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The projector screen is ablaze. The seats are arranged. Drinks and snacks galore are all lined up, waiting to be snatched and devoured. The game is set. And I could not be less interested. 

I have nothing but respect for the sport - I just prefer watching from a very far distance. Or not at all. I used to watch it growing up with my dad. But over the years, his constant screaming and yelling got tedious, and I grew embarrassed, never really understanding the hype. Maybe because sports were just not my strongest point due to my disfigurement. But still.

Everyone just wants a normal night tonight. Or whatever is considered normal. What I do appreciate though is the amount of effort that’s been put into setting up the warehouse. 

Along with the multitude of tables and chairs around the projector, rugs of many different styles and colors cover the dusty floor whilst fairy lights are hung around the walls, giving this gloomy warehouse a warm, cozy glow-up. It’s chaotic, yet all handmade. 

It is beautiful, to say the very least. It reminds me of those old-fashioned classic sleepovers you used to have as a kid. But I wasn't privileged enough to have something like this.

Above me, the ones with wings, such as myself, holler with rapturous laughter. They sit high above the metal railings, dangling their legs as they wait for the rugby to start. Amongst them is Kenn, cackling over his friend dangling upside down, almost losing his balance in the process.

‘Pfft.’ I puff out. ‘Typical.’
 
It’s been a while since we were like this. Simply existing and not focusing on the Seer’s sudden appearance. It shackled me, still. But I do believe we need something to distract us all for now - to keep us sane, until we produce a new strategy to rewrite the prophecy. Will it work? I’m honestly not sure. Even Ignis is stirring with unease. But the sight of everyone talking and laughing over mundane things and being so carefree and reckless is a breath of fresh air. 

And in this muggy, damp warehouse, it’s needed. 

‘Hey, Arch!’

I turn to see Lyra with a cup in her hand. She’s wearing a tight black shirt with dark denim jeans; her hair is curlier and more boisterous than ever. And it seems she’s got make-up on as well; her eyes a dark, misty shadow with bold eyeliner. She is a sight to behold. 

I nod my head, ‘Hey. You look nice.’

‘Oh, save it. It’s not every day we do this kind of shit. And oh, would you look at that? I’m finally wearing something I actually like. Much to Dylan’s disgust.’

‘Heh. Yeah well, he doesn’t seem to be the kind to appreciate good fashion when it’s needed.’

She lifts her eyebrow. ‘You saying this look suits me, Archie Falcon?’ 

I pause, blinking too many times to fathom. 

Ignis chuckles deeply within my chest. 

‘Well. Um. I mean, it’s casual. Nice. Simple, really.’

‘Simple?’

‘Well, not in a basic kind of way but...’

‘Uh huh.’

‘Uh. Like you said! It’s not every day we get to do this. And looking good is part of it. Right?’

‘Hm.’ She tips her head a little, giving me that coy smile. ‘It’s only rugby, you know?’

She really has to make this hard for me, doesn't she? 

‘It’s an occasion?’

She snorts out a laugh, bringing the cup to her lips. ‘Okay okay. I suppose so.’

‘Hey guys! It’s starting!’ says Kiru, thankfully breaking whatever it is I just built. 

Lyra and I turn our attention to the projector. I can feel the tinges of my face flourish, and without looking at her, I sigh a laugh and make my way to one of the couches. Soon after, she follows suit. 

After a few minutes of the warehouse shrouded in song and blaring fans, the screen displays the green pitch with men in red and green jogging around like little ants, spreading themselves out as the camera pans onto each player looking serious and grim. The announcers present them all, bragging about each ‘formidable player’ and the games before this one. They’re also vocal about one of the captains who is in his last season before retirement. 

And as the game goes on, I start getting more into it. 
It seems that watching a game when your country is represented is kind of alluring. Apparently, it gets people to project themselves into the match when someone scores a try or even when they’re cheering on a player to run faster. Like that ever works. And after many dreadful decisions from the referee – making everything really unfair for the Welsh team - even Ignis starts getting riled up when the opposition scores a try. Adding five points. 

No, no, no! Damn you, lucky emblems! You’re silly green dots of convulsion! Pah! I should take them by myself!

Laughing, I pat my chest to calm his fury. ‘Steady now, Ignis. Steady.’

Forty minutes pass by and suddenly it’s half time. With the score 12-7 to Ireland. 

People begin to disperse themselves to grab something to eat or drink. I keep Kiru up to speed about what half-time actually is since he still doesn't understand the game. However, as Lyra leaves to get a drink, out of the corner of my eye, I see Dylan walk up to her, whisper something in her ear, and after a few beats, she walks with him to the back wall. 

Curious to say the least, I can’t help but nudge Kiru’s arm whilst keeping an eye on them. ‘Hey. Look.’

‘Hm?’ He glances up in my direction, sees who I am gesturing towards, and frowns. ‘That’s… odd.’

‘I thought they were fighting?’

‘They still are. Or should be.’ 

We continue to watch as Dylan and Lyra talk briskly in hushed whispers, a sense of unease wavering in me as Lyra gets in close to Dylan’s face. But all of a sudden, Lyra’s face rages with a fury that’s directed straight at Dylans. It’s almost as if she is threatening him. 

Dylan just stands there, watching her closely as he clenches his fists.

In an instant, Kiru stands up and walks over to them.

I jump up from my place on the sofa’s edge. But again, the lingering sense of knowing who I'm dealing with comes crawling back to me, stopping me from taking another step. 

Fiery trickles of Ignis’s warmth spread from my back to my neck. He peeks out of my back, his warm head nestling on my shoulder. 

Drama?

‘Possibly.’

Ooh. How fun.

I try not to make it look too obvious that I’m listening in, slowly sitting down on the couch and turning away. Whilst I lean forward and focus on my hearing, it seems like Ignis wants in on the action. 

He chuckles deeply, his invisible thread quivering. 

I close my eyes and let him briefly take over my mind, my body - a kind of coil that churns right through me. In the darkness, Kiru’s distant footsteps become an echo that beats onto my skin, coursing through me like ripples of water. Each footstep is another drop on the fragile surface. And I listen.

Kiru approaches them. I can feel the tendons in his clenched fists click with trepidation. He asks what’s wrong. Lyra and Dylan’s shoes scrape simultaneously against the floor and take a step back from each other. I hear someone swallow, their ears popping; thumbs grazing over their knuckles; an unbalanced heartbeat. Someone’s nervous. 

A brief pause takes over. No one says or does anything. Only a sniffle. Kiru asks why Lyra is upset. Is she crying? Or is she just taking deep breaths? 

Dylan huffs; says nothing is wrong. He simply wanted to talk about the Seer’s appearance and ask what she thought about it. This changes Lyra’s rhythm; her essence, so to speak.

‘Bullshit!’ she says. 

Her voice... For a moment, I swore I heard another. 

‘Don’t give him that crap, Dy! Are you even listening to a word I’m saying?’

‘I hear you just fine. But it's too soon.’

‘Soon?’ asks Kiru.

‘It’s nothing,’ tuts Dylan. ‘Honestly.’

Lyra scoffs. And from the way she paces, she’s furious. ‘Oh. Wow! Okay. Of course you won’t explain everything. Why would you? Because all that matters is your opinion! Have you ever tried, oh I don’t know, being honest with people? With yourself?’

‘Lyra, shut it!’ growls Dylan. 

He breathes slowly, yet his angry heart is fierce. I can hear the way his heart drums deep between his lungs. He holds a harrowing storm – a silent essence that is dizzying and mad. And I bet, at this very moment, he’s trying to control Leonard.

I shudder to think he could make an appearance tonight. 

I can’t help but feel exasperated. I want to join in and ask for myself what’s going on – and why can’t Dylan just bloody listen? Sure, I understand we have our differences. Especially when it comes to our shared spirits. I mean, Ignis and I have our moments. But we deal with our differences because we talk to each other. We need to! Now more than ever. But this? Whatever Dylan’s avoiding, he needs to deal with it.

I open my eyes and turn in their direction then watch as Lyra steps forward. Her head held high as she looks Dylan dead in the eye, her voice steady. ‘Or what? You going to whisk me away and drop me in the fucking ocean? Like you did with Himiko? I’ve seen you do it. Why not again?’ 

‘Don’t think for a second I won't hesitate, if it means I can protect these people!’

‘From what? The truth? These people are just as confused and scared as you are! And they deserve to know the truth! Death is coming, Dylan! Death! Don’t you understand?’

‘You know what? I could do that. Make life easier for the rest of us,’ says Dylan. My blazing throat itches. Even from here, I can see his eyes start to turn golden. 

‘For god’s sake, guys. Stop it. This isn’t going to help anyone!’ pleads Kiru. Probably feeling responsible for intervening.

Lyra’s breath hitches. Her voice barely whispers. ‘Easier?’

I stand up. I can’t take this anymore. 

Lyra takes a step back. Dylan’s eyes never waver. ‘Easier?’ Another step. ‘Truly? You think death for me would make your life easier?’

‘That’s...’ 
‘Don’t answer.’

A whisper of breeze suddenly trickles along my skin, like a gentle hand caressing me. It’s the kind of hand that’s supposed to leave a trail of warmth. But this. There’s no warmth. No hand should feel this harsh when the warehouse is covered in light. 

I hold my breath. I can feel my body begin to sway; my head light from the nauseating cold. Ignis, present as ever, fills my chest with his fire and brings me back to my senses.

Archie!

I let go and start breathing again. A relief. 

Blinking hard, my vision comes back to me. And when I see Lyra again, she’s just a silhouette of darkness. 

‘Lyra?’ I speak.

No, Archie. Lyra mentioned we would meet her soon enough. But not like this.

‘Shit.’

My heart thumps once – hard. Even Ignis goes still. 

The warehouse grows quiet. The fairy lights flicker. People stop what they’re doing. And I feel so, so cold.

Dylan and Kiru step back, their eyes never leaving Lyra as her essence changes. What was once Lyra was now a being who is darkness – a tantalising and vicious shadow that dances around her with reaching and clawing hands, trying to grab something but never leaving the ground. Her eyes hollow, mouth wide. She stares at Dylan. 

‘Coward!’ she says. 

She begins to hum. 

Her humming drifts over me like a canopy, engulfing me in its heavy song. I haven't felt something this monstrous loom over me since I merged with Ignis. And it seems I’m not the only one.

Someone screams. Someone else falls to their knees, their hands covering their ears.

I turn to the projector screen. 

Someone in red is huddled on the ground, screaming. 

Perplexed and confused, I look up to see Kenn and the others looking more confused than me. ‘What happened? Did someone attack him?’ I ask.

Kenn shakes his head, confusion warped on his face. ‘I don’t know. He just... collapsed?’

The player’s agonising cry echoes throughout the warehouse. He kneels on the ground then viciously turns his body, his hands clawing the ground, his shirt, his hair. Eyes wide. Face an ashen white. I’ve never seen anything like it. 

‘Oh dear!’ says one of the commentators., ‘I think he’s taken one hit too many. Gary?’

The other commentator responds, sounding serious. ‘That’s possible. But did you see what happened?’

‘We’re all waiting for the replay, Gary. Here it is. Let’s take a look at what happened to Owain Davies, there.’ 

The screen shifts in slow motion, showcasing the moment when the player collapses.

I know from the moment I see him. 

Drenched in sweat, half-lidded eyes, face as pale as the blinding lights, he sways in slow motion next to another player in green whose face contorts in worry.

Gary hums, ‘Well, to me, there doesn't seem to be any dispute with the Irish number four. Cormac Dudley. But Owain here was already having a rough night of it.’

‘Ah, you’re not wrong. And - oh! Look! Look at that!’ Then, the screen shows Owain collapsing next to Cormac, who in slow motion, quickly grips onto his bicep and slowly puts his hand up. The crowd gasps in unison. 

‘Well, thankfully, there wasn’t any dispute between the players. But despite the rivalry between the two teams, there's nothing better than good sportsmanship, right Gary?’

‘Indeed, Ivan. Very much so. You don't see that every day.’

‘Oh no, not at all.’ The screen changes back to the present, where the camera continues to display Owain Davies’s agony to the world. ‘A bit of a shame really, considering this was Owain’s last chance to go head-to-head in his final season, was it not?’

‘Aye. A great shame for the Welsh captain.’

I feel sick. It’s all too familiar. My heart won’t stop beating, and my hands won’t stop shaking. It’s happening again. It’s happening in the worst possible place imaginable! And it’s going to happen for the entire world to see! 

Breathe, Archie. Focus. 

The light keeps flickering as the commentators continue to talk about Owain Davies and another player who ‘suffered similar conditions’. I look down at the ground and see my vision going out of focus. Ignis is churning within. 

Archie Falcon! Focus! Take the first step. You know what you must do.

‘Um, guys?’ calls out Kenn, pointing at the screen. “Not to freak anyone out, but...’

Owain cries in a way no human being should. Other players have been directed to step away from him as the medical team runs onto the pitch. We can’t see him much. But that doesn't ease my mind at all. He’s curled himself into a ball, making himself look smaller.

Fear strikes. I can’t hesitate any longer. 

I turn and run out of the warehouse. Confused murmurs and yells ease away as I leave through the detached doors and onto the cobbled ground. The moonlight is blinding but the forest is dark and gloomy. I take off my shirt, toss it to the side, and roll my shoulders.

I hear Dylan yell. His voice a rapturous thunder, following suit. ‘If this is you’re fault, I swear to fucking god, I’ll kill you!’

He’s talking to Lyra, isn't he? I let out a shaky sigh. 

My wings spread wide and free, and along with Ignis’ help, I push off the ground and launch myself into the sky. I pick up speed as I soar through the cold wind, my eyes watering from the sudden gush. But I ignore it. The heavy breeze takes my breath away as I fly past clawing trees and out onto the evening sky. My chest feels heavy, but my mind is awake. The fire that crackles and flares and brims to life lifts into my throat and then all the way to my mind, my fingertips, and the tip of my toes. Ignis is here. And he knows, too.

We can't let this happen!

I let out a grunt as the steady movements of flesh and bone drive against my back, giving my wings one last shake until I get a steady rhythm. It’s a good thing we’re not too far away from Swansea stadium. Otherwise, this defiantly would have been a different outcome. I mean, out of all the places? It can't be a coincidence.

Can it?
‘Archie!’

Startled, I turn to see a dark shadow coming towards me. By the sounds of his wings, sure enough, it’s Dylan. His red hair a blazing target the closer he got to me. I look away with a grunt. He’s pissed me off enough as it is. 

‘Oh good!’ said Dylan, slowing down when he comes next to me, ‘I thought it was you. I’m glad. Don't think I could have lifted a six-foot rugby man all by myself.’

I roll my eyes. 

Dylan sighs, ‘Of course, his shared spirit has awakened. The last thing we want is for him to turn into God-knows-what in the middle of a rugby match! I mean, imagine what woudld happen.’ He paused, staring through the clouds with a distant look. 

I hold my tongue. 

We fly side by side whilst the wind whisks past us, the sound of our wings flapping heavily through the darkness. I briefly glance over at Dylan. He’s worried - probably because he knows he’s partly to blame for this. If we don't get to this Owain guy soon, he will be exposed in front of a whole audience. Not even that - the whole world will see! Even worse, it will be brought back to us. It's too much of a risk to leave him by himself, and it's even more of a risk if his shared spirit is something else.

Something dangerous.

I watch Dylan for a while. I can’t comprehend whether he’s being serious or insulting the fact that this is happening. This weight - or rather, this burden we carry - is something we’ve been taking between ourselves for over two months. And now, this unexpected turn of events means our secret is in jeopardy. I can’t understand why he’s acting so... different.  

Dylan’s frown deepens when he turns to me. I look away quickly.

‘Archie? Hey. I’m talking to you.’

‘I don't want to talk.’

‘Why not? We’re in this together. We need a plan!’

‘Oh shut up!’ I exclaim, ‘If you want to come up with a plan, that's fine! But if you hadn't provoked Lyra so much, maybe this wouldn't have happened!’

Dylan pauses. I don’t see his reaction, but I feel his essence shift slightly. But slowly, it eases. And he falls silent. 

‘I... argh!’ He launches forward, taking the lead. The stadium is up ahead; it’s lights beckoning like a silent trap.

It’s now or never.

‘I know.’

It’s loud. Chorus of people yell and sing in unison as complaints and questions hollow underneath the chaos. We land on the railings that circle the arena. Luckily, thanks to the darkness, we don't stick out too much. But the weight of my wings nearly gave way and I adjust myself, careful not to fall. 

‘Woah.’ 

Below me, I can see the tops of angry VIP’s to the bustling common people brimming with life. Some merely sat on their phones whilst others held plastic cups and shouting profanities like a horde of wailing children. It kind of reminds me of an enclosed playground. In the middle of the field lay Owain Davies who is still surrounded by medics and his teammates. We watch as the screen above displays other players jogging around whilst another man, who may be the coach, pacing back and forth in a daze or hurry. 

Stifling my breath, I kneel on one knee and take everything in, ‘So, what's the plan?’

‘Oh, so you want my help?’ asks Dylan.

‘Don’t start. You’re wrong about so many things. But – I said don't start! You are right about one thing. And that is we need a plan. So... Work with me on this.’

Dylan sighs, ‘Right.’ 

Taking slow, easy steps, he scans around the stadium. ‘I’m not too sure. But I don't want us to wait too long, otherwise our captain over there is going to be exposed. And we don’t want that.’

I stand up and put my hands on my hips, ‘You suggesting we should just dive right in? We can get to him quicker that way.’

‘What? No! No, we just...’ Dylan pauses, then sighs. ‘Let’s just look around, then we-’

Owain Davies cuts Dylan off with a scream. I see the screen displaying a closer shot of him. He’s not looking good. In fact, he’s gotten worse. 

With the uncertainty of things, the people below us start to talk.

‘For god’s sake, mun.’ moaned a Welsh man in a thick accent, ‘The bloody hell’s wrong with him? He takin’ the mick or what?’

‘Oh, I don’t know, butt.’ said another, ‘See these boys get paid, how much? And Cormac didn't even fuckin’ touch him! What a load of bollocks.’

Ignis tuts. What a bunch of children.

I have no doubt in my mind that we can master a plan. But going into this blind? Not only do we need to get this Owain as far away from here as possible, but to avoid the eyes of other people? Come on, think! You must have some idea!

Feeling annoyed, I stand up and glance towards the lights that circle the entire arena. Every single one of them is directed towards the middle, which means that without those lights, you won't be able to see a thing.

I know what to do.

I nudge Dylan’s arm and point to one of the big lights, ‘Look there. Think we can do something about those first?’ I smirk knowingly, taking in Dylan’s surprised look.

‘Huh. Sounds like fun. I’ve always wanted to cause chaos. You take the left and I take the right?’

‘Sure.’

With a nod of approval, Dylan turns his back to me and points, ‘Alright. After you finish taking out your lights, meet me halfway to those cameras there. Just make sure there are no other lights we need to get rid of. Then, I'll take out the electric with Leonards help. And then,’ he turns to me, ‘I need you to cause a scene.’ 

‘Me? Why?’

He gives me a pensive, almost sad look. ‘I suppose... you have more control.’

‘Wait, but where do I-?’

Owain’s scream blares. The medic team start hoisting him onto the stretcher. 

‘Now!’

Dylan dashes right. For a moment, I hesitate. But thanks to Ignis’s quivering thread, I lunge forward. As I reach the first batch of lights, Owain’s screaming still echos across the stadium. It’s like I can almost feel his pain - something reminiscent and pungent in my memory. A pain only I and a few others know too well. 

We have to hurry.

‘On it.’ 

Without a second thought, I call upon Ignis. His essence traverses through me as light, feather-like flames spread across my skin. My hands clench, brittle nails digging into my palms, sweat breaking out from the heat of the fire. And then, I make an impact. 

With a mighty throw of my fist, the glass shatters! Ignis’ fire slaps against the lights, dimming them instantly. 

I grin. Time for the next one.

With a skip and a dash, I move through the stadium. Each layer of light goes out one by one, plunging the area into darkness. Every time I take out a light, I retreat into the shadows; I refuse to give the people opposite me the satisfaction of seeing something they shouldn't. 

Below, the crowd erupts. 

‘Everyone, please stay calm!’ a voice booms over the intercom. ‘We seem to be experiencing technical difficulties. Please remain seated until the problem has been resolved.’

The announcement does nothing to stop the panic. I finish clearing my side of the railing lights and make my way toward the centre where Dylan pointed to earlier, but he's nowhere to be found. I take a moment to catch my breath. Below me, the cameras are still live, and the projector continues to broadcast the chaos. In the dim light, I see the medics trying to hurry Owain away. It seems our interference slowed them down, but now they're moving with a renewed urgency.

‘C’mon, Dylan. Where are you?’ I mutter, my knee bouncing with nerves. 

Then, the screen cuts to black. The stadium falls into total darkness – exactly what we need. Thanks to Ignis, my vision shifts, and I can see everything in a sharp, nocturnal hue. Silhouettes of people scramble toward the exits. Given the potential threat of terror attacks, I don't blame them; they're likely imagining the worst-case scenario. And if I were them, I'd be running, too.

Dylan appears suddenly, his figure a dark void where waves of shimmering blue and gold encircle him. The light pulses around his hand, where a ghostly, pointed nail protrudes from his finger.

‘There,’ he says, breathless, ‘Now, Archie. Your turn.’

‘Wait. What happens when I... you know?’ I whisper.

Dylan keeps his focus on the field, ‘Everyone will look there. And when the times right, I will swat away the people around him and take him. We’re fast, so this should work.’

‘Easier said than done.’

I still don’t exactly know what to do – at least, not until I hear Ignis’ deep, menacing chuckle. 
‘Switch?’

Ignis stops chuckling, his confidence surging. 

I thought you’d never ask.

A chill runs down my spine, my chest swelling with anticipation. Ignis manoeuvres through me like a weaving needle. It’s not a comfortable experience, but not an unpleasant one. When I open my eyes, I am in the back of the distorted space of my own mind, while Ignis takes a deep breath, feels the air in my lungs, and smiles. The switch is a success.    

‘Ah,’ sighs Ignis, ‘I am going to have fun with this.’

Just... keep it simple. And don’t get us caught!

‘Aye, aye.’

Suddenly, he leaps into the air! The whoosh of the wind is deafening, and before I know it, we’re so high that the stadium looks no bigger than my hand. Ignis looks down and hold out my hand, waving and flexing it in contemplation.

‘Alright. Time for the final act!’

By sheer power alone, he tenses my chest until it swims with the incandescent fire of brute force. His control is magnificent as the heat begins to protrude from the depths of my throat. It tickles rather than hurts. Will I ever be accustomed to this scorching heat? My question is answered instantly as the fire begins to ignite, swarming out from my throat and my hands.

Holy shit! What the hell, Ignis?!

Ignis laughs loudly. Is he going to burn the stadium?

Ignis! Hey! What are you doing?! This isn’t-
‘A distraction, dear Archie! Let the world see itself burn!’

Wha- what?! This isn't what we meant! What are you-?!

He pauses, looking upon the stadium. ‘...The world will see... soon enough.’

Then, he releases the fire. It pours from my hands and throat, coalescing into a sphere of cosmic destruction. It hovers for a heartbeat, aimed straight into the stadium where innocent people are still trapped!

Ignis! No!

With a grunt, he jerks my body to the right and steers the ball of fire as if it were an extension of himself. And just like that, the sphere slams into the field and onto the rugby post, scorching it into a pillar of flame! The nearby players yell and scramble away from the sudden blaze, while the rest of the crowd erupts into a panicked roar. 

I sigh in relief. Thank God! You didn't hurt anyone.

Ignis exhales a cloud of embers, and straightens up, ‘You didn’t think I would actually hurt humans, Archie Falcon?’

I am lost for words – incapable of forming a single syllable through the shock still coursing through my spirit.

‘Your mind trembles; words are lost to the wind. It seems my actions caused you to fear me, even if just for a moment.’

Shielded by the darkness, he lowers us back toward the stadium. As we draw closer, we catch sight of Dylan on the far right, using his wings as a force to swat away the medics and players.

I understand now.

Ignis knew where Owain was headed.

‘See?’

Cheeky bastard. Don't scare me like that again.

He chuckles, ‘No promises. Now, let's get our captain.’

Once we land on the pitch, we quickly make our way towards Dylan and help him hoist the agonising rugby player onto the stretcher. We don't say anything but spread our wings, grab hold of the handles and quickly launch into the sky. Dylan stares ahead, whilst I steal quick glances at Owain whenever he groans or yelps in pain. 

Ignis and I don't switch; in fact, this is the longest I’ve ever been a passenger in my own body. 

I want to ask him to switch back, but I feel compelled to let him stay. His decision to use his power without my consent makes me realise just how pathetic I am compered to him. I cant even predict his next move, yet while he is within, he knows what I'm thinking – my moves, my thoughts, even my memories. He knows everything, and yet I know nothing of him. 

Human beings are pathetic creatures, huh?

For the first time, Ignis doesn't retaliate against my thoughts; he just lets them linger.




	
	
	



