Terminal Love and a Windswept Bowler:

The Nihilist and the Aficionado on the Wintry Plane of Endless Night


“Is Love dead?” the nihilist’s breath condensed into a placid haze disseminating into the bitter comatose air.  His hands clutched each other quiescent before his exposed chest, scarlet knuckles projecting angularly betwixt themselves and tendons protruding menacingly from the pale and livid hands.

“I would not say ‘dead,’” the aficionado’s ruby lips quivered against the stiff wan structure of his cheeks.  His grey eyes gazed unfalteringly forward beyond his companion’s left shoulder toward the horizon as his head convulsed upwardly, “I should sooner declare that Love is merely resting.”

“‘Resting’ you say?” the nihilist slowly lowered his still contorted hands to either side of his waist exposing the lattice of dim veins delineated by the pallid shade beneath his forearms.  His head tilted downwardly, a shadow was cast over his eyes half obscured by delicate charcoal locks hanging motionlessly oscillating softly as his lips moved, “If not dead, then dying.”

The orb rotated and the pair’s bare emaciated torsos trembled as the full moon reflected on the colorless sterna.  One’s sight ended at the other’s gaunt exposed feet as his sight transcended the scene, never shutting eyes.  Four ears twitched as an ululation was uttered through the dark heavens.  The nihilist unhurriedly bent his knees until attainment of a squatting position, never altering the angle of his head or the curve of his jutting spine, as a gust of wind swept the aficionado’s bowler rearward from his skull.

As the orb spun, the moon waned to newness and the scene enshrouded itself in shadow.  Each man felt the waning palpitations of the other’s heart in the absence of other sensation.  The aficionado could no longer see the rising day on the horizon as he collapsed upon the nihilist, “Perhaps it is in a state of cryonic suspension.”
