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The Amazon, 18th century

THE STORM HAD STARTED TWO DAYS AGO. It hadn't stopped one

second since then, only sometimes getting a bit better. There wasn't

enough wind for them to fear the trees falling or the village getting

damaged, nonetheless the pouring rain and the thunder was still to

fear. They could only hope that it wouldn't flood the river or that the

lightning wouldn't burn a part of the forest.

Pollo had stayed in Druig's cabin. It had started raining a er he'd

fallen asleep inside it and even though it wasn't much of a walk to go

back to his own cabin, even though it wasn't really his, he'd preferred

not to risk it. So, with Druig's agreeing as well, he'd stayed there,

sometimes in silence and sometimes counting stories of his travels.

They were worse people he could've been stuck with, he knew that

and he was glad that Druig didn't seemed to mind his presence. He

didn't talk quite as much as Pollo did, however there were no doubts

in his mind that he was always listening, which was why his few

words were always so meaningful.

Druig had claimed before that Pollo was dumb or o en talked

without speaking, however it's only on that day that he found himself

agreeing with him on the matter. He knew he should've thought this

through, think about the consequences it might have, still a little part

of himself had convinced him that it didn't matter. He wanted to talk

about it, even if it got awkward. He wanted to know what Druig

thought and what he thought. He wanted to make sense of the mess

that replaced his heart in his chest.

He'd laid down on the floor next to Druig's bed, which was where he

slept since he'd been stuck in his cabin, and was playing with the

smaller man's hand. They'd stopped talking a few minutes ago,

simply listening to the sound of the rain outside. A question had been

haunting his mind of late, and though he couldn't quite explain why

that was the case, he had to ask. Or maybe he didn't, still curiosity

killed the cat and he'd always loved cats, not as much as dragons but

still. He was lucky to be immortal.

"Remember that one time we slept together?"

All it took were those few words for it to all go to hell. In a matter of

seconds, Druig whole body seemed to tense up, taking his hand away

from Pollo and his face changing for a bitter expression that the taller

man knew all too well. He didn't immediately realize that he'd made

a mistake by bringing up the subject. He'd tried to sound casual while

saying it, still he feared that a bit of nervousness might have been

heard in his voice.

It was stupid. He knew that. But when he looked back on that day

when he'd told Druig he never wanted to talk about it again, he found

himself regretting it. He knew very well how badly he'd handled it

and now wished he would've said something else. Maybe try to

mention that thing humans say about 'drunken words but sober

thoughts', whatever that was supposed to mean. He had tried to

convince himself that this had been the right decision, however he

only found himself half believing his own words. They were hollows,

anybody with half a brain could've figured it out. Sadly for both of

them, whenever his most intimate moments with Pollo were

mentioned, Druig didn't really use his brain.

"I thought you didn't want to talk about it," he spoke, bitterness

dripping from his mouth.

Venom swirled around Druig's words as though it was a part of him.

Even while saying the kindest words, he always managed to find a

way to twist them into something ugly and cruel. All he needed was a

little push, a reason for him to attack his opponent with his words.

Pollo could only hope he hadn't given it to him. He was yet to

understand that when it came to Druig, hope was worthless.

"So did I, but it feel weird that we never did," he hummed, trying to

get a hold of Druig's hand once again. "From all my travels, I found

out that leaving those kind of things unspoken is never a good idea."

The mind controller hu ed, sitting in his bed to face Pollo even

though his eyes still refused to meet his gaze. "Really? That's what it

took you to realize it? You know, you could have just asked me. It's

common knowledge."

Not to Pollo. Relationship knowledge had never been common to

him. Whether it was in a platonic or romantic way, he knew very little

about relationships. A er all, he was a warrior. He was taught how to

kill, how to hurt, not how to love. Whenever he would go see humans

and help them with some of his remedies, he would try to see how

they acted around each other, still he had never known whether as an

Eternal he was supposed to act like them. And he'd never dared to

ask. As Druig had said it was 'common knowledge', asking would've

made him look stupid. Or made him feel stupid. However, Druig had

no way to know that. It was easy for him to read someone's mind and

known how to react. He'd spent more time around humans than

Deviants, a er all.

"Well... Yes," he hesitated before continuing, a frown on his face as he

could see that Druig had a strange expression he didn't quite

recognize. "Would you... Would you have wanted me to ask you? You

said you thought the same as me."

"What else was I supposed to say, Polly?" For once, hearing his

nickname didn't make him feel better. It was cold, venomous. A blade

that caressed his skin and let the blood fall on him like tears. "You

don't listen to people. Not when what you might hear doesn't please

you."

"That's not true! You think I don't listen because I don't do it like you

do! I listen to voices. You listen to minds. Well new flash, dummy, I

can't read your mind! I don't know what you think! If you wanted me

to listen, then you should've talked! It's obvious that I won't listen if

there's nothing to listen to!"

He didn't mean to fais his voice. Or to stand up. Or to clench his fists.

He didn't want to fight. All he wanted was for Druig to stop blaming

him. He was probably responsible for something and he was more

than ready to admit it if it was the case. But he was not the root to all

those problems. He hadn't reacted the right way a er they'd slept

together, but Druig didn't try to change it. He never argued or tried to

be heard. He sat next to him, nodding his head and bottling up his

anger until the day it would explode and destroy the both of them.

Maybe that day was today.

Oh, so it's my fault, now?, he heard Druig says.

"No, I'm not accusing you of anything," he tried to explain. "All I'm

saying is that if you want me to hear, I need to have something to

hear!"

"I didn't even say anything yet," replied the smaller man, both

annoyed and confused as he tried to walk away from Pollo, which

was rather hard when they were both confined in the same cabin.

Pollo shook his head slightly, sighing. Had they not been fighting, he

might've noticed that the other Eternal was right and that his lips

hadn't even had to move, however it was not the case. He was on his

guard now, so he didn't really take anything said by Druig seriously.

Instead, he tried to brush it o  as something the man had said to try

to go back on his word.

"You didn't have to. I know you, Druig."

This got the mind controller to raise his eyebrows and let out a dry

chuckle. "Do you, now? Please, we barely ever talk without fighting.

Can you name one thing that you actually know about me? One thing

you're the only one to know?"

"Yes," he answered, even though he wasn't exactly sure where he was

going with that. "I know that when you're trying to be passive

aggressive, you place your hands behind your back instead of in

front. I know that whenever someone starts to hum, you're tempted

to hum along, but that you never do. I know that when you smile,

your eyes sparkle a bit. I know all that and much more. Yet, you're

always pushing me away. Why?"

" I'm the one pushing you away?" Laughed Druig, though there were

no doubts that he'd been shaken up by Pollo's reply. "Really? That's

what you think? I'm not the one who didn't want to talk about all of

this! I'm not the one who..."

He paused, maybe because he didn't know what more to say or if it

was really worth losing his friendship to Pollo. But it was too late. His

silence had made Pollo curious. Curious and angry. Angry that he was

being silently accused of something he knew nothing about.

"I'm the one who what? Come on, say it. I want to know what it is I

did to you that was so terrible. Tell me, have I ever been mean to you?

Have I ever insulted you for no reason? Have I ever been cold towards

you? Have I ever le  you alone without waiting to hear if you wanted

to come with me? Unwilling to be near you? To talk to you? Because

that's how you've been around me for centuries now. You act like the

night we spent together was all my fault, but it wasn't! You said that

we should see who would drink more! You kissed me first! You gave

me the cold shoulder the day a er! Not everything is my fault, Druig!

You might not like hearing it, but you're not blameless either! Never

have been and never will be."

A silence followed his declaration. He didn't regret saying it, not yet,

because it was true. And even Druig with his poisonous tongue

couldn't deny it. They'd both push each other away, however it

seemed that almost each of those times or of those fights had been

initiated by the mind controller. He'd taken something wrong, been

bitter over something Pollo had done. He wanted to defend himself

while Pollo was taking a deep breath to relax, maybe even find an

example of a situation where he really was blameless. Pollo had been

right. There were no such situations. While there were a few where

most of the blame could be given to the taller man, there were none

where Druig hadn't at least been a little part of it. Like they were so

good at, they would always end up saying something they didn't

mean, or something horrible that they did mean, and would o en

take it too far. He was starting to questioning why they were that way.

What had made them the persons they were. The person who were

unable to apologize to each other.

Pollo broke the silence, seemingly more calm a er he'd taken a pause

to breathe. "So please, just stop blaming me. I'm blaming myself too,

you know? I don't need your help with that. For once, just... stop

making me feel like it's all my fault. Because it's not."

He turned around, trying to hide his face from Druig. He was holding

his hands close to his chest, hoping that they would stop shaking. At

least, he didn't have tears in his eyes, which was new. As silence fell

onto them once again, he suddenly realized that the rain had

stopped. He could've simply reached for the door, le , hide in his

cabin. Take his boat, never come back. Something stopped it from

doing it. Someone. Druig had place his hand on his arm, making him

stop shaking in a second. Then, he did something Pollo never

expected he would be able to do. He apologized.

"You're right," he'd whispered those words, so lowly that Pollo

believed he'd hallucinated when he'd heard them. "I'm sorry. Can we

just... Can we just forget about this? I shouldn't have gotten angry at

you. I don't know why I did. It was stupid. And you were right, earlier.

I did agree with you when you said we shouldn't talk about it."

He hadn't really wanted to agree, but he had. He couldn't expect

Pollo to have read through the lines. But for some reason, he had. He

still wished that Pollo could see right through him, read his thoughts,

know exactly what he wanted to say without him ever needing to

speak a word of it.

"Thank you. For apologizing. I'm sorry I got angry too. I shouldn't

have. You're right when you say that it was stupid."

An awkward chuckle passed Pollo's lips as he turned around slightly,

making his gaze meet Druig's. The smaller man seemed surprised

that his apology was welcomed by another apology. It was obvious

that he wasn't used to admitting when he was wrong. To be perfectly

honest, neither was Pollo. And though fighting was a rather

unpleasant experience, he was aware that it was something they had

needed. A er all, their fights seemed to be the only moments when

they were truthful to one another, even if they were being truthful in

the worst way.

"Why do you think we're like that?" Questioned Pollo. "Always

fighting, I mean."

Druig wished he knew. He wished he could've stopped all the fighting

by knowing its source. But if Pollo didn't know, there were very little

chances that he would. A thought tried to made his way to his mouth,

a confession he'd kept long bottled, still he didn't let it transform into

words. He didn't want to risk it. Not now. Not when for once they

managed to apologize to one another. Normally, they would've

ignored each other for a few days, never admitting that they were

wrong. This time was di erent. He didn't what to mess it up with

strange feelings he wasn't even sure to understand.

"I don't know," he admitted. "I guess we're just like that."

"I don't like it. I don't like fighting with you. It's no fun," spoke Pollo,

pouting.

Every time, Druig was amazed by how quickly Pollo's moods could

change. Then again, how was he to know that he wasn't just trying to

lie to himself until he would feel better? Sometimes, he wished he

could read emotions and not thoughts. Thoughts are useless when

you don't know what emotions to link them with. And if anybody had

chaotic thoughts, it was Pollo. Nobody, not even himself, could make

sense of everything that was happening in his head. Or in his heart.

Had he known how some thoughts made him feel, Druig could've

helped him. He was sure of it. And that certainty was why it was so

painful for him to see Pollo's expression fall without understanding

why. He could've asked, should've, but, as always, neither of them

were blameless. Pollo never really talked about his feelings. Not the

bad ones.

"Yeah? What do you like to do for fun, then?"

Pollo was now facing him once again, his arms wrapped around his

neck as a smug smile was plastered onto his face. The position was

strange, not how most people would imagine themselves just a er a

fight, but it didn't seem to bother either of them as they stayed that

way. It's not like it was usual for them, still the few times they would

touch each other that way, in a way that would have almost been

considered more than friendly, they never really tried to push each

other away. They liked to believe that the other wouldn't notice how

they looked at each other. And they were right. Most of the time, they

didn't.

"Well, I like to talk to you. And to make you laugh. You have a very

pretty laugh," he said, not giving Druig any time to reply. "I like to

write in my journal. I  also like to dance..."

He waited a second, however it didn't take much time for the mind

controller to understand what he was trying to do. "No. How many

times have I told you I don't like dancing?"

"One too many, that's for sure," laughed Pollo. "But that's just

because you've never danced with me."

The smaller man sco ed, shaking his hand slightly and simply

ignoring what had just been said. Pollo didn't try to come back on the

subject as he let his arms fall to his side, sighing loudly. And though

Druig still couldn't read emotions, he was getting better at reading

Pollo. So he easily noticed the flash of his sadness as he turned away,

getting ready to leave. He extended his hand towards him, pausing

before he could reach him. The fight, the sadness, he could take it all

away. All he needed was one thought and all of this would be lost to

Pollo. He would never have to feel that way again. And he never

would have to see him so sad again.

He didn't like erasing Pollo's thoughts. He didn't like getting a

glimpse of all the horrors in his head. The hate, the grief, the sadness.

It was too much for only one person. Even if that was person was an

Eternal. But Druig had the power to make it all disappear. All he

needed was for his eyes to turn yellow before Pollo was back to his

golden self. He'd done it countless times before, and each times it has

taken less than a few seconds for his fellow Eternal to start smiling

again. He loved Pollo's smile. It was just like him. Golden. But there

he stood again. In shadow, wrapping darkness around his fingers and

letting it haunt his eyes. With a single thought, he could've taken it all

away. He could've gotten back the golden Pollo he loved so much. All

he had to do was erase his memory once again. He didn't.
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