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A Journey’s Step


The lines on the walkway were perfectly spaced. Slightly broken but you could pace your steps so you would never walk on one. Most of the time, you could even stop looking at them and with a perfect tempo, you would keep your feet clean of the evil lines! It would also be possible to count them and calculate the distance.


“I went as far as six hundred and eighty-six lines! How many did you cross today?” Asked Torin out loud.


Although, no one was around to hear his ridiculous question. A question that no one would really have been able to understand without having to ask other questions. Mostly about his sanity. 


Anyway, others were always disconnected from what he thought. They would have easily judge what he had to say or even assert that he would not belong to the group.


Lines. More lines.


“What kind of people takes time to focus that much on such stupid activity?”



  Only the ones that avoid the proper subject.



The voice echoed for a long time in Torin’s head. It was a long time since he had heard it that loud. It was a voice from the inside. A voice from a part of him that was pushed away. A voice from whom Torin wasn’t sure he should listen again.


He pushed the voice away and continued to walk. Concentrating on the lines was easier than thinking about the voice. Although, some memories were difficult to keep at bay and he had a flash back about a moment when he was looking at himself in the mirror and he was sure there was someone next to him. But the mirror was showing nothing. The voice was resonating in his head at the very moment, telling him to trust it and not fear it. It was difficult not to, for there were not many proofs of that. 


Torin crossed a street. More lines.


It had been complicated to accept that there was such a voice in him. The fear of it had been only his, because the voice had never pushed him further than he had wanted to. He had many conversations with it and he had learned more than he could have done with books. The voice had a knowledge that was larger than his reality. It could show him images in his head, bring sensations on his skin and make him smell flowers in the middle of winter. 


But that time had come and go and Torin had claimed his thoughts for his own only.



  It is always your choice to listen or not but noises rarely care about who they annoy.



“You’re not annoying,” he answered mechanically.



  Really? You know you just stepped on a line.



Just as the voice said it, Torin looked down and saw he had stepped on a line on the walkway.


“You did it on purpose!” Said Torin, sharply.



  Accusations! Already? It’s interesting that your anger comes forward toward me and that you are still listening to me. Why not push my voice back into the buzzing sound of leaves in the wind? They cover so much.



Torin did not reply. He knew that arguing with himself would not be a good idea. He remembered the times when the voice told him that his name was Lielka and that he was a distinct person. He had access to any thoughts, feelings and memories Torin had. Lying was impossible. 



  Still trying to understand how I know? Didn’t we have that conversation a long time ago?



“It’s not that easy to accept that your mind is actually a living part of yourself that can access to all your secrets.”



  Secrets do not exist between us. What replace them are misinterpretations, mistrust and denial.



Denial.


A word that made Torin shiver. A simple three-syllable word that provoked again a shout in his head. Suddenly, the walkway seemed different. There was no more interest in it, no more purpose of counting lines. Around him, there were trees, a few patches of grass, a road, buildings, cars parked here and there. A half-residential and commercial avenue. 


There was a sadness in the moment. Lielka shared the feeling, not with his voice but like a heart could touch another heart.


“Where am I?” He asked, trying to find something to anchor his confusion to.


He was lost. Again.


But not just lost physically into the world, lost into an ocean of denial. A sensation he did not think could come back.


Around him, the nature seemed empty. Trees were only trees. They had lost the magical presence has children of Earth. The wind was bypassing him instead of gently caressing his hair and skin. Buildings looked like empty vessels. 


Was he really there? Torin could not know. The presence of Lielka was the only point of reference he could sense. Like a compass in a foggy day. The sole instrument that could really help him find his way. 


“To lead where exactly?”


The question was vomited like a disgusting bite from a dish he ordered too often. Again, Lielka did not talk. Strange, he would have liked to dive in immediately. Torin could feel his presence next to him. There was no visible aspect to Lielka. Not like he could see a tree. Torin did not know the word for it, but it felt like if the wind has decided to be heavy and concentrated. Torin could also swear that it was slightly warmer at that place, but even with his hand at the exact place where Lielka’s presence was, he could not assert that it was really warmer. 



  Still testing if I can be humanly real? You know that I am not subject to the same physical laws that your senses are.



“Indeed. I am still testing,” said Torin with a bit of shame.


He did look elsewhere, trying to humanly prevent Lielka from seeing it in his face. But trying to hide was futile.


“I am sorry,” he replied, thinking back about how secrets could not be possible between the two of them.



  At least you are noticing my presence.



There was sorrow in Lielka’s voice. A pain that Torin had not noticed first. Torin realized that Lielka’s feelings were also as genuine as his, but lost in denial and avoiding. He could not have sensed them even if they were inside him. How could he have noticed them if he was unable to accept his own?


His shame moved to another level. He could see Lielka’s insistence to talk to him. Not to shut off again. It was hard. 


It brought up their last conversation. The moment when Torin had had enough of being so open with Lielka that he had decided to completely ignore him. He could not prevent Lielka to know what he was thinking and feeling but it was his choice to stop listening. Lielka’s voice and presence had faded away. 


Slowly, Torin breathed in and out. It was not a matter of convincing himself, but more of accepting the fact that his life was like this. There were elements that he had control and others not. 


From Lielka’s teaching, each human was in a similar situation where the mind was indeed a presence inside but not everybody could have such connection from both sides. Either the mind or the body had no interest or capacity to do it. Sometimes even both.


Torin had wished, more than once, not to know this. Not having to care and deal with this situation. Again Lielka had told him that it was not a matter of choice that the connection was there. The only choice was to listen to it or not. But sooner or later, it would create noises and noises could be difficult to ignore. The curious nature of humans pushed them to understand but once a side knew how to communicate, it was difficult to willingly not use it.



  Gifts rarely have the shape and texture we enjoy. Although, we rarely know what would make us happy.



“What is important is what we can do with the gift,” said Torin, thinking back of another previous conversation with Lielka.


Both Torin and Lielka smiled. Facing each other in an unknown way.


“I’m sorry that I ignored you for so long. I don’t know why I did it. Maybe I was just angry,” said Torin.


The apologize was genuine, but he could still feel bad about it and part of him was still saying that it was a mistake to do this.



  Only when lost can we find our way back. But it may not be easy to find this way when we don’t know we are lost and that we have the compass inside us.



“It must have been difficult to stay in my shadow all that time. How long was it? Six years?” Said Torin, while his throat was contracting. Swallowing was more difficult.



  Almost seven.



“Seven years…”


Torin paused, fighting tears that pushed their way up and he did not turn his head away this time.


“I’ve lost all that time to do what? Count lines? I am not even sure I built something worthy in that time. I’m not sure I can fix this and move on.”



  Let us not go to the future yet. I’m not ready to say that you lost years. I believe you have learned in a different way and even if it was excruciating not to share directly with you, I was never far away. Can you really say what kept you away?



“What do you mean? I was mad and lost and I pushed you away like an old toy.”


Tears were now running on Torin’s face and he quickly brushed them away in case someone would see him cry.



  Stay with me Torin. Stay in the now. I want you to breathe and tell the name of what is holding you back.



Torin trusted his mind and took three long breaths and gathered memories. Other thoughts were fighting to prevent him going that way. Pain, sadness, stress, running away, emptiness, denial.


The name came forward, but Torin was not able to say it out loud. It holds so much power.



  Tell her name.



Lielka’s voice echoed again in him with has much power. He wanted to fight it but Lielka’s voice broke all resistance and the word got free.


“Fear!”


Time stopped and they did not say anything else, but it was not silenced. There was much more that voice could not express. Torin’s body began to shiver and his posture changed like if a heavy burden has been put on his shoulder and back. One that he thought was out of his way for a long time, still tied to him like a rock. Slowing him down as he tried to go on with his life.


“Is that supposed to make me feel better? I feel more miserable than ever. Should I thank you for that?” He said with sharp eyes.



  Perhaps. How can we make it lighter if we don’t even notice it? Bear in mind that I do travel with the same burden for I am as part of you as Fear is.



“I hate that word. Why is there so much power in it? Can’t you just get rid of it so we can go on? Can’t you just cast it away? I know you can!”


Torin’s knew that his wish was foolish, but he had to ask. He knew that Lielka could do much more than speaking to him.



  It would be the easy road and it is tempting but it is a road controlled by Fear herself. She will let us start, feeling good and relieved, but at some point, she will come back, stronger, to play with us once more.



“But that is not fair! It’s pure evil! Why does such… Thing! Exist?”


Anger was rising in Torin’s body. He was even able to stand straight again.


“We should fight it!”


Torin was ready, but he could sense that Lielka was not sharing his opinion. If someone else could see Lielka, they would describe his posture as calm and posed. No aggressiveness could be read from his body and feelings. Although, there was power emanating from Lielka and it did not come from anger.


“How can you be like this? Don’t you want to finish this war? For war it is!”



  There is no pride in war. There is never a winning side. Fear is not an enemy Torin. She is part of life and who we are. Indeed, she has a lot of power but only because we allow it. It is a shared power, Torin.



At that point, Torin fixed the presence of Lielka. The way he pronounced his name was making waves in his body. Like if there was embedded power in it and Lielka was igniting it each time.


“But then, this is a never ending fight…”



  Not a fight, a journey. Fear cannot be set aside nor can we let her fully dictate who we are. It is a give and take dance. A dance on perpetual edges.



“I don’t know how to dance,” replied Torin, thinking back of a school dance where he had decided not to go for fear of looking ridiculous. 


“Oh, but that must not be that kind of dance, does it?” He asked back while Lielka was smiling.



  In fact, it is much more similar than you think. It is an exchange of move, where each partner will put forward their best and worst, where opportunities will be captured and missed. It is a form of symbiosis, led by emotions.



Lielka must have seen his puzzled face expression because he kept talking.



  It is like a couple. Each needs the other one to go further than by their own.



“I need to go on a date with Fear?”



  Exactly!



“Really? How is that supposed to help? It’s not like she is right here next to me.”



  Maybe.



“What are you thinking?” Asked Torin. “You seem to have an idea and I am not sure I like what I feel about it now.”


Lielka did not talk but Torin could see the idea forming in his head. 


“I’m not sure I like what you are suggesting. Can this even be done? Why aren’t you applying it to yourself?”



  I cannot take physical form as you. I am not bound to the same laws as you are. Although, Fear comes from both worlds. Yours and mine. She is actually part of what binds us.



“Is that even allowed?”



  In the quest of self, only self can give permission.



Torin did not like the idea. For what he could understand, Lielka could give a form to Fear. A piece of magic that only Lielka could do. Torin knew that his mind possessed unexplainable capabilities, but that idea exceeded Torin’s range of imagination. Although, his own limits could not count as limits for everyone.


“And what will we do if it works?”



  Continue on the journey. Explore Fear like never before. You are ashamed you lost precious time in the last seven years. The only way I see is to dive into Fear, embrace her and learn how to dance. There is no book or class for that, only practice.



“I’m not sure Lielka. This seems risky. What if I fail? What if I lose myself again? What if…”


Torin stopped himself. He could feel fear building in him. Settling in his stomach, threatening to become hard rock, preventing him from moving any further.



  You see the power Fear has? Even unshaped, she can lurk everywhere. By giving her a shape, we can learn to dance on the same floor.



Both Torin and Lielka looked at each other. For a moment, the veil of both worlds slightly lifted and Torin was sure he could see the form of a face. The eyes fixed him, solely acknowledging the moment and the heaviness of the situation. Both knew that it was an unknown path. Something that had not been attempted and from which both of them could fail. They recognized that Fear could overwhelm them and that they could end up in the land of the lost. A land where they could not be the compass of each other and from which they could never meet again.


It would be worse than dying, for they would be lost into Fear’s desires.


Although, not taking this journey now would only delay the moment. Fear already had a huge impact on both of them. Now was as good as any future moment. Even better, since they were both alive and aware of it. A precious gift that not everybody had.


After what seemed like hours, Torin nodded, his hand clutched on his stomach. He trusted Lielka. He knew that this moment should not be delayed. It was time to take risks and dare to face the many shapes of Fear. 



  Let us invite Fear.



*    *    *

“I think that here would not be a proper place to do it. I am starting to feel cold and I bet someone is looking at a weird guy speaking alone and arguing with himself,” said Torin with a twisted smile.


The day had come and go in a flash. The conversation between Torin and Lielka had taken more time than both would dare to admit. Torin head back home, mainly in silence. It took him a few minutes to find he had walked far into a distant part of the city limit. Way further than he thought he had.


The sun was almost set when he got back. Torin could feel the presence of Lielka in the house as he was getting something to eat. It was like having a friend in the house that knew where to go because he was coming over often. Although, this friend had no physical needs and was thinking about the best way to execute their plan.


Torin still felt a bit awkward about his link with Lielka. It had been decades it had been established between them but a part of him had never truly been convinced. Was it real? Was it a voice his imagination was creating to give answers to his fantasy? It’s not like everyone was bursting about that. According to Lielka, there were many others like the two of them in the world. A notion Torin was not ready to accept, but he was not ready to say that none of it was fake. There had been many moments when he had received proofs of Lielka’s existence. Not the kind of proof he could brandish on the news, but proofs that meant something for him.


Anyway, does all that had really caused any problem? Lielka was not the kind to take him over and do crazy stuff like we can see in horror movies. He had always coached him with fair counsels and, without him, he would not have gotten far in his life. 


Torin trusted Lielka.


“Can I get you anything?” he asked Lielka.



  Only your full presence when you are ready.



“Are you nervous?”


Torin asked only to engage the conversation for he perfectly knew that Lielka was nervous. He himself shared it very much. But staying in silence was harder.



  Of course. I also have my doubts about it. I am not totally sure how I should proceed or how I will deal once it’s here.



“What do you mean? Aren’t you going to have control over it?”


Torin knew the answer before he ended his question.


“What? You won’t? How can that be? Isn’t it going to be your creation? You will be able to cast its form away, returning it to whatever form it currently has? You’re not serious aren’t you?”



  Torin. I believe you are overreacting right now. Surely you already know that in order to have a full experience, we need to let it go. If I still have a leash on it, how will that serves us? Nobody can state that they have faced a lion while it is in a cage!



“I’m not ready for this,” said Torin while his stomach started to be upset and he felt he was about to throw up his quick dinner.



  Nobody is. Are you going to run away once more? And wait seven years to hear my whispers? We may never have this opportunity again, and this is a unique one. One that I have no knowledge about.



“Maybe because nobody survived the process,” said Torin while settling himself in a couch. “I guess some of them may be in a house full of crazy people. It is not a simple thing to invite Fear to a party. I’m not sure everybody will have fun.”



  From what I hear, you are already embodying Fear and it is a good sign. It means Fear itself is not sure. That may give us the clue I was waiting. If Fear is not sure about being shaped, it means we have some power too. It means we can actually dance.



“Tricky. Freaky. Crazy.”


It was a go no-go situation. There were a lot of things in Torin’s head in conflict with this. Was he ready to let that moment go? Continue to pride himself on counting lines?


“Well, I guess I will learn to dance. I’ll hold you to that! How should we proceed?”



  Like I said, all I need is your presence and be with me. I need you, as Torin, to believe what we are doing. We are shaping Fear to the world so she can have her own voice and body to explore and expose fears so at the end, we can embrace them and dance.



“Ok,” confirmed Torin after a moment, slowly swallowing.


Torin could still feel fear inside of him but he focused his intention as Lielka asked. He had seen his mind shape other things over the years, but never something that complex. The air in the room felt a little colder, he could see parts here and there shimmering. He could also feel the energy around him moving like waves of different textures. Heat, cold, liquid, sticky, sharp. There was something that started to take form in the middle of the living room.


Torin found himself bringing back his legs from the ground like if it would suddenly turn into lava. He could feel the urge of Lielka to focus his mind and Torin did the best he could not to care about what was going on in front of him but focusing only to what Lielka had asked.


Although, his focus moved to a memory back in his early moment of acknowledging Lielka’s presence. He had just watched a movie at the theatre. One fantasy movie about two people sharing their love and life through a mental link and how they were able to feel life in a way that nobody else was able to do it. Torin had been moved by it, wanting to have such link with someone some day. Then Lielka’s voice had started to come in, like if he had just started a conversation with someone next to him. The funny part was that he had realized he was talking to him the whole way back home before he had noticed that there had been no one else next to him.


There was a last doubt, a remnant of a what if, before Torin felt a huge leap of faith and trust. Everything went silent for a moment, perfectly still. Like time had stopped itself a second to focus on the moment. It ended when Torin felt genuine fear from Lielka. Like if the strong and confident mind had lost all control over himself. 



  It’s happening.



Indeed, the shimmering increased and the house shook a little as the called energy was finally smashed together. There was an intense flash of light and the moment after there was a body on the floor, a few feet from Torin. 


Dressed in white clothes was a woman that started breathing and shaking her body. Torin was tempted to help her, but what stopped him was Lielka. In fact, he felt him more afraid than what Torin was. Which did not help at all.


The woman slowly got up. The white dress was long and covering every aspect of her body, except her face. Which, according to Torin, was gorgeous and Torin’s heart raced a little when she looked directly at him.


“Well, I hope that is not how you think I was born. And what is that? A white dress?” She said while turning on herself to inspect its aspect.


The woman gave a sharp look at Torin and quickly too in the direction where the presence of Lielka was.


“Thank you almighty summoners for bringing me to life! I have been trapped for eras in limbo!” Said the woman with a deep and funny voice.


“Hugh?”


“It was worth doing it just to see your face dear,” said the woman while coming closer to Torin. “I just bullshit you by the way so get yourself together and stop fixing me like I’m a porn star or something. I’m way more than that. Don’t you agree?” She asked with a smile that was not totally welcoming. Like if Torin was about to be in trouble.


The woman turned into Lielka who most likely had a similar expression than Torin.


“Thank you for such a generous offer. I could not resist. I’m so happy that you got caught in my little game earlier. For a moment, I thought that this down player over here was about to convince you to wait. Yeah. Sorry. Did manipulate you a bit. Your frights are different, but you’re not a good, dancer, like you said? You have much to learn boys, and it’s not a beginner’s class.”


Torin looked at Lielka, but could not make a real contact. His own body was about to fail him. He was so stressed that his heart was racing like never before. His shirt was all wet with sweat. For what he cared, he had just invited the devil in his home.


“The devil? Really, that is not a nice way to describe me,” said the woman while she turned her attention back to Torin. “I’m not that bad,” she replied sweetly. “Well, maybe a bit but only because people give me so much. I just can’t resist experimenting. It’s like an all you can eat buffet! Speaking of that, both of you are tasty. What should we do first?”


While asking, the woman came closer to Torin and seated herself next to him. At the same time, her white dress morphed into a more fitted white garment that left no doubt about her feminine attributes. She was close enough that her knee slightly touched his. She was looking at him with flirting eyes but Torin was petrified more than he had ever been next to a girl. There was something different about this one, and he had no idea how to react.


“Cute. Really. That kind of funny feeling that you’re not sure if you should talk or make a move back that you are sweating more than usual and that your thoughts are just as useless as a broken car. I find it attractive. We’ll have fun. I feel it,” she said with a tiny voice, almost giggling.


*    *    *


  You are not what I had in mind.



“Not in mind? How funny coming from you. Of course I am what you have in mind. I am Fear!”


When pronouncing her name, a knot formed in Torin and Lielka’s plexus.


“Ah! All these tensions are killing me boys! Come on! Move a bit, eat something or at least talk! I don’t want to do all the job! Give me something to work with. Boring. Boring. Boring.”


Fear started to pace around the living room, looking for something interesting to be a challenge.


“Fear?” Asked Torin with a tiny voice.


“Yes?” Replied Fear with shiny eyes. She came closer and knelt on both knees before him, waiting for a treat.


“I am not sure I understand how you happen to be here. I mean. In this form.”


Torin knew it was a stupid question to ask. But there was a tiny bit of courage left in him to try and talk. Maybe it would lead to answers. Or at least shake Lielka enough to fix the situation. The smile on Fear’s face disappeared and she pushed her head back, becoming very stiff with a touch of surprise.


“That is a weird question. He did it!” She pointed Lielka. “While using your volition.” She pointed at Torin. “Simple. Not even an ounce of me in that. That is the weird part.”



  Why do you believe you’re here, my lady?



“Don’t lady me! Oh well, I’m sorry. Please lady me at will. I find it suitable, on a second thought. Don’t look at me so surprised! I’m barely aware of this form. I can’t know everything about it in an instant. As for your answer, I believe I’m here to play. You started a game where I will be the ruler. Is it not?”



  I have not started a game. I only provided a form for you to fully interact with us.



“And?” Asked Fear with a movement of the hand.


“And we are to explore fear…”
Fear interrupted him by looking at Torin in a way that told him he had said something rude.


“I mean, explore what frightens us and dance.”


“Do not test me young man. For I am as old as time and even the strongest man bows to me.”



  By no means did we want to offend you. If a game it is, then yes it is a game.



“Finally! Some fun. Although I’m not sure where to begin.”



  Why not start with some rules?



Fear got up and took two steps toward Lielka. Very slow and perfectly paced. The kind of walk you know you are on a fine line. A line no one wants to cross.


“Rules? There are no such rules. None that you will be able to manipulate. That was what you said. You wanted a full experience in an unbiased way. Well, I’m here. Shall we play?”


“How long will this last? I’m not sure I will have time for all that.”


“Did he not listen?” Asked Fear to Lielka. “Or have you not told him the whole story?”



  I said it is a journey for it is a never ending dance.



“Good. That part you get right. It will never end,” said Fear back to Torin.


“But how will I go to work and pay bills and…”


“My dear,” interrupted Fear, “I’m not going to keep you locked in here. It would be much more difficult to play in this house. We can do some warm up, but the real game is out there! I am everywhere and out there is a playground that will provide all we need to shape your challenges. Which I believe we can start now. Enough talking. I feel a lot of stress around you, young man. It is a good warm up and I think I’ll start with you. We need to know each other a bit more before I can truly dance.”



  I’ll be watching on you, Torin.



“Yes, watch all you want. I’ll be there for you too. We already know each other from a long time, but even you have not dared to take some steps and you will face me in due time. Don’t try to stop me either. I’ll know.”


“So… how should we proceed?” Asked Torin, clutching his jaw to stop his chattering teeth.


“Bravery? Again? Well, you are full of surprises young man. I’m not going to tell you all my little secrets. Not yet. I’ll let you discover me, but at my pace. Let’s see how we can start the ball. Sleep well boys!”


Without a sound, Fear disappeared from the living room.


“She is not gone, is she?” Asked Torin, trying to convince himself.



  Indeed, she is not. She is listening to us at any moment. Or not. I am not sure. We provided her with means to interact directly with us. It is not changing the essence of who she is. Shaped or not, Fear is everywhere.



“I am not sure that this is a good idea, but I guess we have no choice now,” said Torin while massaging his head. “How do you think she will challenge us? Any idea?”



  To be honest no. I am not in a known zone either.



“What happened to the almighty Lielka?”



  That is the vision you have of me Torin. But remember that I have explored my fears for a long time. I have knowledge of it, and I have learned to dance. Do not despair. The road is not as bumpy as it looks.



“That is enough for tonight Lielka. I’m tired and my brain will likely start to create more hallucinations. I suppose that a never ending dance has some pauses?”



  Yes, but don’t think she will grant them at the moment you ask. Fear is restless and will not give up at the moment you will.



“Really cheerful. Good night.”
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