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‘I should have known it would come to this eventually…’
	 Faust sighed, the wrinkles on his face becoming more pronounced with his frown. His amber eyes dulled as he calmly walked along a trail of destruction amidst the forest around him. His hair seemed more gray than normal. Cold night winds greeted him, ruffling his tie and making the collar of his brown coat flutter while the pocket watch attached to his trousers were blown back. 
‘Lucia and Alistair were old, but I didn’t think their deaths would come so soon,’ Faust thought regretfully, the graves of his two old friends surfacing in his mind. ‘If only we had arrived at the cottage sooner, then perhaps the three of us could have told Wagner together.’
	Wagner, his grandson in all but blood and student in the mystic arts had not taken the deaths of his adoptive parents well. By Faust’s estimate, Lucia and Alistair should have had another at least a few more years left to live according to what he gleamed from the glow of their souls. So, Wagner was completely surprised to return from his training only to find an empty cottage when he and Faust arrived at the outskirts of Dresden, Germany. To see strangers debating over Lucia and Alistair’s belongings only to learn they passed away not too long ago was an even greater shock. The only saving grace Wagner and Faust had was that the former’s adoptive parents, the very people who found him without any memories of his past and raised him as their own, passed away in their sleep from old age peacefully. Unfortunately, that left the amber-eyed old man to unveil a harsh truth to his apprentice alone. He, Alistair, and Lucia had planned to tell Wagner the together and ease him into the concept of eternity as soon as the child’s training had ended.
Alas, fate had other plans. Such was common in the life of an Immortal.
BOOM
	Snapped out of his musings, Faust’s attention was caught by the sight of a bright light going off in the distance. From it, sprang what appeared to be a miniature star of bright yellow which rapidly expanded for a few moments before fading away. In the star’s wake, a large section of the forest had been turned to ash as a crater the size of a house was formed. Nearby, the old man could see a familiar mop of white that stood out in the night. A boy clad in a simple tunic and trousers and looked to be no less than eight had his hand outstretched with smoke emanating from it.
	As expected, Wagner was using the unique powers he had to vent.
“W-What do you mean we can’t bring them back?”
“As much as you desire it, one cannot mess with the balance of life and death, not even those with powers over the mystic arts such as us, Wagner.”
“Not even you? You’re strong, right, Gramps? One of the greatest wizards on the planet? So, you’ve got to know something.”
“Perhaps. However, even my mastery over those arts is not infallible. As much power and skill as a I possess, there are acts I simply cannot perform.”
“T-Then, we could find another wizard. Who knows, there might be one out there who can-”
“Boy, I’m afraid there aren’t any others.”
“What?! B-B-But….you, Mom, and Dad said there were more of us. You just haven’t found them yet….right?”
“While it pains me to admit this, Boy, I have not seen anyone like us for the past millennia. I have wandered the earth, and the only other one I have encountered is you. As far as I can tell, we are the only ones left.”
“No way…”
“I am sorry, Wagner, but that is the reality we are facing now.”
“You lied…”
“Yes, I have, and I can only apologize for my actions.”
“You lied…Mom and Dad did too…”
“For Alistair and Lucia, I shall take the blame. They only abstained from saying anything under my suggestion.”
“You lied….ALL OF YOU LIED!!!”
	“Wagner, wait! Come back!”
Faust frowned sadly at the sight of Wagner’s tear-stricken face. The grieving boy lashed out, a golden yellow hue surrounding his arm before he punched forwards. Several trees were ripped straight out of the ground for their trouble while Wagner just continued to swing his arms.
Faust gulped. ‘Well, Old Man, it’s now or never.’
Clearing his throat, the amber-eyed old man called out, “Wagner! Please, I ask that you cease using your magic. While I can understand your grief, there is no need to take it out on the land.”
Suddenly, Wagner stood ramrod straight. His pupils contracted into a smaller form before he turned around to face Faust. He leveled a teary-eyed glare at the man before shouting, “Just leave me alone!”
	A white glow surrounded Wagner’s hand before rearing his arm back in a throwing motion. Within his palm, a sphere of white formed and crackled with energy. He then threw it at Faust.
	In spite of the threat it presented, Faust remained unfazed. ‘Powerful, but an ultimately straightforward use of Ether.’
	Ether. 
It was a strange energy that could be found everywhere, yet only perceived and utilized by Immortals. Faust likened Ether to chaos given form. If mortals followed the natural order of the universe, then it was the exact opposite for Immortals because of their ability to interact with that energy. Upon learning to harness Ether into his body, Faust learned that he could enact a change upon reality based on what kind of alterations he desired to make and the amount of Ether used. The only real limit he could find was the need for energy and how far his own imagination could go.
And with his immortality, Faust had all the time in the world to learn and build up his imagination.
Calmly walking forward, Faust simply continued to approach his student while his hand turned a jade color with a yellow aura surrounding it. The old man simply bat aside the orb and sent it flying to his left where it burst in a shower of sparks that pulverized the ground it impacted. He simply did the same to all the other bolts of energy thrown at him.
“Go away!” the boy shouted. 
	Wagner’s hands glowed again as he planted them both on the ground. The earth ruptured and shook until an entire column of stone spires began erupting from the ground and traveled towards Faust.
	However, the old man was undeterred. He kept walking forward and had his hand outstretched. As soon as the spires made contact with his hand, they decayed and became dust. “Wagner, please! There’s something I have to tell you. I promise there will be no more lies and secrets between us!”
	“Liar!” Wagner shouted back. This time, his eyes glowed gold alongside his arms. Palms open, he extended them forward as a river of flames flowed forth and scorched the earth in front of him. 
	‘Oh dear.’ Faust grimaced as he saw the fire ignite more of the earth and nearby grass.
	His own eyes glowed gold as a familiar aura surrounded his hands. Snapping his fingers, a set of dark clouds suddenly formed over the area. Rain fell down hard and fast, keeping the flames under control while Faust had another hand forming a barrier that kept Wagner’s stream of fire at bay. He just continued to walk forwards until he got closer to Wagner. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]The boy turned to run and make his way to the woods only to be stopped when Faust flickered to life in the space directly behind him and put a hand on his shoulder. 
“Let go of me!” 
Wagner slapped Faust’s hand away and took several steps back. However, he did not run. Instead, he chose to wipe his teary and red eyes with his arm before giving the old man another glare.
Faust’s eyes softened as he beheld the boy in front of him, a stark contrast to the cheerful and happy-go-lucky lad he had been traveling with for a few years now.  “Wagner, if you have no desire to see me again, that is alright. However, there is something which needs to be said.”
CRACKLE
Suddenly, Wagner’s hands were covered in golden sparks which only intensified in size and volume. A moment later, it covered his entire body before pointing the index finger of his left hand directly at Faust. The energy then gathered to a fine point and started to grow into a crackling ball of golden lightning.
“Go away! I don’t wanna hear it,” Wagner shot back. As dangerous as what he was doing would be to a normal human, Faust was anything but that. He knew the old man was much stronger than him. So this wouldn’t be any different.
Though that didn’t mean he wouldn’t try to at least make a mark.
Faust sighed. “While I wish it could have been under better circumstances, to keep this truth at bay any further will only do you more harm than good. Wagner…”
The amber-eyed old man unflinchingly stared into Wagner’s eyes even when the orb of lightning at his fingertip became larger than his body. 
	 “We are not wizards.”
	“W-What?” As if a switch had been flipped, Wagner suddenly stopped, an expression of shock and disbelief entering his face as his voice cracked. The energy gathered at his finger dissipated as if it never existed to begin with.
	“We are Immortals, Wagner. You are an Immortal,” Faust stated clearly.
	All was silent as Faust and Wagner stared at each other, the former in waiting and concern while the latter’s gaze held complete and utter shock. A few moments later, Wagner simply collapsed to his knees and just barely stopped himself from falling to the ground face-first with his hands. The white-haired boy’s breathing reached a rapid pace as his mind desperately tried to process what he just heard.
	“We’re….immortal?” he asked with a shaky voice.
	Faust simply nodded silently, a solemn expression on his face.
	Wagner said nothing in response, only staring at the ground with a face that looked like someone told him the world just ended.
	However, an old man with amber eyes was there to put a comforting hand on his shoulder, a way of saying the world hadn’t ended.
Faust snapped his fingers and conjured a wooden bench for himself to sit on. He then picked up the despondent Wagner and seated the boy next to himself. The old man and his apprentice simply sat in silence until the latter regained his voice.
“Before today, were you ever going to tell me that?” Wagner asked, his tone conveying a fatigue that sounded unnatural for a child.
“Yes, I was,” Faust answered. “In fact, Alistair, Lucia, and I planned to tell you together. However…life had other plans.”
Wagner just nodded silently, his expression unreadable. After a moment, he finally asked, “Why did you keep this from me for so long?”
Faust smiled sadly. “To fully explain, you’d have to listen to quite a long story. Though would you believe the gist of it is an old man’s fears and follies?”
	Wagner gave him an apathetic gaze as he crossed his arms and replied, “How will I know if you’re not hiding anything else this time? Up until today, you made me think that there were more people like us. That there were others who could understand and knew what I was. You never even told me what we really were until today….so how do I know you’re not going to lie again? Like you, Mom and Dad did? Are you going to tell me the truth? I…” His voice cracked. The boy hung his head down for a second before shaking it and then looking Faust in the eye. “I may not understand. But maybe I can if you tell me the truth. It might hurt…but it hurt to know you and them lied more.”
	As much as he tried to sound willful and stern, there was a visible trembling to his body while his voice shook as he spoke. Faust could tell he was doing everything he could to keep himself from breaking down into tears yet again. However, despite being hurt, Wagner still had the steel in him to try putting up a strong front and quelling his own nerves in spite of everything. He could tell the child wanted nothing more than to just walk away and not even speak to him, but he chose to stay anyways for the sake of the truth. That small fire in his eyes said as much.
The old man couldn’t help but feel proud of him for that. Yet, it also caused a melancholic feeling to arise within him.
	‘Still so young, and still so fragile…However, you’re also strong in your own way. Perhaps I’ve done more harm than good by trying to keep this from him?Yet…’ Faust met the eyes of his young protégé who continued to wait for an answer. ‘To keep Wagner from those pains would only serve to make him more susceptible to them in the future. It would only have hurt more…just like it did for me.’
	With his mind made up, the old man bowed his head to the boy and said, “I’m sorry.”
“What?” Wagner asked in confusion.
	Raising his head, Faust answered, “I’m sorry, Wagner. And on behalf of Alistair and Lucia, I apologize as well. To keep your nature as an Immortal secret may have been my idea, but I feel they would have wanted to do the same as I have right now if they were still here.” Gingerly, the old man took off his spectacles and looked his student in the eye. “I only wanted to protect you, but it seems I’ve only done the opposite. To be an Immortal…is one of the most painful things I can imagine.”
	An aura of melancholy surrounded Faust. “Wagner, the life of an immortal is not for the faint of heart,” he started. “When I first met you, I told you that I was an unbelievably old man. Obviously, that was the truth. However, that itself was understating things.” All of a sudden, the older Immortal seemed to age in place as a look of remembrance entered his eyes. While he may have looked like an elderly sort before, the very air about him gained a more ancient feeling to it. Noticing this, Wagner paid rapt attention to what the man was saying.
	Faust looked to the night sky and the stars above. “As an Immortal, you will see the world pass you by while you continue to remain the same, witnessing your loved ones pass on while you remain rooted to the earth. I have long forgotten the land I have originally hailed from, and that includes those I had known in the beginning. As time passed on, that cycle had only repeated.”
	Images of entire kingdoms being built from the ground up and then collapsing filled his mind. It was as if they had all been going through a slide reel on fast forward.
“You will be made to live when everything you’ve known your whole life is gone. Because I lacked an anchor, I’ve even gone mad before and done things I am not proud of.”
	The memory of many burning towns and cities sprang forth from the surface of his memories. A madman’s laughter echoed in the background, his shadow blanketing the area.
“I’ve never known how I had become this way, and I am still searching for answers. I even tried finding ways to get rid of it but have had no luck.”
	Recollections of attempts to end his own life joined the flood of thoughts going through his mind, chief among them a sword being run through his own chest.
“All I have now are just speculations and theories.”
	‘I have no proof, but that man from before might have the key. Though for all I know, he may not even be in this world any more,’ he thought to himself.
	On that faithful day, the most significant encounter he could recall was with that very man whose face he could no longer recall. A simple walk through the woods led to meeting with a stranger who seemed fairly intelligent. The two had some small talk and discussed dreams and wishes as they went towards their intended destinations. Faust remembered admitting to a desire to expand his horizons and better understand the world he lived in, to see if there was any truth to the stories of Ether recorded in his original town’s old library.
	“Hmm. A scholar true and true, Sir.”
	“I think you give me too much credit. I’m just an old man with a strong sense of curiosity.”
	“Perhaps. Though curiosity is key towards understanding the unknown. If you had the chance to see if those stories were true, would you take it?”
	“Hahaha. For an old soul like me, I would. What do I have to lose?”
	“Indeed.”
	“By the way, what’s your name, Stranger. I don’t believe we’ve been properly introduced. My name is Johan Faust.”
	“Ah. How rude of me. My name is…”
	Mephistopheles. 
A name that would continue to haunt him to this day. 
A name that he knew would have some answers Faust sought.
	Faust sighed tiredly and shook his head, dismissing his recollections. There was another matter to be sorted out first. “In the end, that lie was just a fool’s attempt at trying to delay the inevitable and preserve the innocence of another for as long as I could. Foolish it may be, I promise that I and your parents only wanted to help you, Wagner.”
	Silence passed as neither of the two Immortals spoke a word. Wagner remained pensive as he processed what he had heard.
Eventually, he said, “I just want to live and have fun with life like everyone else. Is that really so much to ask?”
Faust shook his head. “No, no it is not. That’s all any of us can ask for.”
	For the next few minutes, Faust and Wagner simply sat down and gazed at the sky above. Then, they would return to Wagner’s cottage and pack up before they traveled once more. There was still so much to do, so little time.
	
