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Prologue

Sometimes, it was a hidden spot in a busy building; other times, it blended into the serene landscape. Occasionally, it stood alone, like a café next to the park.

Right now, here it was.

‘I’m telling you; I came from the moon. Did you hear me? Nobody understands me.’

Slumped on the table was a woman, clearly drunk. The alcohol must’ve gotten to her for she wasn’t making sense at all.

‘Assholes. Horrible humans! Don’t give me that crap about That’s how society works. Freeze to death, y’all!’

Usual drunken drivel.

Often, it was the polite ones, those with a smile perpetually plastered on their faces, who had the thickest layer of dust covering their hearts. The type who masked their feelings behind a concrete wall. This woman was one such person.

‘Puuu—’

She expelled a deep sigh, and on top of her head, a pair of long bunny ears flopped.

‘I worked so damn hard!’

The next moment, she crumbled into tears. Piecing together her drunken spiel, one could glean she must’ve been fired from her job. In the empty shop, her only companion was the bartender behind the counter.

Throughout her rant, he’d been listening in silence. His hair was a striking blue and on his chest was a name tag – MUN.

‘I believe you.’

The bartender, who’d not moved a single inch, had suddenly spoken. But his next words were completely unexpected.

‘That you came from the moon, and that you’re a strong rabbit.’

Did I say I was a strong rabbit?

The woman lifted her head, which felt several times heavier than usual, and stared at the man.

Thud—

He placed something on the table. A name tag resembling the same design as his own.

‘Would you like to work here?’

Huh? Who offers a job to a stranger they’ve just met? Her sluggish brain struggled to understand what was going on. But she had no intention of rejecting this sudden proposal. She was that desperate.

‘Yes! I’m a good worker. Leave all the physical work to me.’

She nodded vigorously, looking up at him with round, eager eyes. Wait, did he already know that she would come? The name tag on the table spelt out the words: MOON RABBIT.




Chapter 1

If Your Life Were a Book

‘I’m a fool.’

Dressed in a sharp suit, the man’s outfit was rather at odds with the stubble that dotted his chin and his long hair pulled back into a ponytail. Dae-il was in a particularly foul mood today. He always had a piercing gaze, but right now, his expression could cut through glass.

If I knew this was a bar, I wouldn’t have stepped in!

Like on any other day, Dae-il only left his art studio in the wee hours. The only difference was, today, he’d discovered a new shop tucked away in a deserted alley.

Normally, he would have walked past without much thought, perhaps muttering under his breath that a shop in the middle of nowhere would go bust in no time. However, what made him turn his head once more was the writing on the sign.

IF YOUR LIFE WERE A BOOK

These days, provocative and sensationalised messages were everywhere, hence it’d been a long while since he’d come across a line so soothing and nostalgic. Upon closer inspection, the shop exterior bore an uncanny resemblance to the bookshop he used to frequent as a kid.

Ah, how he used to stand next to the shelves and devour a book in one sitting! Even though he never purchased anything, the old lady who owned the place always welcomed him heartily. At this thought, a warmth spread in his chest, thawing the stiffness in his posture. He slowly looked up and was greeted by a sign that seemed far too big for the tiny shopfront.

THE MOON GLOW BOOKSHOP

What was that common saying? Nothing sells better than nostalgia. Indeed. Swept up in the sentimentality of the moment, Dae-il found himself pushing the door open and stepping inside.

‘Can I get you a story?’

The waitress approached softly, clutching a menu. Her name tag read MOON RABBIT. He glanced up. On top of her head sat a pair of droopy bunny ears.

He shook his head.

Guess this place is no different.

Waitresses wearing bunny ears; a drinking spot masquerading as a bookshop. In the end, it was one of the many gimmicky traps out there making bankroll on nostalgia by luring customers in.

When did the world start to become like instant food? These days, everything was about speed, spiciness, the umami factor or whatever it was. When the mass media started touting wellness trends, Dae-il couldn’t help but snort in derision at the ostentatiousness of it all.

In the end, what brought in the money were things that tantalised the tastebuds and piled on the fats. And he wasn’t just thinking about food.

Park Dae-il. When introducing himself, Dae-il preferred using the title ‘artist’, not ‘painter’. At least, the version of himself in the past did.

How beautiful.

There was a time once when he had stood in front of a painting, tears running down his face. He yearned to create a work like that, a painting that would comfort the person looking at it. To Dae-il, only a true work of art could elicit such a reaction, a story within the frame.

He was reasonably talented. When he closed his eyes, emotions would surge, and he’d submit himself to the slight buzz running through his nerves, an outpouring of feelings that guided his hands to glide across the canvas, and when he next emerged from this zone, a painting would be completed.

However, that was a long, long time ago.

One day, the gallery manager spoke to him, his brows knitted in a crease.

‘Dae-il, such stuff no longer sells.’

Dae-il was struck speechless. He painted in the hope of bringing comfort to others. Even if nobody wanted to buy them, he was proud of his creations. And if his paintings could evoke the same sense of nostalgia in others as they did in himself, he’d consider that an accomplishment. It was what drew him to art in the first place, and why he would even pay out of his own pocket to take part in art exhibitions. But this meant that as time passed, he was finding it increasingly harder to make ends meet.

I was wrong.

When he could no longer afford even the cheapest of necessities, Dae-il finally bowed down to reality. He started painting stuff that brought in the bread.

A Skeleton in a Perfectionist’s Closet

An Insomniac Blonde Femme Fatale

A Madman’s Pleasure

A Swooning Heart of Illicit Affairs

Works that attracted the eyeballs at the first glance. Electrifying, sensational. But like a dynamite bomb, after the first explosion that overpowers the senses, only a desolate emptiness remained.

‘Wisdom’, ‘comfort’ – words that were apparently out of vogue. Dae-il struggled to suppress the disgust welling up from deep within him.

How dare they call themselves stories?

It was as though a giant, rough hand had seized him by the scruff of the neck and flung him into a ravine of darkness.

Right now, he was experiencing that same rotten feeling again.

Even a bar has the nerve to call their drinks ‘stories’?

He glared at the menu in disdain.

‘In this section of the menu, we have a selection of stories set in the Wild West, and here are ones with the universe as a backdrop. And stories about other planets are right here.’

The bunny-eared waitress pointed them out in the menu as she spoke. Was this all because they have chosen ‘a bookshop’ as a concept? The atmosphere in here didn’t feel that offensive, not even the bunny ears.

It wasn’t as if the lady was in a bunny costume, nor was her face painted with thick eyeliner or bright red lipstick. She had a fresh, simple vibe about her, and her long, unpermed hair reminded him of a conscientious granddaughter working at a bookshop owned by her grandmother.

‘How uncanny – neither here nor there.’

‘Excuse me?’

Flustered that he’d unwittingly blurted out this thought, he quickly covered it up by pointing at a random item on the menu.

‘Ah. The Boy Who Sees. Shall I get you this one?’

He nodded in reply and the staff member with the bunny ears crinkled her eyes up in a polite smile before heading back towards the counter.

Me and my big mouth.

Dae-il had deliberately chosen a spot where he wouldn’t have to face a bartender. He had no wish to make any amount of small talk with a stranger. For him, the only way to converse with people was through paintings.

That said, he enjoyed visiting new places. Being in a different environment gave him inspiration. Life had been exhausting, and it’d been a long while since he’d had the luxury to sit down and observe his surroundings. And this place had great ambience, he admitted. Soaking in the atmosphere, he slowly relaxed.

How did I not notice this place before?

He was captivated by the soft glow of the lights in the dimly lit bar. With its dark wood furnishings, the shop reminded him of a library.

Well, the only flaw is the rows of vari-coloured bottles of spirits where books should be.

Because he was the only customer, Dae-il felt more at ease than he had for a long time. Was there ever a place besides his studio that made him feel so comfortable? In fact, he might even like it better here, considering how he had been forced to paint art that didn’t square with him.

For a moment, Dae-il let himself be carried by the flow of time. Tick-tock, tick-tock. The second hand on the wall clock felt as though it was slowing down. A wave of exhaustion washed over him. His eyelids grew heavy, as if he could doze off at any moment. Am I already in a dream? he wondered, as his consciousness faded out.

Tak—!

A loud thud made him jerk upright. Shrupp, he sucked in his saliva and whipped his head around. He swore he heard the sound right next to his ear, but there was nobody near him.

‘Your story is ready.’ A lilting voice spoke. It was the bartender with the striking blue hair standing behind the counter. In front of him was a tall, cylindrical glass.

‘Uh hm.’

Hoping to conceal the fact that he’d dozed off, Dae-il deliberately made a show of rising from his seat and drawing himself upright as he walked towards the bar. He pulled out the chair in front of his drink, smoothed the creases in his suit, and sat down slowly at the counter. He was pleased with himself, with how he feigned casualness. But as soon as he reached for the glass, a thought hit him.

I should have waited to be served.

If he’d remained in his seat, surely the server would have brought his drink to him. His pride took a hit. So much for wanting to keep a dignified appearance, he thought. You might be questioning his obsession with etiquette in a bar, but this was of the utmost importance to Dae-il. Thinking that he might as well go all the way to keep up with the pretence, he acted as if he’d intended to chat with the bartender.

‘A cosy shop you have here,’ Dae-il commented as he lifted the glass. Was he nervous? He detected a rough edge in his own voice.

‘Thank you,’ the bartender replied smoothly.

Dae-il was relieved. It seemed like the bartender hadn’t caught on to his awkwardness. He glanced at the man’s name tag – MUN.

‘Looks like business is slow?’

Oh shit. How rude to point out the obvious. It was always like this with Dae-il. He couldn’t seem to stop himself from saying things that made the other person uncomfortable. Even when he became belatedly conscious of his callousness, he would continue to run his mouth. When he tried to salvage the situation, his mind would draw a blank. If an idea ever came to him, it was probably too late; he would already be lying in bed at night.

His lack of filter, together with his stand-offish vibes, made him unpopular. Back in school, his only friends were books and paintings.

Mun smiled lightly. ‘Yeah, we don’t get many customers.’

Dae-il wondered if being a bartender meant he was used to dealing with all types of people. He couldn’t detect any trace of discomfort on the man’s face.

‘The upside is that we get to have a good chat with every customer.’

The bartender’s friendliness made Dae-il uncomfortable. He was not used to being treated like a friend by a stranger. His lips trembled and went rogue again. ‘If you do business this way, you’ll be in for a hard time. No matter how much you enjoy the work, if you can’t make a living from it, everything will crumble.’

His eyes flashed, as they did whenever he tried to conceal his fluster. Dae-il, stop talking! Even as he screamed internally, he continued to blabber on.

‘Of course, if the drinks are good, then that’s a different story.’

Wait. He was supposed to take a sip first and say, ‘Ah, but the drinks are great, so I’m sure business will pick up very soon.’ However, the words had rolled out before his lips had even touched the glass. The worst thing was, he’d sounded like a pretentious food critic when he wasn’t even a good drinker. This was a complete disaster.

‘Take your time and enjoy the drink.’

The bartender continued to smile affably. While Dae-il’s expression remained sharp, inwardly he was dying of embarrassment. He decided he would knock back the drink and quickly make his way out.

Raising his glass, Dae-il wondered if he should just close his eyes and empty it in one gulp. He hated the smell of alcohol. However, when he peered at the drink, he changed his mind.

‘What is this?’

The cocktail was divided into layers, each of a different colour, as though it held a rainbow within. Dae-il shook the glass slightly, but the colours didn’t mix. He was mesmerised.

‘It’s what you ordered – The Boy Who Sees. Best savoured layer by layer.’

It was a beautiful cocktail. Even Dae-il, who wasn’t fond of alcohol, was captivated by the shimmering layers. It was as if colourful lights were swirling within. This could be good enough to be called a story. Dae-il was satisfied with his choice.

‘Looks delicious.’

It was almost too beautiful to drink. The top layer shone a brilliant emerald green. His attention was held by the glimmer. I’m glad I came in, he thought as he carefully tilted the glass towards his lips and took a sip.

Ew, what the hell is this?

All his earlier musings, waxing lyrical about the beautiful drink, were overturned at the first sip. Bitterness and a nausea-inducing smell attacked his senses. If he didn’t know better, he’d have thought he just drank sewage water. Just as he was about to spit it out, a vision intruded into his mind.

A child was born. The child had strong legs and when he was older, he grew to like football. No, he loved football. Sweat dripped down his temples, and as he steadied his heavy breathing, he told himself, I can do this. He aimed a kick, and he scored, crowning him the hero on the field. He would never forget the moment he was scouted to join the Youth World Cup.

However, without warning, his world came crashing down. On the morning of the competition, he woke up late. Having missed the bus to the stadium, he ended up taking a taxi with his mother. Throughout the ride, he couldn’t stop blaming her for not waking him up. The tantrums of an immature child. Who would have thought it would be their last moments together?

It was a car accident. Something that could have happened anywhere, to anyone. This time, it overturned the taxi the boy and his mother were in. Luckily, his strong legs escaped unscathed. But his mother, who wrapped the boy protectively in her arms, died. The misfortune didn’t end there. A shard of glass stabbed the boy in his eye. It was unfortunate. The boy was robbed of the light in his bright eyes. Blinded, he could no longer play football, and his childhood dream shattered.

‘Argh. Ugh.’

The oppressive despair wracking Dae-il’s body slowly dissipated. His throat was burning. He’d swallowed the drink without meaning to. A fire welled up in him as he glared daggers at the bartender.

‘What the hell did you spike that drink with?’

‘An infusion of a boy’s story.’

The man’s expression remained calm, and this only fuelled Dae-il’s anger.

What the fuck did he give me?

To Dae-il, a painting was like a story because it would call up different memories for different people looking at it. But he hadn’t expected the sensation of having a hallucination or augmented reality of some kind forced upon him.

Was it drugs?

Hands trembling, he looked wildly around the shop. His thirst was intensifying with each second. He was going to die. He was desperate for anything that could douse the fiery thirst.

‘Water! Give me water!’

‘If you need a drink, there’s one right in front of you.’

If not for his burning throat, Dae-il would have screamed. Was this the bartender’s revenge for criticising his shop? But the drink was served before their awkward conversation.

Dae-il’s imagination began to run wild. Was the bartender a psychotic murderer? Taking advantage of an empty shop to poison the next unfortunate soul that wandered in?

‘I-I beg you!’

If he wasn’t given something right now, he would surely die. Was this humility in the face of death? His rage withered into fear. The only person who could save him was the man in front of him.

‘The second layer will be an easier drink.’

The bartender pointed at the glass. The emerald layer was gone, revealing the gleam of crimson beneath. An ominous glow.

‘Water . . .’

He’d reached his limits. It was as if his nostrils were stuffed with the hottest red pepper. Losing his grip on logic, he set his eyes on the drink once more.

It’s a different colour. Maybe I’ll be fine.

Desperation drove him to reach out for the glass.

‘Ah.’

It was like swallowing whole strawberries blended in milk. The pain slowly subsided. Along with the sense of relief enveloping his body, another scene flitted into his mind.

Over time, the deep wounds began to heal. He eased into a new routine. However, his sight would never return, just like how desolation would never leave him. Depression and an overwhelming sense of helplessness weighed down on him. The boy’s father tried tirelessly to save his son. Perhaps the boy sensed his father’s efforts, for he slowly learned to cope with the sadness. His father wasn’t the only one who fought hard for him.

He had a childhood friend. Unlike the others who gradually drifted away from him, she was always by his side.

After the incident, the boy became sensitive and irritable, and it wasn’t easy for people around him. However, there was something that melted a corner of his walled-up heart – the piano.

His childhood friend was good at the piano. For a long time, the boy simply listened to her play, but one day, he asked, ‘Can I try?’ The girl nodded, and seeing the effort she put in to teach and to care for him, one could almost forget that she was still a child herself.

Time passed, and they were now high school students. Over the years, he’d become the better pianist.

‘Haa—’ The wracking coughs subsided. But the pain had tears pooling at the corners of his eyes.

‘You.’ Dae-il’s glare sharpened. His grim mood contorted his harsh features.

‘That was sweet, right?’ The bartender grinned in delight. In the face of such pure joy, it was almost embarrassing to think about flying into a rage. True to the bartender’s words, the crimson layer was like honey. It soothed his pain and misery, and a lingering scent permeated his senses long after he’d swallowed. The aroma was so intoxicating that Dae-il couldn’t bear to let go of the glass.

‘I’m warning you, if you’re feeding me something strange . . . I mean . . .’

He couldn’t string a sentence together. A flush shooting up from his ears to his forehead told him he was getting tipsy.

Instead of speaking, he tried to convey his warning in his stare. There were times, he knew, that his fierce glare could be put to good use.

‘Alcohol is such a strange thing, isn’t it?’

The bartender didn’t appear cowed at all. He continued smiling, tossing out light jokes. Meanwhile, Dae-il was starting to get confused about why he was angry.

What the bartender said was true. With so many types of liquor out there, there were bound to be some that would burn the throat. It would have been nice if he’d been given a warning, but he couldn’t quite complain about it. After all, he was the one who had chosen the drink; all the bartender did was make his order.

‘Ahem.’ Embarrassed by his outburst, Dae-il cleared his throat. ‘The alcohol must have gotten to me. Please excuse me.’

‘The first sip always hits the hardest. Here. Have a small bite to go with your drink. It’s on the house.’

On the round plate were cherry tomatoes sliced into halves. Complete with fresh salad leaves and dressing, it looked like a nicely plated side dish from a fine-dining restaurant. At that thought, he remembered his woefully thin wallet.

‘I must tell you first. I don’t have much money.’

‘Don’t worry. We have more than enough food to serve you something. Our fridge is bursting.’

At the bartender’s light-hearted tone, a weight seemed to be lifted from his heart.

‘You’re good to your customers. So, well, I’m sure this place will become famous soon.’

Finally, his words had come out right.

Using a small fork, Dae-il stabbed at a tiny tomato and put it into his mouth.

‘Does this dish have a name?’

‘Of course. It’s called “The Tomatoes That Want to Open Up”. Those who eat it will feel compelled to share more about themselves.’

Dae-il chuckled softly. Serving a nice snack on the house was probably the bar’s strategy to get more regular customers, but somehow, it felt like the man was truly interested to hear his story.

‘No free lunch in the world, eh?’

‘You could say that.’

Dae-il didn’t like opening up to others. But somehow, today, he felt like it would be okay to do so.

‘I paint for a living. But what I do is a far cry from art. It’s just stuff that can sell. Paintings that are provocative, sensual. The times of valuing precious memories are long gone. I tried my best to stick to my style, but everyone tells me to paint things that are more sensational, more visceral. Sometimes, when I’m forced to work with nude models, I find myself wondering what I am doing with my life.’

Dae-il pierced a couple of tomato halves with the fork and ate them. He resented how negativity surrounded him all the time.

‘I am a failure. I abandoned my dreams a long time ago.’

Dae-il was gloomy. The bitter aftertaste in his mouth refused to be washed away no matter how many tomatoes he ate. Because he knew he would spout a peevish comment each time he opened his mouth, Dae-il became reluctant to share his feelings. He was like a jar of rotten fish. Opening it would only release a hideous stench, and nothing good would come out of it.

‘You’re pretty cool for someone who claims to have failed.’

It seemed like the bartender was trying to lighten the mood. He cast his eyes over Dae-il’s clean-cut suit.

‘Oh. This. There’s a story behind it.’

‘What’s the story?’

‘Well . . . nothing amazing.’

‘Would you like more tomatoes?’

‘You’re a mischievous one.’

Dae-il let out a sigh. But the corner of his lips lifted slightly. He was thankful that the bartender remained cheery even as he listened to his story.

‘There’s someone I love dearly. In the past, that person once told me he was embarrassed by me.’

‘Oh, I’m sorry to hear that.’

‘No, it’s fine. I can see what he meant. I used to dress shabbily. So, after that day, I started paying more attention to my appearance. And my manners and etiquette. Everyone found the new me better, so that was probably a good change. But everything crumbles once I let myself go for a second.’ Rubbing the stubble on his chin, Dae-il chuckled.

‘I’m envious. I can barely grow any facial hair.’

Dae-il scrutinised the bartender’s face. He looked rather young to own a bar. Probably in his mid-twenties, or younger, Dae-il thought.

‘Well, in any case. Unlike you, who is already a boss at your age, I’m in my mid-fifies but have yet to achieve my dreams.’

The bartender checked his watch. Suddenly, Dae-il was struck with a thought. Am I in my fifties already? He quickly shook it off. Must be feeling a little out of it because I haven’t had a drink in a long time.

‘Shall we live vicariously then?’ The bartender glanced at Dae-il’s hand, or rather, the glass in it. ‘The next layer is even sweeter.’

‘Looks a little thin this time.’

‘The best moments are the shortest.’

There were only two layers left. Unlike the last layer, which took up a third of the glass, the next layer was barely a mouthful.

It was so good just now. How much sweeter can this get?

Feeling excited, he tipped the glass.

‘Mmm—’

It was like inhaling clouds. The bubbles fizzled in his mouth, lifting his mood. As the liquid glided down his throat, a lovely scent swirled in his palate, tickling the tip of his nose, lifting the corner of his lips.

Having lost his sight, the boy couldn’t even make out the objects in front of him. However, he felt the tiny tingles in his fingertips more vividly than anyone else.

The vibrations as he pressed down on a key. The subtle differences depending on the surroundings. He loved how the reverberations sometimes came together in a crescendo, while other times they faded out, al niente. He saw things he hadn’t seen with his eyes, and realised in that moment, that the most precious of things may not be visible.

As for his childhood friend, the two of them remained as close even as the boy turned into a young man. He felt the indescribable warmth enveloping him and knew this was yet another of those things that even a sighted person might not see. He proposed to the girl, who’d turned into a young woman, and with a tinkle of a laugh, she said yes.

By then, the young man’s talents had blossomed. Everyone adored the music he made, and he became a pianist whose talents were unrivalled.

‘Can I have one more glass of this, please?’

Drunk in the moment of ecstasy, Dae-il couldn’t hide his disappointment as the vision faded out.

‘If you would like another drink, you’ll have to empty the glass first.’

‘Happy to.’

‘Mr Park Dae-il.’ Just as he was about to down the last of the drink, the bartender called his name. The frosty undertone in the man’s voice made Dae-il’s hand stop mild-tilt.

‘It’ll be a bitter ending. Whatever you have experienced in the first mouthful will be nothing compared to this.’

‘Isn’t it normal for alcohol to be bitter? The middle bits aren’t alcohol, right? Anyway, for my next drink, I would like a whole glass of the blue liquid in the earlier layer.’

‘That, too, is alcohol. We must take care not to overindulge.’

Dae-il wasn’t paying attention. His face flushed red from the alcohol.

‘A few drinks aren’t going to kill me, are they? I’ll finish this in a second, so please start preparing my next drink.’

Gulp, gulp. He poured the rest of the cocktail into his mouth and shook the empty glass above his head – a sign that he was done.

‘See? This is nothin—’

The next moment, it was as if someone had taken a club to his head. He realised his horrible mistake. However, it was too late. He’d let the bartender’s advice fall on deaf ears and emptied the glass.

He screamed.

Sharp pain coursed through his body, and he felt his consciousness slipping away. His hands were trembling uncontrollably.

‘W-what’s happening?’

The young man was always No. 1. However, with passing time, the title of ‘the best’ felt like a choker around his neck. The scrutiny of the public had long since turned to pressure, and because of his sudden slump, it was as if he was this close to relinquishing the position he’d held for such a long time to his competitors.

He was upset. Nobody else knew what true music was. Only he, who didn’t rely on sight, but submitted himself to the reverberations of the notes, was the real deal. Plagued by such thoughts, his performances only worsened. As the love showered upon him swerved into indifference, the vibrations on his fingertips that had revived his heartbeat disappeared. As for his lover, he no longer cared for her. He cared more about getting back the public’s attention.

Eventually, he went down the route that he should never have taken. He’d heard rumours that there were drugs that would help him make music that was out of this world. He had the money, and there was no shortage of people who were eyeing his wealth. Getting his hands on the substances was a breeze.

His lover tried to stop him. But he was no longer the person she recognised. She grew to tiptoe around him, especially if there were items within his reach. When he had one of his tantrums, everything around him could be reduced to broken shards on the ground.

Perhaps the rumours were true, for his music once again captivated the masses. He was not afraid of the police. He could count on the ones he’d already bribed. Having regained the public’s love, his heart was beating once more. Who now would dare to compare themselves to him? He was the best. Basking in exhilaration at being at the top, he laughed aloud.

One day, a sudden piece of news shook him to the core. His father had been in a hit and run accident. The perpetrator wasn’t identified. It was a case of messy interests and power struggles. But one thing was clear – his friends, the people who had nothing in their eyes but money, were responsible. But no, it was his fault. His bad decisions had piled upon one another, and finally, everything had exploded. Because of him, his father, who had done no wrong, was left in a vegetative state.

Once again, his world crumbled. He stopped all his activities and spent each day like a zombie. What did they say about true friends being by your side at your worst? Those people who had approached him because
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