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The Death of God


Endre rose to his feet.  They hurt, just like the rest of him did.  His eyes itched.  They were closed, which wasn’t so curious as the fact that, despite his best efforts, Endre could not open them.  They felt crusted shut, like Endre had developed another case of the pink eye.  He reached up to his sealed eyelids and tried to scrape some of the crud off of his eyelashes.  He found a hard little rock and pulled at it, resulting in screaming, piercing pain and a warm feeling flowing over his closed eyelid.  Endre cried out.  It was nothing in particular or even that loud, just a surprised little outburst.  How long had he been out anyway?


“Sucks, don’t it?  Just don’t try to pull them out.  If you wait awhile they’ll cut you open and you won’t go blind.  That is, if you’re good.”  Said the Voice.  It was raspy and close.  Too close if you were to ask Endre.  Endre opened his mouth to talk and found that his voice was hoarse and his throat was incredibly dry and sore.


“Who…who are you?”  Endre managed to croak at the sky.  He heard The Voice take a long drag on it’s cigarette and continue it’s speech, undaunted by Endre’s interruption.


“I remember this one dumbass who just wouldn’t shut up.”  The Voice explained.  “His name was some weird foreign thing, like Ajax or somethin’.  Man, that guy would just scream his ass off all day and all night.  We used to hit him with lead pipes until he passed out, just so we could get some damn sleep.  Then, one day, the doctors come in to take the string out..”


“String?”  Endre interrupted.  He heard The Voice chuckle and start to hack.  The Voice had probably been hitting those cigarettes for a few years now.  The coughing subsided and the slow deep chuckle continued.


“Goddamn it sucks to be you.  You don’t even know, huh?”  The Voice gave a few more chuckles.  Endre really hated that laugh; it reminded him of the one he used to hear in his dreams.  The Voice continued, “Well, you know how you can’t open your eyes?  And how it hurts like hell just to try?”  Endre nodded at the ceiling blindly.  “Its cause they’re sewed shut.  And your tonsils are gone too.  Don’t worry; they should fetch quite the pretty penny, seeing as they are practically a delicacy out there.  Oh yeah, and be careful with those stitches.  You’ve already picked em’ enough to start em’ bleeding.”  Endre sat down, dumbfounded and cold.  He tried to remember getting to this place, but he couldn’t.  Endre couldn’t remember anything before a few minutes past.


“Who are you?”  Endre heard himself ask.  He was starting to feel sick and his head was killing him.  He heard The Voice chuckle again.


“Well, for all you know, I could be Jesus himself.  Or God for that matter.”  The Voice took another hit from his (Yes, by now Endre assumed it was a he) cigarette.  “In fact, I like that.  I’m God.  Call me God.  I will be guarding your blind ass for the duration of your stay.”


“And how long will that be, God?”  Endre asked the ceiling.  God laughed out loud.  It boomed in Endre’s ears and made the back of Endre’s close eyes hurt.


“Well,” God began.  “Let’s just say that you shouldn’t buy any opera tickets for the next, oh say, ever.  But fear not, there are ways to get out faster.  Unfortunately for you, that would mean killing me, picking that there lock and being crafty enough to get outside without being seen.  First and foremost though, I’d say that the door would be the thing to go for, after me.  I know you can’t see, but trust me, I’m a pretty big guy.  And we all know that you’re a pretty blind guy and a pretty helpless guy.  So the fastest way out for you would probably be to sit down, shut up, and listen to what people tell you to do.”  Endre heard God take another drag from his cigarette.  “Now shut up, I’m in Marlboro country.”


Endre felt tired, and began immediately to think of how to kill God quickly.  He wasn’t sure how long he could or would survive in this sort of twisted submission.  True, he was blind, but he might be able to use that as an advantage rather than let it burden him as a handicap.  Endre was thought to be helpless; a force to be ignored and around whom one could feel free to let his guard down.  All that Endre really needed to do was kill God.  The rest would probably fall right into place.


And so Endre thought; of killing God, the pain in his eyes and how he might have gotten here in the first place.  He searched his pockets for some kind of link to the past, a connection of some sort.  He found lint.  Endre tried his back pockets and found a dollar and a small key.  That was it.  The key was the key.  Endre decided right then and there that he was a strong advocate of fate.  He had found a small key, fit specifically for some padlock or some door somewhere.  He planned on using that key to get out of here.  Things happened for a reason.  Life gives you lemons, eat the lemons.  God throws bits of sandwich at you, like he was doing now, you ate the sandwich.  And after a bit, you weren’t so hungry anymore and you felt just a little bit stronger.  And it was true, Endre felt a little more stable, although his face still hurt like hell.


“Hey, God?”  Endre asked the ceiling.


“What?”  Snapped God, annoyed.


“What time is it?”


“It’s bedtime.  Now shut the hell up and sleep before I shut you the hell up and put you to sleep.”  Endre remained silent for a few minutes.


“Hey God?”


“Yeah?”  God sighed.  He was tired, the poor bastard.


“Do I snore?”  Endre was starting to sound childish.  God gave a little chuckle and took another drag on his cigarette before stomping it out on the concrete floor.


“Not like I do, that’s for damn sure.”


“Ok” said Endre.


Endre was happy for the first time he could remember since arriving here.  He was practically free.  He had devised a crude plan and he couldn’t believe how well everything was coming together.  He was after all, a blind sack of nothing.  Endre just hoped that he would be able to pull it off.  And so, Endre waited.  He lay on his side, as if he were sleeping until he heard the gentle snore of God.  Well, not exactly gentle.  Endre was put in mind of a constipated warthog when he heard God snore; which was odd, being as Endre had never heard nor seen a constipated warthog before.  He just hoped that they slept soundly and heavily.


Endre used his feet to push himself across the cold floor until he felt his head brush against God's foot.  Endre sat up slowly and removed the key from his pocket.  His heart raced as he gently tapped on God until he felt that he was at the spot right next to the eye.  He tapped and sweated and held his breath until he heard God snore again.  Endre took a deep mental breath as he clenched the key between his pointer and middle finger.  He pushed the tip out as far as he could without losing grip and then, rearing his hand back to gain velocity, plunged the key into God’s eye.  He quickly opened his hand and, using his other hand to brace the back of God’s head, pushed the key into the socket as far as he could; at first with his palm, then with his fingers.  God stopped moving and Endre collapsed.  The whole thing had been soundless and gone down without a hitch.  God was dead and Endre was happy.

Endre felt God’s dead body for a gun, or a knife or something to protect himself.  He found a hunting knife, sheathed and attached to a belt loop on God’s pants.  Endre unsheathed the knife and felt the blade.  It was very sharp, and very perfect.  Endre took a deep breath and brought the knife up to his face.  He very carefully, and painfully, cut the stitches on his eyes, feeling the blood pour all over his hands.  When he was done, he dropped the knife, licked his fingertips and spread the moisture and his eyelids.


Endre slowly opened his eyes and found he was blind.  He could not see and he almost screamed, before he got control of himself and blinked.  He saw nothing but white.  And so Endre stood for a few minutes, looking up, blind as ever, only seeing the light flood his eyes.  But after a bit, Endre looked around and saw that he could make out shadows and outlines.  He smiled.  Endre squinted and took a look around until his eyes had adjusted to the light they had not seen since who knows when.  Endre looked closely at the body of God.  He wasn’t that big.  About six-foot, only about 160 pounds to Endre’s best guess.Lots of people could have taken this guy.  God want exactly the monster he had led on to be.  Maybe that was a metaphor for the real God.  Maybe he just wants you to think he’s all-powerful, just so that no one will ever beat him up for a change.  Endre didn’t know, or care.  He took the gun out of Gods coat hanging on the wall and opened the unlocked door.  Surprise, surprise; God was lying.  Endre sighed, blinked and walked towards all the trouble he could find.
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