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Edicius, Too.


He felt the leather of the car steering wheel, his foot against the pedal as he travelled through a dense, unseeing fog.

The radio played Something in the Way by Nirvana.

A rag-doll hangman hung from the inner car mirror.

Inner Monologue, Marsh: “I forgot to pick up Edicius from school.”

Inner Monologue, Marsh: “Life fuck me if he’s dead too. He’s all I've got left.”

He stopped his car in front of the school, walking out of his vehicle before looking back at his car. With the car door still open, he took a shotgun from within his car, walking to the school’s entrance.

Flashback, Uoyab: “I ain’t going with you. Turn back, we need to go home!”

Inner Monologue, Marsh: “Damned be me if that ain’t true, partner.”

The door into the school was rusty, with tiny droplets of water across its surface, humid to the touch as he opened and entered.

A notebook, open by page 28, let off an orange juice scent.

A television pointed at the entrance of the main building, an electric buzzer 

being heard.

P.A.S: “...Blindman...” 

A scent of orange juice, combined with the acidity of the latter, something that Marsh could taste without using his tongue, appeared.

Inner Monologue, Marsh: “You better not have touched my baby, you damn son of a bitch.” He cocked his shotgun, aiming at the entrance of the director’s office.

The texture of calluses, creases and the swirling ridges of a hand wrapped around Marsh’s eyes, making everything blurry by the second. Each step he took made him blinder.

The scent of orange juice became stronger.

Marsh: “You’ll see.”

He aimed his shotgun upfront as he entered the director’s room, his vision tunneling and disappearing as he stepped in.

The groans of someone who ignored hundreds of bullying complaints could be heard.

He stumbled over the knocked-over desk table, falling to the ground and accidentally letting his shotgun off, firing at the window and shattering it as the shards fell to the ground.

His vision slowly returned as he realized the office was empty.

He stood up.

A trail of slimy footsteps that he couldn’t focus on even if he tried to, being just a blind spot in his vision, appeared.

P.A.S: “If you see something, you say something!”

He walked outside the director’s office, stepping on the slimy goo as he squatted beside the trail.

He sat on the ground, his back against the frame of the door.

Flashback, Uoyab: “I Felt the pain. Slime stickin’ to your skin.”

Flashback, Uoyab: “They’re here too.” Sharp, rattling footsteps could be heard.

P.A.S: “..The Raped Will..” He stood up from the floor, looking at the ceiling as he noticed chunks of it would fall to the floor. Marsh aimed his gun to the ceiling as the corpse of a student fell between the cracks, cut and slashed across its body.

Marsh’s back hunched forwards, looking behind himself as an explosive whip-crack appeared, the distorting shadow figure of a hangman being cast. Every time he tried to focus his vision on that shadow, his mind became numb, every thought, every rationalization vanishing into thin air.

The scent and taste of orange juice vanished, replaced by a scent of chocolate. Marsh rushed inside one of the classrooms, barricading the door with a table as he sat on one of the chairs, regaining his breath as his heartbeat echoed throughout the room.

He could see a student through the door window walking through the hallway, its back hunched as it continued wandering.

He stood up from his chair.

Marsh: “Edicius! Wait!” He moved the table away from the door, opening it as he faced the student, who turned to see Marsh.

The student gagged and turned, the scent of chocolate becoming stronger as it would appear as a taste in Marsh’s tongue, slimy and viscous as it slid down his throat.

A drowned and muffled sound, made by something in its mouth, could be heard as his vision upon the student’s figure became obscured by a shadow cast over its form. He couldn’t focus, even see or think about what it was without his mind going blank.

Inner Monologue: “Ahh.. uhm.. i.. uh..”

The purr and meow of a cat could be heard afterwards as the gags continued, a slimy series of tendrils slowly flaring as the rattling, metallic footsteps became nearer and nearer. Marsh aimed his shotgun at the thing, but his aim wandered off to the side every time he tried to shoot at it. He turned, walking in the opposite direction as the thing would continue after him.

He rushed upstairs, feeling the scent of chocolate slowly vanish as he would prepare himself to shoot his weapon at the upcoming student.

As he saw the ever-distorted shadow becoming closer, a sad, canine cry being heard, his aim became shaky and his breathing became quicker.

Marsh: “Can't get this choco-pie! Give me my son!” 

He could see the student clearly within his sights.

However, the student was covered in slashes and cuts, promptly collapsing to the ground.

Marsh: “That you, sonny?” He hurried downstairs, crouching next to the student as he looked upon its face, checking his pulse by putting two fingers against the side of his neck. Not only did he not have a pulse, but the texture of his skin was fragile and cold.

Marsh: “Wish I had saved you all.” He closed the student’s eyes and stood up, walking upstairs as an explosive whip-crack cast the shadow of an ever-distorted hangman. 

Marsh: “Little man, you just wait. Pop's coming to get you. I promise.” The scent of chocolate vanished. He was on the third floor now.

Flashback, Uoyab: “I love you, Marsh.”

Flashback, Marsh: “Me too.”

The scent of charred appeared, and so did the scent and taste of apple pie.

A room lies open, which Marsh entered.

A backpack lay on top of one of the tables, a bottle of water with an unscrewed lid beside it along with a pair of shoes he recognized as his son’s.

He reached into a pair of shoes, finding a note.

Inner Monologue, Marsh: “I hope you can forgive me.. mom, dad.. I’m in too much pain, and I just want to rest. Please, don’t get sad. I’ll always love you.”

Flashback, Edicius, referring to Uoyab: “Mommy!”

Flashback, Marsh, referring to Uoyab: “He always saw you as a lady. Probably thanks to that long hair of yours.”

The scent of apple pie grew stronger.

He walked outside the room, clearing his throat as he continued through the charred hallways, whose ashes floated into the ground, illuminated by the faintly dim light of the school.

His shotgun falls off his hands, going off as it hits the ground, firing at the wall. He walks up to the shotgun, picks it up and walks downstairs, outside into the schoolyard and into the cafeteria.

His footsteps echo through.

The fridge damp creaks and the door crackles as he opens to look inside. 

Sandwiches, pieces of cake..

He takes a piece of cheese cake on a plate and sits down outside at one of the tables, looking into the fog.

He looked to his side, and without taking a second to process if someone was there, he spouted:

“Edicius, you want some?”

Marsh blinked twice, his eyes scanning the chair and looking behind himself.

Marsh:  “Little man, where are ya? Pop’s got some cheesecake for ya!”

Marsh:  “Little man...?” His breath became rapid and shallow as his heart raced, searching for his step son as he looked back into that empty chair once more, gasping as his eyes widened, shrinking before his neck hunched forward.

His nose became runny and his eyes puffed and reddened.

The chair he sat upon felt cold, like cold needles piercing his skin.

His eyes widened once more as he rubbed his skin, trying to satisfy that itch on his skin with scratches. 

He grabbed a piece of cheese cake and brought it to his mouth, chewing as he felt every single piece of cake with each one of his teeth, swallowing the bolus as he was done, repeating until nothing was left.

The cold cake slid down his throat and into his stomach.

He stood up, returning inside the building once more and walking up the main stairs, walking into the room with that backpack and with that bottle of water.

As he tried to enter, he grabbed onto the frame of the door, looking away as a fibrous, rigid texture wrapped around his legs, the scent and taste of apple pie appearing in the air.

Flashback, Edicius: “I love you daddy. I love you, mommy. I made you this drawing.”

Flashback, Marsh: “How sweet! Thanks!”

Flashback, Edicius: “Do you like it?”

Flashback, Marsh: “Of course, little man! I love it!”

Flashback, Marsh: “You’ll grow to be an artist when you grow up, you know that?”

Flashback, Edicius: “I can’t wait to grow up!”

A lump formed in Marsh’s throat as he walked into the room, zipping the big pocket of his son’s backpack and wearing it on his backpack. He looked at the pair of shoes his son left behind, taking the backpack off his own back and unzipping the big pocket, putting the pair of shoes inside and zipping it back up, wearing the backpack once more.

He walked to the hallway as the classroom doors began to have invisible strings, tendrils and ropes wrapped around them, wearing them down like a watermelon as they would crumble and collapse.

Marsh walked down the stairs as the steps behind him started to levitate, crackling like the bones of someone’s neck.

An explosive whip-crack appeared and the school was lit in a bright, white flash of light, the shadow of a hangman being cast as Marsh’s feet floated, his hand clinging to his throat as that fibrous, rigid texture wrapped around his neck.

He fell down to the ground, his bones creaking as the texture, scent and taste vanished.

He stood up, walking outside as he realized the table he ate at was clean, a trail of bleach and soapy water leading to whereabouts unknown within the fog.

He continued walking, following a muddy trail into a cemetery.

As he neared the entrance, he could hear an electric buzz.

TV: “...Chainsman...”

He walked into the cemetery.

All other scents vanished, except the odour of his own skin’s sweat.

He felt a weight connected to his feet that weighed him down every time he took a step forward to walk.

Flashback, Uoyab: “Uhm.. did he just call me mom?”

Flashback, Uoyab: “Uhm..”

He aimed his shotgun at a shadow he could hardly see through the fog.

Flashback, Edicius:  “They’re mean to me.”

Flashback, Uoyab: “Who?”

Flashback, Edicius:  “My classmates.”

Flashback, Uoyab: “Okay. We’ll talk to the teachers, okay sweetie?”

Flashback, Edicius: “Thanks, mom.”

Flashback, Uoyab:  “Uhm, You’re welcome..”

The shadow just vanished.

A grave was knocked and crumbled in front of him, making him fall to the ground.

He sat on the ground, standing up as his feet weighed him down.

An explosive whip-crack appeared as the metallic, cold texture of chains wrapped around his legs.

It didn’t render him unable to walk, just made it tougher.

As he continued walking, another grave was knocked and crumbled over.

A shadow appeared in the fog.

He aimed his shotgun at it, cocking it before the chain texture wrapped around his fingers and hands, pulling his weapon to the ground as he would fire at a grave, instead.

The recoil knocked him back. Staggering, he cocked his shotgun and continued walking. The shadow had vanished.

The cold wind kept licking his skin.

A door appeared through the fog. He walked to
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