There is a chair. Once a throne of distinction, it now resides in solitude within the confines of dilapidated walls. Its regal bearing, though slightly weathered, speaks of a bygone era when it was the epicentre of travel, a gateway between two worlds. The faded velvet upholstery, once a lavish tapestry of royal red, now wears the patina of time. The room, a melancholic tableau, echoes with the whispers of forgotten conversations and the rustle of extravagant robes that once adorned those who sought the thrones dignified embrace. These are just memories for the chair now, for it exists as a relegated observer now. What allowed this chair to feel such pride for its position was taken from it. The golden band that unlocked the doorway to the worlds was stolen from the chair’s futile grasp. It sits here, its sentience giving up on it, clinging to what it once was. The wooden veins become still, forming cracks in its once perfect form. The chair is quiet now, its will destroyed.
Suna talks to a bird. She’s quite engrossed in her conversation, the bird is not. Suna vehemently chatters. The bird’s head twitches. Suna, aware that the bird is being kind of an arsehole stops recounting her day and they sit together in a growing disquiet. The bird flies away. Suna does not. Sitting alone, Suna decides to return home. She trudges alone the deserted path, each step weighed down by the burden of emotion. The setting sun turns the sky into the dying form of daylight, creating friends for Suna in the appearance of shadows dancing around her. The weariness begins to carve onto her face, the cause being the oppressive silence that envelopes her like a shroud. As she continues to walk, she couldn’t shake the feeling of isolation that infects her. Her world seems vast and indifferent, the beauty of nature that surrounds her has no effect. She yearns for the presence of another human to dispel her dejection that she cannot escape. 
[bookmark: _Hlk150101216]There is a knock at the non-existent door. Suna hopes the bird has returned to apologise for its arseholishness. It has not. It is a figure with two spindly legs and two equally spindly arms. This is a human. Swooping fabric encases this human. They blend in with the palette of her home, with the exception of the golden band they wear around their head. Suna is on guard; she wants to meet another human but now being presented with one sets panic through her. The human hums quietly and methodically as they very pleasantly invade Suna’s home. As they face the entrance that is now an exit, they turn inexplicably fast to become face-to-face with Suna. Face-to-face may be an exaggeration. Suna just about comes to the stranger’s neck. Suna herself is tall. She doesn’t like having conversations with melodious towers. 
‘Afternoon’, says the tower in an agreeable tone, a grin on their face.
On closer inspection, the tower is a woman. A gaunt face with sunken eyes framed by bronze hair waits expectantly in front of Suna, however Suna doesn’t focus on that. Her gaze is fixed to the golden band atop the stranger’s head. It has an intricate design looping round, there are horses and men and swords and shields and all other well-known battlefield-y things. The band wearer notices and seems rather pleased. A new grin replaces her current grin and she begins to hum again. 
‘Pretty’, Suna murmurs, her tone not matching the word. The stranger doesn’t notice, or care about, Suna’s anomaly. If anything, she is elated. Her grin that replaced her previous grin is now replaced by an even grinnier grin.
‘It is, isn’t it?’, the stranger coos in an enthusiastic tone. She becomes animated and makes a sweep of Suna’s home. She inspects the cracks in the wall, unknowingly standing on Suna’s bed: she scrutinizes a chair with obvious interest, tracing the lines of the wood with her finger; moving on, she kicks the stone floor beneath her then curses under her breath. 

‘Who are you? What do you want?’, she snaps with blunt annoyance.
The stranger faces Suna without stopping her manic movement. ‘Lyle’, states Lyle. 
‘You only answered one question’.
‘There’s a lot of explaining to answer the other one. You should always answer the simplest first’
Suna sighs and shocks herself that it’s not in frustration. She sits down on the floor, closing her eyes. Lyle continues her tour of Suna’s home, mummering to herself as she goes. Suna herself is at a loss, unsure what to do. She had never had a guest that wasn’t a bird before, she doesn’t know the rules for those of the non-avian variety. Mustering her courage, she decides to show her gracious hospitality. Prove to her guest, and herself, that she is capable of interacting with humans.
‘Would you like a drink?’, offers Suna
‘What?”, responds lyle, still scouring her surroundings
‘A drink … liquid. You use your mouth’
‘Oh, I know that. I’m quite skilled at it — done it for a while now’
‘Is that a yes?’
‘No, thank you’
Suna grumbles. Lyle takes off a part of her head and places it on the chair with nervous attentiveness. Suna’s puzzled face gains a few extra pieces. 
‘Don’t you need that?’
‘It belongs here’, answers Lyle, ‘this where it came from, I’m just returning it’
Suna gives up  being confused. She’s starting to suspect that Lyle may be positively insane. This band most certainly has never been here. Suna has lived here for most of her life, and this is the first she has ever seen of it. The band. The golden band. The golden band with the pretty inscriptions of not so pretty things. No, this band has not been here before. Standing back from the chair, Lyle waits expectantly. 
Nothings happens.
A little more of nothing happens.
Lyle leaves.
As soon as she is outside, she is joined by the bird. They talk together.
Lyle returns.
She rotates the band so that a decapitated head faces her. The chair moves. It brings a staircase into the world.
‘Thank you, Suna. You have helped me find…’, Lyle trails off in a dulcet voice.
‘How do you know my name?’, comes a confused voice from the non-confused Suna.
‘The bird told me. They apologise for their rude behaviour earlier’.
Lyle descends the stairs, leaving Suna behind. Suna isn’t all that pleased. A mystery walked into her home, refused a drink, moved her chair and talked to her bird. She has been nothing but confused and frustrated since Lyle showed up. Good. Suna is glad she has gone. 
Suna walks down the stairs.
The stairs are dry but they weep. They wail and howl in salient warning. Each step brings a new tantrum. Unfortunately, stairs do not have mouths, so their screams cannot be heard. Lyle is gone, leaving some wonderful darkness in her absence. Suna carries on, walking down the stairs that may or may not end. The stairs end. The stairs continue. After a particular noisily quiet step, Suna crashes into something.  It is solid and rough. Suna believes it to be a door, but she cannot find a handle. The door that is not a door giggles, then cries, then giggles some more. 
‘I really appreciate the groping but maybe another time?’, laughs a sarcastic voice.
‘Can’t stop. You won’t open. I think brute force will work’
‘That doesn’t sound pleasant’
‘It’s not’
The door that is not a door swings open with a clatter.
‘Have you seen an annoyingly tall woman?’, asks Suna.
‘Who knows? Perhaps. If I may have seen this woman, she certainly didn’t try to intimidate her way through’, pouts the antithetical door.
Pleased with her victory, Suna walks on. A room introduces itself to her. The room has four walls, like most rooms. It does not have a Ceiling, unlike most rooms. There is a lit fireplace to the left of Suna. It illuminates a figure. The figure has two spindly legs and two equally spindly arms. This is a human. This is Lyle. She looks preoccupied, or confused, or annoyed. Suna goes to approach her but stops herself. Does she want to talk to the preoccupied, confused, annoyed Lyle? She instead walks up to Lyle and says nothing. They stare into the fire together. Time passes.
‘I’m not a fan of the dark’, says Lyle listlessly, ‘It hides the bad and the interesting. I can figure out most things — not the dark.’, She points at the fire, “Only light can take away the dark and I can’t contain the light’. The quiet returns, but the awkwardness does not. Time passes. Suna sticks her hand into the fire. It dances around her fingers, joyful to engulf a new habitat. It latches onto her hand possessively. Suna brings it with her. Lyle watches the fire. The fire watches Lyle.
‘That’s impressive. I hope you’ll be a good beacon’, laughs Lyle in apreciation.
Suna shrugs. She walks around the now explorable room. The walls are bookshelves with no books. They are found on the table in the middle of the room: stacked atop each other, taking advantage of the lack of a ceiling.  The books do not have titles, they are unknown. Their anonymity will continue to remain for no one thought books should introduce themselves and they don’t want to go against the status quo.
‘Do you know what these books are about?’, asks Suna.
‘No I’m afraid not, I know as much as you’
‘You knew about the chair and you had the golden head thingy’
‘That’s all I know, my little lodestar. Maybe don’t get to close, books have a tendency to burn’
Suna obediently steps back, keeping her arm outstretched in the open air. Annoyed at herself, she relaxes her arm and burns her trousers in the process. She explores the rest of the room and finds no infinite staircases or truculent doors. She returns to the fireplace, bringing the flame back to its home. Lyle stands next to her, a little too close.
‘Was the fire lit when you got here?’
‘It was. The only thing I could see at the time’
‘Did the door tell you anything?’
‘Nothing about this, it told me about steps that don’t shut up’
‘All you had to do was listen to a story?’
‘Worked for me, what did you do?’
‘I threatened it with violence’
Lyle laughs. Her face a shadow, too tall to for the light to reach. Suna watches her, waiting. Remembering Lyle knows the same as her, she settles on a plan.
‘Can I have your coat?’
 ‘Why?’, asks Lyle, a curious expression on her face
‘I have a plan’, says Suna in a serious tone
‘That involves my coat?’
‘That’s correct’
‘Well with such reason and logic how could I refuse your very acceptable request’, responds Lyle, handing her coat, leaving Lyle in a slightly wrinkled red shirt. Suna takes the coat with and throws it in the fireplace. The fire goes out. The room goes dark, the only light left comes from a room behind the fireplace. Lyle, in all sense of the word, clings to Suna.
‘Good plan’, whispers Lyle in a shaky voice.
‘Thank you’
‘Can you go first?’
‘Why?’
‘Look, if I didn’t question you burning my coat you can certainly do this much’.
Suna, who is an avid fan for logic, crawls through the doorway she fashioned out of extinguished flame. This path leads to a hall, lit by a oscillate glow flying through the room. An altar stands in the middle. Unlike most altars, this one is rather pretty. Flowers are etched into the white stone of the altar, swaying in the absent wind. Stone roots stem from this petrified flower, leading to the many stained-glass windows throughout the hall. The windows, unsurprisingly, are also rather pretty. There is one depicting a man trapped in a cage and another shows a woman throwing a golden band off a cliff. The others are pouting in manufactured beauty. Lyle appears through the fireplace, falling into an appreciative silence. The two stand there, watching. The windows join them in silence but not in movement. They are agitated, the reason why is unknown. 
‘You ever seen anything like this?’, murmurs Lyle with a hint of trepidation.
‘I’ve seen flowers before’ answers Suna in a tone of curiosity.
‘Oh, haven’t seen moving windows before?’, comes a sardonic Lyle
“No, that’s new’
Lyle shakes her head; she goes to retrieve her burnt coat only to whack her hand into a wall. The fireplace, the coat, the smell of burnt fabric is gone. The two are trapped in a room where coherence isn’t needed or perhaps, they are trapped in a room where objects don’t care for others’ coherence. The two are outliers here. They feel judgement here for their normality. They wish to fade away in hopes to avoid the scorn of the anomalies. 
‘well this is grand, trapped underground with living windows and a fallacious flower’
‘Right, were underground. What’s on the other side of the windows’
‘this isn’t what I wanted, I wanted a home. Instead, I have this place. Twenty-three years and this is what I have’ mutter Lyle, holding her head in her hands.
Suna doesn’t know what to do. She has never consoled someone before. She feels incapable infront of Lyle. She wishes for her to leave so she can recuperate, think things through without a distraction.
The floor eats Lyle. 
Everything is still. The flower loses its’ sway, the windows become unmoving, the light above keeps to themselves. Then it carries on, Suna does not. She stands, watching the spot where the tower stood. She felt…something, sadness? Why? She hardly knew Lyle; she appeared out of nowhere. No, Suna felt nothing for Lyle. She got her wish, she was alone. Again. She dries her eyes to make sure they remain dry. Facing the room, she sees that the flower has lost a petal. This petal is no longer stone. It has become natural in death. It becomes fragile, breakable. The windows weep, the woman on the cliff is gone. Suna watches the grief of the absurd, unable to understand. Do they weep for the petal? The woman? Lyle? Do they weep for themselves? Wishing to join the broken and the missing. However, one window is silent. One window does not weep. The window depicts a girl perching on a chair. She had jagged wings of scarlet and flowing golden hair. She shakes her head vociferously, using her hair to shield her face. Suna walks closer to the window, hoping to decipher its’ lack of anguish. She watches the girl, waiting to see her face. Suna, now inches from the window, sees the child’s face. There is a malevolent smirk. Suna is torn from the room. The sound of glass shattering echoes her fall.
The fall is dark. The hall has disappeared. There is nothing. Suna has been falling in the dark nothing long enough that she no longer comprehends the motion around her. In the absence of existence, she thinks. She thinks of Lyle. Where is she? She fell through the floor so she should be here, will she crash into her? Why is she happy about this? Perhaps falling in nothing reveals that the nothing she feels for Lyle may not be the whole truth. Does it matter? The fall continues with no stoppage, this is life now. There is no getting used to this and Suna is aware she will run out of things to think of eventually, when the happens she can no longer prove she is real. This itself isn’t awful, it is an end. Not one she wants but an end all the same, her journey into the basement leads to a destruction of self that pairs with the nothing.  Her final though, or perhaps the though that will repeat for eternity, is of Lyle. The tower who was wished out of existence remains in the mind of the one who wished. 
Suna sees land underneath her. The ground illuminated by enlarged flowers. The core of the flower emits a warm glow, much like the dying sparks of embers. The glow intensifies as she becomes ever closer to the ground. The visibility shows a field of long grass. Each individual blade dance in the invisible currents of the subterranean air. As the ground reaches towards Suna its surface snaps and breaks in joyous anticipation. Each blade of grass shatters under Suna’s force, leaving a mosaic of intricately random detail. Suna waits, realises she isn’t dead then stands up. She sees a path of broken grass in front of her. Following the pre-made trail saves being stabbed so Suna follows. As she walks the grass around her becomes shorter, letting slip a discovery of a tree. Much like the flower at the altar, the tree is made of a white stone. It sits on the edge of a crevasse; a river of purple hues hides between the gap in the land. As Suna looks at the river, she sees faint glows of green, blue and yellow beneath the river’s violet surface. Her path has come to an end. She cannot jump the path and judging by the unblemished grass on the other side, neither has anyone else. She could jump, she could sit by the tree and wait to be overtaken by nature. To make a point of her indecisiveness she sits on the edge with her legs hanging off.
Time passes, as it so often does. Or maybe it doesn’t, this place has no known logic. Time may just be a mismatched concept here. Suna no longer cares, after doubting your own existence you no longer care for such things like logic and normality. She misses her home. Her dilapidated room of lilac sheets and sizable chairs. She misses not knowing. She misses her life of ignorance where her home was a home and not a hidden gateway to the fantastic and dangerous. She misses Lyle, misses the presence of someone else. The bird lands next to her. Suna weeps, laughs, screams. The bird waits patiently.
‘Why are you here?’, Suna giggles
‘Why shouldn’t I be? This is my home’, responds the bird in a gruff voice
‘You come from here?’, asks Suna, ‘Why are you so normal looking?’
‘So as long as it looks like a bird it’s okay for it to talk? Don’t focus so much on the appearances, Suna. You’ve seen most of these things already, just in a different way of presentation’.
‘Lyle talked with you, was she from here?’, Suna questions quietly, ‘she said she didn’t know this place’, she adds.
‘She was born here’, the bird sighs in a regretful tone ‘She could not remain. She was too strange for this world, it would not accept her. She was banished. I was her escort; I was also where she got her key from. The problem that came apparent early on is that your world wouldn’t accept her either. Too strange, I suppose. She knew she didn’t belong. She sought a place where she would. Unfortunately, that was here. The place that discarded her to begin with. She isn’t with you, what happened?’
‘She was swallowed by the floor’ ,she says whilst staring at the dead leaves around the trunk of the stone tree, “in the room with the stone flower and the living people in the windows. I wanted her gone so I could figure out what was happening and the place heard my subconscious apparently’
‘If it’s any consolation, it wasn’t you. This place remembers when one is banished. Won’t allow them back’
‘Why?’
‘Do you understand everything in your world?’
‘Do you know where she is?’, begs Suna, tears forming in her eyes
‘I…don’t’, speaks the bird in a remorseful tone ‘I can believe. I can hope. I want her to be in a place where she can be accepted, all of her. I hope she will be happy in this place. I believe she lives on, just no longer here. I wish to join her, be with her once again but I cannot. This is my place, my world. I am unable to follow her any longer. I think I shall rest. Goodbye, Suna.’
The bird flaps their wings, spiralling a halo around Suna to eventually perch upon the stone tree. It becomes still, gazing off to a horizon of familiarity. The branch of the tree latches onto the bird, encasing it as they close their eyes. Suna sits on the edge, folding into herself. She is alone again. Standing up she faces her friend, the now petrified bird. She takes a step back. Suna stares at her hands, a tool to capture the light Lyle wished to keep. She takes a step back. The tree watches Suna, wondering where she will go. Suna is falling once again; tears leap from her eyes in a futile escape from being absorbed1 with the river below. The fish stare as Suna floats down, watching the figure disappear into the depths they do not venture.  
Suna sinks deep into the river, sinking for such a time that she has drowned. The corpse of Suna descends until it is dragged further down by the world around it. Sending it further and further down until the corpse breaks through the surface, or end, of the water for it to land on a pier. The corpse snatches at the air around it, battling to fight against its demise. The corpse dies, Suna lives. She gasps on the pier, asserting the life over her body. After being confident she is alive she looks around to the, well…nothing. There is the pier and the grey clouds playing the part of the ocean. Stars above her illuminate the way.She begins to walk, she takes a step and then another; she falls and trips and begins to crawl but she carries on. Time does not pass for time no longer matters; Suna continues her desperate journey down this pier. After her seventy third fall, Suna hears a humming in a recognisable tone. The tune becomes louder as she crawls, its manic tempo directing her movement. A tower of spindly arms and equaly spindly legs stands before a staircase. The tower paces in front it in a frantic style, humming along as it does. 
‘Ah, it’s you’, remarks the tower as it continues to pace
‘You’re alive’, comes the voice of the recently dead, ‘you’re alive, you’re here’
‘Oh! Do you know where this is? Quite something isn’t it? I was in that hall with you then poof, nothing. Woke up here, or more, over there’, The tower points behind Suna, ‘found this staircase though, that’s something’
‘Lyle? You’re Lyle? Yes? Please just tell me’
‘Yes, I’m Lyle’ states Lyle
Suna begins to laugh with no intention for there to be an end. She laughs as she hugs Lyle, burying her face into Lyle’s neck. With the laughing comes the tears, mixing together to make a croaking sound. The laughing crying continues as Suna takes Lyle’s hand to lead her down the stairs. The sound echoing into the stars above.  








