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These woods, they seam different now. They're still golden in the afternoon, and the leaves 
fall every Fall, but I can't see them the way they once were. Everything changed after the 
incident. Something happened a while ago, I don't know which day it was, or even if it was 
real or not. But what I do know is: the image of her telling me the truth never goes away …

“Hey, miss, wait up!”
“Yes?”
“Who are you? What are you doing in these woods?”
“I will answer your questions when you prove to me how it is any of your business.”
“Uh, well, it's not, but .. Well, I come here for a stroll everyday at around this time, 
and I've been doing so for at least the last three years. – And to be honest, I've never 
seen anyone around here before let alone a pretty girl like you. – Say, would you mind 
if we walk together? I mean walking with you would be okay, right?”
“Okay? For you or for me?”
“Huh? Listen,  I  don't  want  anything from you,  honest!  I  just  wanna have  a  little 
conversation with you, that's all.”
“A conversation?”
“Yeah, a friendly chit-chat to get to know each other.”
“If we do get to know each other, one of us won't like what he hears.”
“... What do you mean by that? Are you a criminal or something?”
“Or something.”
“Dangerous and bad, huh? ... I won't tell if you won't tell!”
“Dangerous .. maybe. But I'm not bad.”
“Okay, mystery lady, tell me what is it that you do?”
“I am a collector.”
“Hey, how about that? A collector! That must be nice.”
“Not really.”
“What do you collect? – Wait, it's nothing twisted, is it? Like human skulls or eyes?”
“No, just souls.”
“Hah, good one! You had me there for a second. Yeah, I know, there's no way a pretty 
girl like you would be a serial killer. So, what's your name?”
“Why? What's in a name?”
“Not much, but it's something your friends call you by. Sometimes people are effected 
by their names, some more than others.”
“What's your name?”
“Mine? It's Khalid.”
“What do you have in-common with other Khalids?”
“Hopefully, nothing. All the Khalids I know are natural-born bastards. They appear 
angelic and treat you nice, but deep down inside, they're cheaters and thieves. The 



worst part is that they're smooth-talkers. Oh yeah, they can make you do things you 
never thought you'd do! All that just by moving their devilish tongues. Luckily for 
humanity and the good, they don't live long. Ironically, Khalid means immortal, while 
in fact, my uncle, my cousin and my friend, whose names are all like mine, died at an 
early age. And another thing they had in-common, all of them feared death, probably 
because they lack faith and waste their lives on meaningless affairs.”
“Oh.”
“Yeah. But don't worry, I'm nothing like them. So, back to you. Your name?”
“If it's that important to you, then I'll tell you. But if I do, you must promise to come 
with me.”
“Baby, you got me at hi.”
“Promise me.”
“My word.”
“Fine. Which name do you want? Over the years I am known by several names.”
“Uh, okay. The one you like most.”
“My preference would be my first name, Xerobi /ˈzɪəroʊbɪ/.”
“That's ... a strange name.”
“It's Latin. It literally translates to dry-life.”
“Oh .. that's nice.”
“It means death.”
“... Sure. Oh, look, the sun is setting. That's my cue to go home. It's been a pleasure 
meeting you. Hope we can do this again!”
“We will. You can bet your life on it. – Wait, you promised to come with me.”
“Let me guess, to the grave, right? To the purgatory life, to the afterlife … Sorry, lady, 
but I'm not buying.”
“So, you lied ? That's expected.  – You can't escape, Khalid.”
“I'm not. Besides, like I would really fall for 'I'm the Grim Reaper' gag. I mean, who 
ever heard of a female death? And where's your cloak and scythe? .. Lame!”
“What you see is what you want to see. I have no control over your eyes. That power 
goes to the brain.”
“Whatever makes you sleep at night, lady. – And also, you're seriously whacked! I 
really hope you'd get help soon.”
“Go, Khalid, go home while you still can. Whether your name is Khalid or any other, 
it does not matter to me. For you, you find sin in a name, but for me, I find sin in a 
soul. Live for now, tell who it is you wish to tell. Or perhaps, you might choose the 
other  path,  forget  about  me;  our encounter;  this  day.  Do what  you desire  in  your 
limited time on Earth, but tomorrow, when you're time comes, you will come with 
me.”
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