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introduction

This has been quite a journey. Two years ago, on a normal day, 
I was carrying on with my usual routine when the idea of Apathy 
and his personality sprouted in my mind. The town he lived in, 
along with the names and personalities of residents of that town, 
developed later from pure imagination. Figment by figment, I 
watched these characters live their tale.

In my real-life attempt to write the novel, I framed it within 
the limits of logic and physical boundaries. Frequent were the 
times when I took the role of one of the characters and behaved 
in the same manner, or even acted a particular scene to ensure 
the accuracy of details.

I found myself often either drifting from my life to visit 
theirs and see what they might be doing or bringing them to 
my world to see how they would react to specific situations. 
Their personalities developed as life taught me, and them, mind-
altering lessons. Simply put, we were students in the same great 
school.

My tendency to use poetry when expressing my feelings 
obviously reflected in my work. After all, the characters might 
not breathe in our life, but they are a part of me, and a part of 
us; every shard of inspiration created their personae, and each 
fragment of our universe left a vestige in shaping theirs.

I am not a novelist, nor do I plan to become one—this book 
is from me to myself. I wrote a novel not because I wanted it to 
be a literary piece, an international best seller, or a material to 
be taught in schools but because I wanted to undertake a certain 
experience, sharing my vision and indulging whoever wishes to 
partake in it.
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author’s note

Seren is an imaginary town that exists in the real world. 
There is no particular culture that governs the nature of the 
characters’ names or customs. Be that as it may, I, as a writer, 
am a different story. As much as I tried to free Seren from the 
boundaries of societies, I am a Kuwaiti national and Arabic is 
my first language. 

Books are the echoes of their authors, and by one way or 
another, they inspire their way of life. That said, this book was 
not meant to be tendentious to any tradition, but if it is, it would 
be to what I know best.

I have included this note in hopes of providing better 
understanding for international readers.





Prologue
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Not everyone is born equal. Some are gifted with shrewd 
intelligence, adorned with incomparable exquisiteness, 

endowed with hereditary charisma, or fortified by a substantial 
physical build. This inequality makes people look at each other 
and question: “Why was I not born like that?” “Why am I born 
with this?” Or, the most infamous, “Why me?”

All of this makes me wonder, is life ever fair to us? Or is envy 
every newborn’s companion? Does everyone feel inferior based 
on what they do not have? Everyone…except me.

I was born with a rare syndrome; I think I am the only case 
so far. Many are born with missing body parts: arms, legs, or 
kidneys. In my case, the part missing is not a limb or an organ; I 
was born without feelings.

The doctors said that they located my brain’s amygdala (a part 
of the limbic system believed to be responsible for emotions). 
“It’s not missing—it’s just not functioning properly,” one of the 
doctors told my mother. But they could not explain the cause of 
my thermoanesthesia—the inability to feel temperature—or of 
why I felt no other physical sensations.

Ever since then, my mother has been blaming my father for 
the disease that I was born with, but he was not alive to hear her 
screams of opprobrium. The night she gave birth to me was the 
night she discovered that he had died in another woman’s bed. 
She was in labor when the news of his death reached her (or the 
news of her husband’s unfaithfulness). When I was given to her 
and she carried me in her arms, she was not happy or sad. She 
was not feeling pain or hatred. She was feeling…nothing.

Often I asked what it was like to feel happy or to be sad. The 
only answer I received was, “It’s like trying to describe colors 
to a blind man.” My mother kept telling me how deeply she 
had loved my father and how much she had trusted him with 
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everything she had. Her tears always followed; she told me she 
felt betrayed. 

Love? Betrayal? The only time I shed tears is when dust hits 
my eyes. When I was a small child in school, I learned that tears’ 
job is to clean germs from our eyes, and I could not understand 
why my mother had germs in her eyes every time she talked 
about my father.

For most of my life, I was homeschooled. My mother was 
what they call overprotective. “The world is full of monsters,” 
she would say. When I was six, she decided to send me to school 
to see how it would go. It did not take long before students 
and teachers realized that I was not like them—that I was not 
normal. That is when my mother decided to isolate me from 
society and make me drop out of school. “It’s too dangerous for 
you out there.”

After she died, I had to be sent back, and Heartless Apathy 
became my name at school. I have been called other names as 
well, such as cold. Cold is what causes snow to fall in winter and 
forces people to wear more clothes. I just wear the same clothes 
the entire year; my skin becomes dry sometimes, though.

“How come you never smile?” one girl asked me during my 
short time as a first grader. She had dark-brown, braided hair, 
and she was wearing a white-and-pink dress with chocolate 
smudges below her neck.

“What is a smile?” I asked.
“This!” she replied, making a strange facial gesture. Her eyes 

closed, her cheeks dimpled, her lips arched, her mouth opened, 
and her chocolate-covered teeth showed.

“You have two missing teeth.” I pointed at her mouth.
“Oh! My front teeth? The tooth fairy took them!”
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“What is that thing you are holding?” I asked. I had wanted to 
ask about the tooth fairy, but my mother had told me not to ask 
about strangers.

“This is a stuffed animal,” she said as she squeezed it to her 
chest. “Dabby makes me feel safe.”

“Do you smile to Dabby?” I asked.
“Always!”
“Why?”
“He likes to see me happy.”
“Happy?” I asked.
“Yes! You’re happy when you smile!”
“How do I know when to smile?”
“You don’t know. It happens by itself when you’re happy.”
“How do I get happy?”
“Ahhh! You’re so weird!” she yelled, turned her back to me, 

and left. She had crinkles between her eyebrows.
One day after school, I went to a nearby toy store. I had found 

this stuffed-animal, a blue wolf six days before on my way home 
with my mother, and I had stopped eating lunch at school to save 
money to buy it. I was scolded for going to the store alone and 
not waiting for my mother to pick me up at the usual spot. When 
I returned home, I held the Dabby to my chest the same way the 
girl had. All I could feel was the stuffing squeezed against my 
chest.

“That is it? That is being safe?” I looked at the Dabby and 
made that facial gesture—smiling. All he did was stare back at 
me the same way he had when I first saw him. I waited and 
waited, but there was nothing. He felt nothing, just like me.

Growing up, I have encountered many more matters I cannot 
comprehend. For instance, why do they call me “inhuman” when 
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we have the same number of limbs and organs? How could I not 
be a human being? From what I have been observing these years, 
some people reach the state of anger faster than others. If these 
things they call emotions differ from one person to another, does 
that make the person who is less angry less human? People’s 
actions provoke questions: Am I truly the one with the disease? 
Or is it they who are diseased with sentimentalities?
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Let the sun converse, for he

Has heard my maddened recites.

And let the moon speak, for she 

      Has witnessed my sleepless nights—

I leaned back in my chair, looking at the paper and wondering 
how I should continue the poem.

“Ikarus!” my mother interrupted, yelling from the bottom of 
the stairs. “Don’t you have a class now?”

I jerked my head toward my digital clock, checking the time.
9:42 a.m. 21-12-2011
“Damn! My class starts in eighteen minutes!” I dropped the 

pen, hid the poem in my desk drawer, tripped trying to take off 
my shorts on the way to my closet, dressed hastily, gathered 
my notes, and then ran down the stairs. My mother had already 
prepared my sandwich. After greeting her with a kiss on the 
forehead, I grabbed the sandwich and then dashed out the door, 
calling back that I loved her. I heard my mother laugh. “Work on 
your timing, son.”

“It’s timing that doesn’t want to work with me!”
I parked my car in the university’s parking lot at 9:59 and raced 

to my class, greeting all the people I knew on the way.
“Ikarus Hayden!” said t he professor as I entered the hall. “For 

once, just for once, can you arrive to class on time?”
“For once…For once in my life, I’ve got someone who needs 

me…” I sang as I heard the students snicker.
“Very funny, Hayden.”
“It’s funny…To everyone, but me…” I sang another song. 

“You better sit down, Sinatra, before I lose my patience.”
“I’m gonna sit right down and—”
“Be seated now, or leave!” he interrupted my song.
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Uh-oh, he’s in bad mood today. Better go sit like he said.
I glimpsed my fiancée smiling by the empty seat she had 

saved for me. She had called wondering where I was. I’m sure 
she couldn’t understand anything since I was talking with a 
mouthful, but she had known I was on my way.

“Stop teasing the professor!” she whispered. “Nothing good 
will happen from provoking his anger!”

“He’s just too tempting,” I replied.
She shook her head, ignorant to the fact that she was the 

reason for my tardiness. Since our engagement, I had turned into 
a completely different person. Concentration became as summer 
rain in my life. I spent my nights dreaming about her and my 
days indulging in thoughts of our union, daydreaming about 
the jewel she was. I had always wanted to hear about love and 
wondered whether it was true or mere romantic exaggeration, 
yet now I saw. I was the cold moon to her warm sun. I shone 
because of her existence, and I was bound to pursue her until we 
would be joined in holy matrimony.

In the eyes of most people, she was an ordinary, quiet girl. 
But to me…wow—she was the embodiment of beauty. I found 
myself gazing at her gorgeous, almond-shaped eyes. Crystalline 
hazel, as if her irises were poured from the sweetest honey. Her 
ever-so-long eyelashes shaded her eyes, clams sheltering the 
most precious of pearls.

I remembered the day we met—when her spellbinding eyes 
crossed mine—as though it had been yesterday. I had been 
sitting on the beach at my spot—our spot now. She was deeply 
contemplating the ocean, as though she were a mermaid standing 
on newly acquired legs. Nothing could break her focus—not 
my fixed stares nor the endless endeavors of the sea to kiss the 
shore beneath her feet. I couldn’t help but start writing about the 
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dazzling vista in front of my eyes:

My paper is still blank; I fail to write, 

No poem can draw half what I’ve seen. 

Glamour upon glamour ignite

The royalty of her Caesar gene.

Venus and I have crossed paths often, 

An ethereal encounter was a first 

Splendor, luring my soul to its coffin, 

Satisfying my beauty thirst.

A wingless seraph was sent to punish 

Those of men who taste with eyes. 

Sway of the daisies flourish;

The samba of life complies.

As pure as snow and as white,

Cured the poisoned apple as she bit. 

Artificially adorned free; in spite 

Makeup, from her beauty, would benefit.

Inspired from her cheeks, pink peaches blush.

Could almost leave a print on a touch.

Tingling my heart with her eyelashes’ brush. 

The finger speaks of no softness as such.

A lithe smile from her lips unsealed a gate; 
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Immaculate pearls city fluoresces:

Perfectly aligned teeth stand straight, 

Looking like brides in their wedding dresses.

When her eyes are closed, that’s how angels sleep; 

Under these lids are portals to heaven.

An eternal wish for someone to keep, 

One to one; forever eleven.

Innocence once prayed for a face; 

She descended down in her angelic light. 

For in the remembrance of her grace,

I no longer have the power to write.

I named the poem “Wingless Angel,” a title that suited her 
perfectly. My happiness wouldn’t last long though, it seemed; 
she walked away from the beach. I thought that if I let her go, 
I might not have the chance to see her again. As much as I 
liked poetry, I was not a believer in the destiny-will-bring-us-
together-again claptrap. If you wanted something, you worked 
for it. That’s what I believed in. I stood up and went after her.

“Excuse me, lady,” I said when I was close enough.
“Yes?” she replied, keeping her distance.
“What is this place called? Heavenshire?” I asked.
“No, it’s Seren.” she answered.
“Oh, I see.” 
Please ask why…Please ask why…
“Is there something wrong?” she asked.
Yes!
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“Not at all. I just thought that Heavenshire would be the place 
where it’s legal for angels like you to walk around.”

“Are you hitting on me?” she questioned. Her tone was serious 
but her blushing cheeks indicated playfulness—or so I thought.

“No, I’m trying to sue you.”
“Sue me?”
“For theft. You stole a heart that belonged to me.”
“God...So cheesy! You watch too many movies, weirdo,” she 

said before walking away.
Oops…
“He-hey!” I called. “I apologize, I don’t usually do this. My 

intentions are pure,” I said in a softer tone. She kept walking. I 
jumped in front of her, offering the poem I had written with both 
hands as I bowed. “Please,” I continued, “take this paper as an 
apology letter. If you forgive me, I’ll be waiting here tomorrow 
at the same time.”

She looked at the paper for a second and then snatched it and 
left without even glancing at me.

That’s it; I’m never going to see her again. She probably thinks 
I’m stalking her.

The next day, I went to my spot, and as I expected, she wasn’t 
there. I sat down on the sand and waited for what seemed like 
forever. Just when hope was deserting my heart, a rolled-up 
paper smacked the top of my head.

“Do you write this stuff to every girl you see, gentleman?” 
asked a mellifluous voice behind me.

Rubbing the smack point on my head, I shaded my eyes with 
my other hand to take a glimpse at the curvy female figure 
blocking the afternoon sun.

It’s her!
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I restrained myself from dancing in happiness; she probably 
thought I was a freak already.

“If I write that to every girl, I wouldn’t be waiting here for 
hours, would I?” I answered, striving not to blow my cool-
man cover with an idiotic grin. “Did I hear sarcasm in the word 
‘gentleman?’”

“Gentlemen do not use cheesy pick-up lines to attract women—
they use manners,” she replied.

I could not respond due to embarrassment.
“So why the Caesar gene?” she asked after she noticed my 

silence.
“Excuse me?”
“Your poem.”
“Oh. Well, you don’t look like you’re from around here. 

Europe, I suppose?” I asked. “As for Caesar, haven’t you heard 
of hyperbole?”

“Actually,” she emphasized on every letter. “I am of European 
descent. So you may be right. Caesar’s blood might be flowing 
in my veins.” She laughed and sat next to me. “Don’t tell me 
you’re a nameless, traveling poet who wanders around the globe 
in search of himself?”

“Actually,” I mimicked her condescension. “My name is 
Ikarus. Nice to meet you,” I smiled.

“Ikarus? What an unusual name! It suits an unusual guy.”
“My father was into Greek mythology. He named me after 

Icarus, son of the great craftsman Daedalus.”
“Wasn’t that the guy with the wings?”
“You know him?”
“Yes, he lives next door,” she replied. “Of course I know him, 

silly. I read all about him. Greek mythology is one of my favorite 
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subjects.”
“Did you know that the wings his father crafted for him were 

made from wax?” I asked.
“Yes, but they were still good enough to carry him around.”
“Until he flew too close to the sun and got his ass fried.”
She giggled. “Don’t tell me your dad’s name is Daedalus too?” 
“No, Bob.”
“Seriously?”
“No,” I laughed. “You’re asking about my father’s name, and 

you haven’t even told me yours!” I had objected.
“Bob,” she had answered.
“Okaaay…this is where I smile and back away slowly…”
“My name is Arya,” she had said, chuckling.
“What a beautiful name!” I had told her. “It suits a beautiful 

girl.” 
Arya…How much joy this name continued to bring me! Even 

after six months of engagement, I still felt the same way I had 
felt upon meeting her: like a new lover obsessed with his crush, 
my heart skipping a beat every time I read or heard her name. I 
looked at her now, and I almost felt my heart bursting out of my 
chest. I just wanted to jump onto her and—

“Hayden!” a loud shout echoed in the room.
“The lecture is written on the board, not on Arya’s face!” said 

the furious professor.
The students laughed as Arya’s cream-white face bloomed red.
Ahh, how cute she is when she blushes! Just looking at those 

cheeks—
“Hayden!”
“Sorry!”
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“So are you excited about your new part-time job, Ika?” 
asked Arya as she walked beside me to the parking 

lot on our way out of school. She called me “Ika” because I had 
complained once about her name being four letters and mine six, 
so she chopped off half my name without even asking whether I 
liked it. This woman knew nothing of democracy.

“I’d rather be on Hailey.” I answered, sighing.
“Hailey...?” she questioned.
“Yes,” I replied with a sad face. “My PC.”
“Can you get any weirder?” she said after a pause.
“What?”
“You named your computer!”
“So?”
“Nothing, that’s completely sane.” She rolled her eyes. “Why 

not a male name?”
“So that you get jealous when I tell you I’m with Hailey,” I 

replied, grinning.
“…Right,” she said as she stared at me with her eyes half closed. 

“You could’ve looked for a name that suits your computer better. 
Something that sounds like a name from a science fiction movie, 
a name like EDI, or XIRA or—”

“ARYA.”
“Hey!” she eyed me.
“Kidding, kidding.”
“How come you spend hours on that computer? What do you 

do all that time? Doesn’t it bore you? I can’t even stay on my 
laptop for more than ten minutes!”

Man, this girl likes to talk. Once her mouth is open, it never 
closes.

“ARYA, activate silent mode,” I said.
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“Hey!”
“Hi!”
She shook her head and let out a long sigh. “Back to the main 

subject,” she continued.
 I swear she breathes through talking.
“Part-time jobs are not meant to entertain you, sweetie. You 

earn money through them,” she said in her psychiatrist-Arya 
tone, trying to convince me.

“I could earn money through Hailey…” I said after a moment 
of silence. “OK, that sounded wrong, but you know what I 
mean.”

“Ika, you’re not going back to hacking,” she said.
“I know, I know. I’ve learned my lesson.”
I knew a thing or two about hacking. I used to go by the name 

“Umbra.” Many people don’t understand that it’s a gift to have a 
brain such as mine. Hacking into any given website was a piece 
of cake. When I was broke, there were always “means” to make 
some money.

“Piracy,” as the world calls it, is illegal, but an order from 
high authorities for a satellite to zoom into my bathroom is not 
violating my privacy, nor is it considered spying on naked people 
making toilet deposits—it is simply checking up on fellow 
citizens. If that citizen happens to be a hacker, he is destined 
to be imprisoned, or hired to control that satellite. We are so 
horrible and criminal minded that we’re too good for prison; 
subsequently, we are hired by banks, computer giants, and the 
government. As for me, I was like Robin Hood. I took money 
from thieves, but instead of giving it to the poor, I kept it to 
myself—I was poor!

We reached the university’s parking lot. Since we never 
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happen to park close to each other, we needed to say good-bye 
before we went to our cars—well, before she went to her car and 
I embarked on a journey to find mine.

“Listen, Ika,” she said, searching through her purse for her 
keys. “My father is a close friend of the coffee shop’s manager.” 
She referred to the place where I was going to work. “This is 
your first day at work, so make a good impression and behave!”

“OK, Mommy.”
“Now go before you are late!” she said as she turned her back 

to me and walked to her car, which was parked forty-five degrees 
off course.

“Bye, love you too,” I told her as she opened the driver’s door.
I roamed around the parking lot, tapping the panic button.
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“I’m late,I’m late, I’m late!” I repeated, but I couldn’t drive 
faster. I looked at my car’s clock: 4:34 p.m.

At first, I had been happy that I finally found a job suitable 
with my school schedule. My last class finished at 4:00 p.m., 
which spared me an hour to go to work. The manager told me to 
come thirty minutes earlier on the first day so I could learn about 
the job. Thanks to wasting fifteen minutes finding my car, I was 
late on my first day. I needed to keep a car tracker.

“No, no, no!” I said as the traffic light turned yellow. “I can 
catch up! Please catch up, please, please, please, pleeea—
nooo!” It turned red. I stepped on the brake and hankered over 
the steering wheel, banging my forehead against it. 

Why does this always happen to me...?
With my head against the wheel, hugging it with my arms, I 

looked to my right. An old woman sat on a bench at an abandoned 
bus stop, reading.

Doesn’t she know that buses don’t stop here anymore? 
Ikarus, this is not a time for you to help the elderly—you’re 

already late for your first day at work. 
But look at her—she’s so pitiful and helpless…
No, Ikarus! You don’t have time for—Blah!
“Excuse me, miss,” I said, lowering my window. She continued 

reading.
Maybe she didn’t hear me.
“Excuse me!” I said in a louder voice, but to no avail.
I guess I don’t have another choice…
I took a deep breath, shifted into park, and hit the flasher. 

“Pardon me, miss,” I said when I stood close to her. She was 
finally alert. She lifted her face from the book and looked at me.

“Yes?” she replied, lowering her reading glasses. There wasn’t 
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a single area on her face that wasn’t marred by wrinkles. Her 
white hair was slicked over her abnormally high cheek bones, 
making her look how Einstein would’ve looked if he had used a 
hair straightener.

“Can I ask what are you doing here by yourself, ma’am?”
“I’m enjoying my book while I wait,” she answered with a 

warm smile.
“Wait?” I asked, almost predicting what she was going to say.
“I’m expecting a bus, my boy.”
“This bus stop has been out of service for nearly a year now.”
“Is that so?” she asked as she looked up, squinting at the sign. 

Her face gloomed.
“Do you need to be somewhere, ma’am?”
“Nowhere but home.”
“Is it far from here?”
“No, it’s just around the block.” She pointed to where I was 

heading.
“I could take you there,” I offered.
“That’s so kind of you, dear boy, but you appear to be in a 

hurry. I don’t want to cause you any trouble.”
“There’s no trouble at all. I’m headed there anyway,” I 

insisted. She smiled, closed her book, and nodded in consent. I 
carried her bag and helped her inside the car. I then entered the 
car, turned off the flasher, and drove on.

“You still carry hope for this world, I see,” said the old lady 
after a moment of silence. I didn’t quite understand what she 
meant, so I smiled and remained quiet.

“I could tell you are in a rush,” she carried on. “Nevertheless, 
you left your car to help an old woman sitting alone waiting for 
a bus that would never arrive. Such a gentleman you are.”
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“Thank you, miss. I was just doing what any man would do.”
“What any man would do?” She laughed.
“You’re not like the rest. Men like you are rare these days. Tell 

me dear, what makes you rare?”
I looked at her, growing uneasy.
“Ah, love. Is it not?” she asked.
“I take a right now?” I asked, trying to change the subject.
“Yes, my home is that old house by the corner.” She looked at 

a mansion we passed. Then she turned back to me. “You are in 
love. I can see it in your eyes.”

Suddenly, she grabbed my sleeve and said, “Do not trust love!” 
Startled, I looked at her—she stared right into my eyes. “It will 
give you hair paler than mine, you will have a skin more wrinkly 
and bones more crinkly, and your heart will beat in endless 
misery. That is, if it will have the power to remain beating.” She 
let go of me when she finished.

Is this woman crazy?
“Ma’am, if I am truly in love, then I trust the person I’m in 

love with,” I said, irritated and resisting the urge to shun her. I 
didn’t want to act rude, but what did a complete stranger know 
about what was between me and Arya?

“What is trust, dear?”
This has to be the weirdest conversation I have ever had with 

a stranger.
“To believe and have confidence in someone?” I answered.
“We have the key to our own minds, our own thoughts, and 

our own hearts, yet countless souls cannot trust their own selves. 
Do you claim that you trust another, whose mind and heart are 
not of your own?”

“Not of my own?”
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“When you love someone, you only see what love wants you 
to see. The only person who knows the truth behind what is 
really going through their heart and mind is that person alone—
the owner of that mind and heart. How could you trust a person 
whose genuine thoughts and feelings aren’t visible to you?”

“Faith,” I replied.
She snorted in mockery. “You are one amusing lad.”
“We’re here,” I said. 
I can’t believe I decided to help this nutjob.
“Trust and faith are hardly the same,” said the woman as she 

collected her things to leave. “Thank you so much for bringing 
me here, sweetie.”

Just before she left the car, she opened her eyes wide, stared 
in my eyes again, and said, “At the moment, all you understand 
from what I said was gratitude for delivering me home. I could 
be cursing you in my mind, and by no means will you be able 
to read that—not from a bizarre old woman who you met five 
minutes ago, and certainly not from a person who blinded you 
with love.”

She grabbed her belongings and left the car. “Good-bye, kind 
one,” she said as she closed the door.

OK...What was that all about!?
“Strange lady,” I thought as I stepped on the pedal, hurrying to 

the coffee shop. I was very late.
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At last, I arrived at the small yet popular coffee shop. Its 
strategic point was the main reason behind its success. 

Because it was surrounded by the pillars of our local economy, 
neighboring businessmen, bureaucrats, and tycoons declared it 
their haven during work hours.

I heard loud noises through the main door, as if someone was 
extremely angry. It was a glass door, so I tried to take a peek.

“Does this feel like hot coffee to you?” yelled the angry 
customer as I walked in. He pressed his cup against the 
employee’s hand.

I approached them to see what was happening. The customer 
was the big, bulky type with muscles and tattoos, one of those 
street goons one complains about but never wants to meddle 
with. I took a closer look at the employee; he didn’t appear to be 
scared at all. He was tall and well built, holding the cup firmly 
with his long fingers.

“Allow me to refill your cup, sir,” said the employee calmly. 
He had a gentle voice and a soft lisp that didn’t allow him to 
pronounce the letter R properly.

“You bet your sorry ass you will,” growled the jerk.
I tried to look for my boss, but he was nowhere to be found. 

There was another employee who had her hands full attending to 
other customers—a young, sweet-looking girl, possibly a senior 
in high school. She had her eyes fixed on the commotion.

“Here you go, sir,” said the employee, handing the cup back to 
his patron. The customer snatched the beverage and then froze 
for a few seconds.

“Are you freakin’ kiddin’ me?” he yelled. “Is this crap-in-a-cup 
supposed to be hot coffee?”

With a twist of an arm, the enraged man threw his coffee on 
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the worker, soaking his face and shirt.
What a douchebag!
This ruckus created a show for everyone in the café to stare at 

quietly.
“I would rather if you do not wet my face, sir,” said the 

employee serenely, breaking the long silence. He wasn’t 
smiling, but then, his face didn’t show any expression at all—not 
fear, not anger, not even embarrassment. He remained exactly 
as he was, as if nothing had happened. The customer clenched 
his fists and ground his teeth, the unseen fumes around him 
harbingering a tempest of violence.

“What’s going on here?” A middle-aged man attracted the 
troublemaker’s attention.

“Boss!” I said, surprised. It was Mr. Adam, a close friend of 
Arya’s father and the man who hired me.

“I’ll deal with you later, Hayden,” he replied as he turned to 
the angry man.

A heartwarming welcome.
“I’m terribly sorry for any inconvenience we might have 

caused, sir,” Mr. Adam said as he rested his right hand on the 
man’s shoulder. “He is new here.”

“Then you better teach your rookies a lesson before I make 
sure they learn one,” he replied, eyeing the soaked worker.

“No sir, I think you’re the one who needs to learn a lesson—in 
anger management,” said the boss with a smile, triggering the 
man’s anger again.

Uh-oh…
“You lookin’ for trouble today?” said the man, raising his tone.
“Sir, I am only trying to save you from serving a year in 

Seren’s Central Prison for assaulting an employee during his 
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work hours.”
He’s goood.
The angry man registered a change in his eyes. He pushed Mr. 

Adam’s hand off his shoulder and then walked out of the coffee 
shop.

The girl left her customers and rushed to her coffee-covered 
acquaintance to wipe his face with tissues.

Mr. Adam signaled for me to follow him, and I did. As I was 
walking, I peered at the employee. He had the exact same face 
as when I first entered the shop, insouciantly passive. His long, 
silver hair weaved over his shoulders. I thought it was weird for 
a guy my age to have white hair—he couldn’t be over twenty-
two, twenty-four max. His bronze skin was more light than 
dark, characterizing him with a signature look. He gazed with 
his deep, bright-gray eyes in a way that made him look as though 
he was constantly in a blank stare. The only hair he had on his 
face was his full, shapely eyebrows. His nose was straight with 
narrow nostrils and a pointed tip. Exceptionally handsome, he 
had a strong jaw and a perfect complexion.

No wonder that high-school chick was all over him.
“What the heck took you so long?” Mr. Adam yelled at me 

after walking into his office.
“Well, first I was—”
“Not a word,” he interrupted. “You better start working now. 

Cecilia will be your mentor.”
“The high schooler?” I asked.
“Yes. Keep staring at her and you will be tasting Arya’s fist 

soon.”
“But I wasn’t sta—”
“Save your breath. Get to work.”
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“Yes, sir!” I said, straightening my stance. I turned around, 
reaching for the door. Just before I left the room, though, a 
question popped in my mind.

“Mr. Adam?” I called.
“Yes?”
“That guy who got the coffee thrown in his face. You said he 

was new?”
“Yes.”
“What’s his name?” I asked.
“Apathy,” he replied. “Apathy Heavensmile.”
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Apathy? And here I was thinking I have a strange name, I 
thought as I walked out the office.

I looked around to study the environment. The café was a 
small, quiet place. Its big windows, which faced the street, 
couldn’t cast in any sunlight due to the tall surrounding buildings. 
Unlike with most popular coffee shops, the wallpaper wasn’t 
stylish or filled with drawings and designs. It was composed of 
dark, gentle colors suitable for people who’d want to stop over 
for relaxation.

Unless your day is ruined by an angry steroid-sack because 
his coffee wasn’t hot enough.

“And if you need anything at all, I’m here.” A high-pitched, 
girly murmur fleeted from behind the counter. It was Cecilia 
speaking to Apathy.

There’s my mentor.
Apathy had a new shirt on. The customers weren’t looking at 

him anymore; the show had finished and they weren’t interested 
in staring at the man from the incident in a new shirt. There was 
no sign that anyone had bothered to stand up, walk to him, and 
ask if he was all right. The only people looking at him were the 
passing girls outside, each giving her friend the “Check that guy 
out” look.

This chap’s looks are really getting him into business.
“Hello,” I greeted. “My name is Ikarus Hayden. A pleasure to 

make your acquaintance.”
“Hi, Ikarus! I’m Cecilia and this is Apathy. The pleasure is 

ours,” Cecilia replied. Apathy nodded.
“Sorry about what happened to you, man,” I told Apathy. 

“Rude jerks like him are all over the world.”
He nodded again.
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What, is he mute? He was talking a moment ago. Hmm, maybe 
he’s still in shock.

“Are you OK?” I asked, trying to act friendly. Once again, he 
replied with a slight nod. Not a single movement in his facial 
expression.

Ah, I get it. It’s “let’s make fun of the new guy” time.
“I’m going to be your mentor for the first week,” said Cecilia, 

handing me folded clothes. “But first, you need to put on this 
uniform.”

Oh great, uniforms! Green too, my least favorite color.
“Thanks.” I grabbed the clothes and headed to the room behind 

the counter to change. It was a tiny, smelly break room without 
any means of entertainment. There was a row of lockers with 
names on them and a small nook with a curtain to change behind. 
I took off my clothes and put them, along with my possessions, 
in the locker that had my name newly scribbled on it.

These clothes make my butt look huge, I thought while looking 
in the mirror. At least there’s no silly hat.

“And here’s your hat!” Cecilia ambushed me, handing me a 
hat as I was walking out the room.

“But you don’t wear hats!” I objected.
“That’s why we call it the New Guy Hat.” She chuckled.
The hat was even sillier than I thought. It looked like one of 

those paper boats I make out while bored in physics class. I had 
no other choice but to put it on.

“You look great!” Cecilia derisively complimented.
“I’m sure I do.”
Apathy was standing by the cash register, so Cecilia told me 

she would teach me how to use it later. She gave me a menu of 
the beverages and pointed out each one, showing me what every 
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machine was used for.
“When a customer asks for a cold drink, use this,” she said 

as she pointed at a handle. “And this one is for hot drinks,” she 
said, touching another handle.

“Isn’t that one broken?” I asked.
“Broken?” she questioned, confused.
“Didn’t that guy almost get beat down for the cold coffee?” I 

answered, referring to Apathy.
“Oh.” She understood. Her face changed, and she kept quiet 

for a moment.
“It wasn’t the machine that was broken,” said Cecilia in a 

lower voice.
“Huh? What do you mean?”
She moved closer to me, swinging her eyes left and right as 

though she felt guilty about what she was going to tell me.
“Apathy is different,” she finally said, without making eye 

contact.
“I’ve noticed,” I replied.
“No,” she said. “Not that kind of different.”
“In what way then?” I asked.
“Apathy cannot feel,” she answered.
He can’t feel…?
“A birth deficiency,” she continued, as if she were reading my 

mind. “He can’t feel cold or heat.”
“How’s that possible?” I asked. It was the first time I’d ever 

heard of such a thing.
“I wish it was just that…” she replied, looking at her tightly 

held hands. “Apathy can’t feel any emotion. I never saw him 
happy, sad, or in any mood at all—he always carries that blank 
face. He’s been working here for three weeks and he hasn’t 
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smiled to a single customer or showed annoyance from rude 
people.”

A man without feelings…I couldn’t believe what I was 
hearing. I never thought a syndrome like this existed. As a 
poetry fan, I had always imagined what it would be like to have 
no emotions at all, but I never thought that someday I would 
meet someone without them. The pieces were falling in place; 
his condition explained his reaction—or his nonreaction—to a 
man who splashed coffee in his face.

“I see.” I didn’t know what else to add.
“All right!” she said suddenly, in a cheerful tone. She clapped 

her hands together. “Let’s get back to work!”
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Entry #1227
December 21, 2011
11:11 p.m.
On the roof—Waxing Gibbous

I have been working in Adam’s coffee shop for almost three weeks. Much 
was learned from the daily interactions with people, and yet there is more 
to discover. Thus far, I have been failing to comprehend the nature of Normal 
human beings, despite the time I spend studying them. I do not know how 
much longer it will be until I can finally come into understanding—if I ever 
can.

I am listening to Bach’s “Toccata and Fugue in D Minor” as I am writing 
this. Recently, I have been conducting research about the influence of music 
on people. From my point of view regarding the subject, all I can hear is 
a cluster of instruments playing together to form comparatively a rhyming 
noise. One time, I tried listening to Rock music after witnessing a group 
of teenagers dancing to it on the street. It was intensely louder than what 
I am listening to now; I could not hear properly after I was done taking 
notes. From the several articles I read about music, most emphasized one 
point: music forms a connection between the song and the listener. Another 
matter I have not yet to understand. As for all the songs and symphonies 
that I listened to, I had preferred not to have any played while writing; 
the noise does not allow my brain to function properly. Then one night I 
decided to listen to “Toccata and Fugue.” The instruments rhyme in a way 
that they do not interfere with my thoughts but rather work to enhance 
my brain performance. That is why I turn it on every time I write. No 
logical reason noted.

Today marks the tenth anniversary of mother’s death. Being the only child, 
I have inherited everything from my dead parents, including this big house. I 
was frequently asked if I was bothered with living alone, if I did feel lonely.
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Lonely? The way I perceive it, living alone is a life without distractions.
Ten years have passed, and I vividly remember the day I woke up and 

did not find my breakfast ready. I went to my mother’s room and found her 
still in bed. I thought she was sleeping. In an attempt to wake her up, I 
shook her body back and forth, calling her. She was not responding, so I kept 
pushing until her head leaned to my side and her eyes opened. I thought 
she woke up, so I asked for my breakfast, but she remained motionless, 
eyes wide open without movement. I remembered her advice: “If anything 
unordinary happens, call your aunt Eva.” So I walked to the phone and called 
my aunt, her only sister.

“Hello.”
“Hello. Oh, is that you Apathy? Why are you calling so early?”
“My mom does not want to make me breakfast.”
“Apathy, you’re a big boy. You can make your own breakfast.”
“But I cannot cook omelet.”
“…Fine. Go ask her nicely.”
“I did. She did not respond.”
“Is she sleeping?”
“No, her eyes are open.”
“Apathy…Where’s your mother?”
“I told you, she is in bed. Her eyes are open but she does not answer.”
I heard my aunt drop the phone. “No one wants to help me with my 

breakfast today.” I thought.
Aunt Eva had told me that I was a big boy and I could make my own 

breakfast, so I went to the kitchen and looked in the fridge to see what I 
could make. Finding eggs, I tried to imitate my mother when she cracked 
them with the edge of a spoon and then opened them with both hands, 
letting their contents slide into the frying pan. I tried with all twelve eggs 
and did not succeed with any. The main door slammed. My aunt charged 
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inside, running upstairs toward mother’s room. I thought she was going to 
tell her to make me breakfast.

“Tell her we are out of eggs too.” I yelled so that my aunt could hear me.
I was checking the refrigerator for something else when I heard my aunt 

screaming. “Why is everybody acting differently today?” I thought as I found 
some toast and strawberry jam. I heard violent footsteps pounding down 
the stairs while I was opening the jam can. I placed two toast pieces on 
the table and took a small knife.

“Apathy, call the ambulance now!” my aunt cried when she was halfway 
down the stairs.

“Why?” I asked, as I spread the jam on the bread.
“Now!” she shouted at me. I put my food on a clean dish so that it 

would not be ruined, and then I called the ambulance. It was the first 
time I saw her acting like that, behaving like she did not know what to do. 
She was crying and screaming, and she did not stand in one place. Later, I 
learned it was a state called Panic.

The day after, we were all wearing black, watching my mother being 
buried. I was standing next to my aunt; her tears were dripping on my 
shoulder. Many were crying, but she was the loudest. I could not understand 
it. Even if people are supposed to cry when they are sad, why weep over a 
dead person? Did they not expect she was going to die one day? I, myself, 
did not prefer her death. My life was going to become harder—she would 
not be around to cook my food, fold my clothes, or prepare my bath. But 
she did die, just like a thousand others who died on that day. Death is a 
normal process of life.

I heard that they announced her death the moment the ambulance arrived. 
“She died from a broken heart,” I heard people say. I checked her chest 
before they carried her for burial; there were not any wounds or bruises. 
How could her heart be broken then?

“Aunt Eva, when are we going home?” I asked her, tugging her dress.
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I was looking at her face when suddenly my sight was turned to the side.
The loud whacking sound had caused a lull. Everyone was staring wordlessly. 

She had slapped me.
“You…monster!” she screeched, and then she left, whimpering. It was the 

last time that I saw her.
I remember that on our way to the cemetery, she told me to visit my 

mother’s grave on the 21st of December every year. I have done that the 
previous nine years, but I decided not to go today. It is a waste of time.

Enough about the past; a man spilled coffee in my face today. Men tend 
to do the strangest actions. What is the motive behind soaking another 
person’s face? If my thinking is correct, he did that because he was Angry 
for not having his coffee warm enough. But why would he spill it in my 
face? It did not solve the problem. He could have handed me the cup, 
telling me to refill it; then he might have had the drink he wanted. Is anger 
a sickness? Was it a venture to treat his anger?

Furthermore, I met a young man who introduced himself as Ikarus 
Hayden. He saw what happened and asked if I was OK. “I’m sorry for what 
happened,” he said. “Sorry,” if I am correct, is expressing Sympathy—stating 
pity for a misfortune that cannot be undone. Do people need each other’s 
pity to feel better?

Regardless, there is something about him that I do not understand. No, 
this time it does not have to do with feelings. He is not like the rest. There 
is something that makes Ikarus different…
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“You can’t feel a thing, huh?” I asked Apathy as we 
walked side by side on our way out of the coffee shop. 

He had invited me to go to his house, and we chose to walk there 
in the nice weather.

“No,” he replied.
“Have you never been in love before?”
“No.”
“I get that you can’t feel love, but aren’t you interested in 

women?”
“Be more specific.”
“OK, suppose a very beautiful lady walks by you. Wouldn’t 

you feel attracted?”
“I do not feel any kind of attraction.”
“…So you’ve never been with a girl before?”
“I said I have not been in love. I did not mention not being 

involved with women.”
“Uh-huh, I see. Like any other man, you do have your needs.”
“Like any other human being, I also need food and sleep.”
“I didn’t mean to offend you.”
“I am not offended. I hear these questions often. I understand 

that I am not norma—”
“Help!” We heard a man screaming from a narrow alleyway. 

My heart raced. I instantly sprinted to the call. Apathy followed, 
walking.

“Kill me!” screamed a man crawling on the ground. There was 
no sign of blood; he didn’t look injured.

“What’s wrong?” I yelled. He didn’t respond. He was on 
the ground next to a garbage bin and broken glass. Trying to 
overcome my fear, I approached him, crouching in panic as I 
grabbed his shoulders and asked, “Can you hear me?”
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He did not reply.
“Can you hear me?” I shook his shoulders lightly and asked 

again. “Can you hear m—”
“Kill me!” He flicked his head up suddenly, screaming in my 

face. Dreadfully frightened, I jumped five feet back and hit 
something. Now sitting with my hands on the ground behind my 
back, I looked up and saw that it was Apathy standing abaft me. 
It was his legs I had slammed against. The man roared in pain.

“I don’t know what’s wrong with him!” I told Apathy.
Apathy budged his legs from my back and continued walking 

toward the man. He sat on his knees the way I did. With his right 
hand, he took a sharp piece of glass from the ground.

“Kill m—!” the man yelled again, interrupted by Apathy 
sinking the glass shard in his stomach. He was pushing it inside 
slowly, looking straight into the man’s eyes while his left hand 
held the man’s shoulder. Maroon blood gushed from his insides, 
flooding the ground.

“He-lp…” grunted the man throatily as he tried to have a 
glimpse at me, raising his hand in my direction shortly before 
it fell. Shock and terror forced me to remain sitting; my arms 
barely carried my weight from the violent way they shivered. 
My entire body chilled as I listened to the man’s hoarse groans 
diminishing…until they stopped completely.

Standing, Apathy threw the vermilion piece of glass away. He 
walked toward me. My heart pounded harder with each step he 
took. Breathing became a burden, growing more arduous the 
closer he came, until it seemed to stop altogether when he finally 
reached me. He stretched his arm to me. The man’s viscous 
blood was dripping off Apathy’s spiritless hand. He attempted to 
help me off the ground.

“…What…what did you do…?” The words barely floated 
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from my lips, as the man’s soul had barely floated from his body.
“He asked me to kill him, so I did. Let us go home now, shall 

we?”
“Apathy…! You killed a man!”
He reached for my face with his other hand. “Shame I have to 

kill you too,” he said calmly. In a blink, he shoved me back. In 
a state of apparent lethargy, he sat on my chest and clasped my 
neck, rigidly choking me with his cold hands.

“We are born with death,” he whispered, as I coughed my last 
remaining bits of air. I felt blood trapped in my face and my 
tongue turned to stone. Light was fading, and my eyes slowly 
embraced darkness...

A sudden gasp, everything was silent except for my turbulent 
wheezing. My heart thumped louder than my nonstop panting. 
Surrounded by darkness, I looked around: the somber room 
seemed familiar. I placed my right hand on my chest, trying to 
relax with deep breaths, when I realized I was sitting on my bed.

Just a dream, I thought. Just a dream…
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“Pff, what takes this girl so long?” I complained to 
myself. I was sitting on our favorite bench in the 

university’s campus; it sat in a quiet park away from the noise. 
All the students in this park were either having lunch or studying 
in peace. As I waited for Arya, I went through Amethyst, the 
notebook I kept all my poems in. My fiancée had finished her 
class twenty minutes before, and there was no sign of her yet—
as usual.

Ding!
You have 1 unread message from: Wingless Angel
“Sorry sweetie! Almost there *queezes*!!”
I smiled, returned my phone back to my pocket, and then 

flipped through the book’s pages to the poem I had been writing 
the other day.

“Let the sun converse, for he

Has heard my maddened recites.

And let the moon speak, for she 

Has witnessed my sleepless nights.”

I’ve been stuck at this part for too long. Why am I not able to 
continue?

I took out my phone again and reread those tiny pixels of joy. 
Ever since we met, Arya had been my closest and best friend. 
Nothing separated us—not distance and not absence. Our souls 
were joined together in a mystical bond. I knew her better than I 
knew myself. We shared breaths before thoughts; her injury was 
my pain, and her smile was my joy. Everything we underwent, we 
face as one. We talked about family problems, school problems, 
personal problems, and even the most irrelevant problems—
politics, groceries, and her cat sleep talking (even though she 
knew I hate cats—especially hers).
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When we were together, our lips and eyes conversed; and 
when we were apart, our phones proved the most eloquent of 
messengers. They allowed us to stay in touch, by which I mean 
that not a single hour passed without a message, an e-mail, or a 
phone call. I never worried about running out of issues to talk 
about, because we discussed them all. We exchanged anything 
and everything, from what time we awakened on a given morning 
to our thoughts on why it hadn’t rained yet on our town. We had 
also developed a shared vocabulary with new words exclusively 
ours—such as “Queezes.” We changed the meanings of regular 
words so that they had a different impact on us when others say 
them. How I loved the moments when someone said a perfectly 
normal word and we burst into laughter, without an apparent 
reason to others; only we knew what meaning a certain word 
carried for us. Our laughs echoed in my memory even when I 
was alone. I found myself unable to wait till the end of the day 
to tell her what happened.

Everything reminded me of her and of how much I missed 
her. It may have been a song, a picture, or a scent. It’s not 
that I needed a reminder; her absence incited my thirst for her 
presence. Sometimes I smelled her scent when she was yet a 
thousand feet away, or I heard her laugh when her voice was 
not within reach. Her voice, the most luscious poetry, lingered 
within my ears when all other sounds had ceased. Her laugh was 
a mesmerizing euphony that compelled me to forget everything 
around me. Perfection: that is what she was.

“Someone seems lost in thought,” said Arya. I hadn’t realized 
I was gawking like an idiot into the park at an empty table.

“Weird, I remember there was a guy studying on that table 
when I first sat,” I replied.

“He was probably creeped out and fled to a safe table where 
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there wasn’t a weirdo staring at him with a half-open mouth.” 
She chuckled as she sat next to me.

“Is that what took you so long? Making up that joke?”
“That wasn’t a joke,” she replied. “But I did come up with a 

new one, if you want to hear it.”
“No, thanks,” I answered, smiling. “Seriously, where have you 

been? I texted you twice without a response.”
“It’s not the first time I’ve been late. You don’t have to ask this 

every time, Ika.”
I could talk back, but I don’t want this to turn into an argument.
“Oh! A new poem?” she asked, taking a glimpse at my open 

notebook.
“No!” I quickly flipped the page. “You’re not allowed to read 

that one yet.” The page I accidently flipped to was an old poem 
I had written, before Arya.

“What about this one? I haven’t read it before.” She took a 
closer look.

“Uh…” I recalled the memories this poem held—memories I 
thought were long forgotten.

“Arya…” I started. “Remember the first days of our 
engagement, when you asked about my past relationships?”

“Yeah, and I remember how your face changed.”
“And you told me to pretend you weren’t my fiancée and tell 

you everything as a friend,” I added.
“Yes, I remember that.”
“This is the poem that I wrote about her. The girl whom I 

loved from the bottom of my heart—”
“Ouch,” she remarked at the “love” part. 
Oops, I shouldn’t have said that.
“I didn’t mea—”
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“I’m kidding, Ika. I know it was a long time ago,” she 
interrupted, holding the book to read.

She said I love you, she said.

She told the other man the same,

She said I love you, she said.

Would I trust everything you claim?

She said I want you, she said.

She wanted the other man too.

She said only you, she said.

I wish I could believe that too.

“Only you I hold,” she said.

Maybe she is sincere,

She can’t go that far, I said.

“Of course I am, my dear.”

Only you I kiss, she said,

I’d believe everything she tells,

If by the sea I didn’t see her 

Kissing someone else.

A long time passed and she was still reading. It was a short 
poem, and I didn’t know if she was reading it more than once, 
extremely slowly or if she had finished reading and was staring 
at the page, thinking. Maybe she didn’t read it at all.

At last, she closed the book and turned her face to me, and her 
pearly teeth shyly peeked from behind her strawberry lips. She 
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was smiling the smile—the most beautiful, most dazzling smile 
anyone could live to see.

“I love you, my poet,” she said. Little did she know what her 
words did to me. How those three words would quench the 
thirst of my senses. How she would lay my heart drowsy under 
the penumbral cloud of her love. Her mystery remained; with 
all these feelings aroused inside me, I was left speechless. She 
called me “my poet,” yet her poet could only surrender these 
simple words: “I love you too, my angel.”
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Ikarus: There! Cecilia is staring again!
Arya: Maybe U should stop staring at her
Ikarus: I’m not staring. Every time I look up I find her glancing 

at him -.-
Arya: She has a crush
Ikarus: You don’t say?
Arya: Hahahaha…
Arya: Say, why don’t u become friends with Apathy?
Ikarus: why don’t u become friends with Apathy?
Arya: Hahahaha…
Arya: Ika, seriously, why don’t u?
Arya: From what u told me about him, he seems like a very 

lonely person
Arya: Who knows maybe he’ll end up being a close friend
Ikarus: I’m not sure if he’ll even appreciate my friendship…

That’s if he knows what a friend means
Ikarus: Plus, he can’t feel loneliness
Arya: Ika, don’t be mean!
Ikarus: I’m not mocking, I’m honestly speaking
Arya: Well u can’t know unless u try
Ikarus: To be honest I’m kinda scared of him after the dream 

>.>
Arya: What dream?
“Ikarus!” Mr. Adam’s loud voice startled me. He held his 

office door open, glaring at me. “You are not paid to chat on 
your phone.”

It was a slow business day at the café. I stood by the cash 
register waiting for someone to come. Apathy stood in the 
pastries section while Cecilia checking on the reading and 
computing customers.

“My bad, boss. I’ll stop now.” I put my phone in my pocket. 
As soon as he went back to his office and closed the door, I 
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pulled it out.
Ikarus: Can’t talk now…Ur “Uncle Adam” is having a great 

time bossing me around
Arya: Hehe
Arya: Alright sweetie, talk to u later…Be good! ;*
“Uh-oh, someone is getting into trouble,” said Cecilia, carrying 

back dirty plates.
“No, no, I just needed to say good-bye,” I said, putting the 

phone back in my pocket.
“Ooh!” she exclaimed. “Girlfriend?” She placed the plates 

down.
“My fiancée, actually.”
“That’s so cute!” she squeaked, clapping her hands together. 

“How long have you two been engaged?”
“Six months.”
“Wow! When are you planning to get married!?”
I don’t like investigators. “Soon,” I replied with a smile.
“I’m so excited!” She jumped in joy. “Am I invited?”
“Of course,” I said, not wanting to bring down her spirit. “You 

and Apathy are on the top of the list!”
“Take my name off,” said Apathy, walking to the employees’ 

room. Cecilia appeared disheartened as we both looked at him.
“Why?” I asked.
“Similar to funerals, weddings are a waste of time,” he 

answered, entering the room. Cecilia and I exchanged looks.
“Where is he going?” I asked.
“His shift finishes early today,” she replied. “He’s going to 

change and leave.”
This is my chance!
“Do you think you can cover for me? There’s not much work 

anyway,” I said. “I’m going to hang out with Apathy.”
She raised an eyebrow. “What if Mr. Adam asks about you?”
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“Tell him I had to take care of something.”
When I entered the room, Apathy had already changed and 

was ready to leave.
“Apathy, where’s your house?” I asked.
“Nearby.” He zipped up his backpack.
“Can I walk with you home?”
“All right.”
That was easy…He didn’t even ask why. I’m starting to like 

him.
I threw the ridiculous hat away, changed quickly, grabbed my 

black trench coat, and then followed him outside. The sun was 
starting to set, and the weather was wondrous. The chilly breezes 
issuing now and then through the rubescent sky, garnished with 
amaranthine cotton clouds, made me tuck my head in the deep-
violet, cashmere scarf Arya wove for me. I had always loved 
this climate—that’s why I couldn’t help but to smile every time 
zephyr nuzzled my face, numbing my nose with a nip of cold. 
I almost laughed when I remembered Arya’s face as she would 
walk beside me with all her thick, furry jackets and woolen 
scarves, arms crossed tightly, hugging herself and rubbing her 
shoulders. Her poor, sensitive face would make a silly “I’m 
cold” expression; her nose would blossom scarlet like a sprightly 
raspberry on her delicate, vanilla skin, making her appear to be 
the cutest, fluffy-cheeked snow bunny.

Apathy did not alter his face; it was as if he wasn’t affected by 
the weather. Bearing the same expressionless face, he walked in 
the way of a person strolling on a warm, sunny day. He wasn’t 
even wearing anything heavy but rather a light, beige sweater 
and dark-navy jeans. The clothes suited him perfectly; fashion 
mannequins could have been based on his body. We were 
walking side by side in silence; the aura I was feeling and the 
atmosphere seemed familiar—they reminded me of the dream.

Déjà vu.
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“Do you feel your backpack?” I asked.
“Pardon?” He kept his head straight. I was walking 

to his right side. I poked his shoulder with my index finger.
“What is it?” he asked, turning his head to me instantly.
“Oh, you felt it. I thought you couldn’t feel physical things like 

temperature and pain?”
“I am aware of my surroundings. With the backpack I am 

carrying, I can tell there is a strap against my shoulder and chest. 
I am receptive about the weight behind my back—it slows me 
down. If, for example, I hold a pencil between my fingers, I can 
feel its mass against my skin, but I do not feel its temperature. 
If the pencil’s surface was made of rough or soft wood, metal or 
plastic, I could not feel the difference.”

He talked!
“That’s weird. Do the doctors have any explanation for this?”
“Not that I know of.”
“Do you even do checkups with a doctor to begin with?”
“Yes, I have to visit my physician once every three months. 

He is the same doctor that my mother took me to from the time 
my condition was discovered.”

“What does he do?”
“He checks up on my brain to see if there are any 

improvements.”
“Have there been any?”
“None.”
I sighed. “Doctors these days are only for money. My friend 

has a skin disorder and he can’t find a decent doctor to consult 
regularly for treatment since most dermatologists turned to 
beauticians. If they only took your case seriously, maybe they 
would’ve found a cure,” I complained.
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“I am not sick.”
Oops…
“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean it that way. I meant—don’t you want 

to be able to feel, like everyone else?”
“I do not feel, thus I do not desire.”
“I see.”
I better change the subject.
I really hate to be nosy, but he’s not the talkative type. If I don’t 

ask, the conversation will die.
“Do you have any brothers or sisters?” I asked.
“No.”
“Do you live with your parents?”
“No.”
This guy is impossible to talk to.
“Good for you. My mom doesn’t stop bugging me all day long. 

I don’t blame you for moving out,” I said, laughing.
“My mother is dead.”
My laughter vanished. “I’m sorry to hear that,” I said. He 

didn’t respond.
Did I upset him? But he can’t feel…
Maybe I should ask about his dad.
“What about your father?” I asked.
“Both my parents are dead.”
…His father too?
“Oh…” I didn’t know what to say. I’d blown every chance I 

had to start a conversation. I felt so bad for Apathy and terrible 
for the questions I had asked. I decided to keep quiet until we 
reached his house.

I found myself with Apathy in a quiet neighborhood passing 
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house after house, all insignificant, and not hearing a single 
sound until Apathy stopped at the broad gates of an antique-
white mansion.

I think I’ve been in this neighborhood before.
“This is my home,” said Apathy.
“Whoa!” I yawped in surprise. “You live in a mansion?”
It was in the middle of a large grass field surrounded by iron 

fences. The only way to go inside was through the open gates 
before us. What was strange about this mansion was its location. 
It was not built away from other houses—it was right in the 
middle of the neighborhood.

“Mother and I moved here shortly after my father died,” he 
said as we walked on the asphalt road that connected the gate to 
the mansion’s main door and garage. That’s when I took in the 
rejuvenating scent of freshly mowed grass. The lush lawns on 
our right and left were well groomed, the aroma complementing 
that of the surrounding trees. From the apple trees, ripe, crimson 
fruit dangled like ruby earrings. They looked so richly succulent 
that I wanted to seize one for myself and plunge my teeth into 
it, but I was intimidated by the mansion’s majesty. The stone 
sculptures and architectural design reminded me of Italian 
Renaissance manors. The carvings, which bordered the entire 
house, attracted my eyes.

“Is that gate always open?” I asked in wonder.
“Yes,” he answered simply, without an addition to the 

conversation—as always.
“Aren’t you afraid thieves will get in?” I knew he was 

imperceptive of fear, but I was sure he didn’t want to be robbed.
“Nobody comes in here. There are locks on the doors and 

garage, which are locked every night before I go to sleep. 
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Thieves cannot break in.”
As we approached the main door of the mansion, the natural 

melody of flowing water beguiled me. It came from a fountain 
before the main entry, crowned with statues of a crying angel 
that poured water from its jar. I followed Apathy as he ascended 
milk-white marble stairs and rang the bell.

He doesn’t carry a key to his house?
Calm and steady footsteps drew near. The wooden door with 

two glass windows bearing colorful drawings was opened by a 
neatly dressed man. He welcomed us with a subtle smile and 
hospitable posture.

“Welcome back home, master Apathy,” said the middle-aged 
man. He was wearing a black tuxedo.

You’ve got to be kidding me...He has a butler!
“Jenkins, this is Ikarus Hayden. He is going to be our guest 

tonight,” said Apathy as he went inside.
“What a pleasant surprise! Please come in.” His butler 

motioned with his white-gloved hand, inviting me to enter as he 
held the door open.

I was supposed to walk him home and leave, but who can say 
no to this?

“Thank you.” I followed Apathy and realized that the marvel 
I had witnessed outdoors radiated inside as well. Although the 
foyer was rather small for a mansion, I was shocked by their 
exquisite décor. The interior stone walls were like those of a 
museum, covered with spectacular paintings of nature, angels, 
and captured moments of treasured times. One peculiar painting 
caught my attention, it had a black background with nothing 
but a dark colored flower in the middle. I gazed upon the silk-
draped ceiling, decorated with crystal chandeliers that gracefully 
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illuminated the hall we stood in. There was a giant chandelier in 
the middle, lighting a fancy wooden staircase.

“It has been quite a while since we last had a visitor,” said 
Jenkins, closing the door. “Regrettably, I wasn’t informed of 
your coming, Mr. Hayden. Please accept my apologies as I have 
not prepared the hospitality appropriate for a guest.” He walked 
me to the guests’ lounge.

“No, no, it’s fine. Apathy didn’t know I was coming.” I sat on 
a big, cozy couch.

“Would you prefer coffee or tea, Mr. Hayden?” asked Jenkins.
“Tea please.”
“What about you, master Apathy?” the butler asked as Apathy 

climbed the stairs.
“I will have water,” he replied. No sooner had he spoken than 

he sneezed.
“Sir, I had you notified this morning concerning the cold 

weather. Please listen to me next time and wear heavier clothes,” 
said Jenkins, but the only reply he received from Apathy was the 
echo of his ascending footsteps. “Your bath is ready, sir.”

“Not much of a talker, is he?” I said to Jenkins.
“Not at all.” He smiled warmly as he excused himself politely 

and went to prepare tea. I pulled my phone out.
Ikarus: ARYA!!!!!
Arya: What???
Ikarus: I’m in Apathy’s home. HE LIVES IN A MANSION!!!
Arya: O_O!
Ikarus: WITH A BUTLER!
Arya: O_O!!!
Ikarus: The place is MAGNIFICENT!!!
Arya: He has a butler?!
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Arya: I WANT ONE!!!!!!!!!!!!!
Ikarus: Sure I’ll ask Jenkins if he has a brother
Arya: The butler’s name is Jenkins?!! THAT’S SO COOOL!!!!!
Arya: I WAAAANT!!
Ikarus: He’s also wearing a tux and white gloves, speaking old 

formal and addresses Apathy as Maastaa Apathy
Arya: Ok that’s it... u need to get me one
Ikarus: Get u one...?
Ikarus: Hun, he’s not a cat
Arya: But I always told u how much I wanted one! =‘(
Ikarus: Alright I’ll get u one named Igor
Ikarus: Grrrrreetings masterrr Arrrya. I vill brrrring joo a niiiiize 

drrrrink.
Arya: *Mistress! I’m a lady!
Ikarus: Herrre drrrink za vine masterrr, take eet, taake eeeet.
Arya: MISTRESS!!
Ikarus: This place is amazing!
Arya: He invited u in?
Ikarus: No, I snuck down through the chimney.
Arya: U get funnier each day
Ikarus: :D
Ikarus: Are u home?
Arya: On my way
Ikarus: I hope ur not texting and driving >.>
Arya: I’m not!
Arya: I promised u I won’t do that ever since you scolded me 

for it <.<
Ikarus: Hehe, that’s my girl. Drive safely, I’ll talk to you later
Arya: Ok love ;*
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Arya: One question
Ikarus: Yes hun?
Arya: I always wanted to ask u this
Ikarus: Ask me what?
Arya: When u type, one time u write “you” as “u” and another 

as “you”
Arya: Why?
Ikarus: I never really noticed =/
Arya: Make up ur mind!
Ikarus: Fine, give me ur lipstick
Ikarus: I’ll put it on my forehead
Arya: Why?
Ikarus: To “makeup” my mind.
Ikarus: AHAHAHA
Arya: ……….
Ikarus: LOLOLOLOLOL
Arya: That was so funny I was about to crash into a streetlight
Ikarus: HEY!!! NO TEXTING AND DRIVING!!!
Arya: LOL jk jk!
Arya: Now that was funny :D
Ikarus: -.-
Arya: Ok gonna drive now, bye baby ;*
Ikarus: Bye >.>
I put my phone back in my pocket and looked around. The 

lounge’s simplicity was not lost in its elegance; a rectangular 
glass coffee table was surrounded by white modern sofas that 
contradicted the traditional feel of the house. Pillows made 
from antique silk ikat complimenting the colors of the walls 
rebalanced the scale. I loved the humongous TV in front of me.
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“Your tea, sir.” Jenkins alarmed me as I was looking for the 
remote control.

“Thank you, Mr. Jenkins,” I said as he placed the cup on the 
table in front of me.

“Plain Jenkins would suffice, kind sir.”
“If you say so,” I said, grabbing my cup. “Hmm, you asked 

Apathy if he wanted coffee or tea…Can he taste?”
“Yes, he can,” he answered.
“I see.”
So he didn’t lose that sense.
“Can I ask you something else, Jenkins?”
“By all means, sir.”
“How long have you been working for Apathy?”
“Right after Mrs. Carmina passed away.”
“Mrs. Carmina?”
“Master Apathy’s mother.”
“Oh.” I stopped before the cup touched my lips. “How did she 

die?”
“Heartbroken,” he answered, with a sign of grief on his face.
Heartbroken?
“Mrs. Carmina loved her husband sincerely,” he said. “A few 

hours before giving birth to master Apathy, she received the 
news of her husband’s death.”

The poor woman...“That’s horrible!”
“Ironically,” he continued. “All this fortune you see before 

your eyes was the outcome of his death.”
I took a sip of the warm, delicious tea as I listened. “Mr. 

Heavensmile was devoted to fishing. He loved it so dearly that he 
went overseas on fishing trips. His favorite area was Tanzania—
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months did he spend on its coasts. Because of the great time 
he enjoyed there, he decided to buy a piece of land and build a 
small house. Following his death, the officials went to check on 
the land for inheritance, and that’s when a vast goldmine was 
discovered.”

“Wow!”
A simple land bought for fishing turns out to be a goldmine. 

And all I get from “scratch and win” coupons is a stupid hat. 
Always the hat!

“What about you, Jenkins?” I asked. “How come you were 
only hired after his mother’s death?”

“After Mrs. Carmina moved into this house, she and master 
Apathy were living on their own. She took care of him, despite 
her sickness. For one, she would make certain his baths were 
lukewarm. One afternoon, he attempted to bathe on his own 
and the water was too hot, but because of his condition, he was 
unaware. Luckily, Mrs. Carmina was looking for him and found 
him unconscious in the bathtub. Ensuing her unfortunate death, 
it was in her will that a butler be hired to take care of her son. 
‘He cannot be left alone,’ I quote from the manual she wrote for 
the hired butler.”

Ring. Ring.
Incoming Call: Mother Dear 
“Excuse me,” I said as I answered the phone. “Hello.”
“Hello, son. Are you coming for dinner tonight?” my mother 

asked.
“Dinner? Why, what time is it now?”
“Nine-thirty. That’s why I called. I was worried because you’re 

so late.”
“I went to a friend’s house after work and didn’t feel time 
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passing by. Sorry, I should’ve called.”
“It’s OK, darling. So are you coming?”
“Yes. I walked to his house, though. It’ll take me a few extra 

minutes to walk back to the café and drive from there.”
“Be careful, dear.”
“I will. Bye.” I hung up the phone.
“I could drive you there, sir,” said Jenkins.
“Thank you, but I think I’m going to walk home alone.”
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“It was a pleasure having you around, Mr. Hayden,” said 
Jenkins by the door. I was standing outside, ready to 

leave.
“The pleasure is mine,” I said, smiling. “Please tell Apathy 

I’m sorry I had to go.”
“Certainly, sir.”
“Oh, and Jenkins, I apologize if all the questioning sounded 

like an interrogation. I just wanted to know more about Apathy 
and he barely speaks.”

Jenkins smiled warmly, not speaking for a few seconds. “Mr. 
Hayden, I sincerely appreciate everything you’re doing for him. 
I am endlessly pleased to see master Apathy finally making 
acquaintances.”

Such a kind man.
“Well, I should get going. Good-bye, Jenkins.”
“Farewell, good sir.”
As I walked away, the giant door closed behind me with a 

creak. All was hushed, apart from garden roaches, which 
sang to the sonata of grass swaying in a gentle, chilly wind. 
The resplendent full moon and scintillating stars, which were 
sprinkled across the raven sky, lit my path.

As I was gazing skyward, I glimpsed a movement from 
the corner of my right eye in the neighboring house. I jerked 
my head to look and a phantom on the second floor quickly 
closed the window. It was an old house, near the end of the 
neighborhood.

What the—
Was someone watching me?
I held my place and fixed my sight at the window for a few 

minutes, hoping for the person who was looking through the 
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window to have another peek, but there was nothing.
I must be imagining things.
I continued walking to my car, thinking about Apathy’s poor 

mother and the heartbreaking way she died. I sympathized with 
Apathy for the hardships he had gone through. 

Does he feel pity for himself? 
It was hard to imagine that what he went through was not felt 

in the first place. It was as though I felt instead of him.
My mind was on autopilot as I drove home. A million thoughts 

quarreled chaotically inside my head. I was thinking about how 
I would feel if I was in Apathy’s place—actually, how I wouldn’t 
feel. The first thing that came into mind was I wouldn’t be able 
to love Arya…That would be horrible. No, I wouldn’t be able 
to feel how horrible it is. But it would be horrible!

Ahh! It’s too confusing!
The next thing I knew, I had arrived home. “Welcome home, 

sweetie,” said my mother when she opened the door for me.
“Hi, Mom.” I kissed her forehead and entered the house. 

Mikaïl, my little brother, was playing a video game in the living 
room. When he saw me enter the house, he paused the game 
immediately and ran toward me.

I loved the boy ineffably; he was the solace of my life. Never 
did he fail to inspire a smile from me, no matter how blue I felt. 
He was ten, but I always saw him as the “li’l bro” whom I had 
taken care of since his birth. We hugged twice daily—when we 
saw each other during the day and when he came to my room 
before bed to tell me good night.

“How was your day, dear bro?” I said as I hugged him.
“I’m at the last stage!” he said, referring to the video game.
“You’re even worse than me when it comes to gaming.” I had 
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finished that game in a week, and I thought I was fast. He had 
finished it in a weekend!

“Thanks to his older brother, all he does all day long is play 
video games,” said my mother, who was preparing food on the 
dining table. “He didn’t even solve his homework yet.”

“But I’m this close to finishing the game.” He made a small 
gap between his cute, little thumb and index finger. No one could 
stay upset with such an adorable boy.

“What did I tell you about this space?” I asked him, making 
the same hand gesture he made.

He pouted before he replied. “The space is infinite.”
“Exactly.” I hand signed the “Little Big Infinity” in front of his 

face. “And this is exactly how much I love you, little genius!” I 
said as I tackled him, squeezing his head between my arm and 
chest. That’s when the best part happened: he laughed. Hearing 
his innocent, mirthful laughter could make me forget about 
everything. 

“Now…” I said. “Let’s go have dinner before it gets cold. 
You’re solving your homework right after you finish your meal, 
mister!”

“OK.” He chortled.
“When was the last time you called your father, darling”? my 

mother asked when I sat down to dine.
“Two weeks ago. So much has been happening lately that 

I forgot to call him this week,” I replied, helping myself to 
Mom’s most delicious dish: a juicy steak fillet topped with 
ambrosial mushroom sauce and presented with steaming, moist 
mashed potatoes.

“I talked to him today. He misses you a great deal, son.”
“I talked to him too. He said he’s getting me a new video 
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game,” said Mikaïl joyfully.
“Hehe, good for you,” I said. I took a drink of the mint 

lemonade. “I’ll call him after dinner.”
My father was a frequent flyer. The nature of his work 

demanded for him to be located around the globe at various 
points throughout the year. Currently, he was on a business trip 
to the Netherlands, as he had been for the past forty days. It felt 
so much longer.

Being the elder of his two sons, I respected and admired 
him greatly. He had been my role model as far back as I could 
remember. The relationship between him and my mother was 
rare to find. Anyone who saw the way they talked to and treated 
each other would think they were newlyweds. I had never seen 
a couple more loving, more caring, more respecting, and more 
faithful than them. The only reason my mother didn’t travel with 
him is because Mikaïl would be home alone when I was outside 
the house. I wanted to move out and start my independent life, 
but my father asked me to stay and look after them until his 
retirement, which would be in a few months.

I attributed the success of their marriage to the fact that he was 
not like most men I stumbled upon. Rather than staying at his 
friends’ gatherings past midnight, he spent his evenings with the 
people he treasured the most: his family. When the clock struck 
bedtime, he walked hand in hand with his wife to their room.

Not a single time had I heard him swear at my mother. Not 
once had I heard him call her a disrespectful name, not even 
as a joke. He never yelled at her, even though she sometimes 
would. Most husbands in his place would roar wrathfully, but 
my father never did. Whenever anger threatened to imprison 
him, he calmed himself so he wouldn’t say anything he might 
regret later. When my mother would approach him fuming, he 
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would listen to her until she finished. Then he would smile and 
hold her tightly. In such instances, she would come to him soon 
after, asking forgiveness for the way she behaved. Over time, 
she had learned his ways and adopted his habits. Of course, he 
had his slips sometimes; but in our eyes, he was manlier than 
any other man could be.
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Entry #1228
December 23, 2011
12:03 a.m.
On the roof—Full Moon

Friends.
When was the last time I came across this word?
If my memory serves me correctly, it was in high school. After the death 

of my mother, I was no longer home educated, thus I had to be sent back 
to school. She had hid me from society for a long time; I was new to that 
life—to life in general.

“Why do you always sit alone, Grandpa?” a boy asked me during school 
break one time, mocking my hair. I recognized him as Vince, a classmate. 
I did not know the answer for that, so I remained silent and continued 
eating my sandwich.

“What a sad loner!” he said and grabbed my apple juice before he walked 
away.

“Loner?” I questioned myself—too many unfamiliar terms. “And why 
did he take my juice?” I looked back to see Vince returning to his group. 
“Perhaps he was thirsty,” I thought. He was laughing as he slammed the 
palm of his hand with another boy’s. I had never seen him or his group 
members walk solely, but always together, like a pack. They were all talking 
to each other, except for a girl who was not doing anything but looking at 
me. I did not know her name—she was not in my class.

“Come on guys, let’s go find something fun to do,” said Vince as he threw 
my juice in the trash can. He was not thirsty.

Why did he take my juice then? My mother used to take things from 
me and say, “This is bad for you.” But apple juice was not bad. I constantly 
drank apple juice and my mother allowed it.

My throat was dry; it was my body’s mechanism for telling me I was 
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thirsty. Jenkins told me not to drink anything from school, but since my 
apple juice was gone, I needed water. I looked around the cafeteria and found 
a tap water dispenser. There were two water taps, one red and another blue. 
A boy was filling his cup from the blue tap. I grabbed one of the white 
plastic cups attached to the machine and began filling it, using the red tap. 
“Conveniently, the machine is enough for two people,” I thought. There was 
steam coming out of my cup as I filled it.

“Don’t bother. We’re out of tea,” said the boy next to me.
“Tea?” I asked.
“Aren’t you filling your cup for tea?”
“No. I need to drink water.”
“You’re going to drink that?” He laughed. “You’re a funny guy.”
“Yes,” I said. My cup was full.
“Here use this,” he told me, but it was too late. I had thrown my head 

back and poured the steaming water in my mouth.
“Are you crazy!?” he yelled. It was the last thing I heard before I woke 

up in the hospital.
I do not remember how long I stayed there. My mouth and jaw were 

wrapped with bandages, and I was fed through a tube. I was able to fully 
recover, except for my tongue; I lost my ability to pronounce the letter R 
properly.

I had a mound of school material to catch up with when I was discharged. 
By then, the word had already spread among the students.

“If it isn’t Mr. Freakshow!” said Vince during the break, as his group 
members laughed. The girl was the only person who was not laughing; she 
was looking at me the way she did before. I looked back.

“Keep your eyes off my girl, gramps,” said Vince, grasping my shirt from 
the neck. I did not know why he was doing that. She was the one looking 
at me.

He spread my sandwich and rubbed it on my head, covering my hair with 
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tomatoes, lettuce, and mayonnaise. It caused everyone laughter, somehow. 
“You better start crying now,” he said.

“Why?” I asked.
“Dude, this guy is priceless,” one of the boys said with a snort.
“Because you’re a crybaby,” said Vince before he slapped me.
“Oooo!” his group drawled in one voice.
I looked at him without a clue of what to say or do. “Why does he want 

me to cry?” I thought. If he needed me to cry, I would not have minded, 
but I did not know how. I never had the chance to ask my mother to 
teach me.

“I do not know how to cry,” I told him. The boys exchanged looks and 
laughed out loud.

“Don’t worry, I’ ll teach you,” he said as he slapped me harder.
“Thank you very much,” I replied. Mother had taught me to thank people 

if they helped me with small things. And to thank them very much if they 
helped me with bigger things. Learning was a big thing for me.

“OK, you’re starting to piss me off,” he yelled and punched me in the 
face.

“Piss you off?” I asked after turning my face back to him. I was trying 
to understand what he meant.

“Are you freakin’ retarded?” he growled, landing five or six punches on 
my cheeks; one moment my head was turned right, another it was turned 
left. No one was laughing by this time. I wondered if they were thinking 
the same thing I was: “What does he want?” I still looked at him without 
knowing what to say. “Maybe asking nonunderstandable questions is part of 
teaching someone how to cry,” I thought.

“Stop staring at me you sick creep!” He shook me hard by my shirt.
“Oh, he does not want me to look at him. Very well,” I thought. I closed 

my eyes, but he punched me again, and again. The punches did not stop 
until I heard the shouts of some teachers who took him away and sent me 
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to the school infirmary.
“It did not work,” I told the nurse.
“What didn’t?” she asked.
“Vince teaching me how to cry,” I answered.
“Aw, honey! That’s because bad bullies like him cannot break brave boys like 

you!” she said, patting my head.
The nurse advised me to stay in the infirmary bed for at least thirty 

minutes. A couple of minutes later, someone knocked on the door. “Come in,” 
I said. The door opened and a familiar boy entered.

“You sure like spending your time with doctors and nurses. You have a 
doctor fetish or something?” said the boy. I recognized him as the boy by 
the water tap.

“No, I do not. You are the one who was using the blue tap, are you not?”
“The name’s Dmitri, and from your lisp I can tell you learned to always 

drink from the blue tap.”
“I am Apathy. Nice to meet you.” I introduced myself while he sat on 

the bed next to me. It was another of mother’s teachings: if someone greets 
you and introduces himself, introduce yourself and then say, “Nice to meet 
you.”

“Apathy, huh?” he said. “I’d say a weird name, but you’re way beyond 
that word.”

“Weird?” I asked. “But this is the first time that I have heard of 
Dmitri.”

“I’m not surprised. My old man gave it to me after a character he loved.”
“Old man?”
“My dad.”
“Why is he telling me that his father is old?” I thought. “What an odd 

thing to tell a stranger.”
“You know, you should stay away from Vince and his fellowship of the 
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jackass,” he said.
“He comes to me in the break while I am eating,” I clarified.
“Why are you alone in the first place? Don’t you have any friends?”
“Friends?”
“Dude, are you from Mars?” he laughed.
“No.”
“Just kidding, man. Why so serious?” He stopped laughing. “Yeah, friends…

You know, like people to hang out with?”
“Hang out with?”
“That’s right. Friends have fun together.”
“Do you mean like a group?”
“Exactly! Like a group.”
“Like Vince and his group?”
“Yes—no. Well, yes but not in that way. They’re more like a school mob.”
“Mob?”
“Dear Lord! You are from Mars.”
“No, I am not. I was born here, in Seren.”
“That was sarcasm, A.P. Can I call you A.P., by the way?”
“OK.”
“Look A.P., a person can’t live alone without friends.”
“Why not?”
“Umm, I can’t believe I’m having this conversation…A friend is someone 

you can count on, someone who is there for you when you need him. In 
return, you’re there for him too. The more friends you have, the more 
popular you are, the happier you live.”

There it was again…Happy. Dmitri offered to be my friend and introduced 
me to his friends. He mentioned happiness—something I had been meaning 
to learn about since my childhood—so I accepted his friendship.

I was not sitting alone in school breaks afterward. They would gather 
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around me, talk, play and laugh. It did not make a difference having them 
around or not. Before I had known them, I was sitting alone. After I met 
them, I was sitting alone surrounded by a group of teenagers. I did not fit 
in.

When Dmitri found out that I lived in a mansion, he decided to “hang 
out” with the rest of the group in my home. Every day after school, they 
would come with me to my house to spend their time until the evening, 
when they would eat dinner served by Jenkins. They would leave after 
midnight. Dmitri stopped buying anything with his own money; whenever 
he needed money, he borrowed from me, and I never received any of the 
money back. He said that is what friends are for. He used our car frequently 
until he crashed it. Every weekend, he invited everyone from school to my 
house for a party. He even invited Vince, who smashed and broke many of 
the decorations and electronics and ended up throwing me naked into the 
pool. I had lost concentration; focusing on my studies was impossible with 
them around. Jenkins did not interfere because he thought this was my 
desire. I never had a desire. Jenkins had yet to learn that.

“You must leave,” I told Dmitri one night after dinner. “All of you must 
leave, and by no means should you ever come back.”

They exchanged looks and laughed. Dmitri was lying on the couch in front 
of the TV. “Chill, man. Have some pizza,” he said.

“I must study,” I said.
“Go study then, A.P.”
“You are being too loud.”
“Not everyone is rich, bro. You should share what you have with your 

friends. Don’t be selfish.”
“Go. I do not need friends.”
“Dude, let’s go. This guy is being an asshole,” one boy said.
“Yeah, we’re sick of him and his drama, anyway. Let the psycho loner rot 

in this place by himself,” said another.
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“I don’t give a damn,” Dmitri said. “He was the biggest loser in school 
and we made him something—he has to give us something in return. Unless 
I’m stabbed by a knife a thousand times, I’m not leaving this house.” He 
turned his face back to the TV.

“OK,” I said. I did not know he wanted that.
I went to the kitchen; opened the knife drawer; picked a large, sharp 

butcher knife suitable for his size; and then returned to the living room.
“Is this knife good?” I asked Dmitri as I walked toward him, holding the 

knife with both my hands.
“What? Why are you holding a knife, Apathy?” he asked, looking up from 

the movie he had been watching.
“To stab you one thousand times,” I answered. “You said you needed that 

before you could leave.”
“You can’t be serious—”
“One,” I whispered in a voice only I could hear, beginning the count as 

I stabbed him in the stomach. I pulled out the blood-soaked knife and 
plunged it again.

“Two.”
“Three.”
Everyone started screaming. Dmitri was screaming the loudest.
“Four.”
“They screamed every time they were partying here,” I thought.
“Five—”
“Apathy! Stop!” Jenkins ran in, crying. It was the only time he called me 

by my first name without “Master” or “Sir.”
“—Six.” I stopped, leaving the knife half sunk inside his body.
Dmitri’s wounds were immediately tended by Jenkins, who struggled 

to keep him alive until the ambulance arrived. After his body was healed, 
I was taken to trial; it was the first time I had entered a court. Jenkins 
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hired one of the best lawyers in the country. I was charged with attempted 
murder. Because we fought for many days against the prosecution, presented 
my “abnormal” mental condition as our main defense, and stressed the 
absence of a killing intention, I was found not guilty. Conversely, we had to 
pay a decent sum of money to Dmitri’s family for the incident. Until the 
age of eighteen, I was kept under surveillance by agents assigned by the court 
to make sure I was mentally stable. Otherwise I was going to be sent to 
spend the rest of my life in an Asylum.

I could not understand the world at that time. “All I did was fulfill 
Dmitri’s request,” I thought. Jenkins then taught me that when a person 
is injured, he is in pain. Regardless of how many times he tried to explain 
pain to me, he failed. What I understood was that pain is something 
people do not prefer to have. And what I learned was that injuries could 
lead to death. That both injuring and killing are against the law so we are 
not allowed to do those things—even if they ask us to.

Once more, the news spread in the school fast. It was then the name 
“The Heartless” stuck on me along with other names. I heard that the 
students who witnessed the incident described my face as blank. “His face 
was cold and insensible. Stabbing a person and drinking coffee—there is no 
difference to him. Both done with a look of a bored, spaced-out person,” 
one student said.

Today, I came across that word again. Ikarus was talking to his mother 
on the phone and he called me his “friend.” From what I have accumulated 
so far concerning this matter, people need to maintain a relationship with 
each other for a certain period of time before becoming friends. Why did 
he call me a friend? Was it a false claim? Or was he defining friendship 
in a new meaning that I was not associated with before? Dmitri had told 
me that Vince’s friendship with his group was not the “proper,” but what 
made his friendships proper? Either way, friendship is something that I 
do not require.

I have more to write about this, but the hour is late and I should go to 
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sleep. On another note, my project has commenced.
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What was with my biological clock and weekends? 
Waking up early during weekdays was a struggle 

I continuously lost, but I could wake up with the roosters on 
weekends.

‘While my mother prepared breakfast, I read my morning 
newspaper in the kitchen. That’s when I read this headline.

“Young Woman Raped and Murdered Last Night”
“And here I was thinking I’m living in a peaceful town,” I said.
“So you read the article about the poor girl. I was shocked 

myself,” Mother said, as she placed my dish on the table. “It 
appears to be the third homicide of its kind.”

“A serial killer?” I asked.
“A psychopath too, it seems.”
Thoughts kept spinning in my head even when I had finished 

my breakfast. I told my mother that I had things to do, thanked 
her for the meal, laid a kiss on her forehead, and then left. 
My twirl of thoughts was raving into a tempest. Whenever 
this happened, I knew that the only way to prevent my head 
from exploding was to spill my thoughts. I opened the memo 
application on my phone and began typing:

My name is Naqaa, it means purity,

A snow lily in the meadows of 

Virtue, from childhood to maturity.

My cleansed chest with chastity crested, 

Never did I touch a skin or touched

Till the day my husband manifested,

And only his arm I ever clutched.



87

Apathy Heavensmile

I loved him sincerely; he loved back.

My dearly dear, my one and only,

Nothing yet fully comes in a pack.

One night he sent a message,

“Darling, I will be coming late.”

Sometimes we are warned with a presage

But we realize when it is too late.

A reward for his evening work

I strolled to the market solo at night,

Scorning the prowlers who in the dark lurk.

I bought the ingredients and headed back,

“Can’t wait to prepare his favorite meal!”

Without predicting the sudden attack.

A man in a mask, bulkily shaped,

Staggered me with a paralyzing hit,

I was beat to the ground, disgraced and raped,

Doomed to a scandal I did not commit.

I opened my eyes on a hospice bed,

Wishing they had never opened again.

To live in shame, I’d be better off dead,

I couldn’t live with such burden and pain.

My husband was there, his head was down,
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“I’m sorry,” he said, “It wasn’t your fault.”

“A prey you were, to a lewd assault.”

“Though with that filth, you’ve been painted

And by another man, you’ve been tainted.”

I almost fainted, when I heard his say.

Please don’t tell me you’re throwing me away.

He was holding papers, “What are these?”

“Our divorce,” he said, placed them and left,

Wait! Where are you going? Come back, please!

In the depth of need, I was left bereft.

I am a victim of a crime,

And a newborn to woe,

As precious as a dime,

I was thrown below.

To a harrowing destiny

I am enforced to submit,

Doomed to a scandal I did not commit.

Doomed to a scandal I did not commit.
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“It’ll cost me a fortune,” I whispered to myself as I looked 
from the other side of the large window. It was freezing 

and absurdly windy outside. The frosty glass I was against 
numbed my forehead, nose, and palms.

I smiled. “I’ll spend all my savings on this, I know. But it will 
be worth much more.”

I went to a few more places until I finished with everything I 
needed to do. Before I knew it, night had fallen.

Ahh, it has been a long day. Everything is ready now!
I called Arya as I headed to our spot by the beach. She didn’t 

pick up. I tucked my head in my light-gray, turtleneck hoodie, 
feeling my warm exhale against my throat.

I wonder what’s with her not picking up. It’s only a few times 
that I called and she answered instantly. Other than that, she 
loves to make me wait.

“Sweet glutes! I sure hope it won’t be this cold tomorrow,” I 
mumbled, putting the phone back in my pocket and then rubbing 
my frigid hands against my stiffened arms. When I was finally 
near the spot, I saw someone familiar sitting there with arms 
around knees.

Isn’t that…?
It was dark outside, but that long silver hair was not mistakable. 
What is Apathy doing here at this late hour?
Just before I had the chance to approach him, he stood up and 

walked away in the opposite direction.
Maybe it’s better that he doesn’t see me.
I walked to the place he was sitting; it was exactly the same 

spot where I normally sat. I pulled out my phone again but called 
his house this time. “Heavensmile’s residence. Hello?”

“Hey, Jenkins. How are you?”
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“Oh, if it isn’t the kind sir! I’m doing quite well, Mr. Hayden. 
Yourself?”

“Good, good. Say, can I talk to Apathy?”
“I’m terribly sorry, sir, but he’s not available at the moment. 

Master Apathy is outside the house.”
“Do you know where he is?”
“I’m afraid not. He has been out the last few nights without 

informing me of his whereabouts.”
The last few nights?
“I see. OK thanks, Jenkins. Bye.”
The last few nights were when the serial killings started. Could 

it be…?
“No, impossible! He couldn’t do such a thing,” I said out loud 

as I violently shook my head.
Incoming Call: Wingless Angel
“Her highness finally decided to check her phone!”
“Hello sweetie. I missed you too.”
I could argue about why she’s always late to answer the phone, 

but I don’t want to ruin this special occasion.
“Listen hun, are you free now?” I asked.
“Mmm…Yes.”
“Are you home?”
“Uh-huh.”
“Perfect! I’ll be there in…”
I pulled the phone off my ear and checked the on-screen clock:
11:19 p.m.
“Half an hour,” I continued.
“All righty.”
I said good-bye and took out my pen along with the birthday 
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card I had bought earlier that day. She preferred funny birthday 
cards, and they made a good combination with my words; she 
could read the humorous part and enjoy a sweet laugh before 
reading my part and falling victim to my romantic genius.

I sat on a bench facing the beach and started writing under the 
streetlight.

Shall the nights pass and winters storm, 
Your burning love will keep me warm.
I wish I could find a word that expresses love more than “love” 

itself, but I have searched all and found nay. This is why I’ll 
create one just for you. Arya breaks the limits of love, and from a 
conditioned love, Arya breaks away. This is why instead of I love 
you, I’ll present my heart, smile, and say: I Arya you.

Happy Birthday.
Ikarus

“Brrr.” I had goose bumps. “It’s so hard writing in this cold.” 
I put the card back in the envelope and went to Arya’s house. 
I rang the bell; her mother welcomed me inside. I was glad it 
wasn’t her father—that man hates me from his guts. She invited 
me to a drink, but I told her it was late and that I just wanted to 
deliver something to Arya.

Arya was sitting in the living room in front of the TV with her 
pink laptop. She wore her cute, red-framed glasses, which she 
only wore when studying or working on the computer. “There’s 
my beautiful geek!” I said as I walked in.

Blushing, she smiled and patted the spot next to her on the 
sofa. I sat down and looked at the wall clock:

11:50 p.m.
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Ten minutes.
“What are you doing?” I asked, looking into her laptop’s 

screen.
“Just finished my school work,” she folded her laptop, smiling 

as she turned her head to me. She took off her glasses, unveiling 
her seraphic eyes—the two remnants of Eden.

“I don’t see Sir Alfred Hitchcock around you,” I said, referring 
to her cat, trying to control my quickening heart beats.

“He’s sleeping in my room. And stop calling him that. His 
name is Cinnamon!”

“What is he, a stripper?”
“Why are you being jealous of my cat?”
“I don’t know what you see in that saggy-cheeked thing. All it 

does is scratching your beautiful skin.”
“That’s his way of saying thank you,” she replied.
“You wouldn’t say the same if I did that.”
“Sweetie, you don’t eat catnip.”
“That’s because I don’t do drugs,” I said, making her laugh. 

“Have you read about the serial killer?” I asked.
“Woah, what a change of subject!”
“I’m awfully worried about you. It’s constantly on my mind.”
“I’ve heard about him,” she responded, her face changing 

slightly.
“Please be extra careful, love.”
“I will, baby. Don’t worry.”
“No going out at night! OK?”
“OK, I won’t.” She chuckled. “You’re so cute when you 

worry.”
“Hey, don’t divert from this. Promise me that you won’t.”
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“Do I have to?”
“That or the pinky promise. One thousand needles, you know 

where.”
She laughed. “I promise you, Ikarus.”
Ikarus…
“You said my full name.” I was surprised. Hearing my name 

leisurely cascade from her lips almost made my heart shoot off 
from excitement.

“I just felt like it.” she said. As we gazed into each other’s 
eyes, she smiled the smile. Fervor fondled my chest as I melted 
into rapture. I was falling languid to her hypnosis, but I had to 
haul myself out from the seventh heaven before I missed the 
moment.

“This is for you.” I handed her the envelope, glancing at the 
wall clock: 12:00 a.m. Her eyes lit up and she opened it instantly.

You’re a year older, and older than you’ve ever been before, 
but you’re a year younger than you’ll be this time next year, and 
in fact, younger than you’ll ever be again.

Did you follow that?
Good, at least your brain is still working.

Arya laughed delicately. She flipped the card to the other side 
and began reading my part. Her petite mouth, draped by the 
smiling red velvet she calls lips, slowly re-formed to the shapes 
of the letters she read. Her eyes gently tracked the words, as 
though she wanted to enjoy every letter.

She placed the card down and stared at me with glimmering 
eyes, not saying a word. I didn’t want to hear anything; her smile 
was more than enough.
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“Happy Birthday, my Arya.” I said softly.
“I Ikarus you,” she replied.
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Ai
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Being a princess. That was Arya’s childhood dream. Even 
at her current age, prince and princess stories could still 

make her happy. Often did she complain about being born as the 
person she is, and not a lady from a classic fairy tale. The day I 
met her was the day I began believing in fairy tales.

After I had given her the birthday card the night before, I’d 
told her to make sure she was available after dusk. When it was 
time, I had picked her up from her house and told her we were 
going somewhere special.

“It’s cold here, you know,” said Arya, as we sat arms around 
knees on the sand in our spot.

If only she knew how cold it was yesterday.
“Is this when I’m supposed to take off my jacket and give it to 

you?” I asked.
“So chivalry lives.” she said.
“Not if it freezes to death, it won’t.”
“I can keep you warm.”
“With my jacket?”
“With whatever you want.” she winked.
“Hell, take my underwear too!” I yelled. She laughed and I 

laughed along.
When our laughs evanesced into the calm night, we sat in 

composure, smelling the tang of the ocean, listening to the oldest 
yet most beautiful music ever known to mankind—the ancient 
melody of the sea waves. Luminescent lamps hung across the 
beach cast a soft, wavering glow on the sand. We felt alone in 
the universe.

“You know…” I said, breaking the silence. “I feel bad for the 
sea.”

“Why is that?” she asked. Her eyes were closed as she seemed 
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to tune in to the dancing tides. On her face was a slender smile, 
one that corresponded to being kissed by a breezy, oceanic wind 
under a clear sky bejeweled with bright stars.

“Because no matter how many times the sea sends his tides to 
kiss the shore, they are always repelled by rejection. No matter 
how many times the sea is pushed back, he keeps trying. And 
no matter how many times he gashes his lips against the coast’s 
sharp, adamantine rocks, he doesn’t lose hope.”

Her slight smile warmed as she opened her eyes and looked at 
me. “You haven’t changed,” she said.

“Is that good or bad?” I asked.
“What do you think?”
“I don’t know. You tell me.”
“Tell me first. Do you think I changed since we met?”
“Well…You’re still crazy. Just more attractive.”
“I’m the crazy one?” She chuckled and rested her cheeks 

between her knees. “Don’t change, Ika,” she said when joy 
withered from her lips. “Don’t ever change.”

Why the sudden gloom?
“I won’t,” I assured. I pointed at a boulder not far from where 

we were sitting. “Remember the first time we sat on that rock?” 
I asked.

“How could I forget?” she replied.
“This place sure brings back memories.”
“The sweetest memories,” she said, after a short pause. We 

both smiled.
We remained sitting in tranquility as the sea waves counted 

the seconds of our union, and seconds collected into minutes. 
Gazing into the horizon, we noticed a small boat drifting a 
stone’s throw from us.
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“Look!” Arya pointed. “What’s that guy doing at this late 
hour?”

“Fishing, probably,” I answered.
“I thought fishermen’s business is at dawn.”
“Maybe this one’s a vampire. He can only fish at night.”
“Why does a vampire need fish?”
“Because he was up to some fishy business.”
“Look, Ika, he stood up!” she exclaimed, totally ignoring my 

hilarious joke.
The young man lit a lantern. He took out what looked like a 

stick and held it near his mouth. A low tune played.
“Is that a flute?” Arya asked.
Indeed it was. An Irish pan flute that soon made one of Arya’s 

favorite types of music. A few seconds later, more boats were on 
the sea, more guys standing with lanterns, blowing a harmonious 
and romantic flute song.

Arya looked at me, submerged in shock. “You didn’t…!”
I stood up, took a few footsteps forward and faced her. I saw 

her trying to say something, but she froze in astonishment as she 
saw people gathering around us, people she knew. Each one of 
them carried a lantern: her parents, my mother, my brother, Mr. 
Adam, Cecilia, and many others. Even Apathy was there.

When she finally looked at me, I recited with the tunes of the 
flutes:

Once upon a time,

There was a princess,

Whose beauty was sublime.
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“I wish I was a princess!”

She always aspired to be.

That’s because through her eye-lenses,

Who she was, she couldn’t see.

“You are a princess!”

A lad once told her,

She rubs her eyes and rinses:

Mirrors reflect just a girl!

To expose the hidden pearl,

The gaze of his eyes convinces.

She looked through his eyes,

How gorgeous she is!

A princess in disguise,

Her shiny crown and pretty dress.

She saw her prince ever since!

Who they really were,

No one was able to see.

Only in each other’s eyes,

For the coming days to be.

Thus they lived in joy and laughter

And loved happily ever after!

I walked to my little brother, pinched his cheek, and took a 
small gift-wrapped box from him. When I returned to her, I 
kneeled and presented the box with both hands.

“Your highness,” I said, looking into her eyes.
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Wordless, she slowly untied the box and uncovered it with 
shaky hands.

“Oh my God…” she whispered as she opened it. It was the 
diamond eternity ring that I had bought for her yesterday, her 
dream wedding band. The ring was engraved: AI—the first two 
initials of our names; ai also means love in Chinese and Japanese.

“Happy Birthday, my princess,” I said in the same manner I 
had yesterday. “Truly this time.” I laughed.

Glittering tears leaked from Arya’s eyes. At first she was 
inconsistent—first laughing and then weeping. But her voice 
was escalating and intensified; eventually she cried out loud, as 
a little child. Many of the women couldn’t help but wipe under 
their eyes. As for me, the lump in my throat was becoming too 
much to bear. I knew that her tears were of joy, yet I couldn’t 
stand seeing that girl cry. Every tear that dripped off her 
eyelashes seared through my heart. I was only eased when she 
was enfolded by her mother’s arms and began calming down.

I looked around and clapped my hands together. “I have an 
announcement to make.” I called, causing the flutes to stop 
playing. “In exactly forty days, at this same hour, I will be 
marrying Arya Azureus.”

The flutes played again, only this time they were fast and 
mirthful, the notes composed an Irish stepdancing song. 
Everyone cheered, merrily clustering around Arya; one by one, 
they congratulated her and wished her a happy birthday. On 
tiptoes, I peeked at her over the crowd’s heads and shoulders. 
She smiled the special smile and moved her lips with words that 
only I understood.
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It was her dream to become a princess, 

And a princess she was always to me. 

All I did was polish her eyes to see

That fairytales can be reality.
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What a World!
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Last night’s excitement forbade me from falling deeply into 
slumber. I was really glad that I had friends with musical 

talents. I left my bed early and muted my alarm before it could 
ring. There was only one class to attend before work. I washed 
my face, brushed my teeth, showered, and then took my time 
picking my clothes. On top of a white shirt, I wore a black 
pullover, and pulled up dark-gray jeans. I accessorized myself 
with my favorite silver-steel watch and sprayed my signature 
cologne under my chin, over my chest and between my wrists as 
a final touch. I was so ready to start my day.

I don’t leave the house unless I pass the “trio check” rule, 
which states that three items must be contained in my pockets: 
my wallet, my keys, and my phone. I usually turn my phone off 
before going to sleep, so as always, I picked it up and switched 
it on before I left the room.

You have 2 unread messages.
6615078866:
“Dear MATH234 students, today’s class is cancelled. Check 

your emails for details.”
Gluteus Maximus!
The only day I wake up early for class is the day it gets 

cancelled.
Wingless Angel:
“Omg Ika…Did u hear about Sarah…The girl in our math 

class? She was found murdered this morning!!!”
What!
Sarah was a polite, quiet girl. I didn’t know her well, but she 

was the type who would never harm anyone. She was so quiet 
that I forgot she was with us in class sometimes.

The poor girl…
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Hard to believe she was with us last week and now she’s…I 
better call Arya and make sure she’s OK.

I called Arya and calmed her down. She told me that they 
believe she was another victim of the serial killer.

“I hope they catch that bastard soon,” I said as I threw myself 
on the bed.

What a world! Happy people celebrate their loved ones’ 
marriage with laughter while miserable others weep over the 
loss of theirs.

At that instant, Apathy popped up in my head again.
Could it be him…?
But he was with us last night.
…Wait.
The victim was discovered this morning—I don’t know where 

Apathy went to after the party…
“That does it!” I said out loud. “I’m going to call him.” I 

reached for my phone and called his house.
Jenkins picked up after several rings. “Heavensmile’s 

residence.”
“Hello, Jenkins. Can I speak to Apathy, please?”
“Right away, sir.” He put me on hold, and a section of 

Mozart’s Symphony #40 played. It was repeated for the second 
time before Apathy came to the phone.

“Good morning, Ikarus.”
“Hey Apathy, good morning. Are you busy?”
“Not at the moment.”
“I heard you have a limo.”
“Yes, I do.”
“When are you planning to take me for a ride?”
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“I was not planning to.”
“Ouch, man. The least learn how to compliment.”
“Pardon?”
“Ask me out! Well, don’t ask me out, but invite me out—like 

how two completely straight guys would hang around together.”
“Fine. Do you want to go out in my limousine?”
“No.”
“OK, good-b—”
“Hey wait! Chill, man, I was joking. Doesn’t anybody 

appreciate humor around here?”
“I did not find that funny.”
“Is there anything at all that you find funny?”
“I do not follow.”
“Never mind, I’ll be there soon.”
“OK, good-bye.”
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Upon arriving at Apathy’s mansion, I glimpsed him 
waiting inside his car. I parked in one of their vacant 

visitor spots before getting in his limousine. It wasn’t as I 
imagined. I wondered if it was a “limo” in the first place or more 
a stretched-out relic.

“Sorry if I’m late,” I said as I sat inside and closed the door. 
The car reeked of aged leather.

Great Gluteus Maximus!
This is not a car, this is a fossil!
“You are not,” replied Apathy. “Drive,” he ordered the butler. 

The car issued horrendous, creaky squeals as it moved.
A moving fossil.
“Is this thing safe?” I asked.
“Yes,” replied Apathy.
“Are you sure? ’Cause I can literally feel the structure of the 

road under me, as if the asphalt is rubbing against my ass. Ah, 
we just passed over a rock.”

“I am sure.”
“How long have you had this car?”
“My mother bought it before she died. She assigned it to the 

hired butler,” he answered.
I looked out the window, watching the mansion’s gates as we 

passed. “I don’t want to be nosy or anything.” I said, turning 
away from the window to look at him. “But usually rich folk 
drive fancy cars. Don’t you think about buying one?”

Or in your case, a car that actually looks like one.
“Why should I?” he questioned.
OK, how to respond to this…What’s the reason behind buying 

expensive cars?
“Erm…I don’t know, to get more attention?”
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“Why do I need attention?”
Ugh.
“Well, not attention…A luxurious car gives you a better 

feeling.”
“I do not feel,” he said. He looked out the window, ending the 

conversation.
Well done, Ikarus.
For around fifteen minutes, the only sounds we heard were 

the loud, annoying engine and the clatter caused by Jenkins 
changing gears. I had not forgotten why I was out with Apathy, 
but before I investigated anything, I needed to start another 
conversation. I didn’t want to attract suspicion.

How to start, how to start? Oh!
I could say, “You know, you have a lisp.” Then he’ll be like, 

“Yes, I know,” and then I’ll be like, “Does that make you a 
Lispian?”…Hah!

OK, even I didn’t laugh at that one.
“Apathy, do you believe in second chances?”
“Second chances?” He turned his head toward me.
“There’s not a single person who passes through life without 

making mistakes. Do you believe that a person could be given 
another try to fix them?”

“Do you mean fixing your past?”
“Not the past, the mistakes.”
“Did your mistakes occur in the future?”
“Um, no.”
“Then you are talking about the past.”
“Something like that.”
“Your past cannot be fixed.”
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“Why not?”
“Everything you do in life is written in your journal. The 

entries are not written in pencil that can be easily erased but 
are carved in stone plates. Once something is written, there is 
nothing you can do about it. If you want to throw that plate 
into the ocean, then do so, but remember that in the bottom of 
the deep sea, that plate dwells. If you want to pretend to be a 
changed man and a better person, then you are free to be. But 
that does not change your past.”

…Did that just come from Apathy?
“But isn’t our role as human beings to learn from our 

mistakes? To look back at our pasts in order to build a better 
future?”

“There is no role for human beings,” he answered.
“Huh?”
“Like I said, that does not alter your past. These are two 

separate subjects.”
“So, that’s it? If I have a dark past, I should just give up on 

my life?”
“That is not what I said. Perhaps this example will make you 

understand better,” he looked outside at the bridge we were 
crossing. “Do you see this bridge?”

“Yeah?” It was Seren’s River Bridge, a narrow two-lane 
overpass connecting two hills above the town’s river.

“Imagine that Jenkins dozed off at this very moment. Where 
would we be?”

“Sleepin’ with the fishies.”
“What?”
“We’d be dead at the river’s bottom.”
“He made a mistake, did he not? Yet at what cost?”
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I haven’t thought about it that way.
“A simple mistake,” he went on. “It might have been caused 

by a late-night TV show followed by lack of sleep, leading to his 
death and the death of two others.”

I had nothing to add.
“Now do tell me,” he continued as we approached the 

mansion’s gates—I haven’t realized that we were returning 
already—“What can he do about his past? How can he fix that 
mistake?”

“…He can’t.” I replied.
“You do think that I am the serial killer, do you not?” Apathy 

suddenly asked, catching me by surprise.
“What?” My breathing changed. My heart hammered. Jenkins 

parked the car.
“Do you take me for a fool?” Apathy asked. “Do you think that 

I do not know the reason behind this hang out?”
I didn’t know how to react. The butler stepped out of the car 

and took slow footsteps toward my door.
Crap! If he’s the killer then I’m—
“You are still doubting me, are you not? Illustrating in your 

head the method of how coldly I am going to slay you, and how 
I am going to bury your savaged limbs under the apple trees 
where they will never be found.” Jenkins opened my door. “Or 
perhaps the butler will,” Apathy added.

I panicked as adrenaline rushed through my body. I aimed my 
eyes at any possible exit. Had I known he would uncover my 
intention, I would have never thought about confronting him. 
Unfortunately, it was too late. 

Apathy’s hands were empty—maybe Jenkins was carrying 
the instrument that would end my life…but I saw he was not. 
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Jenkins stood still by my door, waiting for me to exit. Apathy 
looked at me with his indifferent eyes.

“I am insouciant, but that does not mean that I am a murderer. 
It does not give me the right to kill innocent people nor does it 
give you the right to put me on the top of the suspects’ list.”

“But I didn’t mean—” I tried to defend myself.
“Leave,” he interrupted. I stepped out of the car and then 

headed to mine.
Guilt inhabited my heart as I drove back. I planned to seek 

him and apologize during work, but when I arrived to the café, 
he wasn’t there.

The whole time I was working, I remembered what we talked 
about, and how his deep vision astonished me. I guess knowing 
him as the nontalkative person made me prejudge him and his 
logic. History to him is a story narrated over time and cannot 
be untold. Although the beginning remains the same, it is the 
unwritten chapters that can be amended. To end it happily or 
miserably, the choice is ours. It is true that we are humans and 
we make mistakes, but the mistake a person makes when taking 
a wrong turn could cost one’s life.

Apathy had me learn that there is a price for everything; the 
highest is the price for mistakes. And I had made a terrible 
mistake.
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Entry #1230
December 26, 2011
1:11 a.m.
On the roof—Waning Gibbous

I could not write last night because I was obliged to attend the birthday 
party Ikarus hosted for his fiancée, Arya Azureus. It took place at the 
project’s location, which is why I was not able to carry on. My conclusion 
is not lost; I recommenced today.

On a second note, Ikarus proved me correct with today’s conversation. We 
discussed mistakes—a subject he brought up by asking about second chances. 
He was trying to make “small talk” before he could ask if I took the girls’ 
lives, but I joined the discussion, given that it was a matter of study. 
Abundantly preferred to his habituated, time-wasting prattle.

Point A)
What are mistakes? Actions that we judge as wrong? What is wrong? 

Everything society appointed opposing to what it believes is right. If a man 
loves a girl for her beauty, it is acceptable. He is right because men’s affinity 
toward women’s allurement is natural. Conversely, if a girl loved a man 
for his money, then she is a bad person. Why? Because society dictates 
that she does not love him, but it is his money that she loves. Is money 
not a subject of predilection as is the subject of beauty? What is right 
for her is to love him for his personality, nothing more? Is that all a man 
is? Personality? When someone wishes for someone to “love me for who I 
am,” is personality all that is indicated in the “I”? Or is who we are a 
composite of our appearances, mentalities, social ranks, and wealth?

We were conditioned by our environments since we came into life. There 
is no such thing as right or wrong—there is only what society taught our 
brains to believe.



115

Apathy Heavensmile

Point B)
How can I be the serial killer? If merely Ikarus put his mind into 

function, he would ask himself why I would rape the girls, even if I did 
murder them. I do not have that interest.

Enough said regarding Ikarus. I have come across a particular subject that 
I find ridiculous: death.

People are so devoted to the scheme of their burial, what ought to 
happen after their deaths, and how should they be remembered. Does any 
of that matter? All those historical figures were not able to witness the 
statues that were erected in their honor, because their bodies had corroded 
long ahead of that. I heard someone say, “When I die, I want everyone to 
remember me with a smile.” Why do you care? Because you love them and 
wish to know that they are happy? Will you not be too dead to realize 
that? Will you even know that you have died?

It does not matter if you are buried on a bed of roses or in a pile of 
feces, if millions attend your funeral or none at all, if the ones surrounding 
you weep over your loss or celebrate your demise, if people remember your 
name or completely forget you as if you never existed—because you do not 
exist anymore. All that remains in the world is your memories. Not your 
world, theirs; your world had ended. How pointless are the memories you 
leave when you are incapable of knowing that they are being remembered, 
that you are being remembered.

For nine years, I have visited my mother’s grave and laid her favorite 
flowers. In all this time I have thrown away, did—just once—she feel my 
presence or smell their scent? Did she even glimpse that on December 
21st of each year her son was standing on her grave? Not mourning or 
smiling, but staring upon the engraved stone and grimy dirt on the decaying 
stack of bones that bear no noteworthy value, questioning his forced annual 
routine. People rely on feelings so often that they neglect their intelligence, 
turning them to brainless meat vessels blind guided by their hearts. Which, 
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physiologically speaking, has nothing to do with feelings.
This self-debate about death strikes full-size questions in my head: Where 

did we come from? Did the Big Bang theory solve the mystery of the 
universe? What if our lives are totally different than what we imagined 
them to be?

Just as bed bugs are parasites living on beds, we are parasites living on 
Earth. For these bugs, their universe revolves around the bed they exist in. 
Other beds to them are other worlds to us. They do not see beyond that; 
they do not know that there are other rooms in the house, with bigger, 
more adequate beds. They do not know that there are other houses in the 
neighborhood with more beds carrying different insects of their kind—other 
neighborhoods, other cities, other countries, etc.

I am positive that I am not the only one who has thought about this. 
Many have studied the old concept of the atom, the Bohr Model, and 
compared it to our solar system. A sun (a nucleus) surrounded by orbits 
of astronomical objects, such as planets (electrons). Life as we know it 
might only be a tiny electron among other electrons, among atoms that 
bond together, creating the matter of a sweat drop, dripping from a giant 
creature’s chin—a life-form vague to us, as we are to the bed bugs. This 
entire humanity is no bigger than a tittle on a letter in a word in a sentence 
in a paragraph on a page in a chapter in a book on a shelf in a bookcase in 
a public library.

How little we know. What short lives we lead. 
Entry ends; I must sleep.
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I slammed the brakes. A sharp screech echoed in the street. 
“Why is it that every time I get near these traffic lights, 

they turn red!?” I yammered, smacking the steering wheel with 
my hands. I looked to my right, and there was the abandoned bus 
stop that I passed by a few days ago. 

“You’ve got to be kidding me…” I grumbled. I saw the old 
woman sitting there—again!

Ikarus, your mood is already ruined thanks to yesterday. You 
told her last time buses don’t go there anymore. You even gave 
her a lift home. What more can you do? It’s her fault.

Yes, completely her fault. I looked forward with my chin raised, 
both hands on the steering wheel.

That’s right, totally her fault! Nobody told her to sit in that 
abandoned bus stop, alone in the cold…No one by her side…
Waiting for a bus that will never arrive…With that…fragile…
old…body…No, Ikarus, don’t!

“Aahh!” I snapped as I struck the flasher. I opened the door 
and then stomped the ground in angry paces toward her.

“What the hell is wrong with you, woman!?” I fumed as I 
stood in front of her. “I told you that this is an abandoned bus 
stop! Hear that? Ab-an-doned! Deserted, dumped, forsaken, 
empty—buses and this stop are divorced! They will not come! 
Nothing will come—no magic buses, no pumpkin wagons, no 
flying ponies! Nothing arriving here but poor conscience-driven 
me, causing me to be late for school. Thank you very much!”

“Thank you?” She was alarmed. “For what, son?” Sluggishly, 
she lifted her sight to me.

“I think I just caught my first period,” I mumbled as I looked 
away, gawking at the air with a face like Apathy’s.

“Oh!” she exclaimed. “If it isn’t the young gentleman! How 
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have you been, my dear?”
You wouldn’t have called me a “gentleman” if you heard a 

thing of what I said.
“I’m good.” I sighed. “Ma’am, let’s be grateful to the moth 

that ate your ears. Come on, let’s get you home.” I helped her 
stand up and then walked her to my car.

“As I said before,” I said as I began driving, making sure my 
voice was loud enough for her to hear, “that bus stop is no longer 
in service. Stop wasting your time waiting there.”

“But I wasn’t waiting for the bus, my boy,” she replied, 
smiling. “I was waiting for you.”

“Waiting for me?” I asked, trying not to freak out.
“I wanted to ask you about the progress of your relationship.”
“You can’t be serious…”
“You’d be surprised.”
“What is wrong with you!? Why are you so interested in my 

friggin’ life?”
“Because you are interesting.”
“You listen now.” Smoldering with rage, I tried to restrain 

myself. “It’s none of your damn business, so keep your nose out 
and quit prying.”

“Why won’t you tell me?”
“Why should I!? I don’t even know your name!”
“I know yours, Ikarus.”
I stopped the car at once. “Who the hell are you, creeper? How 

do you know my name!?”
“Relax, dear. There is no need to call me names.”
“Answer me!” I yelled.
“My name is Eva. I am Apathy’s aunt.”
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What!
“Take me to my house, if you may. I have something to show 

you.”
Shock had extinguished my anger. Confounded by what she 

told me, I resumed driving. A few seconds before reaching her 
house, we passed by Apathy’s mansion.

This is why this place seemed familiar when I visited Apathy 
for the first time.

“As you can see, my house is very close to my nephew’s,” 
she said when we parked in front of her house. “The connection 
between me and Apathy was broken after my sister—after 
Carmina passed away.”

“Why?” I asked, trying to figure out if this had anything to do 
with me.

“It was a shallow connection, nonetheless. Carmina was the 
only tie between us, which was cut off with her death.”

“Then why are you still living near him?”
“To keep an eye on him.”
“To stalk, you mean. I remember I saw someone looking at me 

from your window the other day, when I left Apathy’s house.”
“Stalking is a harsh word.”
“What should I call it then—sightseeing?”
“You are an amusing boy indeed.” She laughed. “How is 

Apathy?” she asked after a short pause. “Is he doing fine?”
“As emotionless as ever, I guess.” I looked at my watch. 

“Listen, I have to go now. I’m very late for class.”
I’ll leave my questions for later.
 “A fascinating marvel ‘time’ is, isn’t it?”
“I really don’t have the time for another of your insightful 

monologues.”
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“A splendid concept,” she continued regardless. “Time is the 
master of all things. Wounds heal with time, promises are proven 
with time, trust is gained with time, and love fades with time.”

What on earth is this old hag’s problem?
“Oh, where are my manners!” she said “I am terribly sorry to 

keep you this long, dear. Thank you for bringing me home.”
I nodded as I looked at her leave the car.
Ding!
Arya: Ika where r u??
Ikarus: On my way
Arya: Ur so late!!
Ikarus: I know…Long story
Ikarus: Sec, driving
I stepped on it, but I only managed to attend the last fifteen 

minutes of the class. Arya didn’t stop nagging about how I am 
always late and too irresponsible until I told her the whole story. 
I was hoping to see Apathy after school, but when I arrived to 
my work place, Cecilia told me that he had not shown up today 
either.

Could he really be hurt by what I said?
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Cecilia’s actions were not what I was used to from my 
time knowing her—signs of anxiety, fear and confusion 

were evident. The motion of her steps was nervous, and the 
fake smiles she exchanged with the patrons kept them happy 
but piqued my curiosity. Everything about her led me to feel 
that something was hidden within that caring heart of hers, 
something that I needed to know. I tried to push her to speak, but 
she wouldn’t tell me, so I intended to follow her and learn the 
truth without her knowledge. Something in the deepest nooks of 
my heart was whispering Apathy’s name. 

When my shift ended, one hour before hers, I drove my car 
away from the café and parked it where she couldn’t spot it. 
Cecilia didn’t drive; she walked to work. All I had to do was 
wait for her to come out and follow her. Which I did.

From the stiff way she held her hands, I knew her angst 
was mounting. She looked around every corner. She kept her 
distance from alleys and sidewalks; how afraid she must be to 
be walking at this late hour! Something very important must 
be driving her. I could almost hear her heartbeat racing in her 
chest. Her breathing was violent—it looked as though she was 
about to cry, but, with whatever courage she had remaining, 
she suppressed her tears. I continued to follow her carefully; 
all those years of crime movies and stealth-action video games 
were finally paying off. Thoughts of the late hour coupled with 
the recent news I’d been hearing made my skin crawl.

Could it be that is she being forced to endure this?
Cecilia stopped walking at a point and hid behind a streetlight. 

We were by the beach, by “my spot” specifically.
I hid behind one of the palm trees to watch. I peeked in the 

direction she was looking at. Apathy was sitting on the beach—
the very place Arya and I sit at.
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This is the second time I have seen him there. What is going 
on?

Awe clutched my heart as I heard the saddest voice I ever had. 
A sudden soulful weep, transcending the most agonizing of all 
woes. It was as if the anguish in that voice was wresting life 
from my body. I immediately glanced at Cecilia; her mouth and 
nose were concealed by both her hands. She silently sobbed.

That’s not her voice…
Careless, I rushed to Apathy, knowing I was hidden no 

more after hearing Cecilia’s gasp. The distance between my 
feet diminished the closer I came to Apathy. His body was 
trembling violently in congruity with the mourning voice; I 
almost expected his bones to collapse. Apathy was weeping.

There he was, on his knees, the shivering of his body sinking 
him a little in the sand. I stood behind him torn by fear, paralyzed 
by confusion, blinded by apprehension, and overwhelmed to say 
the least. Desperate, my lips moved apart, and a distressed call 
came out.

“Apathy?”
Time lagged as he slowly turned his face toward me. Hell froze 

as it bore witness to his face. The air was trapped in my lungs. 
His face was unbearable—demonic eyes wide open, staring in 
mine, piercing my soul. His drained lips were blue cinders from 
the pits of an inferno. His face was blank of any expression, cold 
as an endless winter and pale as a ghost. Tears flowed down his 
cheeks as if scourging the emptiness of his face. Not a single 
fiber of his being showed any signs of pain or sadness; he was as 
a dead man crying. 

I couldn’t utter another word. The voice of his cries felt like 
sirens of the world’s end.  
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He stopped.
He slid his hand into his pocket, took out a tea-rose 

pink handkerchief, and wiped his face gently. “Sit,” he said, 
elegantly folding his piece of cloth back into his pocket. Forcing 
my legs, I sat next to him in the same manner he was sitting, 
on the knees. There was not one sign of grief or lament on his 
face. Though his tears had rained a few seconds ago and he had 
groaned as a father who lost his son, he had, at the snap of a 
finger, stopped as though nothing had happened. The scariest 
thing was his expressionless face. When people cry, their faces 
empathize with their tears, but he was weeping with a face of 
emptiness, one that hasn’t changed since the first day I met him.

“Apathy, are you OK?” I asked, but he showed no regard for 
my question. As my fear faded, I began to feel concerned. I 
worried it was me who led him to this state. “Tell me what’s 
wrong? Why were you crying?” I asked. He kept silent.

“Is it because of what I said the other day?” I asked. “I’m 
terribly sorry, Apathy. I didn’t mean to.”

“Are we not friends, Ikarus?” he asked, looking at the ocean.
“We are,” I affirmed.
“My heart does not carry hatred, it only contains the blood it 

pumps. I do not understand guilt, therefore, I do not understand 
forgiveness. If we suppose that I do, then there is nothing 
to forgive. Your mind deceived you with doubt, and I have 
forgiven you that moment.” He turned his gaze toward me. 
“That’s what friends do after all, don’t they?”

Terror struck my heart once more. It wasn’t because of what 
he said—well, perhaps it was in part. It was primarily because 
of what I was seeing. I didn’t know if I was surprised or 
shocked, happy or sad, relieved or worried…He was…

“Apathy…” I spoke out without thinking. “You’re smiling…” 
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I couldn’t believe my eyes. His mouth, which never moved 
except when he needed to talk, was upturned at its corner. He 
had dimples too!

“Friends smile for each other, do they not?” he asked, the smile 
vanishing from his lips.

His manipulation with emotions is frightening. How is he 
doing that?

“You can feel?” I asked.
He looked back at the sea, grabbed a handful of sand, and 

from the bottom of his fist, gradually dropped each sand crystal 
before he answered, “I certainly cannot.”

“But you were crying, and just now you smiled…?”
He wiped the sand off his hand, spread his legs in front of 

him, placed his hands on the ground behind his back, and looked 
up at the sky. All of a sudden, he opened his mouth and burst 
into laughter. It was my first time to see someone belly-laugh 
hysterically with open eyes.

Am I dreaming again?
“Do you understand now?” he asked when he stopped. “I do 

not feel, but I can learn.”
“You learn feelings?” I asked.
“I learn their reactions.”
“So you just imitate them without feeling?”
“Something of the sort.”
“Why? What’s the point?” I questioned. “I don’t even see 

you using what you learn. Never saw you smiling or laughing 
in public.”

“It is a matter that you will never come to understand.”
I don’t think I can argue with that.
“You are one weird guy, you know,” I said as I wrapped my 
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arms around my knees, changing my sitting position—my knees 
were starting to hurt.

He didn’t remark.
“It’s a beautiful night,” I said, looking at the twinkling sky. 

“Two things I wouldn’t mind looking at forever, the ocean 
and the stars.” I was so relieved to know there was no tension 
between us.

“I heard you are a poet,” he interrupted my listening to the sea 
waves laving the shore.

“Who told you that?” I asked.
“Cecilia.”
“That’s what she thinks.”
“So you are.”
“If you say so.”
“Can you teach me?” he asked, looking at me.
“Yeah, sure.” I laughed while he kept his straight face at me. 

“Wait, you aren’t serious, are you?”
“Being serious is all I know.”
“Poetry is all about feelings!”
“That is why I am asking you to teach me. It is the only subject 

that I failed to study despite the effort I spent.”
“Apathy, no offence, but teaching you poetry would be like 

teaching a fish flying.”
“As a matter of fact, Exocoetidae is a family of fish known as 

Flying Fish.”
“That’s not the point—”
“How much do you want?”
“I’m not asking for your money!”
“Name your price.”
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“That is not what I’m saying!” I yelled. I buried my face 
between my knees and breathed deeply. “—All right, we start 
tomorrow.” I rested my chin on top of my knees, irked.

“Thank you, my friend.”
My friend, huh?
“Thank me when we’re done,” I said.
“Now if you will excuse me, I have to go.” He stood up and 

walked away without bidding farewell. I sat alone by the sea, 
thinking.

“Oh well, upsy daisy!” I jumped up on my feet, spread my 
arms and bent backward, stretching. I looked behind to the street 
light where Cecilia had been hiding, but she wasn’t there.

“I guess she went back home,” I whispered to myself as I 
rubbed the sand off my posterior. I kicked a pebble on my way 
back until I climbed the rock stairs that connect the seashore to 
the street. I was heading home when a female silhouette came 
into light from an alleyway.

“You were following me,” she indicted. It was Cecilia. The 
wet skin under her red eyes would’ve spoken the obvious if I 
didn’t already know she had been crying.

“You were following him.” I grinned as I pointed at the spot 
where Apathy was sitting. I didn’t want Cecilia to know I was 
worried about her. “I wouldn’t hide in an alley if I were you. 
Haven’t you heard the news lately?”

“Why?” she questioned. “Why is he doing this to himself?” 
Biting her lower lip, she tried to hold her tears, but her eyes were 
drowning in them.

Please don’t cry, please don’t cry.
“Cheer up, Cecilia!” I wanted to say anything that might stop 

her tears. Nothing breaks my heart more than seeing a girl cry. 
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“Apathy is fine. Really. Calm down and I’ll tell you what’s 
happening.”

“O-OK.” She sniffed. She pulled a handkerchief with her 
petite hands from her pocket and wiped under her eyes daintily. 
It was tea-rose pink, almost identical to Apathy’s.

“Nice hankie.”
“Thank you.” She smiled, snuffling. “I made it myself.”
“Oh? Knitting talent!”
“Not really.” She chuckled. “Only handkerchiefs. This is the 

second one I made. I lost the one I had before in the café. I 
probably forgot to take it with me before I left.”

“I see.”
Interesting…
“Me and my clumsiness.” She laughed.
“Come on,” I said. “Let’s talk as I walk you home.”
“How nice of you! Lucky Arya to have such a gentleman!”
“This gentleman thing again? The old hag will haunt me 

forever,” I mumbled.
“Sorry?”
“Thank you, I’m flattered!” I said, louder.
We walked side by side down the noiseless, shadowy streets. 

The emptiness in the area gave the illusion that our voices were 
resonant.

“He wasn’t crying,” I told her as I looked at the soggy street 
we were crossing. “He was pretending to.”

“That fiercely?” her body spasmed, stopping her from going 
forth.

“Now, now…” I attempted to calm her with a softer tone. “You 
have to listen to what I have to say.”
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“OK…” she said as we resumed walking.
“We both know that he doesn’t feel. Apathy weeping is out of 

reason,” I tried to convince her. “Didn’t you notice any unusual 
actions of his recently?”

She blinked as though the question triggered a memory. “He 
smiled…”

“When?” I asked.
“Last time he came to the café, he asked me to hand a receipt 

to a customer, and when I did, he thanked me and smiled. It 
was the most beautiful smile I have ever seen. So handsome, so 
gentle—it was heavenly! His gorgeous lips drew the final touch 
on his perfect face. He didn’t even utter a sound, but I melted 
at the very sight of it. Unworldly what that smile can do. It’s 
the smallest of all gestures but coming from him, it’s almost 
unreal…”

“Someone is getting butterflies.” I looked at her from the 
corners of my eyes, wiggling my eyebrows.

“It’s not like that!”
“Ah, give it over, Cecilia. I’ve seen the way you stare at him.”
Her rosy face glowed scarlet and she sealed her tiny mouth. I 

smiled.
“Say,” she spoke after a while. “You told me that Apathy was 

pretending to cry, yes?”
“Yup.”
“That smile when he thanked me, was he faking it too?”
Uh-oh…
“Well, not faking, faking—”
“Then what?”
Why do girls overthink everything!?
“No—I mean, that’s not what I meant—”
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“What else did you mean?” Her voice was becoming heavier.
Dear Lord! I haven’t met a person who shed tears faster than 

her.
“Apathy has your handkerchief, Cecilia!” I raised my voice. 

She was about to say something, but she stopped, leaving her 
mouth half open.

She snapped out of it. “How do you know?”
“He has one identical to yours. He used it to wipe his face just 

a few minutes ago.”
“…The one I lost at the café!”
“Exactly.”
Her face changed and her watery eyelids twitched. I had told 

her about the handkerchief to stop her from crying, but I failed. 
I made her cry worse.

Here we go again…
“Please, don’t you think we had enough crying for the day?”
“Ikarus, you don’t know,” she sniveled. “These are tears of 

joy.”
Joy? That a pervy bastard stole your handkerchief?
“All this time,” she continued. “I never stopped looking at 

him. His face is an irresistible lure, for many times my sight got 
caught and I couldn’t stop staring. I lose my sense of time, leave 
my duty, and forget everything and everyone around me…All I 
see is him. His eyes…Oh my! He does not gaze, he hypnotizes. 
One time our eyes crossed, and my heart was on cloud nine. The 
light feeling in my stomach was beyond description, as if I were 
emotionally drugged.” She paused for a moment. “But he…” 
she sniffled. “He never looked at me, never acknowledged my 
existence. Even the time our eyes crossed, he looked by accident. 
He didn’t even care! I know that I shouldn’t blame him for that—
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it’s not in his hands. But, I can’t! It’s too much!”
I think it would be better if I just listened without talking.
“But that’s all over now, thanks to you Ikarus.” She took one 

long inhalation as she wiped her eyes with the back of her hand 
and smiled. “Everything is changing. Apathy is getting cured—I 
can feel it! You’re wrong, he’s not pretending, his emotions are 
returning! Why else would he keep my handkerchief? He cares 
about me, Ikarus! Thank you! Thank you so much! Thank you, 
thank you, thank you! I’m so happy right now I want to squeeze 
and kiss you!”

I felt a note of panic. “OK, let’s not get carried away.”
“Oops, sorry.” She covered her lips with her index and middle 

fingers and laughed. She jumped on the doorsteps of a middle-
class house and turned around facing me. “This is my house! 
Thank you so, so much for walking me home!”

“Glad to see you happy. A cheerful face suits you much 
better.” I smiled.

“Happy is an understatement!” she giggled. “See you 
tomorrow! Goodnight!”

“Goodnight, Cecilia.”
I couldn’t help but scold myself for what I had said, though 

I hadn’t known she would receive it that way. I wanted to hint 
about Apathy in possession of her item to cheer her up a little, 
thinking it may hold some meaning—not the meaning she took 
from it. I didn’t know what goes inside Apathy’s mind, after all. 
She was so happy, and I didn’t want to ruin that. I couldn’t say 
anything. I couldn’t tell her he was experimenting or whatever 
the hell he was doing. She might’ve been part of his research.

“Emotions returning to Apathy?” I questioned myself. “Pshht, 
he never had them to reclaim them.”
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“I give up!” I yelled, hopeless, tumbling my notebook on 
the table.

“What is wrong?” asked Apathy. We were sitting at a round, 
wooden table in his house.

“What is wrong…?” I complained. “I’ve been trying to explain 
to you the first line of this poem for two whole hours, and you’re 
asking me what is wrong?”

“Shall we stop for the night and carry on tomorrow?” he 
suggested.

“If we didn’t succeed today, why would we succeed 
tomorrow?” I felt that I was drawing on water.

“If we stop, we will never succeed.”
Look at this life coach! 
Anyway, what other choice do I have? I accepted teaching 

him, and now I have to deal with it. There’s still more time before 
midnight.

“Guess you’re right.” I leaned back on my chair, dropping my 
head backward, massaging my eyes and nose, and taking a deep 
breath. “Just let me have a short break. I need some fresh air.”

“Certainly,” he said, grabbing the book.
There was a balcony next to the second-floor living room, 

where we were sitting. I opened the sliding glass door and 
stepped outside in the chilly air.

“Ahh, oxygen!” I said gleefully, stretching with my arms 
behind my hips. Elbows on the timber balustrade, I rested my 
chin on my crossed hands, enjoying the relaxing view of their 
blossomy garden. 

I didn’t know they had a flower garden. That explains the 
lovely scent.

I wish Arya was standing next to me, she would’ve loved it. 
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Hmm, now that I mentioned her, let me check on her.
Ring-
“Please hold, the subscriber that you have called is currently 

connected to another call.”
“Who the hell is she talking to right now?” I grumbled as I 

hung up, putting my chin back on my hands. “Time is no problem 
for this woman—she’s ready to yak twenty-four-seven.”

“…Weird,” I said to myself. The garden seemed rather bizarre 
when it had my full attention. “Why are all the flowers colorless?”

“They are not colorless, they are black,” said Apathy as he 
stepped onto the balcony. I had left the door open.

“Black?” I questioned.
“Queen of the Night Tulips,” he said. “They were mother’s 

favorite.”
“Oh.”
“Here,” he said, reaching for a nearby vase that had the same 

flowers. He picked one and gave it to me.
“Wow!” I looked closer at the magical blossom. It was a black 

diamond of nature, as pleasing as a bright sunny day yet darker 
than eclipse. I’m not usually a flower person, but I found myself 
strangely attached to this tulip. Its soothing, distinctive fragrance 
complimented its uniqueness. “It’s bewitching! No wonder it’s 
called Queen of the Night.”

“Mother said it represents perfect love and eternal happiness.”
“Is that why the garden is covered with them? In her 

remembrance?”
“In fact, this is her garden. Jenkins has been taking care of it 

since her death.”
“It embodies macabre beauty.” I turned my sight to the garden. 

“A garden of black flowers gives an eerie atmosphere at night, 
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don’t you think?”
“It brought her contentment, she said.” He pointed at a black, 

cushiony chaise longue next to the vase. “She was devoted to 
lying there for hours before she slept.”

 “Was your mom Goth?”
 “Pardon?”
Oh right, he doesn’t get jokes.
“It seems like she had a thing for black stuff.”
“These flowers are not truthfully black, they are dark purple. 

You can see that during the day, especially when they begin to 
bloom.”

“Oooo, purple!”
“Yes.”
“Me like!”
He eyed me. “Shall we go back to our session?” He was already 

returning to the library.
“All right,” I responded, inspecting the flower I was holding.
Perfect love and eternal happiness…
“Hey, Apathy,” I called. “Would you mind if I took a couple of 

these for my fiancée?”
“Not at all. I will send for Jenkins to make you a bouquet 

immediately.”
“Thanks a lot, man!”
“You are welcome,” he replied as he walked inside. I followed 

him and closed the door to be welcomed by the room’s warmth. 
Beauty surrounded us, from the simplest urn ornaments to the 
most expensive Persian carpets, collector’s paintings, ancient 
busts, and historical relics.

I opened the book to the same poem, and as soon as I saw the 
page, the discouraged feeling returned.
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“How about we try another poem?” I asked. He nodded.
I flipped through the pages, looking for a short poem away 

from all the love, joy, humor, and other terms that he didn’t 
understand.

“Ah! There we go!” I said with enthusiasm; I found the perfect 
one.

The boy who died on his birthday

Did not know he was going to.

The boy who died on his birthday

Was exactly like me and you.

That morning he opened his eyes,

Laughed with his friends, as they’ve;

Like any morning the sun did rise,

Pity it sank on his grave.

 
Apathy kept his silence when I finished reciting.
“So?” I asked. “What do you think?”
“He will never know that you wrote a poem about him.”
“Who?” I asked, wondering if he was referring to someone I 

knew.
“The boy you speak of,” he answered.
“I don’t know him. I made up the poem.”
“Does poetry not speak for feelings?”
“It does.”
“Why do you write about people that you do not know? What 

are these feelings that you have about the unknown?”
His questions are harder than Mikaïl’s when he was six.
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“Can you feel something for a stranger you created from 
illusion?” he asked.

“Look, dude. I don’t know, OK? I just write whatever comes 
to mind.”

“You do not know why you write?”
Sweet Gluteus.
“Let’s not speak about me and focus on the matter at hand, 

shall we?”
Apathy nodded in agreement. “Now, back to the poem.” But 

then he said, “Wait, I have a question.”
Ahhh, what now?
“What?” I replied, hoping his question wasn’t about me. 
“Does each poem have a title?”
Finally, an answerable question!
“Yes. Well, mostly yes. Shakespeare’s sonnets were numbered: 

‘Sonnet 7,’ ‘Sonnet 15,’ ‘Sonnet 88,’ etcetera, etcetera.”
“Does this one have a title?”
“It does.”
“What is it?”
“The Boy Who Died On His Birthday.”
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“We’ll resume tomorrow.” I said closing the book. 
“Tomorrow then.” said Apathy as he stood up from 

the table.
“Going to sleep now?” I asked.
“Not yet. I have something to do first.”
“Ooo,” I said in a flirty voice. “What are you up to, huh?” I 

poked his arm with my elbow and winked.
“I am going to—”
“Call your numero uno, eh?” I poked and winked again. “Your 

moza amiga, eh?”
“—write.”
“Your inamorata, eh? Your—Oh.” My voice changed back 

normal.
“Now if you will excuse me.”
“Wait a sec, I didn’t know you write.”
“It is not professional writing, merely a personal journal.”
“Interesting. I’ll leave you to your room then.”
“The rooftop, actually.”
“You write on the roof?”
“It is not a regular roof.”
It’s not like I’ve seen anything “regular” since I met you.
“Would you want to see it?” he asked, surprising me with his 

invitation.
Fanfare! I’m no longer throwing myself around him. He invited 

me on his own!
“Sure!” I chirped.
“This way.” He guided as I followed. We walked through a 

long corridor; its walls were the only in the house that did not 
have paintings. The passageway was barely lit. A black steel 
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door awaited us at the end. He opened the door and climbed 
almond ceramic stairs. I was right behind him until we finally 
reached the rooftop.

“This is the irregular roof?” I scoffed. “What’s so special about 
it?” I was standing on a blacktop floor—asphalt, I think. I was 
expecting swimming pools, gargoyles, and perhaps church bells, 
but there were none. There weren’t even balusters or railings 
at the edges of the roof; suicide was never made easier. I felt 
dejected.

“Do you enjoy music?” he asked.
“Are you going to snap your fingers now and a disco will rise 

from underneath?”
“Do you enjoy music?” he repeated.
“Of course I do.”
“Classical?”
“Love it!”
“Let me go bring my journal. I will show you afterward.”
“Take your time,” I said as he went back through the door. I 

walked around the roof, carefully staying away from the ledges. 
The weather was lovely, and my body was facing the wind. 
There was nothing above me, so I had a clear view at the sky.

I’m starting to change my mind about this place. I could totally 
lie down here for hours.

As I walked, I noticed there were black circles scattered 
randomly on the floor. I bent my knees to take a closer look.

“Is this iron?” I wondered aloud, as I knocked on one of the 
circles, investigating.

“It is a speaker.”
“Son of a—!” I jumped at Apathy’s voice. “My heart just fell 

into my stomach! Damn, man…Clear your throat or something 
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before you speak!”
I swear his footsteps are on mute. He comes and goes like a 

ghost.
Breathe in. Breathe out.
“A speaker, you say?” I asked when I caught my breath. In one 

hand he held his journal, and in another he held what appeared 
to be a remote control.

“This entire floor is planted with speakers and sensors.”
“Sensors for what?”
“Allow me to show you.” He pressed a button on the remote, 

and a symphony played: “Toccata and Fugue in D minor.”
“Wow, these speakers are high quality!”
“It is an exceptional surround system. The sensors detect your 

position and adjust the sounds in coherence with your location.”
“For real? That’s amazing!”
How come I’m the computer whiz and I never read about this? 

Wait a minute…
“What if there was more than one person standing on them? 

Like our case now?” I asked.
“I have never had company here. You are the first.”
“Aww, I feel special.” I held my hands behind my back, 

innocently swinging my body left and right, drawing an invisible 
heart on the floor with my right foot. “Let’s test it!” I suggested, 
psyched. “You go to the far edge, and I’ll stand next to this 
one.” I referred to the close edge behind me. Apathy walked to 
the appointed spot.

“Hmm, it seems to be working fine,” I said. “How is it going 
from your point?”

Without response, he advanced to the far end of the roof.
“OK, I don’t know how this works, but it is playing smoothly,” 
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I said, as he stood on the ledge. He looked beneath.
Is he high…?
“Apathy, we’re done testing. You can come back now. It’s 

working great.” I was starting to feel worried about him. Even a 
slight push of wind and he could wind up dead.

He sat down with his feet dangling in the air.
“Hey!” I yelled. “Be careful there!”
With his hands on floor, he leaned forward, looking below.
Holy—What is he doing?
“Apathy, whatever is going on your mind…Don’t do it!”
“I am not going to kill myself, you idiot,” he said, looking at 

me over his shoulder.
He called me an idiot…
“Come,” he said.
…Apathy called me an idiot.
“This is as far as I go,” I said, standing four feet behind him. 

The mansion roof was far above the ground, and the scene was 
terrifying.

“Acrophobia, I see.”
“Whatever, Spiderman. That’s some dangerous crap you’re 

doing, and I’m not ready to throw my life away just to get my 
feet a bit of air.”

“But to think I was committing suicide?”
“I don’t know, help me out here: my friend has no feelings 

whatsoever, I haven’t the slightest clue on what’s going on his 
ambiguous mind; his face doesn’t tell much either—if anything 
at all. Then all of a sudden he decides to sway his body on the 
edge of a deadly rooftop with Dracula music playing in the 
background. Seriously, what the hell was I supposed to think? 
You’re going fishing?”
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“And for your info, Mr. Exocoetidae Flying Fish Familia,” I 
added. “I read an article about a recent theory suggesting that the 
fear of heights is an evolved adaptation based on the significant 
danger posed by altitude. Hear that? Significant danger. In other 
words, I am evolved, you are not.”

“Theories are theories,” he said, opening his journal.
“And fish are fish. They swim, they don’t fly…asshole.” I 

grumbled the last word, looking at him from the corner of my 
eye.

“I must write now. Please do not make any noise. And fear not, 
I write here every night.”

“OK.”
Fear not, for I am Apathy the Gray!
I roamed around, applying weight here and there, trying to 

figure out how the puzzling system worked.
Ring. Ring.
My phone’s ringing tone was loud. I quickly slid my hand in 

my pocket and pressed the mute button. Apathy gave me a look.
“Sorry,” I said. I pulled my phone out to check who was calling.
Incoming Call: Wingless Angel
About time.
I rushed to the opposite side of Apathy’s position and answered 

the phone.
“Hello, pumpkin,” I whispered.
“What’s up with pumpk—why are you whispering?”
“I thought it would be romantic.”
“The pumpkin or the whispering?”
“Both.”
“Is that music in the background? Are you in a nightclub, Ika?”
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“Arya…what lame club plays ‘Toccata and Fugue’?”
“I didn’t recognize it from here.” She laughed.
“So, who were you talking to in the middle of the night?”
“It’s not the middle of the night.”
“Well, it’s not the middle of the day.”
“I was talking to July.”
“What did she want?”
“What! Can’t a girl talk freely to her best friend?”
“I thought that she stabbed you in the back?”
“That was a long time ago. We made up.”
“I could never understand your crazy society.”
“You’re sexist, Ika. Do you know that?”
“Hun, you were crying to me like every single night.”
“It was a simple misunderstanding. We’re over it.”
“A simple misundersta—? Ah, forget it. Are you free tomorrow 

night?”
“Tomorrow night? Sweetie, we have a midterm the day after.”
…Damn, I forgot!
“Oh, right…”
“You forgot about it, haven’t you?”
“I didn’t forget, but it wasn’t constantly on my mind…”
“Don’t tell me you haven’t opened your book yet!”
“I can’t study alooone,” I drawled in a sad tone. “I need a cute 

tutor.”
“You are on your own. Every time you come to study with me, 

we do everything but studying.”
“Hey, you’re the one who accepted the fencil duel.”
“That’s the problem, you bum around and drag me with you!”
“I didn’t! All I said was ‘en garde’!”
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“Really? Then who came up with the brilliant name for pencil-
fencing and called it ‘fencil’?”

“You could’ve rejected the duel! But you didn’t want to 
surrender to shame, didja?”

“Fine, Ika, fine, it was my fault. But listen, we are both aiming 
for high grades, and we both know studying together isn’t 
working out, so study well!”

“…I just got educationally dumped.”
“Gosh…”
“All right,” I laughed. “You study well too, hun.”
“Don’t worry about me. It’s yourself that you should worry 

about.”
“I’m an ace student in case you forgot.”
“Which is something I never understood. I spend three days 

preparing for an exam, while you cram two hours just before the 
test, and get the same grade that I do.”

“Sometimes you even get higher,” she mumbled.
“You envy your own fiancé?”
“No! I’m saying if you’re that smart, put more effort into it and 

you won’t lose the grades you do.”
“Smart? You mean genius.”
“Lazy. That’s what you are.”
“Laziness doesn’t stand in the way of geniusness.”
“That’s not even a word.”
“It is now. The genius dictates.”
“Baby, have you got nothing better to do?”
“Honestly, no. Frankenstein over there is neglecting me and 

writing his diary while listening to raise-the-dead music in 
the middle of the night. I should also mention that he is half 
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attempting self-murder, dangling his body from the rooftop.”
“Oh my gosh! Who is doing that?”
“Take a wild guess.”
“Apathy?”
“Wow, you’re good.”
“How should I know!”
“Who else would do such things besides this crackpot?”
“Ika, don’t be mean.”
“Sorry.”
“I still think he’s on crack though,” I added. 
“Ika!”
“Sorry.”
“Why is he doing that?”
“No idea. Apparently, he does this every night.”
“You know Arya…” I started speaking seriously.
“Yes?”
“At first, when you told me to get close to him, I only did it 

because you asked me to, but now I think we’re friends for real. 
Something about him makes me feel so close. It’s like we share 
something, but I don’t know what.”

She kept silent.
“Why are you quiet?” I asked. 
“I’m smiling.”
“Lucky phone to be near that marvel.”
“Hehe. I’m glad to hear that, love.”
I smiled as well, staying without a word for a while.
“I need to get back to studying, sweetie.” She broke the silence.
“No! Don’t leave me alone with this eccentric man!”
“Just now you were saying he’s your friend.”
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“I didn’t say he was sane.”
“What’s he doing now?”
“Still writing his chronicles.”
“He writes a lot. Tell him you’re going home.”
“He gave me one hell of a stare when the phone rang. I’m not 

interrupting him again.”
“Ika, love, I really need to study.”
“All right, baby.” I sighed.
“Good luck studying! I’ll be here if you need anything.”
“Thanks, angel. Take care of yourself.”
“You too. Love you.”
“Love you too.” I hung up the phone.
Me? Studying? Hah!
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Entry #1232
December 28, 2011
12:12 a.m.
On the roof—Waning Gibbous

My project was a success. Last trial was yesterday, and from Ikarus’s 
reaction, I was able to acquire the result: I perfected crying.

I was not expecting his appearance, but he aided the cause. I used that 
advantage to ask for help with my next goal: poetry. Being a poet, he agreed 
to tutor me; we started our first session earlier this night. “The Boy Who 
Died on His Birthday” was the poem we studied. I have it memorized.

Ikarus was not the only person at the locale that night; I have spotted 
three more individuals. One that I do not identify, and two that I know. 
Cecilia—for one—was watching me. Furthermore, I am still hesitant of when 
to inform Ikarus about this; it is very likely to delay my poetry learning 
process: I saw 

Ikarus’s cell phone ring just now.
He remained with me to see the rooftop. This is the first time that 

I write in the presence of another person. I asked him not to cause 
disturbance, but it is without use—my concentration has been declining lately.

No matter, I believe I understand the reason behind Cecilia’s actions. She 
is in love with me. I have seen those symptoms before.

Dahliabud.
It was my senior year in high school. I was staying in class, alone at 

my desk during the break one day when I heard a soft, high-pitched voice 
calling me.

I was looking outside the window with my cheek rested on my fist when 
she chirped, “Apathy?”

“Yes?” I answered, giving her my attention. A fair lady was standing by 
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the door. Her hands were behind her back, her feet were closed together, and 
she was tilting her head slightly toward her shoulder.

She paused, wordless, when I fixed my eyes on her pink cheeks. “Why 
do you always sit alone?” she asked.

“I do not have the answer for that question,” I replied, looking back 
outside the window.

I heard her footsteps approaching me shyly. “Do you mind if I join you?” 
she asked. This time her entire, round face was mantling red and a little 
sweaty, like a fresh cherry adorned with dew drops.

“No.”
She sat at the desk in front of me after she took her time rotating the 

chair. “My name is Dahliabud,” she said as she held the seat with her 
hands. Her voice was similar to a child’s.

“Everyone calls me Dahlia,” she continued, without making eye contact. “I 
was your classmate last year, in case you don’t recognize me.”

I did not.
“Do you see those two agents outside?” I asked, pointing at two well-

dressed men standing in the school yard.
“Yes?” she asked.
“They are responsible for watching over me until I am eighteen. Their job 

is to make sure that I am sane.”
“I heard about the incident with Dmitri. I’m so sorry.”
“Are you not scared?”
“No, I’m not. He’s a very, very mean and rude person, and I can only 

imagine what he and his friends did to you.”
I did not understand why she was not scared. All the other students 

called me a murderer and avoided me, but not Dahlia. She asked me about 
my family, my childhood, and my hobbies. She told me that she liked my 
lisp and found it cute. Everyone called me “old geezer” for my silver hair, but 
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she said it was special. We remained talking until she left at the end of 
the break, only to revisit me the day after, as she always did thereafter. She 
taught me how to play cards and chess, and then we moved to other games 
when she said she was tired of losing. She practiced calligraphy with me 
sometimes, which was her favorite hobby. As we spent more time together, 
she started bringing lunch that she made “especially for me” and telling me 
about her life while we played board games. Often did she complain about 
her friends and the “rude things” they said behind her back. She told me 
that I was the closest person in her life, and that I was a great listener. 
With the passing of days, she told me more. She said that she could not 
take me off her mind for one second. When she went to bed every night, she 
spent plenty of time thinking about me before she could sleep. Every time 
she was near me, her heart went out of control. “I feel butterflies in my 
tummy,” she said. I told her to checkup with a doctor who specializes in 
parasite diseases. She laughed and told me it was a metaphor—that no real 
butterflies were living in her stomach. Over and over again she told me that 
she loved me, and that she was ready to do everything for me just to hear 
me say that I loved her back.

One day during the break, I was sitting in class—as usual—when I heard 
a short scream before it was quickly suppressed. Then came the sound of a 
falling object outside the door. I walked out to find Dmitri holding Dahlia 
against the wall, covering her mouth with his hand. She was trying to break 
free, making loud noises from under her sealed lips. Her lunch box was 
dropped near the door.

“Hey, psycho!” he yelled. “I got your girlfriend here, and I’m going to 
do very bad things to her.” With his muscular physique, he had no trouble 
keeping her under control.

I picked up the lunch box and looked at him. “She is not my girlfriend,” 
I said.

“I don’t give a damn what you call her, freak. She’s all mine now.”
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I looked inside the box I was holding. She had made heart-shaped sushi 
and homemade chocolate, engraved with my name and hers.

“What are you going to do about it, huh?” he bellowed. “Tell me!”
“Nothing,” I said as I walked inside the class carrying my lunch.
“Yes, run you coward!” he roared as Dahlia’s muffled squeals burst higher. 

“I’m going to hurt her, I swear it!”
I sat on my chair, laid the lunch box on my desk, opened it, and organized 

the food Dahlia made for me as I heard her screams. I placed the sushi 
rolls next to the other to make two rows of four pieces each; a neat meal 
is more appealing for the appetite, Jenkins would say. As for dessert, I left 
the chocolate on the side to eat later. I spent my break that afternoon eating 
lunch, looking outside the class window at the orange, dusty sky, and listening 
to the repetitive sequence of violent shrieks and desperate calls for help.

I never saw her again.
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Beep. Beep. Beep. Beep.
God, I’m so tired…How long have I been sleeping?

My eyes opened to the closed door, the seemingly impossible 
destination. I stretched my arm to hit the annoying alarm behind 
me, feeling every muscle breaking the rust of sleep. Barely able 
to see, I rubbed my squinting eyes. As I turned around, the sun’s 
light exploding through the window forced my eyelids to shut. 
Knowing that I must wake up, I shaded my eyes with my hand, 
focusing my hazy sight at the clock.

Oh no.
9:55 a.m. 28-12-2011
I’m late again!
As soon as I bounced off my bed, I raced to the bathroom, 

multitasking through my hygienic maneuvers—using the toilet 
while brushing my teeth. I slipped into my khaki cargo pants and 
zipped up my white hoodie over my loungewear. I was lacking 
the time to fix my hair, so I wore a cap backward, hiding the 
mess beneath it. I gathered my belongings, trio checked, and 
rushed out the room hurdling over the stairs.

“Morning!” I greeted my mother.
“Good morning, dear,” she replied. She was by the dining 

table, pouring tea in a cup. “Would you like some tea?”
“I would love to, Mom, but I’m extremely late!” I asked as I 

laid a kiss on her forehead.
“Darling, your class starts at eleven o’clock today,” she noted.
“What?” I felt a storm inside me hinder. “Oh...”
I stayed up late with Apathy last night that I forgot to reset the 

alarm.
“Come join me, honey,” she said, as she poured another cup of 

tea. “It’s been a while since we had breakfast together.”
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It has been a while indeed.
“Of course.” I said as I pulled a chair and sat down. Having 

breakfast with mother was always a pleasure, from the delight 
of looking at her loving face to the joy of tasting her cooking. 
The smell of freshly baked bread, hot milk with honey, sizzling 
potatoes, and scrambled eggs with tomatoes stirred up my 
nostalgia. A variety of cheese, olives, and jam ranged across the 
table.

“Look at my little boy all grown up, too busy and too 
handsome to have a small meal with his unhip mother,” she 
said as she placed a cup of tea in front of me. She sat, taking 
a sip of hers.

“You know that’s not true, Ma. School was draining a lot of 
my time, and now the part-time job is taking what’s left.”

“Don’t mind me, darling. It’s been more than a month since 
your dad left for his travels. I don’t have anyone by my side in 
the house, and Mikaïl is either watching TV or playing video 
games. I miss your father so much.”

I held her warm hand. “How about I take you to the park this 
weekend for a little family picnic? Just you, me, and Mikaïl.”

“That sounds lovely!” Her face lit up. “But are you sure?”
“Definitely sure.”
“Why don’t you bring Arya along?”
“Arya is getting enough attention. I want this time to be just 

for us. A date with my mother and brother.”
“A devious fox, you are! Taking your dad’s sly genes!” she 

giggled.
“And did my devious methods work?” I grinned.
“They did because I’m too kind hearted,” she joked. “Tell me, 

how’s the bride to be?”
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“She’s good, never nagged better.”
“Don’t be silly. I know Arya; the poor girl barely speaks.”
“That’s what she wants you to think! Women are more cunning 

than snakes and more disguisable than chameleons, Mom.”
“They are?” she raised an eyebrow.
“Even more, they—”
“Son, did you forget that I’m a woman myself? Are you calling 

me a snake and a chameleon?”
“Err, not a chameleon. Your eyes are kind of bigger.”
“You mock your own mother!” she gasped in surprise.
“And you don’t gawk sideways.” I added.
“Ikarus Hayden!” she sneered.
“I kid, I kid!” I held her hand with both mine. “Don’t worry, 

I’ll love you no matter what you look like.”
She shook her head, sighing. “Like father like son.”
Ding!
Arya: The professor is going to review tomorrow’s exam. 

Don’t be late!
“Speak of the devil,” I said, showing my mom the phone.
“Ikarus, don’t call her that!” she objected. “Not even as a joke.”
“You, in particular, know that I don’t mean it.”
“I do, but I don’t allow you to call the mother of my 

grandchildren that.”
“Children?” I protested. “It’s waaaay too early to talk about.”
“That’s what your father said nine months before I had you.”
I started to tell her I didn’t need that information when she 

interrupted, her tone less jovial now.
“Did you read the news?”
“What news?”
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“They caught the serial killer.”
“Seriously!?”
“Check the headlines,” she said, handing me the newspaper.
 “Serial Killer Threat Ended by Local Authorities”
Seren’s local law enforcements declared the apprehension of 

a suspicious person in downtown Seren. “He was running out 
of a dark alley when we first came into contact with him, where 
he left blood marks of the dead female victim found at the scene. 
We engaged in pursuit of the suspect when he was arrested by 
Officer Elia Altamash at approximately 3:20 a.m.” said Capt. 
Mohsen Aidan. “Forensics confirmed a match between the 
victim’s blood and the blood found on the suspect’s clothes. The 
victim’s death bore the same marks of multiple recent incidents 
in the area all involving female targets,” he added. The suspect 
remains in police custody until trial…

Thank God! What a relief!
“Anyway,” I stood up. “I better get going now.”
“Yes, you should.”
“Thanks for the meal.” I walked to her and kissed her forehead.
“You’re most welcome, dear,” she replied.
“Son,” she called, when I had almost made it to the door.
“Yes, Mom?” I turned back to her.
“I want you to know that I love you more than anything in the 

world. Nothing brings me more joy than seeing you happy, and 
nothing is more precious to me than your smile.”

I smiled warmly. “I love you too, Mom.”
“Please take extra care of Arya.”
“I will.”
“Now go and don’t be late.”
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Ikarus: Ello

Arya: No, I’m not talking to u

Ikarus: Ellooo

Arya: Ignoring u

Ikarus: Ellooooo

Arya changed her display name to NotTalkingToYou

Ikarus: Ellloooooo

Ikarus: Ellloooooo

Ikarus: Ellloooooo

NotTalkingToYou: IKA PAY ATTENTION TO CLASS!!!!

NotTalkingToYou: WE HAVE A MIDTERM TOMORROW!!!!!!!!

Ikarus: :(

NotTalkingToYou: Baby if u don’t want to pay attention to the 
prof, it’s ur call, but I need to

Ikarus: You no love me :(

NotTalkingToYou: Good grief, here comes child mode

Ikarus: Me no child :(

NotTalkingToYou: Talk to u after class

Ikarus: But I’m bored! :(

NotTalkingToYou does not have you as a contact. Your message 
was not received.

Ikarus: O_O! SHE DELETED ME!

NotTalkingToYou does not have you as a contact. Your message 
was not received.
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Ikarus: CECILIAAAAA!! T-T 

Cici: What??? :O

Ikarus: Arya deleted me from her list!

Cici: Why! o.O

Ikarus: I’ll tell you later. Start a conversation with her and invite 
me!

Cici: Kk

You joined a conversation with Cici and NotTalkingToYou.

Ikarus: Hi :D

NotTalkingToYou: OMG YOU ARE IMPOSSIBLE!!!!!!

Cici: Am I missing something here?

Ikarus: No

NotTalkingToYou: YES

NotTalkingToYou changed her display name to Arya

Arya: This extremely MATURE man is not letting me focus on 
class

Arya: And the prof is reviewing tomorrow’s midterm!

Cici: Ikarus! :|

Ikarus: Lies! She’s not even paying attention, she’s typing on her 
phone

Arya: I’m writing notes in my memo app!

Ikarus: Then what are the pens and notebook doing on your 
desk?

Arya: Cecilia please don’t invite me again or I’m going to have 
to delete u too
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Arya left the conversation.

Cici: I think she’s really pissed

Ikarus: It’s probably her time of the month 

Cici: Ika ur interrupting her class *glares*

Ikarus: Not you too with the ‘Ika’ T-T

Cici: Its faster to type lol

Cici: U dun like?

Ikarus: Nah, it’s ok

Ikarus: It wasn’t like this before btw

Ikarus: We used to chat the whole time in class, making jokes 
at the other students and the professor. When I said something 
nice, she would look at me and smile in embarrassment

Cici: She has a test tomorrow!

Ikarus: Not that

Ikarus: Nevermind

Ikarus: I’m bored, entertain me!

Cici: ( o^-^)o    o(#^-^#)o    o(^-^o )

Ikarus: LOL

Ikarus: That’s so cute!

Cici: Im excited to see Apathy today!!

Ikarus: Haha I’m sure you are

Ikarus: You know you kinda surprised me the other day

Cici: How? o.O

Ikarus: Well, for one, the cheerful, happy-go-lucky Cecilia turns 
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out to be a desperately romantic damsel, distressed by the cruel 
one-sided love story

Cici: “And my lips shall tell love’s stories, till thy heart belongs to 
me.” *amorously gasps and falls unconscious*

Ikarus: Um, yeah that’s the other thing… When did you become 
too poetic?

Cici: Oo sorry Mr. Poet, did I infringe ur poetry patent?

Ikarus: No I was just surprised you too were into poetry 

Cici: Maybe u should sue me like u sued Arya

Ikarus: Sued Arya?

Cici: “Oh, lady…I have to sue you for stealing my heart! Oh, lady 
I don’t know you, so this very overused cheesy pick-up line will 
get you to like me.”

Ikarus: WTF!!!!

Cici: Oh, lady u too beautiful. Here have a poem.

Ikarus: WTF!!!!!!!!!!!

Ikarus: I CANT BELIEVE SHE TOLD YOU!!!!!

Cici: Lmao SOOOO CHEEEESY I almost died

Ikarus: OMG!!!

Cici: SOOOOO CHEEEEEEEEEEEESY!!!!!!!!

Ikarus: When did she tell you!????

Cici: After we met on her birthday she invited me to go with her 
friends for a girls day out

Cici: U didnt hear it from me but shes gettin ready for the wed-
ding *wink* *wink*
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Ikarus: And she just told you like that!?

Cici: Ummm

Cici: The girls asked her how u guys met and she told us the 
story nd how u approached her xD

Cici: Eww ika ewww xD xD 

Cici: If I were her Id slap u with a flat shoe xDDD

Ikarus: You can slap me with your boobs, they’re just as flat -.-

Cici: HAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAY!!!!!!

Cici: IM GONNA DELETE U TOO!!!!!!

Ikarus: I can’t believe she told everyone that

Cici: HEY MY DIGNITY IS AT STAKE HERE!!

Ikarus: Yeah well, I lost mine thanks to Arya -.-

Cici: “What is this place called? Heavenshire?” PFFFFFFFFFFT xD 
xD xD

Ikarus: Ok you can stop now >.>

Cici: No, Lameshire. Cause this is where corny guys walk around.

Ikarus: Anytime now

Cici: Thats what u get for being a meanie xP

Cici: But yea not everyone is open with their poetic side like u. 
I used to write poems since I was 12 but I was too shy to show 
them to anyone

Cici: I felt they were a part of me..they were private

Ikarus: I was like that too once. Funny how things change

Ikarus: Anyway

Ikarus: Where are you at?
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Cici: School

Ikarus: Oh right

Ikarus: Class?

Cici: Why else would I be talking to u? xD

Ikarus: </3

Cici: JK JK! ^^;

Ikarus: Pay attention then, I don’t want to interrupt you as well

Cici: Nuuuuu!!!

Cici: U r the reason im surviving this horrible teacher

Cici: Hes soooooooooooooooooooooo boring!!

Cici: Like epically boring! >.<

Ikarus: That’s what Arya used to say >.> 

Ikarus: Well not the epic part

Ikarus: But the “reason for surviving” thingy

Ikarus: …Before she suddenly turned nerdy

Cici: Apologize to her after class!

Ikarus: Don’t worry we’re always like this

Ikarus: Then we talk like nothing happened

Cici: U 2 r such a couple!

Ikarus: We are =D

Cici: Shes lucky to have u Ikarus…its in my wildest dreams for 
the man I love to surprise me with what u did for her on her 
birthday <3

Cici: Im sure she knows that
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Ikarus: Hehe

Cici: And u r lucky to have a smart beautiful girl like her :DDD

Ikarus: Without doubt =D

Cici: May u 2 always b together & never apart ^.^

Ikarus: Thanks!

Ikarus: And may you and Apathy be together soon

Cici: *hides behind her phone blushing*

Ikarus: Perfect for Apathy, he loves shy girls

Cici: He does????????

Ikarus: Yes he’ll be like

Ikarus: Awww she’s shy -_-

Ikarus: Cecilia is so cute -_- 

Ikarus: I love you Cecilia -_-

Ikarus: You make me so happy -_-

Ikarus: You make me smile so big -________ -

Cici: HAAAAAY!!!

Cici: Dun make fun of my Apathy!!!

Ikarus: He’s your Apathy now?

Cici: U r jealous he’s so handsome and dreamy *Hmph*

Ikarus: Whatever gets u thru the night

Ikarus: =P

Ikarus: Hello?

Ikarus: Helloooooo?

Ikarus: Don’t tell me you’re ignoring me too :’(
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Ikarus: …

Ikarus: HELLO!!!

Cici: Sorry the teacher yelled at me

Ikarus: Oh >.>… Poor you

Cici: He said next time he catches me playing with my thong 
again hes gonna take it away

Ikarus: Umm

Ikarus: That is wrong in so many ways.......

Cici: ***THING

Ikarus: Like that is any better

Cici: LOL!!! He meant my phone!!

Ikarus: Oh

Cici: Omg im laughing like crazy

Ikarus: Then I better leave you alone before you’re caught =P

Cici: Alright xDDDD

Ikarus: Class almost finished anyway, I need to go plead for her 
majesty to add me back on her contact list

Cici: Good luck! *cheer* o(#^-^#)o *cheer*
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“How dare you delete me from your contacts!?” I 
apologized to Arya. I stood by her desk as she gathered 

her belongings. I noticed she was wearing the ring that I bought 
her. I knew that she shouldn’t wear it until our wedding day, but 
I didn’t care, I was happy. She didn’t see my enormous smile 
because she was too busy collecting her stuff and walking out on 
me without uttering a word. Usually I carry her books, but she 
didn’t allow me this time.

“Hey, don’t give me the silent treatment!” I said as I followed 
her through the university’s corridors. “It doesn’t work with 
me…Say something!” I implored, but it was as if I were 
invisible.

“OK, maybe it does work,” I admitted. She was walking too 
fast, I had trouble keeping up with her pace.

“I’m sorry!” my voice echoed in the hallway. Students were 
looking at me.

She stopped. Arya turned around, looked at me and smiled. 
“Good boy!” she praised with a slight tilt in her head.

“You’re an evil, evil woman, Arya. Evil!” I glared at her.
“You needed to learn your lesson.” She stuck her tongue out.
I find her cute at the strangest times…
She was holding her books against her chest, protecting them 

with her crossed arms. For the first time in my life, I wished I 
was a book. 

“Let me hold these for you.” I grabbed her books and stacked 
them on mine. With her hands free, she picked up her phone 
from her purse, clicked a few buttons and put it back. “There, 
added you to my list again. See, I’m not so bad!”

I shook my head, smiling.
“They caught the serial killer,” I said as we walked together.
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“Really?”
“That’s what the newspapers say.”
“I hope he gets what he deserves.” Her voice changed. 

“Whatever he deserves won’t bring Sarah or any of the other 
girls back.”

She didn’t say anything.
“At least I won’t be worried over you every nightfall.”
“I guess,” she said faintly.
We went to sit on our bench in the campus, and as always, it 

was vacant. As soon as we sat down, Arya’s phone rang. She 
said that she needed to take care of something and would return 
soon.

Perfect! I thought. I’ll go fetch the bouquet the butler made. I 
left our possessions on the bench and flew to my car.

This bouquet is quite fancy, Jenkins is really good at this. I 
thought as I carried it back. I hid the flowers under the bench and 
sat waiting for her.

What is taking her so long? Is she sucking up to another 
professor again?

“My dad could carry all these tables, if he wasn’t wearing 
a Kanzu,” I heard a child say. A little boy was playing with a 
younger girl in the university’s park. Their facial features and 
skin tone said that they weren’t from around here.

Heh, kids. Wish I had their innocence. 
Kids…?
What are kids doing here?
“Hey, little man,” I called Superman’s son.
“Me?” the boy, pointing at himself, asked.
“Yes, you. How many other little men do you see around?” I 

asked. He looked at his fellow and laughed. “What are you two 
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doing in a place like this?”
“Me and my sister Quamar ca—”
“Don’t!” the younger one interrupted. “Why did you tell him 

my name! Mama said don’t talk to strangers!”
How cute! She listens to her mama!
“Hypothetically speaking, you two are the strangers here,” I 

remarked.
“Hippo-thick-alley?” She was puzzled.
 Got to love confusing lesser brains.
“Just tell me what are you doing here or I’ll have to call campus 

security.”
“No, no, mister! We came with our parents, this is their school,” 

said the boy.
“Where are they?” I asked.
“In class. They told us to wait here.”
“I see.”
“What about you, mister? Don’t you have class?”
So this is what a future hall monitor looks like.
“I just finished,” I answered.
“What are you studying?” asked Quamar, the younger kid.
“Engineering.”
“Awesome!” they cried together.
I know right!
“What is gingereering?” she asked him.
“No idea.” The boy shrugged.
I was just starting to like them…
“Engineers are the people who created almost everything 

around you. See this whole place?” I motioned at the university. 
“Engineers designed it.”
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“Gingeneers design everything?” the boy asked, flabbergasted.
“Yes!” I answered, mimicking his expression, widening my 

eyes and raising my eyebrows.
“Cool! I want to be a gingeneer!”
“OK, good luck finding that school,” I said.
“Can they fix TVs?” Quamar asked.
“There is nothing they can’t fix,” I replied.
“Even toys?”
“Even toys,” I confirmed.
“Please wait!” she said as she scurried to under one of the 

tables and brought a small toy car. She put one hand on my lap 
and reached for my face with the other, handing me the car. 
“Could you fix it, please?” she asked, fixing her gigantic eyes at 
me in a puppy-beg manner. I fought the urge to pinch, pull, and 
squeeze her little, squishy panda cheeks.

I took a closer look at the toy, rotating it. It didn’t seem broken. 
I opened the battery socket to find the century’s shocker: the 
batteries were inverted.

“Here you go,” I said after I flipped the batteries in their 
correct position. She switched it on and it worked.

“You’re genius!” she yelled.
“It is a burden that I have to live with.” I sighed.
“I wish my brother was like you, mister. He is a idiot. He can’t 

fix anything.”
“I’m not!” The older brother frowned. “It’s the stupid car’s 

fault.”
“A idiot!” Quamar said.
“An idiot,” I corrected.
“A idiot,” she repeated.
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“Aaan idiot,” I drawled.
“Aaa idiot.”
“You have one dark future ahead of you, young one.” I patted 

her head.
“Your hair is weird Mr. gingeneer,” said the boy.
“That’s because I was wearing a cap,” I replied, brushing my 

hair back between my fingers.
“You’re like that weird boy at school,” Quamar said.
“Do all old people wear caps?” asked the boy.
“Hey! I’m not that ol—” I tried to answer.
“Are all gingeneers weird?” asked the girl.
“Can I get a cap when I get older?” asked the boy.
“Aww!” a girl suddenly squealed. “Who is this adorable kid!?”
I turned my head to the voice—Arya was back, saving me from 

the kids’ rapid-fire questions. She put her purse on the bench and 
sat by my side.

“What’s your name, cutie?” she asked.
“Idah! Quamar!” a man in traditional clothes called. He was 

standing next to a woman who carried similar looks and skin 
color akin to the kids and husband.

All of a sudden, everyone returned.
“Papa!” Quamar called back. She and her brother skittered to 

their parents, hugging their legs.
“I’m sorry, I hope they didn’t cause you trouble,” said the 

father.
“Not at all, they kept me company,” I told him as I heard his 

wife muttering to the kids about not talking to strangers.
“Well, then. Thank you for taking care of them.” They bade us 

farewell and left.
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“What was that all about?” Arya asked.
“Parents who aren’t comfortable with leaving their kids at 

home, I guess.”
“I didn’t know you have a way with children.”
“It’s easy. As long as I know how to deal with girls, I know 

how to deal with children.”
“Oh really?”
“Yup,” I taunted. “When you meet a new kid, he’s shy and 

not talkative at first. He keeps running away and you have to 
approach him with care by making him laugh, making him 
happy, or offering him candy. Once the ice is broken and he’s 
familiar with you, he’ll be jumping all over your head, crying for 
your attention, making you regret the moment you made a start.”

“And how’s that has to do anything with girls?” She crossed 
her arms over her waist, raising an eyebrow.

“Well, replace the word ‘kid’ with ‘girl,’ ‘he’ with ‘she,’ and 
‘candy’ with ‘jewelry.’” I grinned.

“Humph!” She turned her face away. I reached for the bouquet 
under the bench.

“This is for you, fiancée.” I held it above her lap. With her nose 
up, she peeked from the corner of her eye.

“Oh my!” She opened her eyes wide. “These are so beautiful!” 
She embraced the flowers as one would a newborn infant.

Behold! The magic of “candy.”
“I knew you’d like them. These tulips are called Queen of 

the Night,” I said. “They symbolize perfect love and eternal 
happiness.”

“That’s so sweet!” She sniffed the flowers. “They smell nice 
too! Thank you so much, Ika!”

“Happy now?” I asked.
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“Now? I’m always happy with you, love. Never been happier 
in my life!”

“That’s all I could ever ask for,” I said, looking into her 
mesmerizing eyes.

“I haven’t seen black flowers before. Where did you get them 
from?” she asked.

“They’re not black, they’re dark purple.” I tried to divert the 
conversation; I didn’t want her to know where I found them.

“They are?” she examined the petals in the light of the sun, her 
diamond ring glittering. “You’re right!”

“The ring looks so pretty on you, by the way.” I told her.
“I love it,” she said. “I’ll never take it off.”
“Even though it’s making me insanely happy, it is a wedding 

ring. I’m supposed to put it around your finger on our wedding 
day. Don’t you think wearing it now will make it lose that special 
moment?”

“I’m wearing it to ward men away from me,” she said. “I want 
to be all yours. The idea of another man even thinking that I 
might not be committed disturbs me.”

I was speechless. “And,” she continued, “on our wedding day, 
this ring will have a whole new meaning. No one can separate 
this ring from my finger before separating my finger from my 
body.”

“No one can separate you from me,” I murmured. We 
continued conversing in the most intimate way: silently. Eyes 
speak a thousand times more eloquently than lips.

She picked a flower from the bouquet and presented it to me.
“Perfect love,” she whispered.
I held it close to my smiling lips. “And eternal happiness,” I 

replied.
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“Have you heard? They caught the serial killer!” said 
Cecilia. I was placing drinks and sandwiches on a tray 

while she stood behind the cash register.
“Yeah, I read the newspaper this morning,” I said.
“Do you think it’s really him? The one they caught?” she 

asked.
“Let’s hope so.”
“So any plans for New Year’s?”
“Of course, waiting for your gift.”
“My gift?” she raised her eyebrows.
“Yup.”
“Why should I be the one gifting on New Year’s and not the 

other way around?”
“‘Cause I’m the birthday guy.”
“No way! Your birthday is on the first of January?”
“Yes, the whole world celebrates it every year. Countdowns to 

midnight just for me.”
“I’m so jealous!” she squealed.
“You should be,” I said, walking away to serve a table. I 

returned to find Apathy talking to Cecilia.
“Could you cover my place for a minute, please? I am going 

to the restroom,” he said. With her face burning, Cecilia replied 
to him with a nod and an edgy smile.

O-lala!
“Cecilia and Apathy sitting in a tree—” I sang, swaying my 

body with each step to the counter, laying the empty tray.
“Shush you!” she interrupted with bared teeth. It seems my 

song had encouraged a deeper flush of embarrassment.
“Then tell me.” I made the shady-dealer hand rub and grin. 
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“What’s going on? Why the sudden tension?”
“Lower your voice!” she whispered. The door to the restroom 

was right behind us.
“In a tree!” I whispered back, threatening.
“OK, OK, I’ll tell you!”
“I’m listening.”
“Umm…” she held her arm behind her back. “I don’t know 

why, but I can’t talk to him since that night.”
We heard the restroom’s door open. Cecilia froze. “Shhh!”
“H-hey, Apathy!” I said. “How was it?”
“How was what?” he asked.
“The toile—Ow!” Cecilia hit my arm with her elbow. “How 

was you, I meant. How are you?”
“I am fine, thank you.” He went back to his spot.
“What on Earth was that question!?” she whispered.
“I was just trying to make a conversation! I didn’t want him to 

get suspicious!” I whispered back.
“A conversation about his trip to the toilet!?”
“I was just trying to help here!”
“Ikarus! Cecilia!” Mr. Adam caught us by surprise. “What are 

you two doing?”
“We were just…getting back to work,” I said as we both stood 

up straight.
“That goes for Cecilia. Hayden, you’re following me to my 

office.”
I looked at Cecilia, clenching my teeth as I followed him to his 

office. She motioned a throat cut with her hand.
“Have a seat,” Mr. Adam said while seating himself on his big, 

leather chair. I did as commanded.
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“You’re not firing me, are you?” I asked.
My question made him laugh. “What makes you say that?”
“You have an angry look on your face.”
“I hear that from my kids a lot.” He laughed again. “This is 

how my face looks by default.”
“Good, ’cause I like it here.” I felt relieved.
“I didn’t say I’m not going to fire you,” he said. I looked 

at him with a straight face. “I’m just messing with you.” He 
snorted and I laughed along.

Not funny dude.
“You surprised us all with what you did on Arya’s birthday. 

You proved that romance is still alive nowadays.”
“Thank you, sir.”
“No, thank you for taking care of her.”
“I try my best.”
He smiled. “Listen, Ikarus. Cecilia told me that you have a 

midterm tomorrow, is that true?”
The girl leaks like a sieve.
“Yes, I do.”
“Why don’t you take the day off and study?”
“Don’t worry about me, sir. I’ll do fine.”
“I insist.” He eyed me.
“As you wish, boss.”
“Off you go then. Best of luck tomorrow.”
“Thank you, Mr. Adam. I appreciate your kindness,” I said 

before I left the office. Cecilia was waiting for me in front of the 
door.

“What happened?” she asked.
“He wants me to go home and study.”
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“How kind of him!” She held her hands together. “Good luck! 
You’ll do great, I’m sure!”

“Thanks. See you then, I guess.” I waved my hand. “See you 
too, Apathy,” I said, raising my voice. Instead of replying, he 
stared directly into my eyes.

What’s his problem? I thought as I left the café.
Oh well, I’ll check on Arya. Maybe she needs something.
Ikarus: Studying?
I waited a few minutes, but she didn’t reply.
Hmm, seems she is.
Ikarus: Let me know if there’s anything I could get you
I drove my car back home, anticipating a new message alert on 

my phone. I remembered the days I spent waiting by my phone 
to hear that sound. When it finally dinged, my heart thundered in 
excitement; but when I picked it up, I found that it was a message 
from another person or some crappy ad. I had experienced no 
greater disappointment. Patiently, I would wait and wait until I 
hear the alert again. This time, I would pick up the phone and 
then breathe a sigh of relief at the sight of her name.

I arrived home and checked my phone; there was no response, 
still. I had this habit of checking my phone repeatedly when 
awaiting a message from her, even though I was well aware that 
I had heard no notification.

“Mom?” I called when I entered the house. “Mom, I’m home.”
Oh right, she was going with Mikaïl to Aunt Jude’s today.
I climbed the stairs to my room, washed, changed my clothes, 

and threw myself on my bed. 
Ahhh…Best…feeling…ever.
So comfy…So nice…
…No!



182 183

Kazeh

I have to study!
I forced myself to stand up, slapping my face with my hands. I 

sat at my desk and opened my book and notes, flipping through 
the pages.

Gluteus Maximus!
There’s too much info! How the hell am I supposed to study all 

of this in one day?
Hmmm.
“The journey of a thousand miles begins with a step.” And I’m 

taking this step right now!
I spent more than an hour staring at my notes without any 

progress.
This is frustrating. “Taking the step” my
— Ding!
Yippee!
Arya: Yes
Ikarus: Ok, I’ll leave you to your studies then
Arya: R u studying?
Ikarus: I’m trying…You know me
Arya: K. Txt me if u need anything. My phone is on silent
Ikarus: Alright
I looked back at my notes; they weren’t appealing at all.
Meh, screw this. Since when do I study anyway?
I stood up and walked to my bed and lay down.
Ahhh. Now, this I can do all day.
So comfy…So sleepy…
A few minutes of sleep won’t hurt…
Just a short…tiny nap…
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It’s quiet. And dark.
“My head hurts,” I grumbled as I sat up on the bed. 

Rubbing my eyes, I looked around. “How long have I slept?” 
I turned my head to the alarm clock on the far side of the bed.

8:32 p.m. 28-12-2011
Damn…I slept like the dead.
I stood up from my bed, yawning, scratching the back of my 

head.
“Mom?” I called from top of the stairs. “Mikaïl?”
Argh. What a terrible headache!
I squeezed the sides of my head with my hands. “Mom? 

Mikaïl?” I called again.
They’re not home yet. Hmm…What should I do?
I wasted too much time. I won’t have enough to study now.
But I must. I have to try.
I walked back to my desk and sat down facing my notes again. 

I checked my phone—nothing new. I tried to solve a problem, 
but I ended up scribbling all over my textbook.

Must study, must study!
Gah!
I grabbed my phone.
Ikarus: I can’t study T-T
Ikarus: Help a brother out T-T…
She didn’t respond.
Who am I kidding? Arya won’t respond when she’s studying. I 

better not interrupt her.
Another hour passed, resulting in more doodles of deformed 

creatures and enigmatic wording.
To hell with this crap. I’m going to get some apple juice.



185

Apathy Heavensmile

Typically, I’m too lazy to open the fridge downstairs for a 
drink, but this time—since I had an exam to study for—I decided 
to take the longest path possible for my juice. I chose to walk 
to the farthest grocery store that I know. I changed into heavy 
clothes and then went out.

“Sss—col-l-l-d!” I rubbed my hands together, shivering. “Oh, 
look, I can see my breath.”

Through the mist, I jogged to the store, carefully watching out 
not to slip on the damp streets, exhaling on my hands to keep 
them warm.

Why is it freezing tonight?
Good thing I’m wearing Arya’s scarf.
“Great!” I jeered when I reached the store and found it closed. 

“Everything is going great today,” I complained to myself. “At 
least I had a change of air, I guess.” I sighed.

I passed by the beach, examining the area to see if Apathy 
was up to another fanatical experiment, but the entire place 
was empty. I came across the streetlight that Cecilia took cover 
behind to stalk Apathy.

“Crazy people, I swear.” I laughed, shaking my head.
To my left, was the alley that Cecilia hid in when Apathy was 

leaving.
Hmm.
I wonder if it leads home.
Instead of walking all the way alongside the beach, I might 

discover a shortcut.
I took a couple of steps inside the shadowy passage. “This is 

darker than I thought it would be,” I muttered. I was barely able 
to see my hands and feet.

Maybe I should head bac—
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What is that I’m hearing?
After taking a few more steps forward, I glimpsed something 

deep within the shadows of the alleyway.
Is that…a car?
A car was parked in the middle of the alley. From the noise of 

the exhaust, I knew it was turned on. As I approached it, slowly, 
I noticed that the car’s interior lights were on.

Are these two people inside? I think I can see their heads. 
What are they doing?

Suddenly, the car wobbled as one person jumped on another.
My God…!
Someone is being attacked! This can’t be…
The serial killer…? He wasn’t captured!
In a split of a second, I charged toward the car. I had to prevent 

it from happening. Had to help. However I could.
“Stop!” I yelled my loudest, slammed both hands against the 

window. My left hand was reaching for the door handle when 
our eyes met.

Time stopped. My pulse halted. Blood froze in my veins. Not 
a single breath could enter or escape my mouth. I could not 
believe what I was seeing. I told myself it must be a dream—no, 
a vile nightmare, invading the sanctity of my sleep. Alas, it was 
not. My gaze was fixed. My whole body quaked from the core. 
I would never forget or mistake those eyes. My convulsing lips 
broke apart to let out the most painful word ever, in a voice full 
of anguish and a sound more fragile than a whisper…

“Arya…” So close to the window. Barely escaping my lips, 
her name fogged the glass.

The loosened scarf dropped off my neck in the stillness of 
that moment. As the spot of fog faded, I wished her face would 
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too. Instead, the face of a stranger appeared beside hers. I hoped 
from the depth of my heart that it really was the serial killer. 
He wasn’t—I knew immediately—but he did claim a soul that 
night.

The pain was more tormenting than the struggle of a departing 
spirit. Blankly I stared, not knowing what to think. Eyebrows 
raised, mouth half open, she stared back with eyes plagued 
by disgrace, decayed in guilt, and shamed. Her face, the most 
innocent of all faces, was tarnished. Her eyes, merely the 
windows of heaven, were the gates to hell. Her lips, the two shy 
petals of a rosy blossom, were the coarse poison slowly wresting 
me to my demise.

“It can’t be…” The words resonated in my head. What calamity 
had befallen me? How could the sweetest dream be the darkest 
of all nightmares? She shed the garments of the angel, and the 
true devil manifested. My hands shook. Body trembled. My 
fiancée alone with another man in a car, drenched in sin.

Staggered, I walked away with a body reaped of soul, lurching 
right and left, tripping through my steps. My eyes were wide 
open, not able to blink. The vicinity reeked from the stench of 
indignity, the odor of betrayal. I could not bear living.

How could she? No…
No!
It can’t be.
It can’t be her!
My fiancée is at home studying.
That wasn’t her.
That was another girl.
Yes, it wasn’t. It wasn’t her. It’s not possible. But…she…
…I can’t even say her name.
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She had the same eyes, same lips, same ring…
My breaths were growing feeble. My vision was blurred. 

Meaning has escaped my life. Misery has engulfed me; until I 
drowned in emptiness. The void growing inside of me caused 
the hiatus of everything else. I felt nothing but apathy.

Disoriented, confused, and lost, I allowed my feet to drag me 
to the unknown. Wandering and wondering what has betided me. 
Nothing made sense to me. Something inside me knew where I 
was headed, but I was too shocked to be logical. I lifted my head 
to find myself standing before the gates of Apathy’s mansion. I 
walked in; the door was unlocked. I passed through the black 
garden, a fitting place for the darkness I felt. I was growing 
weaker; I couldn’t keep my pace. I set my last conscious step on 
Apathy’s rooftop. There he was, sitting and writing, listening to 
his symphony.

“Ikarus,” he called my name as he stood up. “What are you 
doing here?”

I tried to walk to him, but I did not have the power. I tried 
to speak, but my lips would not utter a word. My throat was 
contracting tighter, clasping my breath. My lips twitched until 
they were quivering. My eyes drowned in boiling tears. I tried to 
say something, but I bit my lower lip and felt it shaking between 
my teeth. I knew that if I unsealed my lips, my soul would bleed 
through my eyes.

“Why are you crying?” asked Apathy as he approached me.
Apathy, I—
“I—”
She was…she was…I saw her—
“I—”
I collapsed on my knees as if the ground had quaked. I threw 
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my head back until my closed eyes faced the sky. I opened my 
mouth all the way. My wail was a piercing scream. My tears 
washed my face, raining off my chin and slithering down my 
neck, strangling me in the spirit of the deadly serpent that caused 
them.

I felt arms encircling my shoulders and my head being held to 
another. Apathy embraced me as I wept screaming.
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Rented, rented. 

Her heart was rented.

Forever will I

Be tormented.

The sun rose on my cindering sorrows—how I had wished it 
never would. Torment took the place of emptiness. The hounds 
of misery preyed on the goodness within me. I was a puppet in 
the hands of a ruthless sadist. She had manipulated me to her 
every whim.

Every second stretched into a lifetime of torture. How could it 
be otherwise when every second spent with her had represented 
eons of happiness to me? I remembered how I had enjoyed 
looking into her eyes. They had been the magical mirrors in 
which I had seen my reflection, sitting with her in the gardens of 
Eden. Her voice couldn’t escape my mind, echoing with words 
I loved hearing from her. “I love you” never had a meaning to 
me until I heard her saying those words. Songs were stories told 
about her and me. Love poems were inspired by our romance.

I remembered how I used to look at her face and the whole 
world changed around me. When I first saw her by the ocean, 
the blind winds were caressing the gentle features of her face 
and the sun kissing the roses of Nirvana she called cheeks. 
The waves held the instrument and the sea conducted its serene 
symphony. My times were spent thinking about her in her 
presence, and dreams filled my head in her absence. Without 
hesitation, I had planned my future with her.

Memories flooded my head, and a turbulent tide of emotions 
overtook me. Everything I laid my eyes on held a memory of a 
chuckle between me and her.

Now that the heavens had fallen on me, I didn’t know what 
to think, or what to believe. Was it all lies? When she’d said 
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that she loved me for the first time, were her fingers crossed 
behind her back? She said that I was her one and only; now I 
knew she meant her one and only toy. When she said she thought 
about the day we would be joined together…I shuddered at the 
thought. With her, life bore meaning; alas, it was a false one. 
The moments I held dear were not of importance to her at all. 
The times I happily spent with her, she spent thinking of another. 

Eleven missed calls she left me, but hearing her voice was 
not of my intent. What excuse could she possibly have? Just the 
view of her name sickened me.

As much as it did not matter anymore, I wanted to know how 
long it had been going on between them—perhaps because I 
wanted to know how long I had been deceived, how long I had 
been a fool. But since I would not believe a word she said, I 
planned to find out on my own. I sat at my computer and opened 
a folder that I hadn’t touched in ages. It is true that I promised I 
wouldn’t resort to hacking again, but promises no longer meant 
anything. With a click of a few buttons, I hacked her e-mail 
address.

I knew her like I knew the back of my hand—or that is what 
I thought at least. She resorted to e-mails as one of the main 
means of communication, and as I suspected, e-mails were what 
the two of them used to converse.

Every word stung my heart like the venom of a black scorpion. 
They had been an item long before my existence in her life. The 
day I’d met her on the beach, she had been distant from him. He 
knew about me, but he couldn’t care less. As long as they were 
doing what I had found them doing, he was happy. To them, I 
was nothing more than a distraction. A blunt instrument she used 
to kill time. She never thought of the day I would break.

I remember when I told her about the relationship I had before 
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we met. “Corrupt girls like her don’t deserve sweet guys like 
you,” she had said. She had dared speak of another’s vulgarity 
when they were both spewed from the same bag of trash. What 
worse was when she assured, “You’re in safe hands now, my 
love.”

I found lines; the exact same lines she used to tell me. I 
wasn’t her only love, I wasn’t her only prince, and I wasn’t her 
only sweetheart. Everything she told me, she had told him. 
Everything she called me, she had called him. But no, she 
wasn’t a corrupt girl. In fact, she was so pure and chaste that she 
had an e-mail profanity filter!

I skipped through the e-mails from old to new, reading bits 
and pieces from here and there that only built upon my anguish.
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 RE: Just wanted you to know     21/5/2011

Y.

To: Arya A.
 

Ily 2 babe 

More thn u can imagin

----------Original Message----------

> From: Arya A. 
> Sent: 21 May 2011 02:00:46 
> To: Y. 
> Subject: Just wanted you to know

 

That I love you so much. And it will never 
change.

 RE: (No Subject)               16/6/2011

Y.

To: Arya A.

Gd 4 u

When r we meetin agn?

----------Original Message----------

> From: Arya A. 
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> Sent: 16 Jun 2011 21:10:52 
> To: Y. 
> Subject: (No Subject)

He proposed to me today.

 RE:  Hope u had fun ;)         23/6/2011

Y.

To: Arya A.
 

 Til nxt time baby!

----------Original Message----------

> From: Arya A. 
> Sent: 23 Jun 2011 23:10:52 
> To: Y. 
> Subject: RE: Hope u had fun ;)

 

So much!!! <3

-------------------------------------------------- 
>> From: Y. 
>> Date: 23 Jun 2011 23:02:31 
>> To: Arya A.  
>> Subject: Hope u had fun ;) 
 
  Enjoyed our d8?
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 RE: Beautiful                  10/7/2011

Y.

To: Arya A.
 

 I dont give a **** abt him

----------Original Message----------

> From: Arya A. 
> Sent: 10 Jul 2011 00:10:16 
> To: Y. 
> Subject: RE: Beautiful

 

Thanks love. But please don’t look at 
me that way when I’m walking next to him. He 
might get suspicious.

-------------------------------------------------- 
>> From: Y. 
>> Date: 10 Jul 2011 00:08:01 
>> To: Arya A.  
>> Subject: Beautiful 
 
  Dam...... u lookd so sexy 2day
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 RE: …                          15/7/2011

Y.

To: Arya A.
 

Now tht ur done with me, ur leavin me 
and movin on?! u **** ****!!!

----------Original Message----------

> From: Arya A. 
> Sent: 15 Jul 2011 20:22:17 
> To: Y. 
> Subject: RE: …

I’m living in one already.

-------------------------------------------- 
>> From: Y. 
>> Date: 15 Jul 2011 20:20:59 
>> To: Arya A.  
>> Subject: RE: … 
 
   Lesson 2 me u piece of **** ur not 
bailin out on me, u hear me? I swear am gonna 
turn ur life 2 a livin hell

-------------------------------------------------- 
>>> From: Arya A. 
>>> Sent: 15 Jul 2011 20:20:20 
>>> To: Y.  
>>> Subject: … 
 
  He just went to his friend’s birthday 
party. But look, I can’t call you or see you 
anymore. We need to stop this.
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 RE: I’m sorry                   2/8/2011

Y.

To: Arya A.
 

Am comin 2cu nw

----------Original Message----------

> From: Arya A. 
> Sent: 3 Aug 2011 01:12:39 
> To: Y. 
> Subject: RE: I’m sorry

 

I swear! I swear I won’t. Even if 
I’m married to him, I promise that I 
won’t stop seeing you.

-------------------------------------------- 
>> From: Y. 
>> Date: 3 Aug 2011 01:12:13 
>> To: Arya A.  
>> Subject: RE: I’m sorry 
 
   How do I knw u wont leave agn?

-------------------------------------------------- 
>>> From: Arya A. 
>>> Sent: 2 Aug 2011 23:50:10 
>>> To: Y.  
>>> Subject: I’m sorry 
 
  Baby, I’m sorry...I’m so sorry...Please 
forgive me...I did a terrible mistake...I can’t 
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live without you...Please, please, please... Come 
back. Always loved you, always will.

 RE: ???                         6/8/2011

Y.

To: Arya A.
 

 K

----------Original Message----------

> From: Arya A. 
> Sent: 6 Aug 2011 08:17:06 
> To: Y. 
> Subject: RE: ???

 

I sent it to your other email.

-------------------------------------------------- 
>> From: Y. 
>> Date: 6 Aug 2011 08:15:43 
>> To: Arya A.  
>> Subject: ??? 
 
  Wheres the link??
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 RE:  (No Subject)               8/9/2011

Y.

To: Arya A.
 

   AM GONNA **** KILL U!!!!!!!!!!!!!

--------Original Message--------

> From: Arya A. 
> Sent: 8 Sep 2011 15:21:24 
> To: Y. 
> Subject: RE: (No Subject)

 

SCREW YOU!!! YOU DON’T EVEN DARE!

-------------------------------------- 
>> From: Y. 
>> Date: 8 Sep 2011 15:20:09 
>> To: Arya A.  
>> Subject: (No Subject) 
 

STOP **** WITH ME!!!! AM **** 
GOIN 2 THAT WIMPY FIANCE OF URS N **** 
BLOW EVRYTHIN OUT 2 HIM!!!!

--------------------------------------------

>>> From: Arya A. 
>>> Sent: 8 Sep 2011 15:00:36 
>>> To: Y. 
>>> Subject: RE: (No Subject)

 

Don’t talk to me this way. I’m not your 
slave.
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-------------------------------------------------- 
>>>> From: Y. 
>>>> Date: 8 Sep 2011 08:01:02 
>>>> To: Arya A.  
>>>> Subject: (No Subject) 
 
  **** **** ****!!! WT THE **** IS WRONG WITH 
U 2DAY?!! R U **** **** ME??!!!

 RE: =(                        21/10/2011

Y.

To: Arya A.
 

Comin

----------Original Message----------

> From: Arya A. 
> Sent: 21 Oct 2011 21:10:11 
> To: Y. 
> Subject: =(

My phone died. Get online.
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 RE: (No Subject)               1/11/2011

Y.

To: Arya A.
 

………

----------Original Message----------

> From: Arya A. 
> Sent: 1 Nov 2011 11:27:13 
> To: Y. 
> Subject: RE: (No Subject)

 

I love him…

-------------------------------------------- 
>> From: Y. 
>> Date: 1 Nov 2011 11:11:45 
>> To: Arya A.  
>> Subject: RE: (No Subject) 
 
   What else?? U sweared u wudnt 
stop!!!

-------------------------------------------------- 
>>> From: Arya A. 
>>> Sent: 1 Nov 2011 11:11:11 
>>> To: Y.  
>>> Subject: (No Subject) 
 
  No, it’s not that. But what else can I do?
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 RE: (No Subject)              28/12/2011

Y.

To: Arya A.
 

 Ill call u 2mrw afternoon… I mean 2day ;)

----------Original Message----------

> From: Arya A. 
> Sent: 28 Dec 2011 02:19:38 
> To: Y. 
> Subject: RE: (No Subject)

 

This will be our last meeting, right?

-------------------------------------------------- 
>> From: Y. 
>> Date: 28 Dec 2011 02:05:07 
>> To: Arya A.  
>> Subject: (No Subject) 
 
  So???



204 205

Kazeh

How could she?
What have I ever done to her? She deceived me all along.
I gave her my heart. I gave her my love. I gave her my world.
I gave her everything.
How could she?
Suddenly, I felt my heartbeats cease. Claws sunk into my 

heart, paralyzing my senses. My ribs were closing on my chest, 
squeezing the air out of my lungs. My head encumbered my 
shoulders, and haze blighted my vision. With a final word and a 
dying gasp, I cried for help.

The last thing I heard was the loud echo of a fallen chair.
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Nghh.
Nghh.

“How did this happen?”
Nghhh.
“I can’t look at him like this.”
“How did it happen?”
“Listen to me.”
Argh. Where…am I?
“It’s all our fault.”
I…can’t…speak…
“She did it!”
I don’t…have the power.
“Darling, crying won’t help anybody.”
Argh! The pain…unbearable…
“He was always the silent type.”
“Can you hear me?”
Voices…
“Ikarus, can you hear me?”
Voices.
Too many voices.
“Calm down, sweetie.”
“Ikarus!”
My head is heavy.
It’s going to explode.
“The type who smiled when he was in pain.”
That voice…Cecilia?
Nghh…
“Please don’t do this to yourself.”
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Who is crying?
 “How could she?”
What’s going on…?
“Mom, when is he going to wake up?”
“Nurse, nurse!”
Nghh…
 “Ikarus!”
I can’t breathe.
“Ikarus!”
My heart…
“Nurse!”
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I awakened to the sound of beeps and the noise of a 
ventilator. My eyelids were too heavy to lift; it took me 

time and strength before I was able to open them.
“Mo-Mom!” I heard Mikaïl’s voice. “Ikarus woke up!”
With my eyes half open, I saw a group of people standing up 

and rushing toward my bed. I was in a hospital room.
What am I doing in a hospital?
“Ikarus!” they called as I looked at all the tubes and wires 

connected to my arms and wrists.
“Son, can you hear me?” my mother asked, an expression on 

her face I had never seen before. Heartrending grief afflicted 
her blissful features, and blackness stained the skin under her 
gloomed eyes; she was trying to hide fear with a smile, but I 
could tell it was eating her soul. She looked a decade older. 
What eased my concern were the caring hands grasping her 
shoulders. My father stood behind her.

Dad.
You’re here!
With worry dominating his little, innocent face, Mikaïl placed 

his hands on my bed. Cecilia stood in the corner of the room, 
holding her hands together on her chest, smiling and sniffling. 
My aunts and cousins spread across the room. It had been a while 
since I had seen them, which proved the thought: misfortune 
unites people.

“Can you hear us, son?” my father asked. I may not have 
shown it, but I was so happy to see his face, to hear his voice.

“Shake your hand if you can hear us,” said Cecilia. I languidly 
waved my right hand.

“Thank God!” said Cecilia.
“He can hear us!” my little brother cried. Optimistic smiles 
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were drawn on everyone’s faces. Cecilia approached my bed.
“You scared the devil out of us, you ninny!” she scolded. 

“Shake your bum if you heard that.”
Laughter reverberated through the room. I smiled behind the 

ventilation mask.
“By the way, Darth Vader,” said my father. “The nurse said 

you could remove the mask if it’s bothering you and when your 
breathing is back normal.” He saw me trying to dispose of it, so 
he removed the mask for me.

“When did you come back, Dad?” I spoke in a weak voice 
after taking some breaths without the mask.

“A few hours ago,” he said. “Your mother called me when they 
sent you to the hospital yesterday morning. I booked the first 
flight back.”

“I’m so glad you’re OK, my dear,” my mother said. She leaned 
close and held my hands.

 “I’m sorry I had you worried, Ma.” I hated how I had caused 
them concern, how I made my father leave everything and travel 
all the way here, and how I had made my little brother sad.

“It’s OK, my son, as long as you are all right now,” she said, 
holding back her tears.

“Easy now, darling.” My father placed his hand on her 
shoulder. “We don’t want to spoil the joy of his recovery.”

Recovery?
“Yes!” Cecilia barged in. “Tell us, Ikarus. What kind of food 

do you feel like eating?”
I stayed quiet; I didn’t feel like eating anything.
“You like pumpkin cake, don’t you?” she asked, but I remained 

silent.
“Come on now, don’t be silly!”
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“Yes, don’t be silly!” said Mikaïl. “You love pumpkin cake!”
How could I say no to my only solace in this world?
“All right,” I said. “Can I have a pumpkin cake, please?”
“Sure!” they both said, excited.
“Come, Mikaïl. Let’s go get him one.” Cecilia held Mikaïl’s 

hand and left the room.
Since when did they become this close?
I looked across the room to find it full of flowers, chocolates, 

gifts, and get-well cards. It felt good to be cared about.
“Excuse me.” The nurse walked in. “I don’t wish to interrupt, 

but visiting hours are over.”
“Let’s leave him to rest then,” one of my cousins said.
“Yes, we have troubled him enough,” another said. “Get well 

soon.”
“Thank you all for coming. It means the world to me,” I said 

as the nurse ran a checkup on the devices and liquids connected 
to my body.

“That’s what families are for,” said Aunt Jude, winking, before 
she left with the rest.

Hehe, I think I got my crazy genes from her.
“How are you feeling, Ikarus?” asked the nurse. “Better, thank 

you.”
“If you need anything, let me know.” She smiled warmly. 

My mother asked to talk to her in private. The only two who 
remained in the room were my father and me.

“I’m so happy to see you,” he said.
“I’m even happier, Dad,” I replied. “I just wish it were in better 

circumstances.”
He put his hand on my head. “You’re alive and well, my son. 

That’s all that matters.”
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I smiled faintly.
“But he’s my son!” I heard my mother’s loud whisper. “I can’t 

leave him alone!”
A few seconds later, she entered the room with a glum face.
“We have to go now, honey,” she said. The nurse didn’t allow 

her to stay for the night, apparently.
“What about the pumpkin cake?” I asked.
“Oh, right!” my father exclaimed.
“Don’t worry about it, dear. The nurse will deliver it to you,” 

said my mother.
“Thanks. And thank Cecilia for me. She’s such a sweet girl.”
“She is,” my mother affirmed.
“Tell her that I really appreciate her visit,” I asked.
“We will. And we will see you the first thing in the morning.”
“You should get some sleep now,” said my father.
“I slept all day.”
“You need more until you’re back on your feet,” he said. “It’s 

spoiling time. You relax all day for presents and free food.”
“All right.” I laughed. “I’ll try to sleep.”
The nurse knocked the door. “Pardon me,” she said. “But I’m 

afraid you have to leave.”
“We’re going, we’re going,” my mother complained.
“We should probably go now before they call the cops,” my 

father joked.
“Yeah, you should.” I smiled.
“Take care, my love. Sweet dreams,” said my mother. 
“Thank you, you too.”
“Good-bye, son,” said my father. 
“Good-bye.”
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They left the room, smiling at me as the nurse slowly closed 
the door. The room that had been packed with people moments 
ago was suddenly empty.
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I was lying in bed, gazing at the window when I saw the first 
rays of the rising sun peering through the morning mist. I 

didn’t know if I had slept at all. If I had, then not more than a few 
minutes. Countless thoughts rumbled inside my head, thoughts 
without limit. I was growing tired of ruing the days and cursing 
the nights I had spent with her. Regret was futile; I wanted to 
hold onto anything to take my mind away from all of this, but 
I could not find any. I felt that my skull was about to split from 
the chaos within. The headache was painful; the heartache was 
excruciating.

I sat up. I looked around the dim room for something to keep 
me occupied. I wished my parents had brought my books.

I glimpsed a small, shining object next to my bed. I picked it 
up and realized it was the wedding ring that I bought for her.

When did she—
I dropped it promptly, pressing the palms of my hands 

on my forehead; I didn’t want to think. I didn’t want to pull 
another chain of memories. I didn’t want my brain to sink into 
pandemonium again. I pushed the call button.

The nurse opened the door after two quick knocks. “Good 
morning, Ikarus. Is everything OK?”

“Good morning,” I replied. “I need to use the bathroom. I can’t 
go with all these wires attached to me.”

“Don’t worry. I was waiting for you to wake up so I could 
remove them. You don’t need them anymore,” she said as she 
moved toward me. She began detaching the wires. “You’re a 
strong person, Ikarus. That’s why you’re recovering fast.”

And you’re reminding me of childhood.
“There,” she said when she was done. “You’re free to roam. 

Do you need help standing up?”
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“No, I’m fine. You can leave now, thank you.”
“By the way,” she said by the door. “It’s dark in here, do you 

want me to turn on the lights?”
“I will later.”
“The pumpkin cake is in the fridge. Let me know if you need 

anything else.” She smiled.
I helped myself off the bed carefully. My knees were weak, 

and I had to walk with my hand on the wall. I switched on the 
bathroom lights, but they didn’t illuminate. I switched them on 
and off a couple of times.

They’re broken.
Meh, whatever.
I closed the door and used the toilet in pitch black. After I 

flushed, I slightly opened the door to allow in some light as I 
washed my hands. I walked back into the room to find an old 
woman sitting by my bed. At first, I wasn’t able to recognize her 
due to the room’s lack of light. But as she turned her shady face 
to me and leered at me in her mischievous way, I realized who 
she was. Like a midnight owl, she tracked my slow movement 
as I crossed from bathroom to bed.

“What are you doing here, Eva?” I sat on the bed.
“Visiting you, dear,” she replied. “You’ve been kind to me. 

Now it’s my time to return your kindness. Here, I brought you 
something I made.”

“I don’t want your something.” I raised my tone, interrupting 
her from opening her bag. “How did you get in here? It’s still too 
early for visiting hours.”

She replied with nothing but a smile.
“How did you even know I’m here in the first place?” I asked.
“I know because I care about you, my boy. Heartbreak is not 
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easy.”
“What? How did you know!?”
“I warned you, but you were too confident with your faith in 

her.”
“You knew all along?”
“I’m a simple, nonostentatious, old woman. I spend most my 

days watching the neighborhood. I know what goes around.”
“You knew she was cheating on me and you didn’t tell me?” I 

burned from the inside.
“That day in the car, I witnessed in your unblemished eyes the 

trust you had granted her. As sparkling as your eyes were, they 
were blindfolded with love. I didn’t want to interfere. I hinted, 
but you did not snoop.”

“Snoop?”
“How else will you find out, dear? How else would you 

ascertain the trust you delegate to someone who once was a 
stranger? How can you present your heart to a person when there 
is doubt in the love you gain back?”

I held my peace. I didn’t know what to say. I hadn’t want to 
take advice from someone like her, but now, I wished I had 
listened.

“Glimmer has left your eyes. The veil of fantasy has been 
shredded by reality’s bitterness. Now, you see truth.”

“And you’re here to mock me?”
“No, my boy. I’m here to console you.”
“For being a fool?”
She grinned like a hysterical psychopath, revealing her 

decayed teeth.
“For not being the only fool,” she said.
“I’m not exactly in the perfect mood right now—”
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“Have you ever asked Apathy how his mother died?” she 
asked.

“Of course not. Unlike you, I mind my own business.”
“And look where your business brought you.”
“I’m going to call the nurse.” I turned around to push the 

button above my bed.
“She died heartbroken,” she said, pausing my motion, 

snatching my attention. I looked back at her to see what she had 
to say.

“Apathy never saw his father,” she continued. “His mother 
gave birth to him on the news of her husband’s death, and of his 
cheating.”

“Cheating?” I asked, widening my eyes.
Jenkins told me that Mrs. Carmina died heartbroken, but he 

didn’t mention anything about cheating. I thought she died from 
her love for her deceased husband…

“The worst of kind,” she said. “Carmina was intelligent, 
elegant, and very beautiful. Her husband was the envy of every 
man. She always put him before herself, providing him with 
utmost care and affection. A woman so sincere and so faithful 
that she could not bear anyone in her heart other than him, not 
even herself.”

“Then why did he betray her love?”
“For the same reason that your fiancée betrayed yours: you 

are too faithful.”
“Ex-fiancée,” I corrected. The mere hint of a thought of her 

stung my heart.
“Carmina went insane after what her husband did to her. She 

isolated herself from people and built walls around her. Over 
the days, she was dying from the inside, refusing to heal as she 
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closed on herself. The heartbreak was killing her, and she was 
hastening the process. She didn’t want to move on.”

I can relate to that.
“One night, she went to bed and never woke up. It was sudden 

death.”
“Why are you telling me this?” I asked.
“Guilt.”
“Guilt?” I questioned.
“Do you know why I don’t see Apathy, my only nephew?”
“No, why?”
“Because I killed his mother.”
“…Huh?”
“Apathy’s father died on my bed. I was that other woman.”
“What!?”
“I killed my own sister.” She smiled in a hair-raising manner, 

folding her cheeks into more hideous wrinkles, cocking her 
serpentine eyes.

“You’re smiling? What kind of guilt expression is this!?”
She grinned wider.
“You disgust me,” I said, expressing the feelings that I wished 

to tell the other lowlife, the one who had worn my ring. “Get the 
hell out, you sick, rotten whore!” I tapped the button rapidly, 
calling the nurse.

The nurse rushed in worried. “What’s wrong?” she asked. 
“How the hell did she get in here!?” I yelled, pointing at Eva. 
The nurse had a puzzled look on her face. “Madam, are you 
lost?” she asked.

“Can you lead me to my grandson, my dear? It appears that I 
am in the wrong room,” she replied.
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“What the…” I said in a low, confused tone.
“Visiting hours didn’t start yet, madam. Let me take you to the 

lounge.” The nurse helped her up.
“Oh, don’t bother yourself, my girl. Take me outside and I’ll 

come back later,” said Eva, as the nurse walked her outside the 
room.

Tightly clenching my fists, I punched the bed. Blood surged to 
my face as I felt flames of anger rage inside my entire body. I did 
not hate her; I loathed her. I wanted to run after her and beat that 
despicable hag to death.

I want to kill her. 
And I want to kill her.
I want to kill him.
I want to kill them all!
I took deep breaths to calm myself down. I went to the unlit 

bathroom and tipped the water handle. Then I watched the water 
run down the sink.

Does Apathy know of this?
Apathy… I thought while I collected the cool water between 

my hands and splashed it on my face.
It all started with Apathy.
All this mess. All this chaos.
I dried my face with a towel and left the bathroom. I didn’t 

need to switch on the room’s lights because the sun was already 
up and the place was fairly illuminated.

I still don’t get it.
Why did he hug me that night?
I thought he was unconcerned? Wait…
Was I another “experiment” of his? I was, wasn’t I?
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Why else would he do that?
I walked to where I’d left the ring and stood there staring at it.
“Ikarus.” I heard Apathy’s voice. I turned around to find him 

standing by the door.
“You…” I whispered in resentment. “You!” I roared. “You are 

the source of all of my troubles! You turned my life into a 
living hell! Everything was so much better before I met you!” I 
grabbed the ring behind me and threw it with my full power at 
him.

The ring smashed into his face, echoing the sound of broken 
glass. The room was hushed to the reverberation of the spinning 
ring on the ceramic floor. I approached Apathy as he imitated 
my slow movement. I touched his cracked face to find it was a 
broken mirror.

I realized that the door was on the other side of the room, and 
this was a wall mirror, which I hadn’t noticed because of the 
room’s faint lighting.

“Apathy?” I called as I saw my lips’ movement reflected. I 
touched my cheek, and it was his same bronze skin. I pinched 
my nose—it was his straight nose. I brushed my fingers across 
my lips—they were fair. They were his. I gazed upon the 
reflection, not believing my eyes. There I was: staring out with 
his deep-gray eyes. I dug my hand in my long hair, rolling 
between my fingers a lock of silver hair.

“What’s that noise?” the nurse dashed in. “Are you OK!?” 
Eyes wide open, I slowly turned my head to her.

“Nurse…Since when do I have gray hair?”
“Ikarus, what’s wrong?” she asked.
“Tell me!” I yelled.
“Well…” she stuttered. “According to your medical record, 
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since you were born.”
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Grim faces. Faces stripped of hope. Faces of people 
waiting for the inevitable. That is what I saw when I 

opened my eyes. When I had opened them on this very same 
bed the last time, relief had brightened their eyes. This time, 
though, the people enveloping me looked different.

Limp, shaky, and pathetic, I looked at my arms to find more 
wires attached to me. My ventilation mask, however, was not on 
my face. Was it unnecessary?

I watched them around me. Some cried in apparent distress; 
some prayed desperately; and some hid their fears in disguises 
of strength.

Apathy.
If any sense or logic was left inside my mind, it was beyond 

me. I had gone astray in the labyrinth of insanity; my psyche 
was nowhere to be found. I fell short of extracting truth from 
lies, reason from absurdity, and reality from illusion.

Apathy.
Naught was fathomable. The person who, two weeks back, was 

a halcyon man, vivaciously loping through the open fields of his 
idyllic life; lay in melancholy’s bed, bereft of life, devastated by 
madness.

Apathy.
“Oh!” I exclaimed. “There you are, Apathy. I knew you would 

come.” I talked in a weary, faded voice. He had finally answered 
my calls.

I noticed him standing among the surrounding people. My 
parents were on my right, and Mikaïl and Cecilia on my left. 
Cecilia was standing behind my brother, bending over, enfolding 
him with her arms. My mother’s eyes had dried from crying.

“Son,” said my burdened father as he held my wrist. “Save 
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your energy. You need to rest.”
It was the first time that I saw my father with such a pale face.
“Apathy,” I called. “Did you know that you could die from a 

broken heart?”
“Ikarus, you are not going to die,” my father said as he 

tightened his grip around my wrist, looking straight into my 
eyes. “Who is Apathy? Who are you talking to, son?”

“Dad.” A faint smile emerged on my face. “We all know 
what’s happening.”

I saw people turning away their faces. My mother broke 
down. Cecilia burst into tears. My father concealed his eyes 
behind his hand. My heart was ruptured, but what shattered it 
was the sight of my sobbing little brother, throwing himself on 
my legs, solidly grasping onto the sheets as he buried his face 
in the bed. He wailed.

Longing to pat his head, I stretched my arm but barely reached 
him. My eyes slowly closed, the gap between my breaths 
lengthened, and my heart grew hesitant to beat. My hearing was 
becoming heavier; voices and sounds were melding until I was 
deafened to the point I heard only one steady hum.

As my eyelids shuttered down, the windows that dolefully 
illustrated the view of my father weeping on my chest, afflicted 
me to shed a scalding tear that rolled down my smiling lips. 
Before I took my last breath, and before I closed my eyes into 
darkness, I whispered, “Happy birthday.”
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Entry #1236
January 1, 2012
12:12 p.m.
By Ikarus’s grave

The Boy Who Died on His Birthday. He knew him too well.
I am watching Ikarus being buried underground, and from the berserk 

lament that his mother is going through, I suspect she will be joining him 
soon. His father is trying to control her mania, but without use. There is 
a little boy who is persistently interrupting the burial by clinging onto the 
dead body of Ikarus, shrieking his name, blubbering inane phrases such as 
“Don’t leave me.” I would say that his parents should teach him the dead 
cannot hear, but his mother is shouting what is worse. It appears that 
Cecilia was sobbing for so long that she lost her voice. When they brought his 
body for burial, she fled, saying she could not watch. There are others who 
are mourning, but none whom I recognize. It reminds me of my mother’s 
funeral. Their faces, their tears, and their reactions—everything is the same.

Once again, a person dies from heartbreak. “Do you know that you could 
die from a broken heart?” Ikarus had asked me. I did not understand this 
when I was a child, but after brief research on the subject, I found out that 
such medical condition exists after all. “Takotsubo cardiomyopathy,” also 
known as “Broken Heart Syndrome,” is a condition caused by the separation 
from a loved one, either by death or a breakup. Ikarus’s case, as well as 
mother’s, was caused by disloyalty. Frankly, I did not expect it would cause 
his death. On the night of December 26, after I left Ikarus and Cecilia 
on the beach, I spotted his fiancée with another man. I did not tell him 
because I assumed it would suspend our poetry sessions until his recovery. 
Certainly, I did not expect it would suspend them forever.

The burial ended. His father stood on his grave, silently staring. He crumpled 
on his knees, dug his hands in the dirt and wept. A group gathered around 



228 229

Kazeh

him.
People were queuing to express their condolences—as if it could change 

anything. They gave me a card to write what I want to tell Ikarus. Jenkins 
advised me to do so as a courtesy of respect. I wrote, “Thank you.”

I told Jenkins that we should take our leave, but I noticed something odd. 
There was one person away from the crowd, shading her face with a black 
umbrella. Was she trying to hide? I asked Jenkins to investigate the identity 
of that person. He left to do as told.

He returned.
“Arya Azureus,” he said.
What is Ikarus’s fiancée doing here? Why is sh

 
 

          Oh
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What is happening to the world? What happened to what 
once was a peaceful town called Seren?

I just finished packing my luggage. In a few hours, my family 
and I are moving out of town.

“Cecilia, where are you going?” my mom asked.
“I want to have a walk around before we leave,” I said. “I want 

to say good-bye.”
“Be careful, precious. It’s dangerous outside.”
“No worries, I won’t be late,” I said as I left home. I walked 

alongside the beach, under dusk’s ginger sky.
The ocean still reminds me of Ikarus. Time surely flows by; it 

has been almost a year since he passed away. I can’t believe he 
really died, and just when we were becoming close. Many things 
have happened, as if his loss changed the world.

Apathy is nowhere to be found; his sudden disappearance 
remains a mystery. The world first took Ikarus and then took 
Apathy away from me. I stopped working at the café, I have 
never been this sad in my life. Back then, I cried myself to sleep 
every night, thinking “What worse could happen?”…I wish I 
never asked.

Everything was in an impetuous chaos. The mayor of Seren 
was found beastly butchered in his office. On the walls of the 
murder scene, the word “Filth” was written with the mayor’s 
blood. After police investigations, they discovered that the 
mayor was stealing public money and forcing shameful acts 
on female employees who worked for him. Another victim 
was found soon after, an old woman named Eva; her insides 
were torn out. Similar murders were found later, each killed 
in the same brutality, with “Filth” written in their own blood. 
Except for two—Arya Azureus and a man whose name I don’t 
remember.
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I almost threw up when I watched the news on TV. They were 
tortured, humiliated, and mercilessly slaughtered into small 
pieces before their remains were burned next to the word “Filth.”

That was only the beginning of what is going on now. Fear 
and anxiety spread among the people. I feel like the world 
is coming to an end, and my family say that these are signs 
of apocalypse. I recollected memories as I stopped over my 
school, the park, and the café. Finally, I thought of visiting one 
last place before I returned home.

“Here lies the smiling body of

Ikarus Hayden

Who laughed his way through life

Until death embraced him

As his maiden.

May his soul forever rest in peace.

January 1, 1988 – January 1, 2012”

“Good-bye, Ikarus,” I said after I finished praying for him. 
There was a strange flower lying against his tombstone, which I 
noticed every time I visited his grave.

“I wonder who brings this black tulip,” I said to myself as I 
crouched, examining it with my hands.

“It is not black—it is dark purple.” I heard a voice behind me. 
Holding the flower, I turned around. A small boy with white hair 
was looking at me. His long bangs almost covered his bright 
gray eyes.

“Are you the one who lay the flowers?” I asked. He didn’t 
answer.

“Did you know Ikarus, sweetie?” I asked again, but instead of 
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replying, he ran away.
“Wait!” I called. “Where are you going?” I ran after him.
I chased the child through the streets, until I lost him in a 

deserted neighborhood. I found myself standing in front of an 
old mansion, catching my breath.

“Little boy?” I called. “Little boy, where are you?”
Maybe he went inside, I thought as I timidly walked inside the 

dark mansion, using my phone as a flashlight.
I called for the child throughout the eerie rooms, watching my 

step as I navigated through a mess of shattered glass and broken 
vases. I entered the ruins of what appeared to be a bedroom, and 
in the middle of the muddle, I found a notebook.

I picked it up and blew the dust off its cover to reveal a journal. 
I opened the journal and held my phone high in order to focus 
the light on the handwriting. As I read the first few pages, I was 
utterly stunned—it was Apathy’s journal!

Shocked by what I was discovering, I read and read, skimming 
through the pages, until I found...
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L et  t h e  s un  c o n ve r s e ,  f o r  h e
H a s  h e a r d  m y  m a d d en e d  re c i t e s .

A n d  l e t  t h e  mo o n  sp e a k ,  f o r  s h e
H a s  w it n e s s e d  m y  s l e e p l e s s  n i g h t s .

Fo r  b l o o d  o f  t h e  v i l e ,  I  t h i r s t ,
Th i s  v i r g i n  e a rt h ,  t h e y  d e f i l e .

C l o a k e d  w it h  t h e i r  b l o o d ;  I  a m  c u r s e d :
I  s m i l e  m y  h e a ven l y  s m i l e .





“We know that we all are going to die, and all 

we can do is laugh about it.” ikarus hayden
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