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Chapter one: An eloquent creature.
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It was a beautiful morning.

A radiant orange tint, graciously set against the dark blue sky, painted a corner of the eastern horizon.

Standing at a balcony, admiring this natural masterpiece, was a figure of seemingly eleven years old.

Eyes consecutively shutting and opening, face turned fully towards the sun, he kept smiling contently.

A few paces behind him in the house, sat a man fully shaded from the bustling morning sun.

His customary rabbit earring, he kept caressing whilst steeped in deep meditation. It had only been an hour since his arrival, all whilst the yolk in the sky was still safely confined in its shell.

"You make too much of the sun," he'd annoyingly spattered at the boy, who merely smiled again particularly for his benefit, bidding his time before answering.

"It's not my fault you're the only one of father's creation afflicted by it," the boy had replied sweetly, in a sugary tone meant to pique the others irritation.

Running his other free hand over his belly, the man merely snorted in reply.

"What's with the going bald anyway Leo?" The boy inquired with sincere curiosity.

"Decades with hair, it gets boring."

"I've seen more years than you, I never tired of my lush hair. I once let it grow to my knees, till it usurped attention everywhere and I had to curtail it," the boy answered.

"Variety of personality Theo, ever heard of it? Same way a man would delight himself in acrylic representation of life, all whilst another amuses himself drowning little children."

"No need to get personal," the boy quipped, the smile of his, getting effaced as quickly as possible.

"I couldn't find you all night, I have a good guess where you were."

"It's only dignified to usher the little souls away."

Leo couldn't help breaking out into laughter, hand caressing his bald head this time.

"It's pathological is what it is, to stalk a boy, drown it, and then attend it's wake with the funeral included. Does it give you an erection?"

"Funny of you to speak of that, I’ve never had an erection! Sometimes I pat it a little bit to try and reinforce one, but Nada! Nothing ever comes of it," the boy had reeled off quickly with enthusiasm, finishing off with a mischievous chuckle.

"I'm not speaking of arousals of that kind and you know it," Leo had shot back as gruffly as he could.

"Ah! You don't even humor anyone nowadays Leo, it's the onset of death. Aridity in spirit first, then death comforter of worlds envelopes you in her satin shroud."

"We are already dead, eternally so. It seems you'd worry too about fickle things like a soul," Leo let off in a whisper, bounding forth from his relaxed position.

"And why not worry about my soul? It's an immortal instrument, now housed in an eternal shroud. How amazing is that? An eternal garden, and now endowed with an eternal gardener. Come on, don't you ever think what lies beyond the curtain which you and I have been denied entry? What ambience did we forever shut the door on?"

"Well, I believe that mystery will be solved someday. I believe our 'immortality' has a limit. At some point, maybe two thousand years from now, the body will crumble. Or perhaps there exists a weapon capable of murdering us, but we are yet to stumble upon it," Leo had reeled off with a tinge of anxiety in his voice.

"Is this fear of death you cloth in numerous syllables?" The boy inquired gaily, swiveling around, departing from the balcony and settling on a couch directly opposite Leo.

"I'm merely being logical. An eternal thread doesn't exist, no matter what. Or perhaps the world will be destroyed at last, and us along with it. It's possible conjectures of the mind," Leo had concluded with a sigh.

"Why worry about that?"

"Who can really tell if a vampire is immortal? Safe statement is that we live really long."

"Meanwhile spreading out our vileness on the surface of the earth," the boy added quickly with a satisfied grin on his face.

"Why do you hover over them after you do them in?"

"Ah! Back to the drowned angels aren't we. Different microscopic reasons. But this time it had to do with the hypocrisy of the human organism. The child I delivered of the shackles of earth, was a being afflicted by its own mother. I myself was outside their walls, hearing that little creature shriek. The more it lacerated its lungs, the more the little child's mother beat it. It seemed a part of the philosophy you accused me of. She was aroused by the cruelty meted out on the little boy. I was almost of a mind to burst in and slit her throat the first time. But I pondered and froze in my tracks, perhaps the little child deserved this hiding, no matter how tremendous. I made it a point to visit the spot consecutively for a week. And would you believe it, the boy was beaten on each day. The reasons were numerous; a dirty uniform, not finishing his food, a terrible handwriting, dropping his spoon at table even by accident and many more. I mean, one can always find fault with another being. I couldn't believe it, so I gave it another week. Alas, she beat him four times that second week, and only because she was stricken by sickness for the other three. My anger was kindled quiet mightily against her, I felt like their mighty god, avenger of the weak.

But before I could tear her to pieces, a riddle presented itself to me. What of the child? Would I now be responsible for feeding its little beak after that? Plus, I wanted to solve another riddle. A genius thought surfaced, what if I untether the child from earth instead? Leaving the woman with her internal fiends to devour her. And that's why I devoured the boy, you should have seen him, a courteous little thing. But his soul I believe was on the onset of a special kind of aridity. I believe the child had started to extract little nuggets of joy from the cruelty meted out on him.

Anyway, I had to hover about the body to observe the mother. What a sniveling creature! She almost perished herself in grief. You should have heard the sweet names she called her dead little child. My angel, my prince, my little emperor...phew! I couldn't remember all of them even if I tried. It's blood curdling stuff Leo. But still, I wished I could truly look into her, divine why she truly mourned the boy. Perhaps her destiny was now tied to torturing this boy daily, so much so, that his demise had sent her spiraling into a queer orbit. 

Ah! You should have heard her raptures Leo, I happened to cross paths with her during the wake.

'Innocent beautiful child, you remind me of my little boy,' she'd quipped so melodic, all whilst brushing her finger against my cheek.

It took me a tremendous effort not to spit in her face Leo, I had shot her back a phony smile instead. Reaching into her purse, she'd retrieved some coins.

'buy yourself some sweets,' she'd instructed.

'There isn't enough money in the world to buy a soul for you,' is what I wish was my reply.

Later on, I did get my hands on her diary, it explained off somethings.

But my initial curiosity had propelled me to the entry on the day of the boy's death.

It was a short statement, quick to the point.

'the little demon has been snatched up by hell, glory be to God!'

That little line broke my heart Leo.

Unwittingly, I had invested a grain of faith in her repentance.

Fool that I was and am.

It's such a colorful little story.

Further up the stream of her diary, I read that the boy was the product of sexual assault. A mean stranger had raped her under the cover of darkness. From such villainy, the child had debuted onto earth. And would that fetus, whilst growing in her belly, would it have fathomed what awaited it? 

In her defense though, initially, she tried to love the little creature.

She chronicled her internal journey perfectly.

But somewhere, all sentiment petered out, with the wrong done to her coming to the front."

"It's always a different story with each that you drown," Leo quipped in an irritated tone.

"Ah! It's neither here nor there I swear," the boy replied chuckling.

"So in the end you accomplished nothing."

"I was merely doodling on the canvas of existence."

"You and your little expressions," Leo hissed in annoyance.

"Eloquence my dear brother, it's a salve on the tongue. Each syllable a magnificent scent shooting off," the boy answered delightedly.

"Mother asks to see you?" Leo shifted the dialogue all of a sudden.

"What does dear Masha require of me?"

"It's Mother and not Masha!"

"Forgive me Leo, but I'm not calling a woman younger than me by centuries mother, stepmother or otherwise," the boy reeled off in a calm tone.

"She'd like to see you soon, kindly oblige her," Leo finally replied with a sigh of resignation.

"I'll come if I feel like it, tell dear mother that," the boy burst finally in annoyance.

"Please do it on my behalf," Leo pleaded.

"I hate you Leo," Theo replied sadly.

"Does that mean you'll do it?"

"If you make me say it then I'll change my mind," the boy replied in a menacing tone.

"Thank you," Leo mumbled hurriedly before withdrawing into an inner room to pass out into the land of dreams.
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