


Epilogue

Crono and Lucca lay side-by-side in the grass, stargazing. “The millenial fair,” Lucca said in wonder. It’s amazing, Crono. We’re going to be living in two different millenias. Isn’t it great?”

“Hn.” Crono didn’t talk much anymore. His voice developed strangely, and it got on his own nerves. He rarely had much to say, anyway, though he was talkative this particular night, even if talkative consisted of one sentence. “Something strange is going to happen tomarrow.”

“How do you know?”

“I just do.”

Lucca shrugged. “Actually, I have a feeling something is going to happen, too.” Then she changed the subject. “I heard the Princess ran away.”

“Hn.”

“Can you blame her? I mean, the king keeps her couped up in that castle. She must be so bored, don’t you think?”

“Hn.”

“Well, we better be getting home. I have to get up early to set up my new machine, and your mother’ll probably wake you at the crack of dawn.”

“She always does,” Crono responded, standing and offering her his hand. She grinned wickedly at him, took it, and yanked. Crono yelped, tumbling down on her. She giggled.

“Why Crono, I didn’t know you felt that way!”

“Ha ha. Very funny,” he responded dryly, blushing. The two stood. Crono walked Lucca home, listening to her babble on about her new machine. Crono vowed to himself as she described it that he would NOT be the one to try it out. Of course, he knew that promise was in vain; she could make him feel guilty with a look, and would if he refused. “Good night, Lucca,” he said softly as they approached her home. 

“G’night,” she muttered, yawning. He smiled, watching her go. He knew she liked him. A lot. The thing was was that he didn’t really like her romantically. She was his sister. He COULDN’T like her like that. He sighed, walking home. He could just hope that she either found someone or he did. That would be the best for both of them.

But who knew? Something strange was going to happen tomarrow. He knew it. Perhaps Lucca’d meet someone tomarrow. 

Or maybe that Princess would show up at the fair. Wouldn’t that be something? He thought as he quietly entered his home. His mother was already in bed, so he walked carefully. Yes, that definitely would be something, he decided as he crawled into bed and slipped off to sleep.




The End

