
VIGIL

––––––––

CONNOR WHITELEY

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means. Including information storage, and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

This book is NOT legal, professional, medical, financial or any type of official advice.

Any questions about the book, rights licensing, or to contact the author, please email connorwhiteley@connorwhiteley.net 

Copyright © 2023 CONNOR WHITELEY

All rights reserved.

DEDICATION

Thank you to all my readers without you I couldn’t do what I love.


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

VIGIL

GET YOUR FREE AND EXCLUSIVE SHORT STORY NOW! LEARN ABOUT NEMESIO’S PAST! | https://www.subscribepage.com/fireheart

Keep up to date with exclusive deals on Connor Whiteley's Books, as well as the latest news about new releases and so much more! | Sign up for the Grab a Book and Chill Monthly newsletter, and you’ll get one FREE ebook just for signing up: Agents of The Emperor Collection. | Sign Up Now! | https://dl.bookfunnel.com/f4p5xkprbk

OTHER SHORT STORIES BY CONNOR WHITELEY

Other books by Connor Whiteley:

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

VIGIL

[image: ]


Call them the Victorious Dead, the Unworthy, the Hopeless, whatever. I don’t really care, not anymore.

If people cared about my friends and the thousands of others on my planet then they never showed it. For two decades, a disease ripped through a population, a population of unloved, pests or so-called mutants.

These people weren’t mutants, they were my friends. Sure centuries of isolation on a planet coupled with the intense solar radiation from their star had changed them, but it didn’t make them mutants.

They were humans, just like you and me.

That’s why I was here tonight. As I sat in the cold plastic chair that chilled my senses, I looked out through my sparse metal kitchen, which I loved, and out through the glass doors.

After my decades of service in the Medical Core and my eventual injuries serving alongside the Superhuman warriors of the Emperor, it was all I could afford. Almost everyone in the Empire would say I had done well for myself.

Staring out through the glass doors, I smiled at the rich lustrous green grass that still shone bright regardless of the black thunder clouds above. I could hear the roaring thunder and see the lightning slam down into the sea ahead.

And that sea was a monstrous drop down, when I first bought this slice of paradise in the middle of an overpopulated planet, I had almost walked off the edge. There was now holographic fencing but the sheer drop into the loud crashing sea remained.

In-between the roar of thunder and the flashes of lightning, I could just about hear the crashing of the waves against the cliff. I was sure in another decade I would have to move and watch my home smash into the sea but I was okay with that. 

Tiny spots of rain started to form on the glass doors and I rolled my eyes. I didn’t need this. I hoped this was merely a passing shower, I really, really hoped.

The smell of sweet scented cinnamon filled the air and my smile deepened for a few moments as I loved the sweet taste of it in my mouth. I remembered sharing sweet apple pies with the superhumans and normal humans alike on the battlefields. 

Yet the large cinnamon scented candle beside me was there for a different reason, my candle didn’t have to smell. If I hadn’t have decided to do this Vigil so spare of the moment, I think I would have picked a normal one.

Whatever candle I picked it didn’t matter. This Vigil or at least what it represented was far more important, I was remembering the unloved, unworthy people. 

I was remembering my friends.

Sure when the strange disease first broke out I was millions of miles away on warzones on living and now-dead worlds. Some were home to thriving human populations, others were as dead as my friends, and others were colonised by the foul aliens that preyed on the Empire.

A part of me wished I had stayed or something or heard about the news sooner. I was a fine Medic, maybe I could have done something, but all of that was in the past now.

The Planetary Governor wouldn’t have cared less about some mutants who had lost their homeworld because of Her actions. It was the Governor’s military campaign against some aliens that had costed an abhuman (mutant) strain of humanity to lose everything.

I don’t think I’ll ever forget that.

I don’t think anyone would.

If this was one of those systems that had democracy, then the Governor would have been slaughtered at the next election. Alas there was no democracy on my new home, and so the Governor lived. Others did not.

Another roar of thunder reminded me of the bad weather outside, I didn’t want to go out in the rain. I only wanted to honour my friends and all the failings of my home’s government but if I truly did that then I would need a much larger candle.

I frowned as the sound of thunder got louder and rain slashing against the glass got louder too. 

Turning my head I took a deep breath of the sweet cinnamon hinted air and I stared at the melting wax of the candle. I guessed I was hoping for some sign this was going to work.

That sign wasn’t coming.

Speaking of coming, I... that was a silly thought as I remembered how I had emailed every single local organisation, government and charity about what I was doing tonight. 

I was hoping that everyone nearby could come out and celebrate and remember the fallen. The mutants were massive in this area, they were teachers, scholars, gardeners, chefs and more.

Smiling to myself I remembered a wonderful friend of mine, Collinc. He was a brilliant man, always helpful, always smiling, always making sure everyone else was okay. 

When I returned I was so excited about seeing him again, that’s when I learnt of the disease. He had been dead five years at that point.

And that’s what annoyed me more than anything, I was a regular reader of all the deaths and disease outbreaks in the Empire. The Central Government on Earth did an amazing job of making sure everyone was informed of everything.

If I wanted to I could easily read up on any disease on the other side of the Empire with a maximum of a one year delay. 

I could find out if anyone had died in the Empire with the same level of accuracy.

I had no idea Collinc had died five years earlier.

Taking a deep breath of the cinnamon air, I realised that the Governor nor anyone with sense in the government cared about my friends. They didn’t care about reporting the disease to Earth or anything else.

It sickened me.

Turning back towards my glass doors, I felt a wave of happiness wash over me as the rain had passed and I was finally going to do my vigil.

Picking up the candle, the soft wax moved slightly in my fingers and a massive hint of cinnamon hit me. I walked over to the glass doors, opened them and walked outside.

The bitter refreshing chill of the wind wrapped round me as I stood there for a moment, savouring the moment. 

Everything smelt and felt so alive and joyous, even back in my service days, a cold chill had always got my blood pumping. 

Taking a few steps forward, I felt my feet press into the soft lustrous grass as I walked closer to the sheer drop of the cliff. I always smiled when I looked out into the massive sea ahead of me. 

It easily went on for miles upon miles, the waves crashed and smashed into the rocky cliff from all the hundreds of metres below me. 

That’s why I picked this home, because of the stunning view and it was one of the few places in the Empire where you could feel connected to nature. Even on the planet, so few got the chance to see a real ocean and sea. 

In vain hope others would join me, I turned around briefly. I looked at the large smooth walls of my house and I looked out onto the empty street with streetlamps clearly lighting the road. 

My head turned side to side in case people were standing in the other gardens of my neighbours.

Nothing.

No one was going to turn up. I knew that. I just needed to see it.

Now I had to do the Vigil.

As I knelt down I felt the chilling coldness of the ground pulse into my knees and body as I looked out over the sea. I knew I wasn’t going to be here too long, I wasn’t freezing to death!

The smell of the cinnamon was lost to me as it mixed into the refreshing coldness of the outside air. But as always, it wasn’t about the smell, it was about my dead friends.

As I placed the candle in front of me, I realised something and it was probably the reason why I was doing all of this.

Community.

It finally hit me that I wasn’t sad or doing a Vigil for me, maybe I wasn’t even doing it for my friends. Well, I was but I wanted something else.

I wanted to be around people who understood what I was going through. I was mad at the government! I was mad at them for killing my friends!

I wanted them to live. I wanted to see them. Catch up, spend time with them when I returned. I didn’t want them to die!

And that was the answer to all my problems, I think after having a massive family who looked out
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