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A Bad Art Style


There was a knock on my door. Apartment 413. The first level was an above-grade basement so I wasn’t as high up as you might think.

I peered through the peephole and, well, if I don’t dress right for the decade, my visitor wasn’t dressed right for the millennium. The clashing earth tones— browns, reds— were utterly garish. The visitor was right up against the door and very tall so I could not see the face, just the strangely dressed chest. And from that I knew it was a man, or at least a male. Something was quite off with it in a way that I didn’t like. Before opening the door I looked around my living space— the kitchen, the living room, the hallway to the bedrooms, only one of which was used for sleeping; the other was my secret laboratory and creativity zone. And I took in the colors and the textures and the decorations and wondered if I had inadvertently styled myself and my environment to be a part of a story that I didn’t want to be a part of.

I opened the door because the visitor was so tall that I knew I would have to deal with him again eventually and although I am generally known for putting things off till the last minute, if I am faced with them very directly, I can get very on the ball.

The door swung open. Yes, I was so dissociated from what I was doing by what I saw that it felt more like the door swung open of its own accord than it felt like me doing it. I was hit with a lot of sensations and emotions at once! “Hello— oh, good lord!”

“Howard Ewps,” said the man, leaving out my middle name for some reason— I suppose it did not count as official wherever it was from. “I am an envoy sent to carry out your death sentence on the charges of—”

“Yes, yes, I figured you might be here for that,” I said. “But… does it have to be you? Really? You’re very hard to look at.”

“Be afraid,” the man said simply, and then I knew he was an angel, because he was subverting what angels usually say, and that reality really upset me.

The tall, unfashionable angel’s face was— arrgh, I hate to even substantiate it and thus associate it with me— deformed, to say the least. It had a weak chin and thin lips, just to start going from bottom to top, but that wasn’t the worst of it. I’m not a racist— that wasn’t why this angel was coming to deal with me— but its skin was revolting; though mostly smooth, it was like…. it was like if sand could get sick. It just looked like nauseated stone, yes. And now the worst part was the upper three quarters of the head. He looked like the way my couch cushions did, all wrinkled. He did not have a proper face with eyes and a nose. He had these weird lopsided folds of skin that might have been covering the normal features that had once been there. It reminded me somewhat of burns but I knew that sort of thing well and the texture was not right. For all I knew this was a perfectly intact angel and he had come out of a lady angel’s womb or God’s forehead looking like this and the thought of that was even worse. He did not look, as the kids say, “cool.” He looked like a mistake.

“Oh, I have to say, I’m afraid all right,” I said, stumbling over my words slightly. “I’m afraid of dealing with somebody so ugly. Are you real? This is what you are? This is who is to kill me and take my soul away? It just cannot be. You’re just… drawn in a bad art style.”

“A bad art style?” said the angel; I was bemused that its low and cold voice could “curve” itself enough to get out something that sounded appropriate with a question mark.

“Yes! I just… I hate how you look! If you were intelligently designed, it wasn’t on someone’s best day, if you know what I mean. I’d be happy to go with you if you were more majestic but… pardon my French, but what the heck is wrong with your face? I don’t mean to be so rude to a guest but you are apparently here to kill me so I have a lot of honesty to compress into my final seconds here. You remind me of this webcomic I tried to get into once where there were a lot of demons and for some reason a bunch of them had missing chunks of their faces, holes in their heads, and other flaws that were just gross— because I’m not sure what the point was! I couldn’t believe someone chose to spend their free time drawing like that. Now why is it that you look so— you know what, don’t tell me. You’re just going to feed me some— balderdash!— about how the way I see you says more about me than you, and I think that’s a load of hogwash, good sir!”

“I am but an infinitesimal refraction of the Lord’s perfection—”

“Sir, that’s the very thing I told you not to start going on and on about! It doesn’t sit well with me at all, sir. You could at least just confess that you were burned by some sort of demon’s flametongue— maybe their fire works differently, eh? Or just confess your imperfection. I don’t… I don’t like what you evoke! You’re not beautiful, surely, but neither are you that scary, nor are you disgusting in a way that really rattles me to the core, though you are certainly grosser than you are anything else. Can I possibly accurately convey the design space that I feel like you occupy? You’re not just an uncanny valley. You’re… an unserious scalene triangle!”

“I apologize that my appearance is not satisfactory to you.”

“It really isn’t. Presumably you live in heaven somewhere, right? Or the other place— the red theming is certainly suggestive. It doesn’t matter, you’re not shaped well for any sort of cosmological configuration, and that’s what makes me view you so tragically. Aren’t you supposed to look… perfect? And don’t give me any poppycock about how the perfection is internal— the Holy Spirit is certainly content to present himself as visually perfect flames, doves, puffy clouds, et cetera! I just have so many questions raised by your hideous countenance that will make my spirit very restless were I to come with you immediately. What is your daily life like? How can you see anything? How do you not just go around bumping into everything? Do you… echolocate?”

“Are you attempting to delay me with your vituperations?” the angel said. I could not bear to watch its— his— mouth move. I stared squarely at the wash of drab color on his mighty stomach.

“I’m attempting to make this universe a better place, I suppose,” I said. I didn’t really have a good answer because I was just reacting so viscerally to the offense of this wretch being in my presence. “I don’t like your head. I don’t like your mannerisms or your style, but I really don’t like your face. And to be perfectly honest, I figure I’m offended on your behalf. Yeah, that’s right… I’m trying to help you. You look like you need some celestial plastic surgery. Gazing upon you for just a few seconds was enough to fill my head with inadvertent fantasies that won’t stop playing like the movies I watch every morning— scalpel, scissors, skin grafts… there’s got to be something someone can do for you. You just… shouldn’t look like that. It’s wrong.”

“Well, be that as it may, it’s time to go,” the angel said. “And in this scabbard is a flaming sword that will compel you to go.”

“I don’t think it will, or else you would already have used it!” I said. I noticed the angel flinch; other, less disgusting people have told me that my voice can have this sort of effect on people. I’ve had it described to me as blowing through a reed whose inside is covered in a film of pond scum. “You just don’t fit, that’s what it is. You’re not genre-savvy. You don’t

























About the Author




About You





EPUB/nav.xhtml


A Bad Art Style

		A Bad Art Style







  

    		

      Title Page

    



    		

      Cover

    



  







EPUB/media/file0.jpg
Miattnew

ABad At Style





