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The crowning glory of the universe is...

Our smile.
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Dark knows dark.

"God!" He had cried out in his own language.

"Not really,” I said with a smirk.

“Kill him!” The Dark Hand ordered.

That was when I noticed I had stepped into a hall filed with the suckers.

Hundreds of them.

All armed.

All ready to do a favor for the leader.

Ready to shred me to bits.

Well, sorry, but I must interrupt such fancies. I am not cannon fodder, nor the sacrificial lamb. I used the flickering shadows about the room, to step in and out swiftly through them, grab a follower and fling him into the dark maw of the shadow lands.

They wouldn’t die.

Right away.

But they’d have a lot of time to think about their errors in kindness and logic.

At my right.

I grabbed one of them by his throat, flung him.

Scream.

Gone.

A knife darted at me.

It passed through my body into the body of another follower who had been dashing at me with a sword in the air.

He fell. 

I didn’t.

I turned and grabbed the attacker by his wrist, yanked.

He flew behind me into the shadow lands, screaming as if he were going to hell.

Not really.

But close enough.

The shadow lands were not for the meek.

Then I turned about to face the remaining hundreds.

It was going to be a long and weary night.

They charged me.

I charged them.
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He held onto the dark matter and felt it flow through his body, like blood through a vein, uplifting every single cell in his body and nourishing it. Shadow Man knew as he fed on the substance that it also fed on him. A basic law of the universe was whatever you ate, would eventually also eat you.

He followed the path of shadows, the coursing river of dark matter and energy, threading a narrow path that if he ever lost the name. The one light in a dark universe.

If he ever lost it, he would be lost.

Her name would not stand out in a crowd, but to him, in a river of darkness, her name was torchlight in the darkness, a flare of morning light, and a dawning sun on the shore of his consciousness.

Her name is not truly significant, but he remembers it as clearly as if you had struck a bell just inches from his ears. It rang of everything good and wonderful. Of a greater truth that all men sought and few earned. She was the guardian of liberty and the torch of life. Her name was...
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He recoiled in panic. The dark matter boiled with possibilities, the shadows harkened towards him, not comforting him now, but confusing him. He panicked for a moment. 

Her name had just fled his thoughts as effortlessly as sand through one's fingers and was gone. He shook his head. Something was wrong. Terribly wrong, but he didn't stop, he continued flowing through the slipstreams of shadow, flitting from shadow to shadow in his ever moving spiral from the ebb of life towards the flow. Absorbing what he needed; must have to survive; to continue his mission in life: Protect and Destroy!

Every shadow begins with life and ends with life, but in between are realms that only the most dreadful of creatures dwell.

And wait for the unlucky traveler.

What was her name?

Then it fled again, as if something terrible had come for it.

It had.
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Chapter Three
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It was coming closer.

More dreadful than the last attack, which he had barely managed to save himself from.

The force of the dreadful thing was so powerful it was blocking his memories, disturbing the flow of his own shadow form, altering it.

He had to remember.

Like a drowning man now, he twisted and turned, flailing in the darkness of shadows for a way to his memory.

His memory.

Then it came to him.

He remembered

And do!

Melody.

He remembered at last.

He always did.

Feeding on the shadow streams’ dark matter forces sometimes shoved aside his memories as the shadow tendrils wrapped around him, enveloping him with so much power he wasn’t sure if he was in extreme ecstasy or mind numbing pain.

He only knew it was primal, demanding and he needed it like the earth the skies. But parts of it threatened to sweep him away, crush him like an ant, and take away his most precious thoughts...memories.

Of her.

Melody.

That thought washed away. Replaced by the silver of her memory.

Rose as the tides of shadow melted about him, thrusting him forward like a strong current carries a leaf against its will upon its watery surface. She was a blade of light; a mighty Thor’s Hammer of infinite power and strength, smashing through the continuum of darkness, causing him to not exit, or fly out, but to be born as if a newborn child from its womb back into his apartment. 

She was his anchor.

The moment he lost her to his memories, he would be lost forever.

The shadow forces let go.

Dark matter simmered before his eyes several moments, then settled back into his body, where they waited to flow forth again at his need.

He lay there on the living room floor, the soft Persian rug holding him softly against its bosom in a grasp of woven thread that smelled of clovers and spices. He rolled over so he could see the ceiling of his living room, and wished he hadn't moved so fast. 

The room shattered into a thousand crystals that shattered into a thousand more, each image reflecting back at him his weary face. He moaned. 

"When will you learn?" He asked himself.

"Never,” his reflections replied over and over a million times and more. “Never!”

That brought a spasm of laughter that almost caused him to slip between the threads of the rug and the fibers of the wood floor. Back into the comforting, yet bewildering flows of shadow, into the dark realms once more, but he held onto his grip...as much physically, as dimensionally... of his lifeline that was his own home. He felt the weakness, the sudden pulling and tugging at his soul weaken and then it stabilized.

He gasped with relief, and then was finally able to shove himself upwards, until he could sit in a half lotus position, regaining his strength. He surveyed the room and was content. Everything was there as it should be.

Then it wasn’t!
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Chapter Four
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The table lamp near the door went out.

Something flits across the edges of his vision.

Then it swept towards him. Gaping jaws opening to swallow him.

He reached into the shadows and twisted.

The creature let out a bellow of pain and dismay as it was beaten, hammered and squashed by the dark matter he drew upon.

It turned into a puddle of ebbing shadow at his feet, its pitiful eyes staring hungrily at him, still hoping against hope it could vampire his energies.

He stomped on its face.

Then it was gone.

Sometimes when he returned, he wasn’t alone. This is why he always fed more than he needed. He didn’t know for certain. Ever at all. What would be waiting for him when he returned?

He had to be alert.

Always!

Ready to protect himself.

You might wonder why that would be so important. Things change. Things are moved. But not in his apartment. He was the only one who entered it, lived there, and emerged from it on his missions to save the lives of those in distress and horror. 

Sometimes things slipped through after him like today. Sometimes he was weak, was flaccid in the grip of horror and things came through. Dark things. Elusive things. Things that would have made the imagination of Lovecraft and Poe shudder in horror.

Like today.

But worse.

Far worse.
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