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ANGELS OF DEATH

BY RAVI CHEN

“I am the angel of death I have come for your
soul.” The old lady stirred, startled by the stranger who suddenly
appeared in her darkened prison cell.

“Who’s…who’s there?” her feeble voice barely
escaped her throat. Delirious from high fever she had a poor sense
of her surroundings.

The stranger pronounced again “I am the angel
of death I was created for the express purpose of taking your
soul.”

Through eyes heavy with fatigue she asked
“Nunoo…is that you?”

“I am unaware of any entity known as Nunoo.” He
declared “I am the angel of death I was created for the express
purpose of taking your soul. After which I will cease to
exist.”

“ho ho ho.” She softly chuckled “oh Nunoo you
always did know how to make me laugh.” She smiled while beads of
fever induced sweat trickled down her wrinkled face. Feeling week
she slumped back into her bunk.

If the stranger had been endowed with emotions
he would have became impatient. But he only knew one thing, obey
his instructions. Presently his form was that of a man. It had to
be that way his actual appearance would have raised alarm. However
he was being most ineffective; he had to achieve his objective.
Luckily an answer to his telepathic query had been received; he was
made aware of Nunoo.

“Ammi?” the little one wobbled over to his
supposed mother. “didoo” it cooed. A smile of sheer joy leapt
across the weary woman’s face.

“Nunoo, where have you been?” she stroked the
disguised being’s head as it stood by the side of her bed. Her eyes
looked on in utter bewilderment “One moment you were in my lap the
next you were gone. I thought I would never see you
again.”
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