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“You’ll understand again when you’re older.”

“Cevahir­“

“Re­he­hen,” she brays back, and Ren can’t help but laugh a little
hiccup of noise; the sun’s going down and the air is getting cooler,
Arezou’s umbrella is hooked over his arm as he combs his hair
around his face, Nariya humming something high and sharp as they
start to point out places to stay tonight, Alemayehu’s teetering fall of
a pace slowing, jerky, as Cev reaches out in a two­handed gesture,
responsive even without moving its head, the steady stomp of
collective feet and mutual complaints and above all of that – these
are the people that have known Ren in a way no­one will again and
no­one did before, not eight years ago and never again – these are
friends and they are going home.


























