Hideous Corpus
In the beginning there were flashing lights. There was rain too and it made the lights take over and surround every one and everything. All around the cordoned off area, people were mumbling and making summations about what it was that had occurred inside the mansion.

The lights that flashed were red and blue. It was because of them that the crowd had been drawn. They made a statement of their own. “Come and see,” they said, “Something has happened.” And so the people gathered round and hoped that something terrible had befallen someone, as is the nature of people in such situations. It wasn’t wrong of them. People are animals.

But those lights and people were outside. Inside the mansion, that was the place to be, because if you were inside, you knew. The people inside could see. They could see the blood, the witnesses, the suspects, the weapon of choice, the PR men ranting on ineffectually about blue and red flashing lights. They could see the pale faces as they skirted around the object. The ones inside had pale faces of all colours, shocked and misbelieving.

It was these people alone that could see a blue face, one without expression. Inside the mansion they could see a body. It was possible even, that they could see the repercussions. But unlikely that they'd ever know the reason.

CHAPTER ONE
Alone

Everything was dark and cold and lonely dreary. Peter stepped on to the landing, amongst the shadows and the lines of the open Venetian blinds that let in the divided light of a streetlamp by the road outside. There were no sounds.

Peter walked into his sister’s room to have a look, hoping to see the reassuring mound of her little body outlined there under the duvet. The duvet was white and it had a tiny picture upon it, repeated over and over again with uniformity. Peter shied from it, didn’t want to recognise it. Instead he left.

"Oni?" he said to nothing.

He headed for his parents room. It was not a place that would usually have brought him comfort, but in this horrid silence with the fear creeping up behind him and his sense of uneasiness already overloaded, Peter was willing even to undergo his Father’s usual scorned disappointment, if it meant that he was not alone in the house. His parent’s bedroom was also empty, and on the bedside locker was the statue of a man, the same man that was printed into the duvet cover in his sister’s room. Peter ran from it.

Peter jumped down the stairs in two moves. One leap landed him on the half landing and the other took him into the open wooden sitting room that took over much of the bottom floor of the house. His bounding would usually cause a resonant boom from the wooden boards of the stairs and sitting room, but not tonight. Tonight all was quilted and smothered by the overbearing silence of Peter’s soul.

"Hello," he tried, and again, "hello."

He ran to the phone and began to call. He rang his parent’s mobiles and he called the Police. He even tried the speaking clock, but he shouldn’t have bothered. There was now one there, nobody to listen to him, not another soul anywhere in the world. He knew it to be true. Nobody would ever witness him living, nor mark the time with him as he faded away. The world was empty and there could be nothing more horrible. He turned on the light to try and chase away the colossal monster of isolation. It only made things worse.

With the room alight Peter was able to see that a huge picture frame was hanging above the fireplace where the oversized mirror of his mothers choosing was supposed to be.

It was a painting of a man, the same man as before. The image he had been trying to avoid, but could avoid no more.

The figure was on his knees in the darkness. His face pulled apart in a desperate howl. His eyes were drowned with tears of misery, as he screeched and pleaded out into the nothingness around him.

Abandoning all plans, for the safety of desperate panic, Peter began to run around the house screaming and throwing open the doors.

"Hello! Where did everyone go?" he screamed, "Please come back." He burst out of the back door into the garden. Even Ralf was missing in the one moment when the hateful and vicious dog would have been a welcome sight. Peter barrelled through the side gate and ran out onto the street. There would usually be noises from the motorway, cars whizzing by, dogs howling at the moon or lack of it. There was nothing. Peter was alone.

As he ran up the road crying out for somebody, anybody, to show him that they at least existed, or had once, Peter’s steps became staggered and less determined.

It was pointless. Everything was useless now, so there was no point in running. He was merely moving from one point in the void to another. It was over.

"Where did you go!" he screamed, "Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhh…" and his screams mixed with sobs as he slumped to the ground. All around him the lights began to blink out. Good, he thought, at least I won’t need to see how alone I have become. The streetlights winked out and the stars ceased to shine, but Peter wasn’t left in complete darkness. There was one light left and it came from inside of him. And, while it still shone he would be always be able to see how alone he really was. The light of his soul exposed him. It was the last torture.

Peter began to scream and ball again. He was on his knees in the darkness. His face pulled apart in a desperate howl. His eyes were drowned with tears of misery, as he screeched and pleaded out into the nothingness around him.

***

Radio.

"Well there you go Henry…" 

"I stand corrected Johnny…"

"The sounds of the Velvet Underground played on the pan pipes…"

"It still amazes me Johnny."

"Well not me Henry, because nothing surprises Henry Hutchins when it comes to music. That’s why I’m always right here, invading your morning, showing you…"

"His trousers!"

"Very funny, why don’t you get us updated on the latest from the Administrators of our fair land Johnny?"

"Not a problem Henry, good morning everybody, hope the musical choices of Henry Hutchins didn’t wake you too abruptly this morning. I’m Johnny Deansworth and it’s eight o’clock. And, as always, it’s time for the News and weather. In a bold move HDRP announced today its newest plans to reform the health system…"

Whack! Peter slammed on the snooze button and whimpered. Every night, he thought. Every fuckin night! Peter rolled out of bed and headed for the bathroom. As a matter of fact he was pretending. To whom, he didn’t know. He was glad that it was morning he knew that much. Every night since the summer began and his parents had gone to the HDRP caucus he’d been having that same dream. Night by night it became clearer and clearer until last nights most recent and vivid episode. Entering the bathroom Peter stopped in front of the mirror and took in his appearance. His eyes were puffed up, he’d been crying. The first time he could remember having the dream it had left him only with a vaguely uneasy feeling. Now he was crying. Things were getting out of hand. Could it be that he missed his parents so much, that his dream was some sort of longing for their return?

In the mirror Peter’s pale and red-eyed face grimaced a firm, no. That was definitely not it. He picked up the comb and tried to untangle his hair, but it told him not to bother and stayed in its usual tangle mass of jet-black curls. Peter had the type of hair that you could only like if you didn’t have and would surely hate if you did. Why are people so sure that everyone else has it made, that the opposite of them, is better? Peter was one for asking himself these sorts of questions. He was one for deep thoughts and long-winded explanations. He sat down on the toilet and began to think about the day ahead. Some of these thought were much shallower than he would have admitted.

Today he was going through the most childish of all emotional states, fear of acceptance. Today, Peter was going back to University, back to the bustle of the Dublin Technological University.

***

Only a half a mile away another student, from the same university, was also preparing himself for his first day back. And, even with the reoccurrence of Peter’s nightmare this student was much worse for ware.

Terry Giles was a wreck. He was sitting at his kitchen table with a rolled up cigarette in his mouth, staring at the wall. Terry hadn’t slept at all, well maybe for about five minutes early the night before. But as soon as he’d seen her coming he had waken himself with a method he had devised known as, scream waking. What he did was, as soon as his dreams began to head in the wrong direction, which was always these days, he would begin to scream. Then he would scream, yell, roar, and bellow in his dream, until the noise of his night terrors woke his physical self. It worked pretty well.

The coffee mug on the table before him was empty and ringed. There were at least six dark rings that stood out from the others. He recognised these as the points during the night where he had zonked out. During these periods Terry hadn’t dreamt, thankfully, it closer to zombiism than anything else. Anyone that had experienced a continued period of insomnia will know how it feels. If the brain is deprived of sleep for long enough, it is as though the minds grey matter just moulds itself into the shape of a surly school caretaker, climbs out of the head through the ear, the left one, and goes off somewhere for a smoke break and maybe a cup of tea. The moral seeming to be “If you’ve not got any work for me to do, I be over at Mary’s. Give us a shout when you need me.”

This, as the convex rings on Terry’s coffee mug denoted, had happened at least six times during the Engineering students long wait for the saviour of dawn. Terry found it amazing to experience what was going on in his head when the caretaker finally came back from his long lunch. One time he’d un-zonked in time to stop himself climbing into one of the kitchen cupboards, which he had so thoughtfully emptied for that specific purpose. It unsettles him to realise how puzzling and in fact, mad, he was becoming.

It may not need to be said, but Terry was not the most mentally stable of individuals to begin with. It was only a blessing to him that his parents had chosen to spend their summer in France, where an unfortunate relative, Uncle Joshua, had recently died after, finally refurbishing what was supposed to be his retirement home.

Terry always found the humour in it. His poor uncle working himself to death in order to prepare a place that he could live out his remaining years.

"I’m going to die here," Uncle Joshua had stated to Terry, "remember that." Terry wondered if his uncle could ever have imagined that this statement would be fulfilled so immediately, or whether he would have liked the French farm so much had he known that it was indeed going to the sight of his final clutch-and-fall.

Terry looked at his watch. This was his most worthwhile habit. The watch had a second hand, and it gave him strength to know that time was indeed passing, not matter how frozen it seemed to have become. It was still too early to be off. 

Terry slumped onto the table. The Dublin Technological University (DTU) was only five minutes away from his house, and it was only quarter past eight.

Last night had been the worst one yet. Even now as he sat wide-awake, relighting his roley, his ten-minute sleep at least ten hours behind him, the image was crystal in his mind. He could see her floating towards him with her arms outstretched, drawing him in, into her embrace. He had nearly gone too. Even in his few minutes of sleep it was obvious that he could not resist her. It wouldn’t be long. He had to sleep sometime.

With his parent away and most of his friends either gone back down the country or in the states for summer, Terry had done nothing but spend his time in various attempts to pass it. The most successful of these attempts was his taking up smoking again after two years without a pang.

The loneliness and the waiting were wearing out and destroying his nerves. His mind was cracking open. Soon it would bare all and his fantasies would take control of him. His senses were playing tricks on him. Terry hoped that was all they were, tricks. It would be a comfort to find that this was all a phase that would end some day soon. With a drunken night of snoring, or a stoned comatose, both of which he’d already tried. He former making him sick and helpless and the other, so paranoid that he’s contemplated wearing a silk tie to war off the nightmares. The details of how this was supposed to work were still sketchy, although he was sure it was something to do with the idea that witches and demons were afraid of salesmen. Again, the details were sketchy.

Terry took a breath and built himself upwards into a standing position. He would take the long way to The U, the very long way. Second year engineering was a welcome prospect when compared to the weirdness of his summer.

"Now that’s sad," Terry said aloud. He picked up his bag, packed since last Tuesday, and left the house, slamming the door behind him.

Upstairs in the house, Terry’s room was flooded with scraps of paper, both the rolled up and scraped kind as well as the pinned up and kept sort. And, if the images on both were compared, it would seem that the contents had little effect on the fate of either.

There were pictures of cloisters and letters of script. Many of the scrapes were notes written to no one, but signed, Terry Giles. The most common image that Terry had sketched on the pieces of paper that lay all over the room was of a female nature. The clothes on the woman in his drawings varied slightly but were always of a religious nature. She was a nun of sorts, or a priestess.

Again and again Terry had made attempts to draw here face correctly but each time he either failed to illustrate more than a line or two, perhaps a nose, the beginning of a mouth. Or, unsatisfied with the finished product Terry had scribbled out the finished face entirely sometimes tearing the paper with his hurry to do so.

