DENIAL AND REGRETS:
[bookmark: _GoBack]A tale of two sisters, in mind though not in flesh. And of the mistakes they made.
---
THAT METAL BOY

Hey,
Would you like to live forever?

Maybe
Not forever
But live longer anyways

Forever sure is a long
Long
Time
-

“Poor kid,” he says. “Died too young; was robbed of his future. And only fourteen years old!”

There’s a crowd gathering to see the corpse being taken away. 

A young boy. Fourteen. My heart pounds, this rhythmic beat that takes the form of words that scream It’s him It’s him It’s him

I push my way forward the crowd, brushing past bare skin and metal.

There’s the boy. Hair the color of the night and eyes as pale as the moon.

Not him. I heave a sigh of relief, only to be regarded with questioning looks from the people surrounding me.

I duck my head back into the crowd. It’s not him, and that’s all that matters. I don’t really want to be here when the collectors come and burn his body. 

I had enough of mourning. Mother wanted a grand funeral when she died. She got it, just didn’t get the attendance she’d always dreamt of.

She should have expected it, the moment she decided that we weren’t good enough, That I wasn’t good enough.

Jealousy is always such a wretched thing, isn’t it? She burned with it; burned with envy as she watched her daughter save her only son while she stood helpless. Watching. Jealous.

Mother says I’m not supposed to use my intellect for such things. That this is morally wrong. But how could letting my own brother die before my eyes be fine?

She says there were other ways of helping him. She says that instead of helping, I destroyed him.

I know that’s impossible.

How can you destroy someone you love?

I make my way past the towering buildings, most of them tall glass skyscrapers that came as close as the Tower of Babel to seemingly reaching the heavens.

And there, sitting right on a patch of grass, is my brother.
-
A child made out of flesh and metal.

Forged. Something stronger than the others, something that learnt more quickly; adapted faster.

He grins at me, showing his perfect pearly white teeth.

Teeth picked from corpses, just like how a vulture picks apart a dead man in the desert.

He raises his hand to call me. Smooth skin covers the intricate wiring that gives him his life. Blood courses through his veins of metal.

My brother.

Frankenstein’s monster, my mother calls him. She says I created a monster. 

Not that I care what she has to say. She disowned him long ago, when I brought him to her doorstep as a child revived from the dead. 

Unnatural, she hissed. 

I spat in her face.

There was no ‘unnatural’, there was only my brother. Alive. We promised each other we would do anything to protect him, but she was weak. And where she wouldn’t, I would. After all, anything was better than having a cold lifeless body of someone who did not deserve to die so soon. Even if it was just a fragment of what he was before.

He looks at me now, one of his eyes the exact same shade as mine.

I gave him my eye. Flesh was easy to obtain, but such a fragile organ was hard to come by. I wouldn’t settle for cloudy, useless eyes from rotting bodies, and so there was really only one other option.

My brother shows me a flower he picked from the field. He stares at it with a childlike wonder, one so pure it doesn’t seem to belong here.

Flowers are so pretty, aren’t they? But beauty doesn’t last forever, or at least it’s not supposed to. But I would go to my grave trying to ensure his never fades.

Run, hide, steal, lie, murder-

All just to keep him safe and sound. With me.

He smiles at me again, but this time, his eyes widen and he doubles back and slumps down.

Then he changes, morphs.

As he always does. He screams and cries and trashes, for his human body cannot handle all this machinery that forces his heart to beat, forces his lungs to contract and relax.

In. Out. In. Out.

A small price to pay, for his life. Certainly he understands that; understands that the pain is worth it. 

A small sacrifice, for me.

Especially when I’ve given so much, and asked for so little.

I’ve only ever asked for my brother back. And I’ve wrested control of his life; became his maker, his creator.

Made him alive, then made him better.

Removed the things that made him weak, then tuned him to perfection.

A complete and whole work of art.

I am not afraid. 

What is there to be afraid of?

I only know that without my brother, I would be much, much more afraid.

I had to save him, don’t you see?

There was no other option.

I needed him, to prove I was still me. To prove I still had a soul, if such an innocent creature could love me.

You understand, don’t you?

It was never my choice to make.


THE END, ALSO KNOWN AS THE BEGINNING

“You were always too bright for this world. So you made your own.”

Always wanting
Always taking
When will you ever learn to give?

-

I’m sorry.

I know I shouldn’t have done it. 

But I have. And now there’s nothing that can be done to stop it.

People warned me. But I was too blinded by my success, too astounded by my exponentially growing fame, that I wanted more. And now it’s too late.


It was always a matter of ‘maybe’; of hope. It was uncertain, and maybe it was this exact feeling of creating history that drove me along my path. Drove me into a world of my own, hell-bent on finishing what people started long ago.

Then I fell, like how a shooting star falls to Earth; garnering speed and crashing into the ground at such an impact that it splinters, and breaks into a thousand pieces.

I’m so sorry.

I wanted the world to be a better place, a place where our own inventions take form, and a place where nothing was impossible. Now reversing this would be impossible.

I once told my younger brother not to be scared of me, that I would never hurt him. But now I know the truth. That I would, and that I did hurt him. I destroyed his life, stole the breath away from his youthful lungs. And now I’m afraid of myself.

What have I done?

Did I do what I was supposed to do?

I suppose I did. But what now?

My brother, who believed so much in me, doesn’t even remember me. All he remembers is cold, freezing cold.

Sister, he said, moments before. Sister, I’m scared. Don’t leave me.


And I didn’t. I stayed. But he left me instead.

Then the rest too followed, all believing that I was some kind of brilliant genius, who was capable of playing god. But man was not supposed to hold the fate of life and death in their incapable hands, and that was a lesson I learnt the hard way.

I’m a monster. I created this.

My eyes remain fixated on my brother, observing him. There’s a small part of me which knows it’s futile, but I can’t help but hope that he would somehow miraculously recall everything. That he would sit up and give me a big smile that I’ve missed for too long.

That my brother would return to me.

We’re in a small, enclosed room. He lies on a bed, stiff and unmoving, his eyes wide open and staring at me. He’s a shell of what my brother used to be; his body preserved wholly by the liquid nitrogen, but lacking that youthful essence which made him my brother.

I take a moment to marvel at the fact that I, technically, did it. Successfully revived my brother, who underwent cryogenic preservation decades ago. Not only him, but so many others.

But what was the point in bringing them back? They had lost what made them human, all the memories of their past. They had forgotten emotion. He had forgotten me.

Sister, he says. What will happen after? He looks nervous, but I can tell he’s forcing himself to be calm. For my sake. Then we’ll be together, as always. I smile at him, tucking his hair behind his ear. We’ll always be together, I promise, even as the light leaves his body. As his heart stops pounding. As the blood drains out of his face. 

We’ll always be together, I promised.

And we are, but not in the way that matters.

I step out of the room, into an empty hallway. Lined by door after door after door, with patients in a similar state to my brother all lie, eyes open but unseeing. Hearts beating but unfeeling.

You did this.

And now they all must pay for a sin that isn’t theirs.
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