“Tell me” said the woman facing me.

“I have my own hopes.  It is my life, my dream, my thoughts and feelings.  The sum of me; memories and experiences. And it is nothing, all for nothing.” I was pouring my feeling out to her, it was almost as painful as keeping them bottled up.  I could myself break down as each word passed out. “A black inevitability suffocates me.  Hope is no barrier to what follows me.” 

She reached out and touched my cheek.  That was the final straw and I sank to my knees, I wasn’t yet sobbing, but I was too sad, too melancholy to speak.  She stepped up to me, held my head against her belly and stroked my hair.

“Poor Sephiroth” She whispered.  In her embrace, I nodded.  

“Everything I have striven to create, all the things I have bled, sweated and toiled for, are gone.  My dreams have been broken and scattered, and...And, I just feel so hopeless, its like a tide washing away the sand, its so pointless to keep fighting and losing.”  I heard her take a sharp breath.
“I’m sorry” 

“It doesn’t matter how hard we try, how far we get, we still lose in the end, I push and they push back.  There is no point carrying on”

“But we have the memories”

“Are memories are just as useless, we cannot pass them on.  They are not tangible, physical things I can hold; they are no legacy, no effort, and no achievements and no use.” She loosened her grip on my head, but I wanted her to stay.

“We are nothing without memories”

“Aye, that I were nothing, then I would not have known the infinite hopelessness of my life” 
“You would prefer nothingness over life?  What of Nakita?  What of Jackal, are you not pleased to have shared your – and their – life with them?” I raised my head a fraction to look into her brown, searching and caring eyes.  

“Nakita…I am pleased to have had the chance to meet her and share my life with her, but what of all the people out there?  All the Nakita’s and Jackals I have never seen or met?  I would truly not have missed them had I never lived”

She raised my chin to face her fully “But you have lived!  You have your own mark upon the world!  You have met and changed us all, touched all our lives” 

I snorted, perhaps a little too derisively.

“Yes” she continued “Bruce would be dead, I would never have joined the Revolution, Kristal would be stuck in Japan, Nakita would be a drug addict and Jackal would have been killed in some unsung fire fight”

“I have no legacy.”

“Yes you do.  You have a destiny, we all do, each unique to ourselves and no less significant than the other, because it is our destiny and it is what we create ourselves, not what we are given, not what we are forced into, but our own making, our own lives and our own ending.” Her grip loosened so that my head, unsupported, lopped down, she stepped away from me. “The darkness can be broken” And her footfalls followed her to the edge of my hearing.
Amongst that destroyed building and amongst all those bodies, amongst what I had helped destroy, I realised what I had done, and realised that my legacy was to be feared, to destroy, to be reviled and hated.  And amongst that carnage, at my own hand, I curled over and I loathed myself, and, as a greater crime than all, I slept.

When I awoke, it was to the sound of sirens.  Aeris was no where in sight, nor did I expect her to be, where ever she was, I wasn’t going to waste time looking for her.  Already half a dozen emergency vehicles had appeared and more were obviously on their way.

I picked myself off the ground, only to be challenged by a pair of heavily armed and armoured police officers.  My mind was still heavy with what Aeris had told me, and I felt no need to prove her unsaid comments correct by killing two men needlessly.

Instead, I ran, and I ignored their shouts and threats, warnings and orders.  I ignored the three warning shots they fired into the sky, I ignored their cries and ignored them as they opened fire at me.  I ignored the bullets as their whipped up the dust around me, most pattering off my armour and the terrain; I ignored the fact that it was only a matter of time before they brought up heavier weaponry and ignored the stinging pain in my back and legs.  I kept running, making greater distance on the soldiers as the world blurred around me.  Soon, I was out of the war zone I had created and my headlong sprinting took me to the grey old, decaying residential blocks.  I knew most of them to be empty, but ignored that as I vaulted onto a second floor balcony and kicked in the door.  Safety came not in killing my enemies, but hiding from them.  
The police came and went, as I knew they would do, leaving me to my thoughts and contemplation, my self-questioning and emotions.  I needed time alone.  

Aeris had opened so many doors for me; it was hard to choose which way I should look first.  She had left so much unsaid, yet her few words had still spoken volumes.  She was so painfully right in all she had said.  I did have a legacy, but it wasn’t one that I, as a former Guardian, would ever accept.  I killed for money, I betrayed, back-stabbed, I abused, I hated and hunted, I had turned a blind-eye to illegal acts and committed plenty of my own, I had taken bribes and given them, it was horrible for me to look at what I had done and what I had become.  What was my legacy?  My destiny?  To become what I had once hated, what I had once fought, what I had loathed and vowed never to be.  
I don’t know how long I stayed there, the hours slipped by at an astonishing rate, I don’t know how many meals I missed, how many murky sun-sets came and went while I mulled over everything in my life.

But I was not finished.  I knew I would do it again in the future, I would cheat, lie, kill and steal, and the fear of that threatened to choke me as I sat hunched up in the corner of that building.  I couldn’t save me from myself and I wasn’t too far gone to embrace the hopelessness, but she had said I had a destiny.  A destiny was different from a legacy, one was something you left behind, another you moved to reach.  So surely one led to the other, one changed into the other, one could influence the other, they were not mutually exclusive.  If my legacy was to be a destructive and evil force, my destiny was not too far from that spectrum, but if my destiny was to help and further humanities cause – whatever it might be – then my legacy would surely be affected, for good or bad and if I controlled and made my own destiny, I controlled my legacy, my history and my hope and my truth.
I jerked myself from that reverie and stood.  Aeris had offered me this hope, this beacon of hope to shine through the dark, she had not lit the beacon herself, but she had provided the tinder and the match. I left that old building and onto the street.  I had a cause now, a goal, a hope.  A destiny.
