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Genesis...

The little tyrant had been embroiled in a case of vehicular misadventure. A lily white hospital gown, draped around his body, was uncalled for. Arrogantly propped against the pillows, a cigar commanded attention of all sundry with its sinister glow. Puffing out perfect cancerous smoke rings, arrogant grins like tidal waves kept lighting up his boyish face. It was rather against hospital policy to smoke within the institution, but when the mouth doing the smoking owns the place, the rules tended to be flexible.

"Thank God!" A nurse shrieked whilst slashing herself with the sign of the cross. George sniggered.

"More like thank Tristan," he corrected.

Tristan is his chauffeur. A splendid old man, as loyal as a dog of any breed. The geezer served as a butler, gardener and housekeeper too. All with the thanks of a salary, an inch above minimum wage. Despite the cavalier treatment, wage wise and otherwise, he held his master a wrung below God. George on the other hand, responded accordingly and treated him like a peasant. The brat once confiscated all his suits and had him drive him around, in his pajamas.

Imagine an old fellow, head snowing evenly, springing up from the driver's seat, running to the passenger side to open it, whilst donning only a boyish pajama top, patterned here and there with SpongeBob and Squid ward effigies! What a disgrace! George himself had picked out this absurd pajama for him. The prick dressed the old man, even his suits. All that good old Tristan wore, was a testament of George's taste.

If a bluish tinge was more in style, of disposing that brute into a good mood, then Tristan would be draped in an all blue suit. The tie and shirt itself, would unquestionably be of the same hue. If pink was the bleating caprice of his heart, well, pink suit it was.

Dear old Tristan didn't hold up with the airs of a helpless modern serf, he beamed with the airs of a man carrying out his God given duties. The wardrobe dictatorship practiced upon him, was interpreted as love from his master. And he did call him that abominable name.

"Master shall I bring out the car now?"

"Master, how splendid I look in this yellow suit that you expressly picked out for me!"

"Master, there's a little white farthing stuck on your left cheek."

"Master..."
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AND WHAT MALIGNANT smiles rocked the visage of master, when Tristan's mouth dripped with these misplaced praises. Even upon that aforementioned incident, where Tristan went about in his pajamas, the geezer was quite ecstatic about it all.

"What a break from my monotony of suits!" He'd exclaimed looking at his master, and divining some look on that visage, added quickly, “but it's not that there's anything wrong with the suits master, but..." Without finishing, he'd hemmed and hawed terribly, and with the wave of George's hand, he'd shut his trap. This was another system of theirs. A bunch of gestures between the two that didn't necessitate speech. 

A wave of his hand- shut up

A twirl of the fingers-bring the car around

A slow shake of the head-get out of my presence

Tristan, was doubtlessly proud of discerning each and every gesture of "master" without the need of speech. With a boyish glint in his eyes, he'd explained this "love language" of theirs to anyone who cared to listen. It flowed fluently between them, on days when that arrogant cur was feeling down in the mouth. 

The old servant was a hand me down relic from George's own father. A soft but religious fanatic. With dignified airs, he addressed all his servants. Back then, the household consisted of a separate chauffeur, butler, gardener and even a housekeeper. The place was bristling with activity. Despite not being exerting upon his retinue of servants, they all despised him.

The exaggerated humility of his towards them, was all to blame. Of his expensive set of suits, he was routinely handing them down. If one was given to the gardener, he'd divine some note of displeasure in the butler, and therefore would rush to right the iniquity. In this manner, he blemished himself before them. For even though they loved to work things out of him, in a halfhearted manner, they wished the old bastard would stand up for himself.

Their spite however, was miniscule in contrast to that of his young wife. She was mortally afraid of him emptying their coffers, due to some religious zeal. No matter how much she'd castigated him, he'd merely whine and offer excuses. 

"So many dresses, it wouldn't hurt..." He'd started upon her once but she wouldn't let him finish.

"I'm not giving my clothes to those peasants! I'd rather burn them first! Do you see how they look at you? They'd just tear a new suit off you," she'd retorted. It was a little joke of hers, that she used to tell little George. 

"When your father dies, before they shove the coffin into the dirt. They're going to cast lots over his burial suit." 

A joke that was certainly of no humor. Not that little George cared, for even that little cub, had already divined something wrong in the old man. It was hard for him to idolize, a figure that burst into reverential tears over sweet nothings. A creature that was forever alluding to the goodness of all men, despite the contrary being before his very eyes.

The old geezer, had drenched his little uniform in tears, when mother sent him off to boarding school. "Lest you turn out like him," she'd sniggered as she led him off. At boarding school, he met ideal figures of masculinity. Old and cunning boys, muscular and meaner than foxes. Even when his head was pushed into the dirt, he adored them more. It was sweeter than being drenched in womanly tears. With ease, he made friends with ferocious little boys, little figures who could have easily beaten up his father.

Imagination being soaked up indiscriminately by mind, he'd dream of adventures with them. Like wild beasts, they'd maraud over the land, looking for figures to devour. Chancing upon a middle aged man, a battered copy of the gospel in his hand, they'd set upon him. With little stealthy kicks, they'd snap his ribs, kick his teeth down his throat and stamp on his neck. How wonderful, he'd reassemble like a Russian doll. Beaten to a pulp, his father would finally utter that the goodness of man was an illusion, how insightful!

Upon their first holiday, the butler had driven up alone to get him. The father was away for some evangelical retreat. The mother? The boy was too green behind the ears, so no one told him that dear old mother, had eloped with the gardener. Clearing the household safe, lover in hand and taking the family Icarus, they'd drove into the sunset.

Senior George could easily have hunted her down. But like a modern day job, in the manner counted upon by the eloping woman, he sighed and did nothing. The man even grew sweeter upon his servants and ramped up his gospel calling. The afflictions of the righteous, were of no effect to his faith, in the negative direction that is.

"Mother has gone abroad," a young Tristan had explained. The boy George had merely shaken his head. He had zero intentions for knowing more. Mother frequently took flights out the country, sometimes with father, at times alone. Father to his evangelism, mother to her shopping visits. 

The mother shaped vacuum seemed to have no consequence, on the boy. The jilted man, consequently started wilting before their very eyes. At table, rows of food and disquiet parting son and father, he'd ask apropos of nothing, “do you miss your mother?" 

Incapable of blatantly lying, he'd anchor his gaze on his plate, impale a morsel of food with a fork, inspect it against the light and utter nothing. This stoic demeanor of his, greatly disturbed the preacher. 

With misplaced vigor, an appointment with a therapist was made. He'd lingered in the hallway, as the father painted his worries. Through the paper thin walls, he heard it all.

"My wife left me... actually she eloped with my gardener. I think somehow my son knows and it's weighing heavily on him...I think so," the man had piteously explained himself.

And to think that even months after mother's flight, George fancied it was a rather overdrawn abroad trip. 

Finally, he'd been ushered in, to be prodded in the father's presence.

"How are you feeling?"

To this he'd merely sighed.

"What's your name?"

With a smile, he'd zapped a fly zipping past his ear.

The "quack" had excused him out of the room, to continue conspiring with the father.

"What are his interests?"

"I don't know."

"What was the last thing you talked about with him?"

The father was nonplussed by all the questions.

A realization dawned upon him. Even
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