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      Arnaath

      

      All day I’ve watched Chloe trudge boxes from the truck to the house, moving her entire life one cubic foot at a time.

      I don’t know how many years I’ve waited for her to return home. How long has it been since she discovered her imaginary friend wasn’t imaginary, since she blabbed about it to her parents, who promptly shipped her off to boarding school, then sold the house and moved far, far away?

      Admittedly, the way Chloe found out I was real could have gone better. I hadn’t meant to startle her, and I certainly hadn’t meant for her to fall off the damn roof, but she’d tried to kiss me! And call me old-fashioned, but a girl’s first kiss should be with a boy her own age, not an ancient lump of rock like me.

      Although, as I watch the seductive sway of her hips as she carries a chair up the front steps and into the house, I know I wouldn’t mind if she kissed me now. Little Chloe isn’t so little anymore. Only a full-grown woman walks with that much swagger, and I wonder with a smile if she’s still as gloriously weird as she was as a child.

      You see, that’s how Chloe and I became friends all those years ago. Imaginary friends, but still. Children her own age thought her peculiar. And yes, I could see why they’d think that. Collecting animal skulls and sleeping with jars full of spiders beside the bed is not exactly usual behaviour for a child, especially a young lady, but Chloe never cared what anyone else thought and simply did it anyway. Just like she defied her parents and climbed up to the roof at every available chance to sit at my side and chatter away about the people buried in the graveyard behind her house, to wonder at the lives they must have led.

      Not that she knew I was listening. Not really.

      She was a special child—one of the last of her kind, if I had to guess—for she carries the blood of the masters.

      The stone masons who created me and my kind.

      Some people call us gargoyles, but a gargoyle is nothing more than a glorified drainpipe. They are crudely shaped, slack-jawed layabouts, content in their demeaning existence. They are repulsive, and I am most definitely not that. Although I’d be lying if I said a number of my brethren didn’t make good use of their gaping maws from time to time, but I digress.

      I, Arnaath, am a grotesque, a guardian who protects the people and wards off evil.

      It’s an unusual name, I grant you, for someone as spectacular as myself, and not the name given to my kind originally. When we were created, when the masters carved us from the purest marble and gave us the faces of fallen angels with bodies to match, we were known as something quite different.

      Canterbury’s Wolves.

      It is universally acknowledged that even in the toughest of times, prostitutes make money, and in the twelfth century, the churches and the bishops knew a good thing when they saw it and taxed said prostitutes, taking a little—or a large—piece of the pie for themselves. But here’s the thing: humans in the Middle Ages were not the cleanest of individuals, and if the missus didn’t kill you for visiting the stews, the syphilis would, and the church took their cut either way.

      But the archbishop of Canterbury was a clever man, and using his knowledge of courtier life and who was—or was not—sleeping with whom, he had the idea to keep the money coming in by tapping into a frequently overlooked and underutilised source of capital.

      High-born women.

      After all, what’s good for the gander is good for the goose. But, ever aware of the scandal that would arise if the fairer half of his flock suddenly contracted an STD, or worse, fell pregnant while their husbands were otherwise occupied with one crusade or another, he gathered the best sculptors money could buy and gave them a task.

      Me and my stony brethren.

      But it didn’t matter how exquisitely carved we were, every detail of our marble bodies painstaking and precise, we were still lifeless lumps of rock. No better than statues. But it turns out all those secret societies the conspiracy nuts are always banging on about were actually a thing way back when, and not only were the masters handy with a chisel, but some of them knew their way around the art of anthropomorphism too.

      One by one they breathed life into us, gave us emotions and thoughts and a sense of touch, and before we even knew what we were, we were being instructed in the finer points of pleasuring a woman for coin.

      Yes. That’s right. I was a medieval man of the night.

      A lady knew when she entered our den that she had no chance of contracting the pox or falling with child. Safe from the fragility of male egos and assured a night of pleasure, she was the most important woman in the world, free to sin, to indulge her baser desires, even if only for an hour or two, depending on the size of her purse. And on those rare occasions when women were scarce, well, that’s where the gargoyles and their gaping mouths come into play.

      And now you’re probably scratching your pretty little heads wondering how I went from prostitute to pigeon post.

      Well, the way we came by our name of grotesque was violent and painful and cruel beyond measure—there’s a reason most of my brethren are as anatomically correct as a Ken doll, and it has nothing to do with the ravages of time. No, as educated as we were in the ways of women and their pleasure, we were innocent of the ways of men and their petty jealousies.

      They attacked us.

      Resentful husbands and outraged fathers smashed and hacked and shattered us. Broke horns. Ripped off wings. Gouged out eyes and cut off cocks. And when they’d finished, leaving us in various states of rubble, they hunted down and murdered our masters, ensuring we remained broken and ugly—grotesque. Ensuring their women would never seek comfort in our arms again.

      But I was one of the lucky ones.

      My creator survived and managed to restore me to my former glory. Well, mostly. Definitely all the parts that matter.

      And upon inspecting the carnage and seeing what had become of those who could not be made whole again, the archbishop offered us a different life from the one we’d known, and like so many eunuchs before them, my brothers resigned themselves to a life of duty within the church. They took to the rooves, to the steeples and belfries, so they could watch over their lovers, protect them from afar.

      And perhaps take a little pleasure in haunting their attackers, reminding them they would never satisfy their women as well as an ugly and broken-down lump of rock. And even though my creator had left me mostly whole and hearty, I joined my brethren at their post and settled into the new life the archbishop had granted us.

      But time really is the enemy of the immortal. Endless

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/wkp-logo-pink.jpg





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/image-60.jpg
3

THE Q COLLECTION

JENNIE KEW





