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by Xavier Cockroachal Damon
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“Love is what will make an immortal die.” so said the moth, to the man whose head and eyes had been covered by a cloth, one that had blown away, one night sleep so deep, he saw deeper into hell, the place he shall forever dwell, and saw that wondrous, beauty sight, one that could end his plight, but die and die and die again, “Immortals only can die from love.”

“What the fuck are you talking about? You’re a fuckin’ moth.” said the man to the moth.

“Is that really a friendly way to speak to a moth?” asked the moth.

“Um, well, no, but, a moth I’ve never met who begins the conversation with, love is what will make an immortal die, well, um.”

“I see. You do have a point. But, counterpoint. You’re still a douche.” And with that, the moth fluttered off, meandering in a seeming drunken pattern, hither to tither, fro then go, and go away, the moth it did, until from its own eyes, it had hid...

“What the fuck.” said the man, sitting on a beach, bare feet deeply immersed in the sand. He took another drink from the bottle of vodka he had beside him. He had glimmers, flashes of a dream that someone, somewhere, once maybe, once may have had. He saw flashes, flickers of a life that was more than a quote, life, close quote, but flickers and flashes are but images of the dream of a dream...“Where the fuck are my shoes?” asked the man, out loud.

Dude, no, really, don’t start in again about the shoes.

“I mean, I had my shoes last night, didn’t I?”

Dude, are there not things more important than a pair of missing shoes?...Are there not...

Are there?...

Are there not?...

“But, where the fuck are my missing fuckin’ shoes?” the man asked himself out loud again with more consternation.

Oh, dude.

“There was once beauty in this decrepit world...Or...I think there was...Why can’t I remember what I’m remembering?” pondered the man with a dubious tone.

“Second counterpoint. You’re ugly.” announced the moth, having returned to throw his two cents into an empty wishing well.

“Um, and so you believe you’re like, what, male moth supermodel of the year?” the man responded.

The moth frowned then fluttered away again.

“Jesus Christ, this day is certainly starting, not at all weird.” so announced the man.

“Firstly. It is not at all nice to insult one’s appearance.” declared the moth, having again returned.

“Wait, wait, dude, you started it by calling me ugly. So?”

“I don’t actually think you’re ugly. I just said that because you disgust me. Secondly, I’m not a dude. I’m a female moth.” so said the female moth.

“Um, but your voice, you sound like a dude.” so said the man.

“I have a husky, deep voice. Are you going to insult that, too?” asked the moth.

“No, wait, sorry, sorry, I didn’t mean it as an insult, just a, an observation, OK.” explained the man.

“Fine. I accept your apology.” said the moth.

“Thank you.” said the man.

“Want to have sex later?” asked the moth.

“Um, I, ah, don’t really think that would be possible.” the man commented.

“What. You don’t find me attractive?”

“Um, ah, ah, um,” the man stammered then tried to explain, “you’re a very attractive moth, but that’s sort of the point, you are, a moth.”

“After everything we shared. How can you do this to me?” so asked the moth.

“Well, I, ah, think doing this to you is far better than doing that to you. Um, pretty sure it would kill you.” the man remarked.

“You egotistical pig. I never want to see you again.” With that, the moth fluttered off once again and the conversation was ended.

“OK, I see. It’s going to be one of those kind of days.” so said the man.
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The man awoke, sitting on a subway car as it rumbled along...Inside his mind he was reaching into the past to find...what, he knew not what...but something was there, something he desperately wished to behold again. He shook his head, unsure of what even it was he was unsure of. He shook his head again then drank from his bottle of vodka then pulled out and lit a cigarette. The smoke drifted through the car, seeking escape, but condemned to its own imprisonment, to dissolve and be no more, it dissipated into nothing. The train pulled to a stop. The moment after, so was opened the door.

Deranged soldiers march their path. Unleash upon the world their wrath. Heed the words that they say. Every day is judgment day. That place where always, wickedness will play...

But, the man...He saw a vision...Of a beach...Upon a cliff...The ocean below...And there...He was...Happy...

Destruction, nightmares, endless sorrow, dreaming, hoping, no tomorrow. An endless river bleeding dry. For he “born” to only want to die...The man began to cry...The reason...He knew not why...

The man opened his eyes, red and swollen from the impromptu torrent, the downfall of the forever falling, but a voice, he heard it calling...from somewhere deep beneath the deep...from the echoed corners of a beautiful sleep...To dream...
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The man found himself upon a beach...The beach was atop a cliff...He knew...he had been here before...But when?...The man drank from his bottle of vodka...He drank some more. There were scattered pages upon the sand. He picked one up and looked at it. Upon it, there was one word written. The word was “suttu”. He picked up another, and upon it was the same word, “suttu”. He picked up another, and upon it was again one word, but a different word. This time the word was “hibu”. The man began to cry. He didn’t know why. He drank from his bottle. He entered the black.

There was a girl. Though, by that I mean in spirit and heart, for she was not in any way of girl age. Actually, she was 822. Actually though, not. You see, she was beautiful in every way, inside and out. But...Math, and the telling of time were not her strong suits. She once told a person he was 2046 years old and immortal. She was...off by a bit, age wise, though not at all in the direction one might expect to be the case. The person she said that about...He was actually considerably older than that. As for the immortality thing? As for that one, she was entirely correct. The man drank from his bottle of vodka...
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He opened his eyes to stare out upon a dirge, a purge, a lurge, a whurge, a qleurge...‘What in fuckin’ hell is a qleurge?’ thought the man to himself.

Um, dude, what in hell is a qleurge, but not what in hell is a lurge or a whurge?

What in hell is a qleurge?...

Wonder on as you wander on through...
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Death, the dream of insanity, of a blessed dream you will never see, of a world that will never be, the curse of immortality, never will you ever be free...

The man awoke, staring out at the sea, staring out, upon a boat, a boat drifting gently on the waves, waves that would be touching the shore, except this was the land of nevermore. There was only the endless sea, the only world that would ever be...And on, the boat, it drifted, out into the abyss...
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“Why, I would be remiss if I did not piss, my only fear is that I’ll miss!”

“Oh, Jesus Christ and give me a motherfuckin’ break.” uttered the man to the man who had just happened upon the scene, “Look, dude, I certainly hope by, my only fear is that I’ll miss, you do not mean, miss hitting me. So, before this unpleasant conversation carries on any further, allow me to say, piss the fuck off, you dumbass shoe wearing motherfucker.” Yes, the other man was wearing dumbass shoes. But, considering, the man himself had no shoes of any kind, not sure on that point one should dwell. It would sort of be like the pot calling the kettle Hansel and Grettle while listening to heavy metal.

“Dude. That fuckin’ makes absolutely no motherfuckin’ sense, what so motherfuckin’ ever.” so spoke the man.

“Why, it makes absolute sense, thou should be recompense and have some sense. I do not want to miss when I, with glee, try to spray you with my pee.” so said the dumbass shoe wearing man.

“I wasn’t referring to you, you dumbfuck, pee infatuated douche.” the man acerbically noted.

“I went to Cartouche with a pooch who liked to smooch! I am going to pee now, much like I am a skinny, cosmic cow.” the dumbass shoe wearing man announced.

“Wow. Words of wisdom. Wow.” The man felt that, oh fuck it...But, he also kept feeling a strange feeling...As if there was once someone out there who could rescue him from this perverse imbecility. Or was it all just a dream? Hopefully, they could at the very least save him from a seeming impending stream. “Look, dude, don’t start peeing, and even more so, trying to pee on me.”

“I cannot pee.” stated the man with the dumbass shoes.

“What in all hell are you talking about?” the man asked, perplexed.

“I have no bladder.” the dumbass shoe wearing man declared.

Bewildered, the man snapped back,“You have no bladder? How the fuck do you not have a bladder?”

“Elective surgery!” exclaimed the pee infatuated, dumbass shoe wearing man.

“Oh, Jesus Christ.” The man sat there with his head in his hands...In doing so, feeling there was once a time when around someone,... he actually felt better...Now...in this moment...it just made him want to crush his fuckin’ head until his brain was a gooey paste.

“I...am going off now...to pee!” The dumbass shoe wearing, quite fond of urination, man bowed with pageantry, and then, much to the liking of the man, walked the fuck away.
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“Silly, dreams are the pictures and paintings of the things we wish to see.” The female voice sounded from around like an echo. The man opened his eyes and began to shake his head, “You remember what I said about dreams, don’t you? Um, probably not, memory not your strong suit. But, you are 2046 years old so I guess memory can get a bit fuzzy, wuzzy. Um, wait, add the one, carry over the eight, ah, subtract the four, then...Oh gee, I do not like math.” The man darted his gaze around the scene but saw no one. He was on a beach that was on a cliff above the sea, scattered pages all around. The voice...so wonderfully sweet, and, he thought to himself, he knew it, but did not know where from.

“Hello.” the man called out, looking around.

“Ooh, someone who didn’t seem much up for conversation just let out a mouthful of words. Call me the name, call me the name, please, please.” the female voice replied.

The man looked around, confused, searching his mind, finding no answer. Then he got a peculiar look and spoke one word, “Honey?”

The sweet voice laughed then said, “Ooh, call me honey, again, call me honey, again.”

“Um, sure, honey again.” so said the man, feeling familiarity with the words.

The voice began giggling, the sound growing fainter then trailing into silence, leaving the man alone on the beach atop a cliff above the sea. He sat for a while, looking around. He reached down and picked up one of the pages on the sand before him. Upon it was one word, “honey”. The man began crying. He did not know why. He drank from his bottle of vodka until he entered the black.
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The man sat on a subway car as it rumbled along. He was smoking a cigarette while drinking from his bottle of vodka. He was thinking about the voice he had heard...It was the sweetest sound he had ever heard, her laugh, too. He couldn’t stop thinking he knew the voice, but...he couldn’t remember from where, whose it was...or even if he did actually remember it, at all...if he had in fact ever heard it before...But, it truly was the sweetest sound he had ever heard. It was beautiful. Who was she? He desperately hoped he could hear it again. He drank more from his bottle as the train rumbled along. He entered the black.
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The man came to. He was in a bit of a thorny situation. By that, I mean literally. He had somehow managed to become entrapped, entangled, entombed, in the middle of a veritable sea of thorns. It was a very large patch, leading up to the sand and beginning of a beach. It was about the size of a football field, and he had the best seats in the house! The midfield line. Um, actually, not sure that is an accurate depiction of his situation because he was about 150 feet deep with 150 to go, bleeding from cuts from the mess of briar patch he found himself entangled and trapped within. Every time he tried to stand to extricate himself from it, his limbs would only move a few inches before the thorns and sharp as razor spikes would open new wounds. Um...Touchdown? No. It was one of those times an idiot lineman ran the other way into the wrong end zone, threw the ball into the crowd in celebration, then did the Iggy Shuffle. “Why the fuck did I journey here in the first place, and actually, how did I get this far into it?” asked the man, out loud.

Good questions, dude, good questions.
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Spiders spin their cauldrons, weaving their grieving webs of destruction, an endless process of construction, attempted reconstruction of nothingness. Hours and hours, spinning circles, just to paint your picture, draw others in, so it can begin, or end, a life of pretend, messages to send, to a beauty heart, from one completely torn apart...
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“I do believe her reasoning and rationale was readily apparent. You are, indeed, a complete and total douche.”

“OK, considering I’m now talking to a spider, I’m going to assume you are referring to the moth of my earlier conversation.” the man responded.

“Yes. My girlfriend. I should kick your ass for fucking her, you bastard.” so said the spider.

“Um, wo, wo, wo. Many points. First point, I did not actually have sex with her. Two, you are a spider, so you, um, kicking my ass, um. Three, she never said a complete and total, she just said I was a douche. Four,—”

The man was thusly interrupted in his recounting of why the last comment was so absurd by the spider, by the spider himself, “Dude, after all we’ve been through, how could you do this to me?”

“After all we, what in hell could that possibly mean?” asked the man, with complete confusion.

“Well, I’ve bitten you a few times.” so said the spider.

“You’ve, what the fuck are you talking about?” asked the man, confusion making confusion look like no confusion at all.

“Is that really a nice way to speak to a spider?” asked the spider.

“A spider who, who, just, well, yeah.”

“That’s it. Let’s step outside.” announced the spider, with bravado.

“We’re already out fuckin’ side! And you do realize I’m like a thousand times your size. Dude, think about it.”

“Ooh, now you’re really pissing me off. You stupid motherfucker. You stupid motherfucker!” the angry spider responded.

“Dude, you’re a fuckin’ spider, for Christ’s sake.” replied the man.

At this point, a very small, yappy dog happened upon the scene and began barking as ferociously as a dog of its size could do, which is not at all ferociously, at all.

“Oh, so motherfuckin’ help me.” uttered the man, head in hands.

The spider looked up at the little dog. The little dog looked down at the spider. The little dog was a very little dog. But the spider was, a, um, spider, therefore of spider height, which is practically non-existent. “Hey, little bitch.” said the spider to the little dog, “I ain’t saying anything wrong in calling you a bitch, because as a female dog, you technically are a bitch, but my bitch is fucking this bitch, so what do you say we ditch this bitch before I knock this bitch’s lights out.”

The little dog looked down at the spider on the ground and said, “Sure. You’re kinda my type.”

The spider reacted with indignation, “Kinda? Kinda? What the fuck you mean, kinda? Oh bitch, me and you gonna have a conversation when we get back home, and I don’t mean with words, bitch.”

“Fine with me, I am your bitch.” so said the little dog.

“Damn straight, bitch. I ain’t fucking with you, think I gotta tie my shoe.” so said the spider.

“Oh, dearest, when you talk like that to me, it warms the cockles of my heart.” proclaimed the little dog.

“Oh, I’m going to warm your cockles with my cockle when we get back home, bitch, after I’ve beaten your ass, bitch. Bitch!” the spider snarled with swagger.

“Oh, honey, I love it when you talk sweet like that to me.” the little dog adoringly said to the spider.

“You know it, now let’s go, bitch.” And with that, the little dog and spider walked off together, hand in hand, um, paw in, what the fuck technically are spider’s appendages called? Paw in leg? That’s the fuckin’ stupidest sounding...Oh, fuck this! The man was crying...He didn’t know why...Um, actually, he was crying for multiple reasons. The one why he knew exactly why and it was the why of, why the fuck did I have to witness the whatever the fuck I just witnessed? The other why was from the word ‘honey’. The.man was crying...he didn’t know why. He drank and he drank until he entered the black...
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Two were sitting up on their star. Reminiscing of dreams both near and far. Of whispered dreams and silent screams, of the death of dreams and everything...Forgotten voices start to sing, tactical error to reach for the brass ring, forever will be nothingness king, an ugly crow, a broken wing...A crow who once dreamed he could fly...But the dream, it was a lie...A crow born to only ever want to die...The man sat on a beach and began to cry...He did not know why...
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“I want to be your bitch.” so said Zappy, the yappy little dog who had again happened upon the scene.

“Oh, Jesus Christ.” The man took a very long drink from his bottle of vodka, “I don’t want you to be my bitch.”

“What, you don’t find me attractive?” so said Zappy.

“Oh, Christ. No, look, you’re a very, um, cute, um, but you’re a little dog, for Christ’s sake.” the man explained.

“I’m bored of that spider, I am so done with him. Come on, let me be your bitch.” Zappy offered.

“Oh, so motherfuckin’ help me.” The man took another very long drink, “Look, please take no offense. You are a very pretty dog. It’s just that, I, ah, well, you see, otherwise, ah, um, but, and I think this is an important point, calling a female a bitch, um, even a female dog, um, accurate terminology notwithstanding, is derogatory and demeaning, and I say all this well-meaning.”

“Well, if you won’t take me as your bitch...I ain’t fucking with you, I think I gotta go poo.” Zappy then marched off.

“What do you say, you and me, we share a pee!” said the dumbass shoe wearing, pee infatuated man.

“Dude, get the fuck out of here.” so said the man

“Very well. I am going off to pee.” Pee master then walked away.

“So it’s going to be one of those kind of days.”

But weren’t they all...

The man began to cry, but didn’t know why...

But weren’t they all...

Weren’t they all...
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“Oh. My head feels all woobly. Tried to hold my breath again. One should learn from their mistakes. After 822 years, or is it? I do not like math. But you think one would.” said the sweetest voice the man had ever heard.

The man opened his eyes. He was on a beach atop a cliff, the ocean raging away below. He called out, “Honey, how are you?” He looked around desperately, frantically, but he couldn’t see anyone. He was just there, alone on the beach. His voice echoed in the sky. He began to cry.

“Why you crying, silly?” the sweet female voice asked.

“I miss you.” blurted out from the man’s mouth, though he didn’t know why he would speak those words.

“No crying, silly. Isn’t it better to laugh?” The sweet voice spoke with a soothing tone.

The man hesitated, trying to think of what to say. “I...wouldn’t know. But...I know I...love your laugh.”

“Oh, thank you.” The beautiful voice giggled happily, “I do so love you, silly.”

“I do so love you too, honey.” responded the man, with truth, still not knowing...or did he...who he was speaking to? “Um, honey—”

“Ooh, call me honey, again, call me honey, again!” spoke the voice with a happy giggle.

“Fine, honey again. Just do me one favor. Always be happy, always laugh, never cry.” so said the man, heartfelt while feeling sorrow.

“I will...I will...I will...” responded the voice, I will reverberating as an echo, trailing off then disappearing, leaving the man alone upon the beach, atop the cliff, above the sea. The man picked up a page that was there upon the sand. There was one word on it. The word was ‘banutu’. The man began to cry. He drank from his bottle of vodka. He entered the black.
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The man sat on a bench. Feeling nightmares closing in from behind his eyes. Trying to silence never ending cries. Persistence of wondering whys. The dreams of he who forever dies...but never dies.
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“I was the explixomy of retchery, insteadery purtechery.” so said, you know what, fuck off to all of you at this point, the man with the dumbass jeans. Could we maybe, possibly, have a secondary character who does not have a dumbass piece of clothing? Is that really too much to ask, you dumbass motherfuckers. Oh, Jesus Christ, I’m really fuckin’ pissed.

“I want to piss upon the pee, upon the flea, wonderfully!” so said the pee infatuated, dumbass jean wearing man.

No, dude, shut the fuck up and get the fuck out of here, and this is me talking, not the man.

“But, who are you, think I might poo, too, doing a solid on my shoe, while I pee splendidly!” the man with the dumbass jeans exclaimed.

“Look, will the both of you just shut the fuck up!” bellowed the man.

“Not polite to curse, silly.” sounded the sweetest sounding voice.

The man began to cry. He didn’t know why.
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The man sat upon a bench, drinking from his bottle of vodka, smoking a cigarette. Who then happened upon the scene? Take a guess. The man with the dumbass hat? The man with the dumbass shoes? The man with the dumbass jeans? O for three. It was...the woman with the skinny shorts. Were they dumbass, skinny shorts? No. They were just skinny shorts. Thus, a new secondary character, the woman with the skinny shorts. As opposed to obese shorts. What the fuck could possibly make shorts obese? Guess they’re eating a lot of ass. These shorts apparently weren’t, for they were, as already mentioned, skinny shorts. Guess they were just friends, not desirous of licking ends. I’m going to shut the fuck up now.

“Yeah, dude, shut the fuck up.” said the man.

I already said I was going to shut the fuck up, so why don’t you shut the fuck up.

“I’ll shut the fuck up when you shut the fuck up.” the man barked.

Hey, a compromise, why don’t we both shut the fuck up?

“Fine, OK, fair enough. We can agree to disagree.”
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“Who are you, are you the who, Horton hears, when Horton hears a who, who took a solid on his shoe, while at the zoo. Uky, puky, dooky, woo?”

“Oh, so motherfuckin’ help me.” The man took a long swig from his bottle of vodka, “OK, extremely large elephant. Who exactly are you, you, who is speaking all this who talk?”

“It’s me, Ganesh.” spoke the very large elephant. Um, as opposed to small elephants. Though I suppose, supposedly baby elephants are small elephants, relative to adult elephants, though elephants, even at birth, aren’t really small, though this was an extremely large elephant, this was Ganesh.

The man looked up at Ganesh and spoke, “Ganesh. Me and you really need to have a talk.”
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“Who is Ganesh, silly?” asked the sweetest sounding voice to the man.

“Big, elephant dude.”

“Are you calling me a dude?”

“I’m not calling you a dude, honey.”

“Then you’re calling me a big elephant?”

“Honey, I’m certainly also not calling you a big elephant.”

“I already knew that, silly.”

“Honey” called the man to the wind.

There was no reply...

The man began to cry.

Wishing he could die...

––––––––
[image: ]


Ugliness encompassed every breath, sight, thought and sound, ugliness it did abound, and surround, present in everything around. But, the man...he had this memory of a dream where things were not as they now did seem. Where there was beauty, not ugly, a dawn of a new day, but now that dream had gone away, lying, dying on the sand, taken by fate’s cruel hand, tears dropping to the floor, it will forever be the land of nevermore...

Nightmare dreamscape, endless void...
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“Why, hi there, friend, my name is Boyd, and I often study Sigmund Freud. Please do not take offense, but you are making me quite annoyed.”

“Oh, for the love of the motherfucking non-existent God.” A g was used because we are talking about Freud here, “Look, you douchebag, scumbag, douchehead douche. How in motherfuckin’ hell” No longer adding the g since Freud’s moment on the stage has passed, “am I making you annoyed, you fuckhead, douchebag douche? And Freud, by the way, was a douche.”

Boyd, already annoyed, began to cry. “You just insulted my daddy. Who I had by sleeping with my mommy.”

Boyd, annoyed, feeling his heart with toyed, ventured out of sight, and to Boyd, I say this, goodnight, you douche motherfucker.

The man sat upon the bench. He began to cry. Why? He didn’t know. Um, OK, partly, it was the repercussions of the whole Boyd episode. But that wasn’t the real reason. So then why? The man drank from his bottle of vodka until he entered the black.
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Nothingness and dreams of smiles as hell pours upon the growing piles, of isolation, emptiness, of a face he will never again kiss, of a happiness he does miss, and, OK, of some dumbass douchebag who likes to piss. But the dumbass douchebag was not it, not it at all, not the reason for the wrecking ball, that crushed the man’s soul with every breath, it was all because of a double death, that made the man wish his own, a pain that cut so far past the bone, hold on, wait, there is a ringing on a phone...

Eradication of everything, imagination, dreams are just death in disguise, memories of wishes hidden behind the eyes, hope in disguise, for all was already dead, just the rattlings in your head, of a world you will never see. Cursed to crawl throughout eternity. The reality of the already dead, immortality...
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“OK, I am assuming, that since you are a butterfly, you are referring to my interactions with, who I am assuming are your friends, the moth and spider.” so said the man.

“Damn straight, bitch, you don’t disrespect my friends like that, bitch! I ain’t fucking with you, gonna go and watch a movie by John Woo!” so said the butterfly.

“Oh for the love of the non-existent God. When exactly did I become the worst atrocity ever seen by the insect world?” the man bemoaned.

“Who the hell you calling an insect, meckispect? I ain’t fucking with you, gonna wash my tasty stewahoo while I moo.” the butterfly sounded off.

“Um, wait, are butterflies technically insects, really don’t know?” asked the man.

“To be perfectly honest, neither do I.” responded the butterfly.

“What the hell, technically, are moths?” the man wondered.

“I really couldn’t say. Fucked the bitch a bunch of times, but don’t know. Now I just say, bitch, ain’t fucking with you, gonna go sniff some glue.” announced the butterfly.

“Very well, fine and good, but could you at least admit, the line that had the word meckispect in it and whatever the other nonsensical crap, made absofuckinlutely no sense, whatsoever?”

The butterfly thought long and hard on this










[image: ]




[image: ]














[image: ]



[image: ]












[image: ]












[image: ]




[image: ]













[image: ]







[image: ]



[image: ]























[image: ]




[image: ]














[image: ]



[image: ]


























[image: ]



[image: ]









[image: ]



[image: ]












[image: ]










[image: ]



[image: ]












[image: ]




[image: ]














[image: ]










[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]





[image: ]






[image: ]



[image: ]




[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]










[image: ]




[image: ]






[image: ]



[image: ]




[image: ]



[image: ]




[image: ]



[image: ]







[image: ]















[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]



[image: ]






[image: ]














[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]









[image: ]



[image: ]



































[image: ]






[image: ]











[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



















[image: ]







[image: ]



[image: ]




[image: ]




[image: ]





[image: ]



[image: ]












[image: ]




[image: ]
















[image: ]








[image: ]








[image: ]





[image: ]




[image: ]



[image: ]










[image: ]




[image: ]













[image: ]











[image: ]








d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Love is What Will
Make an Immortal Die

Also Includes

Waiting for Godotal and Future
Uncertain, Self-sedition, No
Reason, Rhyme and The
Mystery of the Missing Dead
and Sojourn Within the
Shadoe Night





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





