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Minion
Preface
Sometimes – after you’ve been told a ghastly story and prostrate in the greying light of darkness, what you’ve been told starts to become reality.
Did something actually move in the corner of the room? What was it that slithered under the carpet in the shadow? Was it the mental ability to create visions that are undeniably true, or was it a real creature of the black evil void?
The realisation of the power that is, for normal, dormant in the brain, comes to those who, unfortunately, have these visions persist their devilment in the sheen of light. If this were true, it would be a nightmare with eyes wide open.
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Fifth of July in the year of our Lord 1834.
I’m excited. When Lord Lingbo invited me to research his complete family history, I was enthralled to say the least. My hobby realised into practice. Except for my posterior being bruised and numb when I arrived, I feel in tip-top health. I do hate travelling in those wretched stagecoach contraptions; my travel sickness you know. I even had to administer sips of elixir to myself all the way here.
What were my main objectives? I would certainly like to grasp any information that was unbeknown to the Lord. Without a doubt, I will receive gossip from these scraggy peasants that are strewn around the village, and all for a coin or two. Certainly, I will have to orally excavate a few minds to obtain the desired legends.
I must thank my dear friend Robert, for asking that Hob’s chap to speak with Lord Lingbo concerning my aspiration. Without his intervention in the matter, I would still be in search of an opportunity.
I do wish Robert wasn’t so modest. He is a dear friend, taking care of Elizabeth for me whilst on my quest. She seemed very disappointed at the prospect of me leaving. When I told her that Robert would be on hand to entertain her, she perked up a little. I feel Robert will take good care of her for me.
I must tell of the sight to behold in the grounds of this estate; they are awe-inspiring with the blood-red roses, bright creamy yellow tulips and daffodils. The variety of shrubbery is quite staggering. Wondrous.
I entered the main hall of the manor; manor, that’s quite an underestimation of its magnitude. Never have I seen ornate craftsmanship except for the intricacies to behold in a cathedral.
So far as my eyes would permit, sculptures the heights of small children were perched in a crouching position. These were crammed into a niche high on the pillars to each side of the entrance, and seemed so crude and out of place.
The grotesque stone infants seemed to be trying to evade the savage winds that – so I’ve been told – swell up from nowhere and take everyone unawares. They do look so very real. I swear they moved. It’s probably just my imagination.
Please, don’t think of me as pretentious if I have one criticism of the Lord, but, the manor is very grimy and the smell of rotting fruit and spent Lucifer’s hang in the air. Does he not have a maidservant? They are inexpensive and keep you warm at night. I say to enforce, they dare not refuse or they would be sent back to the village, disgraced as a thief of some sort.
These questions among others, I intend to have clarified at a later stage. I must say though; Lord Lingbo certainly supplies ample sustenance and spirits for his guests.
The great hall was disgusting; an intricate mass of cobwebs encompassing the ceiling with the odd strands that would ensnare against my face, giving me an expressed sense of dread. Like chunks of ice sliding down one’s spine. A sensation I would not like to encounter again at any cost.
Once the food was consumed and darkness crept down the windows, it was time to retire. The Lord took his leave to the back of the north wall. I felt my left shoulder absorbing a moist heat, making me feel physically sick. I turned to rise, but was confounded with a being so deformed, it was almost unrecognisable as that of a human species. The thing was approximately four feet of tortured flesh and bone.
Please let me elaborate, so you may envisage the horrendous sight that hunched before me: Its hair was a tangled mat and by close inspection, if one dared, would undoubtedly contain an infestation of flea’s and other mites, leaping around in better health than their host. The creatures face, to me, seemed the most terrifying of all. It was amass with skin-straining boils of a potent nature if they exploded near a person.
God, what a thought, all that congealed blood, jaundiced yellow and mouldy green pus, embedding on your skin and pulsating with revulsion. My heart felt as if it were pounding on my ribs to be released and free of this frantic situation. It was only when, at last, the creature made a gesture toward the swirling staircase, that I knew what it was trying to relate in its slobbering, gibberish language.
Please forgive me; it’s an awful looking beast. One does not want to be seen with a peasant begging for a crumb of food, but to be gibbered at by an imbecile, is too embarrassing to contemplate. Do you not agree?
While climbing the stairs, the being insisted on urging me forward to the top by constantly tapping on my arm. I found that quite irritating.
Once at the corridor to the rooms, he pointed to the second door to my left. I’m positive I heard it say, in a slurred way.
“Bed.”
I could have been mistaken as there was so much saliva dripping down its chin, and the source of which was squeezing and bubbling betwixt teeth that were twisted, rotten and putrescent.
The claw-like hand of the thing caught my forearm as it turned its head to one side and spat on the floor, then turned and gravelled to me.
“You s’eep ‘ight.”
I haven’t any idea what it was trying to relate, as its little beady eyes stared into mine. It didn’t seem as if there was any malice in those lethargic caves.
Once the thing lit a candle in the room and departed my presence, I was alone with the macabre dancing of the candle’s shadow on the wall panels, and the foul stench of tallow. At the left by the door, is a writing desk where I sit at the moment. Next to which is a plush four-poster bed, with one of those large oak chests at the bottom of it.
Well, I feel quite tired now after the long journey and large meal today. I hope tomorrow will bring some satisfaction to many questions.
May God be with me in all I do, and I send dear sweet Elizabeth my deepest love and yearn her constantly.
Sixth of July in the year of our Lord 1834
Well, it’s late evening and I’ve a lot to tell. This morning, I was awakened by rapid knocks at the bedroom door. Without a doubt by the being I presume is the Lords servant, as there doesn’t seem to be anyone else in the manor assisting in the daily chores to be carried out.
Last night was quite astonishing. I dreamt of the dank room in which I slept. Obviously, trying to remember a dream is a great feat for normal, but mine was so vivid. I will try to explain.
I remember awakening to a very loud ticking, accompanied by some grumbling voice, then a sudden slap sound to break the monotony. I don’t know how, but I was in another position on the bed, peering down at the floor. With the assistance of the moon’s glow, I observed thick, black and shiny cockroaches scuttling across the floorboards. They tapped on the skirting in extreme panic, trying to escape from – SLAP – from near the window. Just cloaked by the shadow, I could make out a creature sitting on the floor, with its knees up and holding a cockroach betwixt its fingers.
One thing I did notice was that the beast only had three fingers on each hand, with approximately three and a half inch nails. What transpired next amazed me. The creature brought the bug to its mouth and crunched the head off, leaving an insect with legs pumping and kicking to escape this devastation.
I do believe these creatures are known as goblins – you know – like trolls. The kind of mythical monster you read in children’s fairy stories. As any mature adult knows, it was certainly not reality, but its face was too detailed to be a phantasm. It had a pointed chin, long globular snout, pointed ears and a scrawny body, but with a stomach that nearly warmed the floor. The body of this creature was covered in warts and sores. There was an intense smell of ammonia that crawled across the room from the apparition, pulling at my stomach.
After it devoured a few more insects, it seemed to sense me watching in bewilderment. Its eyes widened and began to leer, baring long slender teeth. The being then used its elongated arms to lever itself from the ground, leaving the feet dangling in mid-air for an instant, then it waddled of in another direction, searching out more fleshy victims.
Once the pernicious thing let the cockroach's body fluid permeate its mouth, it inclined its head and sniffed the cold air with flared nostrils. He turned slowly to face me.
It began slobbering obliquities into the dark. Its talons on the toes scraped into the floors varnish. It moved slowly at first as if it were wary of me, then it fettered toward me with its arms waving in a frantic motion that made its nails click together. It was getting closer. The smell becoming stronger and I couldn’t move a muscle, as if I were lashed down to the bed by invisible bonds and my face hanging over the bed's footboard. The goblin leapt upon the chest and grinned from ear to pointed ear. He raised his index finger and rested it against my temple, then drew the nail down my check and under my chin, exposing my warm flesh and blood to the night air.
The goblin withdrew its finger and protruded a long, thin grey tongue, which it dragged the bloody nail across, to leave a residue of my blood for it to taste. I found sanctuary; the beast seemed to lurch into convulsions, my blood obviously didn’t agree with the inferior slurry the beast used to stay alive. I was wrong.
It lunged toward my face, tearing pieces off with its teeth. Chewing a part then spitting it out as its claws ripped another section of flesh from my carcass, in preparation of the feast. Alas, I awoke to sweat-sodden night cloths. My heart pumping blood around so fast, I shook with terror – or was it excitement?
Once I’ve played my charade of politeness at breakfast tomorrow, I would undoubtedly have the freedom of the manor, facilitating my investigations. My elementary plan is to splice the manor into manageable sections, one each day. I will then verify or amend the information I collect in the village. I think I shall work from top to bottom. The attic will be first.
Something I have always enjoyed, ever since I was a child, to explore in the uncharted wastelands of attics. I don’t know what the attraction was to me then – or even now. Maybe it’s the musty and decaying relics that give the grimy aura of mystery. Perhaps it’s the deathly silence that calms some people. No sound, but you swear you can hear the spider weave its cadaver clock high up there in the rafters.
I look forward to tomorrow and all it might hold for me, so I must say goodnight and get some rest.
Seventh of July, in the year 1834
The attic was exultant. Everything I ever dreamed of attics being. There was a wall to my right that was saturated in books of all shapes, sizes and textures. Behind me was a skylight that looked out into the grounds at the front of the manor. To my left was blackness. The light couldn’t penetrate the dark side of the room. So, once I equipped myself with a length of tallow and timidly ventured into the uncompromising and desolate black void.
When the lamp became engulfed in the darkness, there was a sharp manic scream that seemed to emit from all directions. I plucked up courage and began to sneak further into the inexorable blackness. I was hardly able to peer two feet in front of me. The darkness seemed like an ethereal eternity.
My shin cracked against something hard. My head followed the glow from the lantern, as I slowly raised and moved it around, unearthing items of interest. I found what caused the throbbing in my leg. It was an antique table. I couldn’t see the type of wood it was fashioned from for the layers of dust and the cocoon of webs that embraced it. I wondered if the dirt and webs were preserving the table in this stagnant form. A leather-covered tome was first to be uncovered by the soft light. As I gently opened the tome, I heard the spine crunch; severing the fragile pages of history contained in this cemetery of words.
A dusty scriber devoid of ink lay hidden behind the tome, and a candelabra standing close by resembled a volcano, spewing its flesh-dispersion of ire on an unsuspecting land of peasants. A white object the lantern toned to my right distracted my vision. When I turned from the lava of wax, there was a skeleton slumped in a large chair. I ventured forward for a morbid close inspection of the bones. As my hand rested on the arm of the chair, spiders came crawling out of every orifice: nostrils, extruding between the teeth and where the ears used to be. Most came scurrying from their nest in the eye sockets, which startled me into a few involuntary backward leaps.
I snatched the tome, damming this light for not showing more area than it does. I tripped and faltered on the way to the trap door in the floor of the attic.
This unease was increased by what seemed to be things slithering across my path, as if they were deliberately trying to make me keel over.
Now, as I try to remember a resemblance of the sound, I can only describe it as rubbing two pieces of kelp together. Actually, from the glimpse I caught of them, that is what they looked like, large sticky lumps of breathing seaweed, squeaking along the floor.
Eventually, after seemingly hours in turmoil, and slipping on the slimy trail left behind those things, I managed to reach my destination.
I didn’t venture into the gardens or beyond the gates today. It looked as though someone had tried to dilute the amount of evil in hell by drowning it in water, creating a blanket of fog that engulfed the land and its inhabitants. I couldn’t even observe the gardens from the bedroom window, just outlines of statues when the fog decided to creep down, leaving its wet residue on everything it devoured.
As a trip outside was out of the question, I decided to further my exploration of the manor.
After a fruitless afternoon of searching dead-end rooms and gaunt closets in the lower half of the building, I dressed for dinner. There were the usual variations of fruit and meats on the table to choose from. I had chosen some luscious meat from the banquet laid before me. It was pinkish-brown in colour on the outside, with an orange type of sauce in the middle of it. The meat looked juicy and raw. You know, just the way any red-blooded human prefers their meat.
“What type of animal do I eat, Sir?” I questioned the Lord.
“That, my dear Mr. Bastion, is a special combination of meats that only my cook has the secret ingredients for. It has been passed down through many generations of his species, and never once been, or needed altering in any way. It is perfect.”
“Would he be the swine whom escorted me to my room last night?” I asked.
“No, certainly not.” The Lord replied in a grumbling sort of laugh. “That was Carrion that you met last night. He is just my personal servant.”
“Then, my Lord, I do not understand what you imply by ‘species’? What have you got preparing your food down there in the kitchens?”
“I am sorry.” the Lord apologised. “Please excuse my evasive demeanour. What I meant to say was race, not species. You see, he is rather like an animal himself, as he is so hideous and deformed, and takes with the mannerisms of a beast. You do understand don’t you?”
I did partially understand the Lords burden, so I gave him my forgiveness. The Lord also apologised for the first night I arrived at the manor. He was quite rude and did not speak too much, but said he had urgent work to finish and certain things required his constant attention at all times. It was such that, if the preparation were not to the imperative perfection required, the whole experiment would spoil.
Darkness battled twilight for a prize of the stars and the night as we ate our meal. At the end of the meal and cigars, the Lord excused himself so he may return to his work.
“Yes, certainly Sir. May I ask what it is that you work at?”
I was dumbfounded by the abrupt reply from the Lord.
“Sir, I don’t think that is any of your damned concern. I will take my leave of you now.”
The Lord stormed out of the great hall, slamming the heavy door behind him. The positive reverberation seemed to quake fear into the foundations and walls of the whole manor.
What had I said to upset him? Were his experiments so precious to him that he resorted to fits of rage when simply asking about them? Might it possibly be the way I had asked the question that traumatised him? Was he screaming at me in order to evade probing questions I might have asked, if I wasn’t being hit with a barrage of insults? Could it be something that’s so advanced and intelligent that, even I could not comprehend?
Enough of this macabre train of thought, I do not wish to bore you with my morbid fantasies.
I ponder my sweet Elizabeth’s health.
Damn, I can’t think of any real pleasantries to comment on. This bloody manor is consuming all my thoughts and time. I am ensnared betwixt the lust of two evils: The devils pillows of Elizabeth’s bosom and the spellbinding intrigue of the Lords past.
The Lord has had a varied and unusual past, as I found from the tome in the attic. This book reveals no dates in it to ease my task, but the black ink states the following on the first page:
He has not a heart, he need not a heart.
Can not and will not, kneel to the God’s hand.
Char the soil and reap the land, burn the bodies and keep the souls.
Six times six times six men fold.
Six men dead, six men’s souls, six men wish to be cold.
I am not quite sure what this inscription means, if it’s relevant to my quest or some meaningful warning to be learned. The next few pages tell of some spiritual war and of someone fleeing to earth. Banished. To fester on this planet, but gaining strength for the future onslaught. He vowed that, through time, man would pay for Gods actions. That, man will suffer under Lucifer’s reign of eradication, so your God will weep in shame and sorrow to see his creation destroyed, slowly.
That was as far as I read tonight. I will read more tomorrow. I tire now. So again, I bid you farewell until we meet again in these pages tomorrow night.
Eighth of July 1834
Horrendous visions were seen in my dreams last night. The dream was pleasant in the beginning. I was having a picnic in a field with Elizabeth when she started teasing me about Robert’s desires for her. Obviously wishing a game of hide and seek, she ran from me into the woods. As I stepped through the woods, my feet crunched on dry dead wood, discarded by an injured tree.
The more ancient barks I passed, the deeper the shade of light plunged, until it resembled the colour of a monks' cowl. I shouted for an answer from Elizabeth, as this game had lost its humorous element now. Only the sound of secret messages being whispered by the leaves above, devoid the woods of life. Just a constant noise, like a cacophony of singers not sure of the words to sing and always out of tune with each other.
I searched out this curious noise until it became so deafening; I had to cover my ears in protection.
To my disgust, the source of this was emitting from a swollen mass, propped against a trees' trunk. A swarm of various species of flies, bees and wasps flew around excitedly. Their only intention was to extract the last of Elizabeth’s beauty and life from her now excessively bloated carcass.
I could only stare in awe. The drone grew in volume. Louder and louder. As I let out a multitude of ebbing screams of sorrow, I awoke.
The sight on opening my eyes tempted me back to my nightmare. Surrounding the edges of the bed, slouched a gaggle of goblins that leered from drooling teeth. I noticed the bed covers seemed to move, but I was not moving my limbs, so I threw back the covers to free a black mass of flies that filled the room with buzzing. The goblins all yelped with joy as they started chasing and jumping after the airborne snacks. On closer inspection of the bed, I found woodlouse crawling without any positive direction on the white sheets upon which I lay.
My heart was ready to burst with pain as they were feeling their way up through the hairs on my legs and I could feel them running, confused in my pubic hairs. I could only stare with opened mouth, as no scream would come to my lips. I could feel earwigs massing and wriggling under the length of my spine, trying desperately to find a warmer place to breed. Maggots in my hair were escaping via a path down my face to meet with the spiders looking for a new home, their hairy legs brushing against my goose-fleshed face.
All the excitement soured the liquid and food in my stomach throwing a stream of hot sticky vomit over the bed. The chunky liquid started sliding down the wood and bedclothes, pulsating with movement of the maggots and worms that began to gorge themselves on the free meal.
The goblins were closing around the bed. Each grabbed a part of my body and started puling and ripping my flesh.
At the extreme point of limbo, I saw Carrion grinning and pushing me in a rocking motion. I lashed out with my hand, knocked him sliding across the floor.
“Why you hurt me?” Asked Carrion.
“You should be grateful I don’t kill you. Don’t ever touch me again you ugly little bastard, do I make myself understood?”
There was no answer from Carrion. He only stood with shamed eyes examining the floor.
“Do I make myself understood, idiot?” I shouted.
Still no answer from the beast in front of me.
“Answer me damn you.”
“Yes, Sir.” Carrion replied.
I ordered the deformed imbecile to continue about his business and leave me alone.
I read more of the tome today and found that every hundred years, a new Lord takes over the running of the manor. Actually, it isn’t a new Lord, but a new person. One Lord is not related to another and the paper for each one is of different quality to the previous guardian of this gaunt building.
All the protectors of this place tell of the multitude of servants hiding behind every evil stone used to create this embodiment of Lucifer’s haven.
At dinner tonight, the Lord told me that I was brought here by telling me untruths, helped by my so-called friend, Robert. As I am not to leave, Robert would eventually receive the love I once had of Elizabeth.
“Elizabeth has no love for you, only for Robert, as it has been for the past year and a half.” The Lord told me.
“Why do you tell me this Sir? Is this part of a test or plan of some kind?”
“No,” Said the Lord. “I thought I would tell you the bad news as I am fond of you and would like you to know the truth. They didn’t know that I would enlighten you to their secret life. I hope you understand and I would prefer you to stay, as I enjoy your company.”
I could not understand this news. There was too much to believe.
“I’m sorry Lord, but I shall want to leave at first light, to attend this problem at home.”
“You have no life outside, this is your home now.” The Lord almost whispered.
“I will retire for the night, if you’ll excuse me.” I said disgustedly. I could hear the Lord’s laughter echo all the way though the manor as I left.
I went to my room where I write this diary. Hopefully, I will feel better when this manor is far behind me and in the past. I feel with all the pressing matters today, sleep will not be an easy luxury to find.
Date: July 1834
My sleep was plagued with flesh-crawling sights on the eve of my departure as I predicted. I thought I was awake in my first dream of the night. I will try to extrapolate on my fantasies.
My eyes grew accustomed to the moonlight blending through the window. I sat up erect and saw the Lord flanked on both sides by goblins against the wall directly opposite my bed. They all stood there just laughing and laughing.
The light began to flicker in the room, like the fingers of a tree waving in front of the moons glow. As I turned my head, I noticed that the window was open, sending in a breeze that chilled my skin. I rose out of my warm bed and ran bare-foot to close the window, when I realised my body was smeared in slugs, all shades of black. Sticky slime trailed down my body.
Before I could reach the window, the room was invaded by death-head moths, which engulfed me with their powdery wings and hairy legs adhering to the slime. Some were bad navigators and crashed into my face in a puff of dust, while others caught in my hair. I tried hard to keep my mouth closed, but a scream escaped and soon gagged by an orb of moths entering my mouth. The hairy little bodies tickled the back of my throat and the pumping action of their legs and beating of the wings made me retch from the pit of my soul.
The last sound I heard was someone saying.
“You have passed and gained; one task remains.”
While merging into another vision, I was awakened by shouting, screams and laughter. Dragging my body from the bed, I put my dressing gown on as I made my way to the location of the noise.
The festivities came from the great hall, which was overrun with those goblin creatures. They didn’t notice me, so I edged closer and saw the Lord sitting at the head of the table. The goblins seemed to be rejoicing in the only way they knew how, demonically.
One of the creatures was on top of the table, its arms not fully extended, so that his rectum was touching the varnish. He began to drag his body across the table, leaving a trail of worm-ridden excreta smeared from beginning to where he rested. This made the wood steam in the chilled air.
Others were clawing at their warts to relieve the itching, some wildly fornicated over chairs and one pair chased each other around the great hall. Why, I do not know. The Lord raised his voice above the mayhem.
“Please, will you join us Mr. Bastion. My children are quite harmless.”
A goblin bit a finger off another beast as the Lord finished speaking. I walked to the table, but there was no space to sit. As I tried to sit betwixt two goblins, they bared their teeth and hissed violently at me.
“Remove them from your chosen place.” The Lord advised.
After swiftly kicking one from a chair, I sat next to the Lord. He spoke with deep sincerity.
“You are not leaving the manor, ever. There’s no existence outside these gates. There is nothing for you outside this arena except a cold dark void. Just now, you are but a tyro in my domain, but you will learn all that is required. I have been conditioning you from the day you arrived at the manor. Do you recall any visions in the night?”
“Yes,” I replied. “But, they were more like nightmares than visions. I thought…”
“No,” The Lord interrupted. “No my friend, they were to test your physical endurance and I was interested to find out if your mind could take the constant torture. I must say, the result was, unexpected.”
The Lord tipped his goblet of wine to his mouth and drained the contents.
“You see Mr. Bastion, there have been so many I have experimented with in the past; and they failed miserably. They didn’t even make it through the first night. ”
The Lord hung his head low in disappointment.
“What happened to them – when they failed?”
Lord Lingbo raised his head slowly.
“Their minds were unbalanced. They could not speak, and eventually they regressed to idiots. They were all disposed of.”
Curiosity ate at me, like a lion ripping at the inside of its prey.
“Where did you bury the bodies?”
“Oh my dear Sir,” The Lord spoke with an acerbic tinge to his voice. “They have not been laid to rest, and never will be. They have been stored in salt barrels by Brock and myself in the lower cells of the manor.”
The Lord and I stared at each other in an elegy of pause that seemed to last an eternity. My head began to spin and sharp pains began to fluctuate through every nerve in my body. Suddenly, there was blackness in my eyes. The harder I strained to prise open my eyes, the more daylight flooded the room.
Date: 1834
I was still feeling perplexed this morning, as I dressed and ate breakfast. After which, I questioned the Lord concerning my coach home.
“I am afraid, Mr. Bastion, you will be unable to return today as …”
“Sir,” I retorted. “I wish to leave today. In fact, immediately.”
The Lord seemed quite anxious as he tapped his cane on the floor.
“The fog is too thick. No one will travel here in such conditions. You’ll have to be my guest for a little while longer.”
“Dammed inconvenient.” I exclaimed as I pulled off my jacket and hat.
After giving Carrion my jacket and thumping my hat on to his chest, he emitted a sniggering sound that infuriated me further. I twisted around and slapped Carrion with the back of my hand.
“Don’t you sneer at me you little bastard.”
Carrion lay on the floor, bleeding at the mouth. The Lord wore a wry smile on his face as I pounded the flight of stairs to my room. I screamed an echo through the hallway of the naked manor.
“I want the first available coach out of this dammed mad house.”
The Lord had much to say at dinner that night.
“Mr. Bastion, do you remember last night at all?”
“What do you mean, Sir? I had a nightmare about you and some beasts, here in the great hall. That’s all, just a dream.”
“No,” exclaimed the Lord. “What you saw last night wasn’t a dream, nor a vision. What you saw was real. In the flesh.”
If that was true, what about the things the Lord had told me about. So I questioned the Lord.
“So, what you spoke of concerning Elizabeth and Robert – it’s true?”
“Yes,” The Lord almost shouted. “But that’s not the whole story. Elizabeth is a courtesan – has been for most of her life.”
I felt anger and pity and shame, but mostly embarrassment, all rolled into one, huge, explosive emotion. I didn’t know whether to cry for sorrow or anger.
Knowing my own selfish nature, it was probably tears or ire and self-pity that soiled my face. Carrion came shuffling behind the chairs with bowls of broth for the Lord and I, giving me a wide expanse as he passed. The idiot probably thought I would challenge him again.
The Lord was telling me some spectral stories about how he became the guardian to this date. The tales were informative. At last the Lord is opening himself up to me.
“Mr. Bastion,” Said the Lord. “As you may have found out, you have minimum powers in your possession now. If you stay, these powers will increase and what ever you desire would be at your feet, to do with as you see fit.”
I searched my mind for something out of my ordinary, every day life that I could relate to the powers that Lord Minion spoke of. I couldn’t, and told him so.
“Sir, I do not understand what you imply by ‘powers’? What are these powers? How do I use them?”
The Lord impatiently closed his eyes and pursed his lips. The Lord almost whispered the question.
“You dislike Carrion, do you not?”
“That’s true.” I agreed.
“Well, imagine in your mind what you would really like to inflict on him. Focus all your thoughts and all the anger that has built up inside you. It will swell up inside your mind to become a combined force, and then direct the power toward Carrion. Please, try it.”
The Lord called Carrion from the corner of the great hall, to come over to the table where we sat. When Carrion approached the table, the Lord told him to sit facing me.
“I not want to, Lord.” Carrion pleaded. “ Mr. Bast’n hurt Carr’n.”
The Lord spoke softly to him.
“It’s going to be fine Carrion. Mr. Bastion won’t harm you I’m here to protect you.”
Carrion sat down cautiously, his hands were white-knuckled on the edge of the table. Ready for a quick dash to the nearest exit. The Lord turned to me and raised his eyebrows expectantly.
“Get on with it, Mr. Bastion.” He demanded.
I tried to remember all the irritations that Carrion inflicted upon me: he was tap; tap, tapping at my arm. His smell. The way he sniggers at nothing in particular, the way he leers, with all his sores and blemishes of the skin. His inferior slouch and gait also added to the irritations.
My body started to tingle and my breathing got heavier. I feel quite intoxicated. Carrion is nothing but a sub-species of beast. Filth that is ready and willing to be eradicated. He should be grateful of the pain I will inflict. Good enough for dirt on noble feet.
My head is getting lighter and confused with all the various thoughts running around in all directions. As I use my hands to steady the raging disturbance in my mind, I feel my skin start to crawl underneath my fingertips.
My vision is clear, as I see Carrion directly in front of me. His eyes are weeping bloody streams of fear and panic. Instead of salty sweat, blood seeped out of every pore of Carrion’s skin. His fingernails were turning black. His eyes opened so wide the spherical shape of his eyes could be seen.
The veins on his face and hands were expanding and protruding from the skin. His body decayed rapidly; like being crushed in a drowning mass of grain surrounding his being. A body press, depriving him of life or human form.
The Lord spoke as he gazed at the blood dripping on the floor, from the depleted corpse strewn on chair to the chilled flagstones.
“You are in need of better control of your gift, Mr. Bastion.” The Lord chastised. “He was a good servant to me, it’s a great shame. You will also learn how to make death cleaner, as the smell of blood gets sweeter in your memory the longer you exist. You crave it more and more with each passing day.”
I sat in awe at the sight. I couldn’t believe that I, Joseph D. Bastion, could be responsible for the death of this being, or any form of being. Be it human or otherwise, just by direction and focus of my own morbid thoughts. This was a strong weapon I possessed. How could I control it? Would I use it wisely? Most importantly, do I wish to use it again?
I was quite tired, but the Lord and I talked late into the witching hours.
Date: Unsure…Can’t think.
Time is an unsure element in the manor; the lapsing of days or hours are not required. It’s difficult to grasp any concept of reality and fantasy. The timeless existence in this place gives you pervasive comfort, nothing to rush for, nowhere to be at a specified hour. You just accept life or death, as it’s destined to be.
I had slept quite late this morning, and then wandered around the manor in a daze I think. I heard a slow scraping sound from below me. The vestibule was dim, but I could make out a grotesque figure glowing at the bottom of the stairs as the tallow was fed with fire.
I was wakening at the table in the great hall. The Lord sat at the table staring at me, which made me feel drowsy again. I lapsed into unconsciousness and began some spectacular visions of the carnage and atrocities from past decades.
“Mr. Bastion…” Repeatedly filtered my ears as I strode back into reality. The Lord was still gazing at me. “Mr. Bastion, are you awake. Mr. Bastion?”
“Yes, I’m here” I bawled.
“We still have much to discuss.” The Lord pressed.
“What is there left to say, my Lord?” I questioned.
The Lord shifted in his seat, preparing himself for the answer to my question.
“There’s much to discuss yet, Mr. Bastion. We have still to deal with the acceptance of your destiny as the next Minion.”
I inclined my head to the side, showing interest in the words he spoke.
“You know what you must do to claim your prize, Mr. Bastion?”
“No,” I retorted. “But you may tell me, if you wish.”
The Lord inhaled deeply and his face leaked submission to a visual extent.
“You have to replace me; I must be eliminated in order for you to take my place. You must aspire this command.”
“I cannot harm you, Lord. You have more strength than I.”
“Yes, that is true Mr. Bastion. Alas, my added gifts will leave me before the battle begins. I am not permitted to use them.”
The Lord took a long drink of wine and continued.
“Although I like you Mr. Bastion, I have come to accept this existence of mine for a long time and would hate to loose it to you.”
“What do you mean, ‘them,' ‘the gifts’? Sir?” I mused.
“My dear Joseph. I may call you Joseph, yes? The Lord continued his verbal instruction before waiting for an affirmation. “I have the six souls of the master in my being, which give me sustenance so that I do not become infirm, until my saviour is sought. So, I will now release them, and the battle may commence.”
Hanging his head low, the Lord began to shake. Black shapes slid and pulled from his ever-dwindling arid body, before flying and swooping around the great hall. They eventually came floating down, to rest around the table emitting deathly groans of depression.
The sound made one feel so full of sorrow, that death would be welcomed with opened arms to escape this sinking of emotions. Before I became entangled in a feud with the Lord, I had a fight in my own mind to contend with first. Would I be able to win over the Lord or will I be the one to lose my life and soul?
Eternal limbo will be expectant.
What kind of existence will I endure if I become the masters' minion? Do I really want all this dread? Can I cope with the beasts? So many questions and yet no answers prevaricate.
My eyes began bulging from their sockets. The Lord has begun.
“No, Lord” I screamed. “Not now, please.”
The pain in my eyes grew excruciating. My body exploded with tingles, like that new medical treatment found in the east, small needles being pushed under my skin, all over my body. These all came racing up to my head, then pushed forward to my eyes. My vision turned colours of a rainbow as a stream of blurred lines shot toward the Lord. His muscles were sent into a continual jerky motion and his back arched into a severe spine-crushing hollow.
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