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A LIE. It was all a lie. Olympia. The dragons. His home. His family. His

life. It was all a lie. But it couldn't be? How could something that

wasn't even real have hurt him so much? It had to be real. He'd spent

so much time crying about it, so much time feeling like his heart had

been ripped out his chest because of it. A lie shouldn't have hurt so

much. And yet the truth was that there was no truth. Arishem had

lied. Ajak had lied. They'd all watched him destroy himself thinking

that there was the smallest chance he might see his family again,

knowing that they didn't even exist.

How? How could she do this to him? She'd known just how much

they'd meant to him. She'd known how much missing his fake family

had fucked him up. He'd had nightmares of them forgetting about

him. He'd felt like a horrible person for thousands of years for nothing

able to remember their names. But they didn't have names. They

didn't even exist. He'd made it all up. Yet, it seemed so real at the

time, so how come... No. He was lying to himself. It hadn't seemed

real. It never had. He couldn't remember his family's names, the

details of his life before, who was or wasn't a part of his family. It

hadn't never felt real. So why had he believed it? Why hadn't he

understood before? He should have. He'd spent so much time

thinking of his family, it was impossible he'd never realized before

what the truth was.

It was Druig's fault, he decided. He must have figured out at least

once that his beloved family was just a trick of his imagination but

Druig had probably erased it from his mind. Then again, why would

Druig have done such a thing? He'd been the one making the speech

about how Ajak couldn't be trusted, so he must've wanted this kind

of information on his side. And if it had really been the case,

shouldn't Pollo have gotten flashes from the memory as soon as he'd

figured it out? No. He'd told Druig once that he was not always to

blame. He needed to take that advice for himself. Druig was not to

blame for all of his problems.

It was night now. The room was dark, though lighted by a few candles

that had been placed in the middle of the table where everyone was

sitting. Everyone but Ikaris, who'd decided to stand a bit farther away

as Sersi explained everything. As each word had le  her lips, Pollo

had wished he would wake from such a terrible dream. In the end,

he'd decided that he preferred for it to be reality. His nightmares had

the horrible tendency to become true.

"So, you're saying we're basically fancy robots?" Repeated Kingo,

dumbstruck. "And our past memories are stored somewhere in

space?"

"And Arishem made the Deviants," she repeated.

If Arishem had really made the Deviants, then what did that make

them, Eternals? They had a fancier name, yes, but was that the only

di erence between the both of them? They had all been made to kill

and nothing else. Was that why Pollo's emotions were always so

complicated? Because he hadn't been made to have them?

"I'm sorry, Thena," uttered Gilgamesh. "You tried to warn us."

For once in his life, Pollo's head felt empty. But not in a good way. He

had nothing to say. His heart was empty as well. All of him was. He

wanted to scream, to cry, which he'd always hated to do. He didn't.

He stayed there. Fixing the wall. Saying nothing. Barely even

breathing. There was only one word on his lips and that was Druig's

name. Why, he didn't know, however he'd stopped questioning those

kinds of things a long time ago. Maybe he was just trying to call out

for help.

"The last time Arishem reset your memories, something must have

gone wrong," stated Sprite.

Pollo understood what she was trying to say, yet his brain refused to

connect the dots, so it just stayed blank. He wondered if he was

trembling. He didn't want to look. He didn't want an answer. And

while he wasn't able to open his mouth and scream, he just tried to

think. Think like he was screaming. Only one word was in his head,

however. Druig. He had to stop, before the actual Druig heard him. He

didn't realize that, for less than a second, his eyes flashed yellow. No

one else noticed. They weren't looking at him. He wasn't their main

concern at the moment.

"What do you mean?" Asked the movie star, still rather confused

about the whole situation.

He wanted to cry. He should've been crying. That was the normal

reaction to have. Why wasn't he crying? He wanted to, for once. Druig.

No. He had to stop. Even when it was blank, his mind liked to play

tricks on him.

"Well, that's what Mahd Wy'ry is, isn't it? All this time, Thena was

remembering all the other planets we were sent to and everyone

dying during the Emergence," the smaller Eternal explained.

"I thought we were heroes," sighed Gilgamesh. "Turns out we're the

bad guys."

Did that make the Deviants their victims? Or was this just a story of

bad guys killing one another until there was no one le  on Earth?

"We're not the bad guys, okay?" Interrupted Kingo, though it

sounded like he was mostly trying to convince himself. Pollo didn't

blame him. He'd just discovered that his whole existence was a lie. It

was normal that he would want to find some kind of truth behind it.

"We've helped the Celestials expand life across the universe. That's

not what bad guys do. That's what good guys do."

"Every time innocent lives have been sacrificed for the greater good,

it turns out to be a mistake," replied Sersi as a realization dawned on

her. "We have to stop the emergence. "

Not so long ago, he'd wished to see Druig so he could spit all his

anger in his face. That anger was gone. For now, at least. He couldn't

feel anything anymore. Joy, sadness, anger, hate, love. It was all

gone. Maybe he never had them at all, actually. A er all, they were

androids. Creations of Arishem. He probably hadn't created them to

have feelings. Feelings were a weakness. They would only slow them

down in their mission. Then how come Sersi and Ikaris had fallen in

love? How come he's hated Druig with his whole being? And his tears.

Had they not been real tears? They'd felt real, back then.

"Sersi, we have no right to stop the birth of a Celestial," voiced Kingo.

They couldn't actually be androids. If they were, then Ajak shouldn't

have died. She should have rebooted or something. She couldn't be

dead. Not now that they knew the truth. She had to explain it to

them. The reason why she'd kept it all a secret. And Pollo. Pollo had

bled. On many occasions. He'd felt the pain of a Deviant's jaw biting

into his shoulder. He'd felt the warm blood rolling on his skin,

painting in red what he'd done. He'd felt his own nails digging into his

palm as he'd tried to feel something, prove something. That was real.

Bleeding, dying. It was for living beings. Not androids. Or robots. Or

whatever. He'd bled and he would bleed again if it would prove that

he was real. Fuck it. He would even die, if he had to do it to prove that

he was alive in the first place.

"There has to be a way Tiamat can emerge without destroying the

Earth," said their new Prime Eternal. "We just have to delay it until we

figure out how."

"Could Druig control its mind?" Suggested Gilgamesh. "Maybe put it

to sleep?"

The name only woke up half of Pollo. His heart was still empty but his

mind was back. And it was chaos. His thoughts were screaming,

taking control of everything and making it hard for him to even hear

what the others were saying. They were scratching their claws against

his skull, trying to break free and to take over his body. He couldn't

hear Druig's name in his head anymore, yet he could still feel it on his

lips, bittersweet. He was strapped in his own body, though he knew

now that this body wasn't really his own. It was just another creation

of Arishem. A prison. He wanted to escape it. He couldn't. He couldn't

even move, unable to look away from the wall. His body was tense.

Maybe it was a way to make the walls of his prison harder to break.

"Put it to sleep?" Mocked Sprite. "Are you serious?"

"Gilgamesh asked Druig to put me to sleep once," stated Thena, like it

was nothing.

Druig's name, spoken by the others, was a sword. It sliced the walls of

his prison, letting him breath a little more. The storm in his head was

slowly calming down. Slowly. It was strange, just how much

contradictory power a name could have. If Pollo was the one to think

about it, it made things worse. More complicated. If the others were

saying it, it made it better. But only a bit. Because how much power

could a man who wasn't even in the room could really have?

"So I could take a vacation to Fiji, you know?" Chuckled her protector.

He was suddenly aware that someone was looking at him. Thena.

And Gilgamesh, maybe. He'd been living with Druig, or rather in his

village, when that had happened. Druig had even le  him in charge of

the village while he was gone. Those two knew that. Druig had told

them, in a way, by giving them Pollo's greetings. They wanted him to

speak. To say something. He wanted the same thing. Nonetheless, he

was unable to do it. He couldn't even turn his head to look at them

and make sure he wasn't lying to himself when he thought that

someone was looking at him.

"We're talking about a Celestial, okay?" Tried Kingo again, who could

not have been more obviously against this plan.

Pollo wasn't sure about it either. He wasn't particularly attached to

humans. Still, it seemed rather brutal for no reason to kill all of them

without even giving them a warning. And would their death even be

quick? Or would it be slow and painful? He didn't want to see Druig.

Not anymore. Or maybe he. He wasn't sure of anything, for the

moment. Everything was confusing and his thoughts were still

screaming at him. He wanted to scream back. He didn't. He would

trust Sersi. She was the Prime Eternal, now. Ajak had chosen her for a

reason. And she was the only one who'd actually seen what would

happen to Earth. He would trust her, for he could not trust himself for

now.

"We have to try," she said once more. "Come on, we're not gonna let

everyone on Earth die, right?"

"Right!" Exclaimed Karun before starting to chuckle nervously. "I'm

human. I'm a little biased."

Pollo was starting to have a headache. The noise that everybody was

making and the one in his head were just horrible together. All the

voices seemed too loud, the lights too harsh. He wanted to stop. It

wouldn't listen to him. He wanted to call out for help. He didn't know

who he would call, though. Nobody in this room, that was for sure.

It's not that he didn't like them, it's that Ikaris was in this room and

most people in here were loyal to him. They would tell him what had

happened. The only people he might've talked to weren't there. He

wanted to cry. He should've cried. He still wasn't.

" The world is ending," Kingo voiced in Hindi, talking to his valet. " You

need to go home."

"And do what? Watch TV?" Replied Karun in English, sounding a bit

o ended by the suggestion. "When I could be with the Earth's

original superheroes as they try to save the world?"

"Fine. If you want to, stay," sighed the movie star, taking a sip of his

drink before remembering what was in it and spitting it out.

The world around Pollo was spinning. It was hard for him to focus on

anything. He needed a beer. No. He didn't need alcohol. Not

anymore. He needed help. Stop. Stop. Please, stop. His mind was

screaming. Not for help. Just... screaming. And then, something

strange happened. He didn't see it, though he did feel it. For the

second time that day, his eyes flashed yellow. The feeling was

horribly familiar and he feared he might be about to lose his memory,

except that he didn't. His mind went blank once again. This time it

was better. Not terrifying. It wasn't for long, yet it was just enough for

him to get his thoughts back in order. His whole body seemed to relax

with him and he felt himself breathing again. He'd never noticed how

relaxing it was to breathe.

He felt like he'd just woken up from a dream. Or maybe he was in-

between the state of dreaming and being awake. Anyway, it gave him

the time he needed to just... breathe. Druig's name le  his lips and

mind while his thoughts started humming instead of screaming. He

let his head fall a bit, looking at his hands instead of the wall. It was

strange, how his body seemed to have been stuck in a statue or a

prison a few seconds ago and now it was just back to normal. It didn't

usually go like that. He was glad, though. More stress was the last

thing they needed.

"Thank you very much, sir," said Karun, who didn't sound quite as

loud or distant as he had before.

"Gilgamesh, could you please get rid of the saliva beer?" Asked Kingo

as disgust washed over his face.

"I thought you like it, man," he replied, half amused and half

confused.

"We need to go," declared Ikaris, walking away from the wall he'd

previously been leaning on. "Now. Find the others. Once we're all

together, we'll decide what to do about the emergence."

As he said so, he nodded at Sersi. However, that little interaction was

quickly interrupted by an awkward chuckle that came from

Gilgamesh. Everybody turned towards him as he scratched the back

of his head.

"Yeah, about that," he started. "We don't actually know where Druig

is."

Pollo didn't even have to hear what he would say next to know

exactly where this was going. He found himself still looking at his

hands, trying to melt into the chair he was on. He should've known

that Druig, a er doing a whole speech about not agreeing with the

rules of the Eternals, would not have let anybody inside his village.

Even less if there was a chance they might tell Ikaris and bring him

with them. He was the only Eternal, apart from Druig, obviously, who

knew how to find that village. And gosh, did he not want to betray the

trust of the man he hated by telling all those people.

"What do you mean, you don't know?" Questioned Ikaris with a harsh

tone.

He should've admitted the truth immediately, instead of letting

Gilgamesh doing it did him, yet he found himself unable to do so. If

he told them he'd live with Druig for some time, even without

mentioning it was for more than a century, they would ask question.

Wonder what he was doing here. What the nature to his relationship

with Druig was. He didn't have the answers to any of those questions

and really feared having to think of them. He'd just miraculously got

saved from a panic attack, he didn't need another one so quickly!

"Druig is the one who came to see us," explained Gilgamesh. "He

never told us where he lived. But..."

He looked at Pollo for a second, hesitating. While he approached his

loyalty, he knew that it was too late to hide it, now. The other Eternals

had noticed that little exchange and they'd all turned towards him.

He tried to avoid their eyes, still it was almost impossible. They were

surrounding him.

"He's in the Amazon," he admitted, not wanting to go into details.

"Right where we le  him." a3

He saw the way Kingo looked at him and knew he wanted to say that

Druig was the one who had le , yet he corrected himself before he

could say it. "How do you know that for sure?"

He swallowed his saliva, feeling his hand trembling. He grabbed it,

trying to stop it before anybody could notice. "I lived with him. For a

few years."

"You did?" Wondered Sersi out loud, surprised. "Then you should be

the one to talk to him. Sprite can make us disappear so we'll still be

there, but he's more likely to listen to you. You two have always

been... friends. And a er the last time he saw us, I don't think having

a conversation will be his first thought."

What he'd feared would happen had happened. He didn't want to do

that. Not now, not ever. He couldn't. If they spoke, he would cry. No,

he would scream. Or maybe he would laugh? He didn't know what he

would do. But it wouldn't be good. Still, by the way the others were

looking at him, he knew he didn't have a choice. Unless he wanted to

tell them what had happened between the two of them. And that was

really the last thing he wanted. The last thing a er talking to Druig, of

course. Already, he could feel his heart aching. Slowly, the anger that

had disappeared a er Sersi had told them the truth started to come

back. But so did all the other emotions. The sadness. The confusion.

Oh, there was a lot of confusion. Too much.

He didn't want to talk to Druig. Not alone.
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