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THE STORY YOU ARE ABOUT to read employs fictional people, places, and events to give its narrative a semblance of credibility.

Jonathan Light has a friend that only he sees. 

One that knows him better than anyone else. 

One that always knows how to cheer him up. 
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He calls himself Rudy and he is like the brother Jonathan never had. He is his best friend, almost a part of him.
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But Rudy has a dark side. And if provoked, he can become quite dangerous. Especially, when Jonathan decides to ignore his warnings...
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JONATHAN LIGHT WAS born with two shadows: one that anybody could see, and another one that lurked inside of him, always waiting for an opportunity to come out and play. He enjoyed playing with his shadow, but sometimes just playing with himself could become quite boring.

From time to time, however, his shadow would do something that’d almost caught him off guard. Jonathan knew exactly when that would happen, but he pretended he didn’t, just to keep things interesting.

One time, he thought about inviting Billy to come and play after school. Perhaps he could even bring his own shadow and maybe the four of them could play video games together. Rudy (that's how his shadow liked to be called, although he wasn't sure that was his real name), dismissed the idea, saying that it was too dangerous.

“Billy would not understand me”, said Rudy.

“You're wrong. I trust him. He's my best friend.”

As soon as the words came out, Jonathan regretted them.

“I thought I was your best friend.”

Jonathan thought he heard a tingle a jealousy in Rudy's voice, which would be appropriate, considering what he'd just said.

“You are. I mean, you are part of me, so that must mean we have to be friends, right?”

“Have to?”, Rudy replied, much to Jonathan's chagrin. “Are you saying our friendship is not something you like?”

“Yes”, said Jonathan. “I mean, no.”

“I see.”

“Rudy, I swear you're my friend.” He quickly added: “My best friend.” He meant what he said, but did he believe it?

“If you need to ask yourself that question, then you already know the answer.”

Sometimes he'd forget Rudy knew what he was thinking.

“You don't understand! I'm—”

“No. I understand perfectly. If you want to invite Billy so much, go right ahead. Just don't say I didn't warn you.”

Before Jonathan could come up with something to say (much less say it), Rudy vanished and didn't return for almost two weeks. Jonathan tried to pretend that he wasn't bothered by his absence, but playing alone was not as fun as playing with himself. Despite all his anger and animosity toward Billy, Rudy was still part of him. Could it be that the reason Rudy didn't want Billy to come by, was because he didn't want it either?

A knock on his bedroom door brought him out from his wondering. His mom opened the door and peeked inside.

“There's someone here to see you”, she said.

Jonathan wasn't expecting anyone, nor was he in the mood to, but before he could say so, Billy appeared.

“Hi, Jonathan”, he said.

“Hi, Billy”, he replied, rapidly grabbing some random action figure to avoid further conversation. He still thought of Billy as his friend, maybe his only friend aside from Rudy, but having him there, just so soon after Rudy’s disappearance, didn't feel right. 

“I called Billy's mom and asked her if he would like to come by”, his mom explained. “I thought you could use a friend. You have been so sad lately.”

His mom didn't know about Rudy. She knew many things about him — some of which he had no idea how she could possibly know — but Rudy was his secret alone. Rudy had never told him to keep his existence from his (their?) mother. He simply decided it wasn't something for grownups to know about.

“Well... Aren't you going to invite Billy in?”, his mother asked, though he knew it wasn't an actual question.

“Sorry, mom.” He put the action figure down and went to the door. “Come in, Billy.”

Billy entered the room and practically ran straight to the console.

“Wanna play some soccer?”, Billy asked.

“I guess”, Jonathan said. He wasn't feeling too playful, but he could indulge half an hour, maybe a little more, of gameplaying, pretending enough boredom to convince Billy to leave by his own volition.

“You should go outside and play”, his mom said. “It's such a beautiful day.”

“I prefer to stay here”, said Jonathan.

“What about you, Billy?”

“I'm good either way.”

“All right. You two behave yourselves. Have fun.”

She pulled the door closed, but left it ajar. She would give him enough privacy to play, but not so much as not to know what he was up about.

Billy turned the TV on, put a cartridge in the slot, flipped the console on, and grabbed the main controller.

“Huh-huh”, Jonathan said, handing him the second controller. “I'm player one.”

“You're always player one”, Billy complained. 

“It's my videogame.”

“Come on. Just this once.”

Rudy’s silhouette appeared behind Billy and nodded his approval. 

“Okay”, Jonathan said, trying not to smile too much. “You can be player one, but just this match.”

“Okay.”

Billy chose the tournament mode and made the necessary configurations. He went with USA. Jonathan glared at him. USA was his team. He always chose USA.

“He did it on purpose”, Rudy whispered in his ear. “What kind of friend does that?”

Jonathan glanced sideways and wondered if it was worth fudging about having to pick another team. After a moment of consideration, he decided to let it slide. At least this one time.

He tried to make his choice fast, but none of the other available teams felt right. He would rarely lose a game, but he also didn't want to win against America. That wouldn't be right.

“Come on, Johnny. Choose one.”

Rudy appeared again. “He's mocking you.”

Jonathan pressed a button which would allow the system to randomly choose for him.

“Are you going to let that slide?”, Rudy pressed on.

Jonathan made his best to ignore Rudy’s remarks. He knew he was taunting him out of spite, but he wasn't sure if that was the main reason why he was acting that way. 

The first match began. Billy with USA, Johnny with Brazil. It would be hard not to win that one, but he would make his worst.

After ten minutes of game, which equaled one minute of real time, Johnny had already scored twice, much to his displeasure.

Jonathan tried to distract himself from the game, while also trying to ignore Rudy's constant comments.

He scored again. And Rudy grinned.

“Nice kick, Jonathan”, Rudy said. “Father would be so proud...”

Jonathan bit his lip and kept a lid on his anger. His father had died in the war protecting the country. How dared he talk about him that way?

“Sooooo proud.”

Jonathan snapped. “Shut up!”

“I didn’t say anything”, Billy said.

“Not you, him.”

Jonathan pointed at Rudy, forgetting that no one could hear or see Rudy unless he spoke directly at them first. Once he remembered that, he said: “Say something to him.”

“Who are you talking to, Johnny?”

“What do you want me to say, Johnny?”

“Something. Anything. Just let him know you exist.”

“I'm not sure I should do that. I don't trust him.”

Billy put his controller down and stood up in a hurry.

“Where are you going?”

“I think it's best if I leave. You’re acting weird.”

Jonathan ran past him and cut him off.

“Billy, wait!”, he said, not sure why.

“Look, if you don't want me here, just say so. It's okay. I don't mind.”

Billy's father was gone too, not as a hero like his, but to a brand-new family. He had no friends before he met Jonathan. And neither did he. Rudy hadn't yet made his presence known at the time. They soon became best friends, united by grief and coincidence, because what else was necessary?

“You don't understand. Please, let me explain.”

Billy crossed his arms and waited. And then Jonathan did something he knew Rudy would not be happy about: he told about him.

“I was born with two shadows...”, he began.
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AFTER HIS TALE WAS finished, Jonathan expected disbelief, doubt, and disdain; he even expected some anger. Instead, Billy just smiled.

“That's so cool, Johnny!” He surveyed the room. “Where's he? Why can't I see him?”

“I told you. You don't see him unless he speaks to you first.”

Billy wandered across the room, almost bumping into Rudy without knowing it.

“Hey! You can talk to me. It's okay.”

Jonathan could see that Rudy was not happy with what was happening. In fact, he looked furious. Perhaps he should have kept his mouth shut.

“Listen, Billy. I don't think he's in a good mood, right now.”

Billy stopped. “I want to see him.”

“He doesn't want to be seen.”

“That's too bad. I'm not leaving until I see him.”

Jonathan turned to Rudy, but didn't bother to ask. The answer was written all over his face.

“I’m telling you he doesn't want to be seen.”

“You lied”, Billy said. “I'm gonna tell your mom.”

Billy walked to the door and Jonathan noticed that Rudy had vanished. As Billy was about to turn the knob, Rudy appeared from behind him and wrapped the cable from the controller around his neck. Billy gasped for air. One hand went to his neck, while the other reached out for help.

“Johnny.... please...”

Jonathan was frozen with indecision. He didn't want Rudy to kill Billy, but he was too afraid to tell Rudy to stop. He had never seen him act that way — so feral
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