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He materialized before me some minutes past 3, Friday morning, his arrival preceded by a range of events I won't bother delving into presently. For the stubbornly unconvinced, however, I will mention a telling detail: dark and sheeny teal feathers, like scattered shards glinting in the dim light, litter my floor. Dare to touch them, and they'd dissolve into a fine, white powder with a faint, unsettling rustle, leaving behind an unmistakable stench of something putrid.

I refer to the figure as ‘he’ but I really couldn’t be sure – at least not at the outset. Its form, a grotesque parody of flesh, writhed and morphed like fresh turning magma - red and black to yellow, fluid, solid, and plasmic. It had no face to speak of, yet its voice, with the cadence of a maniac and the chilling chorus of an unkindness of ravens, peaked and fell erratically. Strangely, I understood every word.  

He stood before me, a harbinger of dread, frost creeping across the walls like spectral roots from whence his cloak brushed against the dented floor. A wave of shivers briefly cascaded down my spine, a primal reaction I hadn't felt in years. But a strange sense of calm quickly washed over me, settling like dust in a long-abandoned chateau. My breath hitched and a dry rasp escaped my old, chapped and battered lips. 'I will go with thee!' the words almost burst through me. Oh, how anticipation danced within the recesses of my mind!

A mighty scythe, inky and crimson, forged from aged Phantom quartz, fell from his withered digits, shaking the very foundation of the shanty. He sank back into the welcoming depths of a creaking couch, the rough wood frame digging slightly through the cloak as a cloud of dust puffed up from the neglected cotton stuffing.



"It's yours by divine right," he began in low tones, letting out a proper sigh that rumbled through his chest area like distant thunder. "That's what she said when she handed me the scythe..." he grumbled, gesturing towards the weapon with all his weathered digits, "mine by divine right - and all without my consent.  They won't even let me pass through—Oh, the futility of it all!


His haggard shoulders slumped, a palpable wave of despair momentarily washing over the room as he scoured the old, rotten space with a long, slow gaze.


"There is no end in sight..." he muttered bitterly, his voice a dry rasp, "...no real conclusion to this cursed folly, you understand?"


The tranquility that had settled upon me began to unravel as a peculiar warmth I'd almost recognized receded like a tide, giving way to the chill. My throat clenched, and a wave of anger, impotent and raw, surged through me. 'Off with your woes, then, pillock!' I croaked, the words scraping harshly against my parched lips.

Silence reigned for a few minutes, and a few more, then some more, prompting the old rage to simmer within me. My grip tightened on the armrest of my single, worn-out sofa, my knuckles turning white. "Get on with it, you weed!" I silently screamed. “I need my end!”


A weathered hand shot out, clawing at the empty space beside him before grasping the frayed, rough edge of the couch. "Florence!" he cried out, his voice laced with sudden urgency. He sat up like one awakened from deep slumber. "Why won't they grant me passage?" he continued in low tones, slowly easing back to the twisted comfort of the creaking couch. 


“Who’s Florence?” I blurted out rather hesitantly. 


His weathered hand clenched, his gaze flickering to the dull tin ceiling. “Florence...” he muttered, a tremor running through his voice. “A soul I... craved.” 

A heavy silence descended before he continued, his voice low, almost indistinct. “They came from... Ah, it doesn’t matter where. It was a time before the rain, a score or two before the Great Flood... the days of Sann the Giant Killer.” 

“Sann the Great... Did you ever...?”

He nodded slowly, a flicker of recognition evident in his movements. “The father came first, a giant among men. Then came the others, a whole band of them. Demons, every single one. You understand? But she... she was angel.” His voice grew animated, a stark contrast to his earlier despondency.  “Envoyé pour perturber ma tranquillité, ma tranquillité, mais un ange quand même, oui!  An angel!” He slammed his fist against the backrest. 

“He wasn’t kind, the father. He’d beat her...cruelly,” he continued, his voice dropping back to a low rasp. “Her brothers, all behemoths, did nothing. But the system has a way of correcting imbalances, I suppose.”

“Before them... well, before them I existed in a state of blissful content—apathetic and unashamed in my despondent bubble, my perfect sanctuary. How I crave that bubble now!”

“My uncle, Cyrus, passed when I was eleven, young and full of life. I thought it a tragedy then. At 16, however, a resolution came to me, clear as a desert sunrise. Yes, marry young, sire a couple of rascals like the brute, and die before the gray, young and unencumbered– life as it should be! 

“But then... but then she arrived, and ruined everything,” his countenance grew crimson with cracks of yellow. “From the moment I saw her, a fragile figure in tattered rags, her eyes, bruised and haunted, I understood my construction would not stand. She... she disturbed my circles, she did.”

Naturally, aspirations like dark, expectant clouds began to gather, and my bubble imploded beneath the tonnage. “My bubble—I should have been in it when it shattered. Then... then I’d be sleeping in that eternal peace with all the kings and counselors as envisioned by the Uzite. But it’s never that easy, no...” he concluded with a whisper.

"It is that easy," I interjected. "All is in a man's hand."

"Hmm, is it? All in its proper place," he uttered with indifference.


Unnerved by his




























































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
A
Vendetta

Patrick. M. Kwmn





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png
GXO+—





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





