


Silent Screams Part 6

Time stopped.

Crono stood agape at the scene before him. The man had fallen to his knees. Lucca and Taban lay huddled together. A few imps were in mid-movement, pulling new bolts into their crossbows. "Wh-what's going on?" His voice sounded eerie to him, scratchy. 

His father stood and threw off his hood, revealing his face for the first time. Crono could immediatly see the resemblance between himself and the man before him. Bright red hair, spiked and wild, his bangs held from his face with a white headband. The man smiled slightly. "Hello."

"Father?"

"Hmmhmm."

Crono trained his eyes to the ground. He could feel his father's eyes bearing into him. "Well?" the man said softly.

"Well what?"

"Such manners." His father knelt next to him. "Look at me." Crono obeyed. The man studied him for a while, then smiled grimly. “Crono. Damn, so young. Last time this happened we were ten…”

“Uh? We?”

“Yes, we. There’s no way you’ll understand it now.” He sighed, then knelt down to look him straight in the eye. “But I have to try. Crono, technically, YOU DON’T EXIST.”

“What?- Why?”

His father sighed. “You died. A long long time ago, only not so long ago. About twenty years from now, you would be killed at your wedding by your father.”

“I get married? EWWW! And you were going to kill me?”

“No, I AM you. We are the same person.”

“Then you’re not my father?”

“I am. That is why you shouldn’t exist.”

“I don’t understand.”

“I didn’t think you would.” The man thought for a moment, then closed his eyes. “I’m going to show you something, Crono. Something really scary. But you have to understand before I send you back. This isn’t happening as I intended it to, so when you go back, I’ll erase your memory of this. Okay?” Crono nodded dumbly, and the man put his hand on Crono’s shoulder.

Vivid scenes burst in his head. Lucca and a pretty blonde girl, a land of waste, himself as a teenager. Kissing the blonde, smiling, happy, giving her a beautiful ring. Being outfitted in white, the blonde girl smiling at him. Being startled, turning to see a dark haired-man, just in time to feel that man’s blade slide into his stomach. Crono gasped and fell, crying. 

“Now, Crono, that’s the way it was supposed to be. Lucca and that blonde girl? They went back in time to stop that from happening. This is what happens, instead.”

Another scene formed in his mind. The wedding, hearing a shout of warning, turning. The blonde girl’s horrorfied scream, being shoved by her, the man’s blade falling into her instead. Himself falling, clutching his beloved’s bleeding form…

…And then himself, hysterical and in tears, jumping into a strange machine and turning it on. Lucca running after him, telling him to stop, to no avail. The panels in the machine shorting out, and the thing crashing. A young woman helping him from the wreck. “Mother!” Crono said, delighted.

“Not yet she isn’t.” The vision faded, and Crono once again saw only his father. “That man was me. And you. That machine was a time machine. When it crashed, you were in the year before you were born. You and that woman developed a relationship, and you realized your error when she conceives a child-a clone of yourself. And you leave, hoping that this time, time will run as it was supposed to.”

Crono nodded. “I think I understand. But who was your father?”

“Me.”

“Okay, who was the person who was supposed to be my father?”

“I think his name is Janus.” The man smiled slightly. “Now, Crono. I’m going to erase all your memories of this happening, as well as Taban’s and Lucca’s, and send you home. Don’t worry, you’ll still be able to talk. When you get back, you’ll think that you were able to speak because you got so scared when you got lost camping with them, your voice just came. Or better yet, they’ll think that you’ve always been able to talk.”

“You can do that? Wow. You must really be powerful.”

“As you will be.” The man’s smile broadened. “Good luck!”

“CRONO!!!!”

Crono, Lucca, and Taban trudged through the last of the underbrush. “MAMA!” Crono shrieked, running to the woman. Taban and Lucca also strode to them, Crono’s mother sobbing and clutching him.

“I’m sorry, ma’am,” Taban said, a little shamefaced. “Lucca ‘n me invited him to go camping with us, and we got a little lost.”

“Well then, Crono must’ve been the guide,” his mother chuckled slightly. “Are you all okay?”

“We’re fine, Mama,” Crono answered. 

“Good. Well, come on. The whole town’s out looking for you three, so we better tell them all you’re safe and sound, and afterwards how about we fix up some nice hot chocolate?”

“YEAH!” Crono and Lucca shouted together.

