Forgiveness

Fabricati Diem

Picky looked at the grave. He had stood there for the past half hour, just looking at it. Only his green eyes shone through the scarves and layers of black and heavy winter clothing. A light dusting of snaw was on his cp and shoulders. It was a testament to his mother, in a way, that it hadn't melted yet. It was hard to put into words exactly what Picky felt; having a hand in a killing will do that. "I have nothing more to say to you. I suppose we've all been touched. All been changed." He smiled. "I got into Two Poly for next fall!" Picky's bouquet was of white carnations, gladiolus, and cosmos. "I wish you could have been there to see the letter. I wish you could have been there for a lot of things. I hope you're all right. I hope you're safe, too." He laid the flowers down, and started to cry. "I'm sorry, for what it's worth. I'm sorry Ness couldn't stop me. I'm sorry you had to lose your hand because of me. I'm sorry for everything..." 

Picky sat there a while, just looking at the gravestone, and walked away. 

Ten minutes later, on top of what was now called Meteor Hill, Elliot stood around with his old friends.

 Or were they really old friends? They seemed like old friends, people he had known since, well, forever. And maybe that was what mattered. "It's been a month, now," Elliot finally said, when the tea had been poured and everyone was taking an occasional swig. The past years had changed him greatly. His eyes were now green, for instance, from their original black. His hair had gotten a small dusting of red, looking like dried blood coated it. Those changes hadn't been exactly subtle, but such is the cost of being Bound. 

"It has," The blonde man said, pushing up his wireframe glasses slightly. He was wearing clothes that might have seemed a bit cold for the weather- a green business suit and tie. Of course, he had bodywarmers on the inside of that. Not for nothing was Joseph Andonuts called an engineering genius by all his peers. "I wish I had something more interesting to say than that." 

"You always were forthright, Joseph," The half-bald tanned one said. He had something undefinable, even through the thick cape and layers of clothing. A bearing, one might call it. He seemed especially contrasted, opposed to Elliot's pale skin and defining color; Kato ser Dalaam seemed to be undefined compared to him. For good reason, too: Kato was pretty much the definition of undefined.  

"More like blunt," Joseph replied, and they all had a good laugh at that. 

"I'll drink to that, O prince," Elliot said. "I wonder if it's really over?"

"Perhaps. But perhaps all is never said and done." The prince sighed. "Life goes on..."

"But do we go with it? Or do we get left behind? That's what I never understood, Kato," Joseph said.

"You know what I think?" Elliot asked.

"What do you think?" Both said at once. 

"I think... We all need more tea." Everyone laughed, and walked down the hill.

The living room was a rather small affair, connected to the kitchen through a small doorway and a countertop. There was a dining table, around which everyone was sitting. It was old and scratched with the various dents and dings childhood inflicts on furniture. The smell of hot green tea filled the room, as well as this morning's toast.

More tea was poured. Kato said, "I didn't wish him any ill, you know." 

"Oh?" Joseph said. "I always thought you were the happiest of us to see him gone."

"No. Not happy. Relieved. It is always unsettling to meet someone who has made a deal with demons." Kato set down his teacup. "I suppose that seems cold." 

"Not at all," Elliot said, pouring out the rest of his thermos, and starting a kettle on the stove in the next room. "He felt vaguely... wrong when I met him. After, I mean." 

"To me, he was always, well, a rival," Joseph recalled. "Someone I could love to hate... At the same time, I realized something about him and said to myself, 'Self, there lies a sad and broken man.' And that's why I went, you know. To mourn that sad, broken man." 

Elliot nodded slowly, his eyelids heavy. Kato found himself nodding along with the others. "In fact, if anyone was glad to see him die... It was Skye," Joseph continued. "I think that to her... He was just another jerk."

"No, I was just another jerk," Elliot said. "He was a bastard. You could almost see her spit whenever the word 'deacon' was even mentioned around her. To be honest, I was surprised she had shown up at the funeral." 

And everyone nodded. 

"It's Christmas Eve tomorrow," Elliot said. "I'm thinking of going by and giving some flowers. Do you two want to come along?"

Kato sighed. "I'm sorry. I have so many things to do..." 

"I understand. Joseph?"

Joseph squirmed in his seat. "Well, it's not that I wouldn't like to, but... I want to spend Christmas with my family, you know? The one I never really had." 

Elliot smiled. "Don't feel uncomfortable about it, Joe. I know what family means. I'll send him best wishes for you." 

"That's all I could ask." Joseph stood up. "I need to go." 

"I'll see you at New Year's, then?"

"That's pretty much the time to be with friends, right? You can count on it," Joseph said. "Kato, if you wouldn't mind terribly..."

"Always." Kato and Joseph walked to Elliot's front yard, held hands, and were gone.

Elliot turned off the stove, and walked over to the bouquet he had selected personally yesterday. They were out of white tulips, so he had had to make do. He just hoped -The dead man- damnitall! Even after a month, Elliot couldn't bring himself to say the name. It wasn't surprising, necessarily, but it was nevertheless annoying. 

And after all was said and done, there was the grave. The funeral had been held a month ago. His body had been laid to rest. The snow came, a fine white sheet under which the dead all rested. Elliot looked at the graveyard, a small bouquet of white carnations and forget-me-nots. 

 Elliot had dressed himself in the tuxedo he'd bought to go to the funeral. He still remembered the way, the body fresh in his mind. Elliot didn't like doing this... But he had to.

Despite all that had happened, Elliot was still the man's friend. And this was something friends did for each other. Elliot looked at the grave, his green eyes somber and dark. 

"Well, it's Christmas Eve," he said to it. "I don't know what else to say. Picky is doing nicely in high school, and has even been accepted to a good college. Already, can you believe it?" Elliot smirked. "I suppose it comes easy with genius." He blinked back some tears. 

"I think you'd like how he's turned out. I think you'd like him a lot. I'm doing all right now, too. I managed to get some credit by exam. I'll be transferring to Two Poly soon. Come the fall. I suppose that's not too soon, but...

"I hope you're okay down there. Up there. Wherever you are. Joseph sends his regards, as does Kato. Skye, I fear, still resents you. My dad's got a big project coming up- he says it's the biggest since I became a field investigator." Elliot sighed.

"You know something? Lardna hasn't been the same without you around. She's getting even more recalcitrant, because people aren't doing what she expects." He let out a snort. "Serves her right."

"I suppose that in the end, you weren't a bad person. You were tugged about by all sorts of things, but... you didn't know. You couldn't know. In a way, you never stood a chance." Elliot brushed aside some snow that covered the epitaph. He swallowed nervously. "It's hard to imagine life without you there, man. We were always together, even at the end. Friends, rivals, and now... Nothing. Just a dead man and a living one. I suppose that's how it always goes." Elliot shrugged. "I'm trying my best to get around that. It helps if I don't go around looking for influence, but that's something I have to do, and it hurts." He pursed his lips and tried to keep holding back tears. 

"I brought you some flowers. I hope you don't mind." Elliot smiled. "After all, I don't know if anyone else is going to."

A few tears dropped to the snow. "For what it's worth, I'm sorry. You shouldn't have had to do that. If I hadn't decided to get Picky... You wouldn't have had to deal with this."

An unexpected hand touched Elliot's shoulder. "Yes, he would have."

"Skye, why are you here?" Elliot closed his eyes. 

"Because he deserves respect. For everything else he did... he got his soul. Pokey deserves respect for that."

Elliot gave off another snort. "Does he? That's good to hear from you. Well, you already know Skye. Well, sort of."

"Don't talk to the dead, Ness. After all, they might be able to hear you."

"I'm going to say what I need to, Skye. Well, as you can tell, we're getting along as we always have." Elliot laid the flowers next to the grave. 

"I wish I had gotten to know you. Maybe we could have gotten along better," Skye said.

"Maybe," Elliot said. "Well, this settles it. He really is dead. I don't know whether to celebrate or cry."

"I understand, Ness." 

Elliot looked up, his eyes full of sorrow. "Do you really?" He looked back to the grave. "Goodbye. I'll see you again soon..." He slowly trudged away. 

"Aren't you going to stay a while, Ness?" Skye said.

Elliot shook his head. "I've paid my respects. Besides... I have Christmas to look forward to. And get food for."

"On Christmas Eve? Good luck." 

Skye turned back to the grave, brushing a few stray strands of her hair aside. "Well, we never got along too well, did we? I suppose that it's all in the past for you now, though. Everything is." She looked around making sure Elliot was gone. "I brought you a flower." She got thin lipped, and pulled white tulips out of her winter parka. "For what it's worth, Paul... I forgive you, too. It's Christmas Eve. Perhaps an appropriate time for forgiveness. But... If it hadn't been for Elliot, I never would have come here. 

"Elliot moves more than he realizes... more than you realized, either. It's not that everything revolves around him, it's that he lets chips fall where they may and does what he has to. I don't know if that’s better or worse than what I do." Skye looked around. "And to be honest, you were always worth something. You just never knew it." She walked off.

And all that was left were flowers. Flowers of strength, and love, and remembrance. And most of all, a single white tulip, sitting on top of the pile. The old symbol of forgiveness. 

Rest In Peace

Paul 'Pokey' Minch
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Some energies have a spiritual source which act upon a person's soul. However, this soul does not exist ab inito, as orthodox Christianity teaches; it has to be brought into existence by a process of guided self-observation. However, this is rarely achieved owing to man's unique ability to be distracted from spiritual matters by everyday trivia.  
-- Monty Python and the Meaning of Life

~End- 'Forgiveness'~
