsh, jarring yellow of the real world’s sands. And frankly, had I the choice, I suppose I myself would willingly surrender to it. If only I had not been clever enough to see through its ruse. Maybe then I would be one to fall prey to such a beautiful reality. And maybe I’d never leave its clutches again. But then again I did what I did. And pay for it I must.
Fleur woke up and looked at the plant. Fleur loved plants, she thought they were pretty. 

Fleur loved to touch the plant. The plant, which had no friends, was living. Fleur thought of the plant as a friend of Fleur. Fleur would take care of the plant, because Fleur loved the plant. Fleur remembered Mama loved plants too. Mama said plants were friends for life. Mama said that if Fleur took care of plants, the plants would speak to Fleur. Fleur never heard them speak. But Fleur didn’t take care of many plants. And Fleur never really listened closely.

The plant was green. Like Man’s eyes. But they were a whole colour, a thick green. Man’s eyes were a transparent green, like Glass. Now that Fleur was looking closer, Man’s eyes seemed to be less broken than before. Fleur smiled a big smile. Fleur was proud of Fleur, for Fleur had helped Man. After all that Man had done for Fleur, Fleur had managed to start fixing Man’s eyes. 

Man, Rinmi and Ben were all sitting down on the ground talking together. Man, Rinmi and Ben had become good friends, Fleur thought. Fleur hoped Fleur helped them become friends. Now that Fleur looked closer, however, Fleur noticed that there was something behind them. It was green, a thick green. Fleur wanted to take a closer look. So Fleur quietly got up, on tippy toes and walked towards the green. 
“Where are you going, Fleur?” Man’s voice said. Man seemed annoyed.

“Fleur wants to go to the green!” Fleur said, turning to face Man.

“What are you talking about? You’re not going alone.” Man’s face was stern. 

“Then Man should come with Fleur!”

“Where to?”

Fleur pointed to the green. Man looked to where Fleur was pointing. Man let out a sigh. 

“Let’s go then.” Man said, letting out a sigh. Man told Rinmi and Ben that we were heading towards the green thing in the distance. Rinmi said something about it being a bit strange. Ben said it frightened him. 

“We have to check it out. I feel something emanating from that area.” Man was looking into the distance, as if something were staring back.

“The air is unsettled there.” Rinmi said, “There is definitely something unnatural.”

With that, Man grabbed Fleur’s hand. “Let’s go.” Man said, looking Rinmi in the eye. Rinmi and Ben followed Man. Together Fleur, Rinmi, Ben and Man walked towards the green. It didn’t take long to get there. But the minute Fleur entered the green, Man, Rinmi and Ben weren’t there anymore. Everyone was gone. 
Petar sensed something. Someone had entered the meadows. Vlad said they were trouble. 

Sarah, Vlad and I were resting by the river when it happened. Vlad told me that some people had entered the meadows. He told me they weren’t welcome and that one of them especially was trouble. And no one, except for Sarah, was any good news.  Vlad didn’t like anyone except Sarah, so neither did I. Vlad said he would go look for these people and he would lead them here. Then we could deal with them together. They didn’t know what they had gotten themselves into. Vlad was dangerous when he was angry. I had seen it happen before. Deep down I didn’t want to see it again, but if Vlad did it then it had to be right. 

I told Sarah what was happening but she didn’t say anything. She simply looked at the river, seemingly deep in thought. Vlad had left while I wasn’t looking. Sarah and I were alone now, listening to the gushing river, looking at our reflections within it. I wondered if there was another world where someone who looked just like me was looking back at me. Someone who wasn’t me, but was like me. I wondered what was beyond the meadows. Vlad said I should never go outside of the meadows, because it’s dangerous out there. He told me the meadows were the safest place on earth, because they were beautiful and they were all mine. Vlad said I was the King here. This place was all mine. This place, where the wind only blew breezes and the rain only trickled and the sun was only warm. I never doubted the perfection of this place. If anywhere had to be the safest place on earth it would definitely be here. But this place was boring. When Vlad would leave, I would always think the same thing. Only Vlad makes the meadows a great place. And if Vlad wants me to stay then I will stay. So to take my mind off things I decided to turn to Sarah.

“Do you think there’s another world Sarah?” I said, voicing my thoughts.

“What are you talking about?” She said, her voice soft and oozing consideration.

“A place beyond the meadows. Somewhere else,” I explained.

“I suppose there is,” she said. “But I doubt anywhere can be as beautiful as here.” She looked at me and smiled a considerate smile. The type Ma would give me when I said something she wished I hadn’t. Sarah was so much like Ma.

“You’re so much like Ma, Sarah.” I blurted out, suddenly. I didn’t know why I said that. I wished I could slip the words back into my mouth, but I knew I couldn’t. Sarah just gave me the same smile. 

“You must miss your Ma.” She said, looking me in the eye. 

I did. I missed her so much. But I didn’t trust myself to speak it. It would be like acknowledging she’s not here anymore. And I couldn’t bear that. 

�This’ll be the last time I remind you of your fragmented sentence structure!


�… Ok I lied. THIS is the last time I’ll remind you! I might forget to comment since I’m approaching the end of the novel and am getting more into the story and less into the grammar/spelling/aesthetics.


�The way you change it up here gets confusing.


�Deep. Whenever you cause the reader to introspect… you know you’ve done good!





I can feel all the heart and soul you poured into this work since the first chapter… but for me, it’s especially noticeable at this point. Epic.


�?


�Reword. Watch the sudden POV switches.


�I love the feeling. The emotion. The drama.


�New word?


�?


�Ah, society. Can’t live with it, can’t live without it.


�Consider revision.





I find myself rushing through the pages at this point (not skipping over anything, but reading faster) trying to find out who this new person is and what’s happening with our split team. Cool!


�?


�So who is this person?


�Wow. I’m kinda at a loss for words here. If you fix your errors and polish it up a bit... amazing. I enjoyed it, but is that the end?





26

