Qabil wanted to die. It was the only memory he possessed upon awakening to find himself alive and breathing on the white, cratered surface of the Earth’s moon. He could not recall how he had gotten there or how he was still alive. He wore no suit or helmet. As far as he could discern, he was defying nature. It was impossible.
A sense of deep unease pulled at Qabil. As he stood staring up into the stars, memories began to surface as though they fell from their sparkling light. The recollections of what had transpired between himself and his brother, Habil, slowly returned to him in vivid detail. Shame weighed down on his soul as he remembered with horrifying exactness the appalling lines he had crossed.
Qabil surveyed his surroundings with fear and skepticism. The pale terrain of the moon extended out as far as he could see, and the cold star lit night above now glittered sinisterly in his loneliness and confusion. Up ahead, on the lip of the horizon, Qabil could see Earth similarly to how he remembered seeing the moon from his porch at home. Home. Something Qabil had irreparably savaged.
From the distant horizon Qabil heard a voice calling his name. He felt compelled to reach it, to seek forgiveness from it despite knowing it was not the voice’s to give. He reasoned that he had nothing to lose now, except his life. Something he intended to rid himself of anyway.
The voice was both abrasive and melodic, as how Qabil envisaged the saccharine choir of angels to be. It called out to him, and for reasons he could not explain he knew with irrevocable truth that in order to make amends he would have to meet this voice.
Qabil walked as quickly as he could, avoiding the numerous craters as he slowly made his way across the moon’s surface. As he walked, the Earth’s position slowly changed and crawled away from the horizon and up until it hung directly above him. It was at this point that Qabil found himself standing along the rim of a large valley, thickly layered with corpses.
Qabil saw an indistinct figure standing across from him on the other side of the lunar valley, but he could not determine the figure’s identity. He knew that it was the source of the voice; and intuition told him he must reach that figure if he was ever to be at peace.
“Those touched by your deed suffered more than you will ever know. They felt pain you cannot imagine. Your act of selfishness has set off a chain reaction of emotional devastation. Cross this valley with shame and tread on the faces of your victims, and accept responsibility for what you have done to them.”
The only way for Qabil to reach the enigmatic source of the voice was for him to walk over the corpses that lined the valley. With fear and distaste, he took his first step across the valley.
With each step, Qabil felt the cold skin of the deceased faces as he trod upon them. As he glanced at their lifeless expressions, he felt the icy pain of recognition -and remorse- for the destruction he had brought on them.
As he grew nearer to the other end of the valley, he found himself standing on the body of a woman. Qabil stared into her glazed eyes and a wave of lucid memories slowly overtook him. The memories of the woman and the love he shared with her began to consume him, and he remembered her dark eyes when they still held the spark of life. He remembered how they were filled with sadness, with tears, and with pain. He recalled the moment when he realized that she had never truly reciprocated the love and affection that he had felt so passionately for her. Then, with a memory so intense he almost collapsed, Qabil remembered the dark room, the blade, and her final moments of remorse…
Opis’ screams echoed eerily across the empty courtyard that lay at the center of the derelict construction site. Grey concrete slabs and rusted pipes stacked up into a decaying labyrinth of abandoned buildings that sprawled upwards and touched the dirty grey sky above.
The buildings loomed over Habil menacingly, encircling him. From where he stood in the center of this decaying urban maze, the whimpers and agonizing screams of his lover slithered in and out of the various alcoves that surrounded him, making it impossible to discern her location.
Habil clenched his fists with adrenaline-fueled fury until his fingernails drew blood from the palms of his hands.
In his heart –now as dark a grey as the concrete and sky- he knew he would not reach her in time to save her.
Opis awoke to find herself suspended in the air. Her hands and feet were bound to two steel poles –one in front, the other behind- so that her body was extended horizontally several feet above the ground. She was bound facedown, and could make out little of her surroundings through the darkness that shrouded the room.
The sound of heavy breathing resonated loudly, and Opis quickly surmised that she had been kidnapped. Probably drugged. And as her vision began to adjust to the dim lighting she was only able to see a strange metallic glint directly underneath her.
“Do you know what that is?”
The voice had come from the darkest part of the room, towards Opis’ right. She craned her head uncomfortably towards its source but was only able to make out a vague silhouette. The voice sounded familiar.
“Who-who are you?” she murmured with lips still heavy with the effects of the drug. “What do you want with me?”
“It’s a mechanized blade.” Continued the kidnapper, ignoring her question. “I assembled it myself. Mounted on a remote controlled spring that lets me decide how quickly I want to cut you. So sharp. Sharp enough to cut your head off… if I want to. Your gorgeous head.”
Opis felt her stomach reel with fear. She began to struggle, to scream.
“No! Somebody help me! Please!”
The kidnapper smiled. No one would ever find them here.
Unless he wanted to be found.
The kidnapper pressed a button on a remote held gently in his hand. The metallic glint beneath Opis began to spin with sinister speed.
Opis watched –screaming- as the blade inched slowly upwards, closer and closer to her throat.
Habil cocked his head to the left. The sound of Opis’ screams had changed. They were louder. The Screams were of intense pain and anguish, loud enough to transcend the disorientation brought by the echoes. There was no doubt that she was being held somewhere within the skeletal constructs to Habil’s left.
Habil ran. Adrenaline fueled his limbs and bloodlust clouded his heart and mind with thoughts of exacting violent retribution against Qabil for his crime. Underneath the murky rage that consumed him, an aching hurt crippled Habil. How could they both have disregarded the sacred bond between them? The bond between two brothers? It was not a betrayal; betrayal did not do sufficient justice to their crimes. It was a violation of nature, and of the deepest love. A love that was second only to the love of parents for their children, and succeeded by the love one has for their mate.
Habil re-entered the putrefying construction complex once more, praying he wasn’t too late.
Qabil watched with a dull satisfaction as the paper-thin blade slowly cut between Opis’ larynx and jaw. He didn’t want to kill her too quickly, and by positioning the blade as he had, he avoided the arteries and throat, reducing the blood loss to non-fatal levels. At least temporarily.
Still, the blood was magnificent. It slathered the floor with alluring crimson and excited Qabil more than he had anticipated. However, he was disappointed that the all-consuming sense of resentment that tormented him had not been alleviated. He did not feel relieved.
Qabil brought his thumb down on the remote in his hand. The blade stopped its slow ascension into Opis’ neck and came to a halt, directly below the spinal cord. Qabil wanted her alive for longer, until he understood her betrayal.
“You never did tell me why you left me for him.” Murmured Qabil. “Were you afraid that he wouldn’t have you, if you provoked me into making a fuss? How’s this for a fuss?”
Opis didn’t move. She was petrified by fear. She didn’t dare move her head for fear of having the blade lodged in her neck kill her. She couldn’t speak. All she could do was emit a tearful groan of sadness and pain.
Qabil gripped the remote tightly, suppressing his rage. “And then after you left me you had the nerve to ask me to keep silent! To keep the depth of what we had a secret from my dear brother. You asked me so casually, so disrespectfully; like I owed you that favor after all you had done to me. ‘You BETTER not tell Habil about how serious we were.’ Ha!”
Opis was sobbing. Tears fell from her face and onto the bloodied floor as Qabil began to unravel.
“How dare you do this to me!? You cruel little bitch. All I ever did was love you. Can you deny that? I gave you everything. I listened. I confided. I was there for you, for five years I was the perfect man for you. And then my fucking brother shows up, and you bed him within a day of meeting him. ‘Oh, I don’t know, we were both drunk, but then we ended up really hitting it off, you know?’ Pathetic. ‘I’m sorry Qabil, I don’t know why this has happened. Stop making me feel like a slut right now ok?’ You are a slut. A lying slut and you DESERVE this.”
Opis cried more than she ever had. The pain inflicted by Qabil’s blade was nominal in comparison to the emotional trauma that now tortured her. This was all a tragedy. It was a tragedy because Qabil was right about everything he said. It was a tragedy that the two brothers had inflicted such pain on each other. It was a tragedy that they had all been reduced to the worst of monsters.
‘I sent Habil a letter explaining everything. Where I’ve taken you, what I plan to do, and why.’ Stated Qabil calmly.
Opis’ eyes widened at his words. She began to sob, her will to live now extinguished. ‘Sharp enough to cut your head off.’ Opis remembered Qabil’s description of the blade now within a millimeter of her spine.
Opis struggled against the damage of her wound to speak her final words.
“I’m so sorry.”
With a forceful motion that demanded all of Opis’ remaining strength, she brought her head down towards the floor and against the blade, severing her head from her shoulders.
Qabil shook himself of the horrific memories and abruptly found himself standing on the other side of the valley. With a sudden jolt of both sorrow and joy, he found that he now stood face to face with his brother, Habil. The source of the voice that had summoned him.
“You found me.”
Qabil burst into tears and wrapped his arms around his brother in a strong embrace; weeping into the shoulder of the one he had loved -and wounded- the most.
“I’m so sorry,” he sobbed, “please save me. I can’t go on living with what I’ve done. I can’t undo any of it… but we’re brothers, we have to save that somehow. We have to do everything we can to salvage that. I will do anything it takes for you to forgive me… it’s the only thing that’s keeping me alive right now. Please. Forgive me”
Habil smiled warmly and embraced his sibling.
“All is forgiven. You are my brother. There’s nothing more important.”
Qabil felt relief wash over him as he continued to weep, releasing the pain he had harbored for so long so that it evaporated by the warmth of forgiveness. It was then that Habil spoke to him, for the last time.
“Look up.”
Qabil turned his gaze towards the Earth above and gasped. High above the two siblings, an impossible number of butterflies flew across space. Like space, they were inconceivably dark and were speckled with glistening spots that shined like the stars that marked the heavens.
Qabil gazed in wonder at the butterflies, and tears continued to stream down his face.
As quickly as they had come, the beautiful butterflies rapidly became distorted. The world around Qabil began to shimmer, and dread took hold of him as his vision was warped and changed so that his surroundings flickered like a faulty TV. Stone replaced the butterflies, the moon, Earth, and the stars, and -with numbing despair- he recalled the final piece of the tragedy.
Qabil was lying face up on his kitchen floor, having ingested a toxic plant in order to commit suicide. He had had eaten the poisonous plant and had succumbed to a hallucination. He had never left the kitchen, and Habil had never forgiven him.
With this realization Qabil knew that he wanted to live but it was too late. He would die as a disgraced murderer, hated by all those he loved, eternally unforgiven. His vision was becoming increasingly hazy and the line between what had really happened and what transpired in his hallucination began to blur.
Unforgiven. His mark and curse.
Datura Metel, The Angel’s Trumpet.
Qabil smiled as he died. Remembering his brother’s warmth, and the sparkling beauty of the space butterflies.