If thou beest he


In her entire life, Mari had never thought that she would find herself standing before the gates of Hell. Even less had she expected to stand there the way she was now, dirty, sweaty, with dishevelled hair and a slightly bleeding lip. 


But more surprising to her than her own presence was the appearance of the gates. Dante’s inscription was missing from the top of the heavy doors, Milton’s pathway was nonexistant. The gates to eternal darkness were nothing more than a pair of high, wrought-iron gates standing at the entrance to the forest. The only eerie, threatening thing, really, was the complete darkness that lay behind them.



The slim barrel of a gun pressed into Mari’s back, reminding her once again of why she was there. Farewell fear, she commanded herself resolutely. Straightening her back, she reached out a trembling hand toward the gate and slowly swung it opened.


Darkness engulfed her with her very first step past the gate. She couldn’t see anything. It was so dark, in fact, that she lost the very sense of her body. Her mind logically knew that she must have a nose, shoulders, fingers, toes, but the darkness was so absolute that it wiped that reality from her mind. She knew, logically, that she had eyes, ears, nose, skin, but she couldn’t see, hear, smell, or feel anything. It was as though she had stepped into Nothing.


“You did,” a silken voice told her. She whipped around, noticing with terror that she couldn’t feel her feet spinning on the ground. She stifled a scream. 


“You needn’t be frightened of me, manchild,” the voice said again. “I am not Death, nor Famine nor Pestilence. I can do nothing to you that you would not do yourself.”


Mari could almost place the voice. It was familiar to her, and she couldn’t help but feel that if she could just hear it, instead of this throbbing in her head, if she could just feel her feet, surely she would be able to place it. 


“I don’t want to fight you,” Mari said.


“A spy, then?”


“No,” a soft whimper escaped her throat. A soft touch brushed against her neck with the release of the sound, eliciting another. “I come to speak to your Master.”


“I have no Master.” The touch instantly disappeared, replaced by intense cold. 


“I come to speak to Satan,” Mari tried again.


There was no answer for a long time, and she was beginning to think that she had been abandoned. The thought terrified her even more than the presence of the unseen, unheard voice. She knew there was something wrong with that fact. Then, finally, the touch on her throat again, painful this time.


“Well. You have found me.”


Mari tried to pray, but failed. There was, she realized, no God in Hell.

But O! How fall’n


The life of Mari-Megan Antonia Carquette was not a particularly exciting one. She was born November 15, 1992. She was the second in a line of five children, in a family that was primarily Irish, with just enough French to provide a surname. She learned to play the piano in second grade, and learned the guitar in seventh. She enjoyed sports almost as much as she enjoyed reading.


In third grade her family moved from a comfortable home in the northern suburbs of Chicago to more modest accomodations outside of Grand Rapids, Michigan. There she learned to ski and ice skate, and developed an inordinate fondness for snow cones.


In seventh grade she had her first boyfriend, a certain boy named Michael. They held hands while walking through hallways, went to school dances, and otherwise managed to avoid all communication. They had a loud and noisy breakup in eighth grade, which neither one was particularly devastated by.


In ninth grade Mari decided that she would like to work in foreign affairs and began bending all of her efforts toward the mastery of various languages. By the time that she graduated high school she could converse in the four Romance languages, in addition to a solid base of German and a rudimentary understanding of Chinese.


In college she continued her intense study of foreign countries, and added a political science bent. She attended her church more or less regularly, enjoying being on the Mock Trial team, and found an acceptable, if somewhat demeaning job, working in one of the university’s cafeterias.


Mari herself felt that her life had been sorely lacking, up to a point. A junior in college, and her resume consisted of baby-sitting, and being a lunchlady. Not exactly the type of thing to make the government leap and swoon over the prospect of hiring her. But she had good grades, her extracurriculars were acceptable, and, after all


“Oof!” The sudden appearance of Booberry on her lap cut off all other thoughts. “You big oaf,” Mari complained good-naturedly, pushing the grossly overweight cat off her thights and back onto the floor. The cat mewed piteously, and attempted a coy look up between grey lashes. Mari couldn’t help but laugh. Then, she couldn’t help but sneeze.


“It just figures,” she said, sniffling slightly as she stood and stretched out. “The one animal that my housemates will actually let me have is you. And the one thing in the entire world that I’m allergic to. . .” Booberry began to purr. Mari laughed, bent down, and picked up the spoiled furball. “Yes, that’s you as well.”


She headed into the kitchen, intent on fixing something to tide her over until dinner. She still had hours of studying to do, besides continuing to avoid any recognition of the yellow application which was now sitting out on her desk. She glanced up at the clock. Three. She had an hour or two before Alanna would come bursting through the door, bringing an effluence of energy and noise. Three hours before Genevieve would announce proudly that she had mastered the culinary art of chicken broccoli bake. Three hours and five minutes before the fire alarm would go off, and they would all run into the kitchen to attempt to put out the burning broccoli. Four hours before Brian would show up at the door, a boyish grin lighting up the night.


Mari was pretty sure that she could finish a book in that time.


She set Booberry down on the counter (ignoring the large paper sign that hung over the sink declaring “Do NOT Let The Cat On The Counter: She Is STINKY”) and opened up the cupboard. She ran her fingers idly over the boxes of cereal. Cheerios, Cheerios, Raisin Bran, Cheerios, Cracklin’ Oat Bran, more Cheerios. . .She sighed, pulled down a yellow box, and poured herself a bowl.


“It can’t be helped, Boo,” she said morosely. The cat waddled over to peek into the box, which Mari quickly shut in his face. “It’s not my week to do the shopping, after all. When is Alison going to learn that it’s quality over quantity?”


There was no milk in the fridge, either, so she had to content herself with sticking a hand into her full bowl, and stuffing it in her mouth. Her fingers got sticky, her mouth got dry, and she seriously considered stealing the soymilk from Lydia.


When her snack was finally finished (and Booberry had been rescued from a somewhat embarrassing investigation of the garbage disposal) Mari headed back into the dining room to take another crack at the book. Mere Christianity. She sighed. While she had been a fan of C.S. Lewis since her dad had read her the Chronicles of Narnia around the campfire, she just couldn’t seem to get into his more essayistic writing. There was no plot, no characters, no story.


Two hours later she was awakened by Alanna flying into the room. “I just met the Sex God of the world!” she screamed. Mari jerked her head up and began blinking. She could actually feel the red imprints from her book on her face, and the way a largish patch of hair at the back of her head was standing straight up.


“Good day?” she asked her housemate. Alanna peered around the corner, all sweaty dark hair, sparkling green eyes, and huge mischievous smile. 


“Class was fine,” she said. “And working out was divine!”


Mari nodded her head. “Good, glad to hear it.”


Alanna stuffed a handful of Cheerios in her mouth before returning, and sitting down heavily in one of the folding room chairs (they hadn’t quite worked their way up to real dining room furniture). “So who’s cooking tonight?”


“Gen.”


“Damn. I’ll call the fire department from now.”


Mari smiled, stared at her yet-unfinished book, sighed, and closed the cover. She’d get back to it later that night. Maybe.


“For that religions class?” Alanna pointed at the book. Mari nodded her head.


“Yeah. Book number twelve for the semester.”


“Sucks.” Alanna stood up, stretched her arms high over her head, and let out a relieved sigh. “Well, I’m going to de-sweat myself in the shower. Good luck with the book.”


“Thanks,” Mari said. The minute Alanna had disappeared she picked the book up and headed into her bedroom. Nobody needed to know that she had lost Her Drive.


Besides. She only had a bit of time before Brian showed up, and much of that time would undoubtedly be interrupted by police questions and fire extinguishers. So she should really use the precious free time currently in her hands to decide what to wear.


But even preparations couldn’t eat up an hour of time, and soon enough she found herself once again sitting down with a little Lewis and a cup of tea. Under normal circumstances, Mari absolutely loathed tea, but her throat was feeling a bit sore, she felt a bit of a cold coming on, and she knew that the  tea would help.


She was wakened half an hour later by a hand shaking her shoulder. Blinking groggily, Mari sat up, only to find herself confronted by what very well might have been the biggest pair of blue eyes in the world.


“Morning, sunshine!” Genevieve chirped. “Now, which would you prefer for dinner: pancakes, or chicken broccoli bake?”


Mari didn’t even have to consider that one. She was very nearly positive that there was nothing too horrible that even Gen could do to a batch of pancakes, so she sent the short girl back into the kitchen warned with a “don’t burn the cat again!”


She knew, logically, that it was just as well that she had been woken up. She absolutely had to finish the book for Monday, and her soccer team had a tournament in Nashville, so that pretty much got rid of her weekend. She quickly thumbed to the back of the book. Seventy-three pages to go. Seventy-three pages to read in. . .she glanced quickly at the clock. In sixty minutes. It quite simply wasn’t going to happen.


Since she had concluded that it was impossible, her entire motivation was gone. After all, in her delusional, end-of-the-week mind, if it wasn’t going to be done, then seventy-three pages was no worse than ten. 


She walked into the kitchen just in time to keep Genevieve from putting basil into the pancakes.


“It will give them more flavor!” she protested when Mari literally grabbed the spices out of the other girl’s hands.


“Trust me,” Mari said. “That’s not a flavor you want to try.”


Gen pouted for a moment, but then went back to happily whipping the batter.


“Mike’s coming over tonight,” she informed chipperly. Mari nodded her head. That explained the exceptionally happy mood. 


“Good.”


“I forgot to write it on the board, though. Is that okay?” Mari winced. The board was one of the cardinal founding principles of the house. Before any boy was allowed in the house, his name needed to be on the board for a straight week. This prevented Mike and Joe from living in the house, as well as Brian from eating all of their food. The rule had been enacted after the first unfortunate incident with Alanna and Sun God. It had quickly been broken the following weekend when Lydia had brought in Facial Hair Boy, and Mari had to admit that she hadn’t exactly helped matters with Dance Marathon Man. Add to this the fact that Joe and Mike still did virtually live at the house, and Brian consumed about half of the groceries, and the girls founds themselves working with a highly inept system. Only Alison followed it assiduously, though this might have been due to the fact that she was “done with guys.”


“It’ll be fine. He can have my share for the night.” Mari considered for a moment, and then jammed another handful of Cheerios in her mouth. No wonder they went through cereal like crazy, she thought ruefully. 


“Ooh, hot date?” Gen asked, turning around from the pancakes for a moment. Mari rolled her eyes and shook her head.


“I’m pretty sure I’ve run out of decent guys in A-squared to date,” she responded. “No, I’m just going to see that new Woody Allen movie, and then probably to grab some Jimmy John’s or something.”


“You’re going alone?”


“No, Brian’s going. So it’s almost the same thing.”


Gen squealed, jumped up and down, and dropped the spatula. Booberry quickly waddled over to lap up the dropped pancake batter. Thoughtlessly, Gen picked it up and began stirring the pancakes some more.


“I don’t know why you two can’t just admit that you’re dating,” she said.


“Um. . .maybe because we’re not?” Mari suggested. “Just a thought.”


“You so are.” Gen opened her mouth, and Mari knew that she was going to burst in with another lecture about “keeping the heart open, and not being too discerning about finding the perfect guy” when the door flung open and a crazed looking young woman with a frizzy cloud of black hair ran in the door.


“It’s Gen’s night to cook!” She gasped, sounding half questioning and half horrified. “I came as fast as I could!”


“I don’t know why you guys can’t trust me,” Genevieve said. She peered closely at one of her pancakes, and pulled out a long gray hair. “How did part of Boo get in here?”



Alison and Mari exchanged on very long, very meaningful glance. 


“Where’s Alanna?” Alison asked, dropping her backpack in the living room and then coming in to lean on a kitchen counter.


“Upstairs, showering,” Mari said. “She said that she saw the Sex God again.”


“She’d better not be bringing him over. I didn’t see his name written on the board.”


“Oh, yeah, Al, about the board. . .” Gen began. The doorbell rang, and Mari took the opportunity to extricate herself and answer it. Unsurprisingly, there was she saw Brian, standing on the porch and looking as eager as a puppy.


“Ready to go?” 


Mari nodded her head, grabbed her purse from the coatrack, and headed outside. Ah, beautiful Michigan winters, she thought, as a cluster of snowflakes fell directly in her eyes, blinding her for a moment. Brian gallantly held out an arm, and she snuck her own through it.


The movie was not particularly engaging. Mari couldn’t keep her mind on it. Instead, her eyes kept shifting over to the boy sitting on her right. He wasn’t so bad, really, she thought, trying to remain objective. He really was good-looking. Maybe not tall, but definitely dark and handsome. He was polite, he was smart, religious, funny, dependable. There was absolutely nothing about him not to love.


And yet. . .and yet she couldn’t seem to take that step. Mari sighed, turned her gaze back to the movie showing. It was ridiculous, and she recognized that. She should just fall  in love with him. They should date for a few years, get married, and have perfect little Catholic babies. After all, that was what she wanted, that was what he wanted. Yet something stood in the way.


Or rather, nothing stood in the way. Maybe that was the problem.


The movie was followed with sandwiches. Mari smiled a little sadly at that. Sandwiches. The other problem with their relationship might have been that there was nothing romantic in it.


“Brian,” she said suddenly, breaking into the middle of his diatribe about the injustice of planning diagonal streets. He stopped midbite, a small piece of lettuce dangling from his bottom lip. “What do you think of me?”


He swallowed with some difficulty, and put down the sandwich. The lettuce continued to dangle. “What do you mean?”


“It’s not a hard question.”


“You know how I feel about you. I love you, I adore you, I want to mate with you, and I want you to have my little Brian Jrs.”


“Seriously.”


He looked at her for a moment, then almost guiltily picked up his sandwich again. “I was being serious.”


Mari took a moment to digest that. He hadn’t sounded serious. But then again, that was one of the problems with the guy. He never sounded serious.


“Well. . .maybe we should try,” she said finally. Brian looked up, a hopeful expression in his Golden Retriever eyes.


“Really?”


“Everyone thinks we’re dating already. We might as well give it a shot.”


Brian leapt up from his seat, and ran around to her booth. He slid in next to her, and grabbed her hand. “You’re not going to regret this, Mari!”


She could already tell that she should. Would it be absolutely horrible, she wondered, to break up with him five minutes after they’d agreed to go out? Yes, she decided. Yes, it definitely would be. She was stuck here for two weeks at the absolute least.


“Would you like to come back to my apartment?” Brian asked almost shyly after they’d finished eating, and thrown out the plastic wrapping in the gleefully revolving garbage. Mari sighed.


“I don’t know, Bri, I have a lot of homework to do. And I’ll be gone for the weekend. . .”


“Just for a minute,” he wheedled. Then, inspiration seemed to strike him, as he leaned forward confidentially. “I just got a new Hepburn movie. If you come over to get it, I’ll lend it to you.”


Drat, Mari thought. He knew her weaknesses. But, instead of punching him in the arm which she would have done if they were still “just friends” she smiled up at him. If she was stuck in this situation, she might as well do her best to make it work.


“All right,” she said. “But no longer than an hour.”


“Deal,” Brian said, and stepped out into the street.


Mari didn’t have time to react as the red Mercedes came blasting down the street. It had hit Brian before she had time to even notice it coming, before she had time to yell at him, before she had even the time to take an involuntary step backwards. Time stopped for a half a moment, just long enough for her to see the impact, just long enough for her hands to fly up to cover her mouth.


Then it resumed, and her friends was just a crumpled body in the middle of the street.

To Dust Return


The funeral shouldn’t have been this sad. Mari had never even met her Great Uncle Joseph, and, looking at his waxen face, she didn’t think that she would have particularly liked him if she had met him. Bushy grey eyebrows met above wrinkled eyelids, and his lips were tight and pressed together. Besides, he smelled funny.


“Come on, honey,” her mother said, pulling gently at Mari’s arm. The young girl was more than willing to be led away. At eight, she knew the difference between living and dead, but she hadn’t quite worked out the distinction between sleeping and death. It was somewhat unnerving for her to see this man who seemed to be only dozing, though she had been told that he would never awaken.


“Mom, I’m bored,” she complained. “Can we go home yet?”


Her mother shushed her, and a made a motion toward Todd, her older brother. He rolled his eyes, but headed over, obedient as all the Carquette children.


“What, Mom?” he asked, shifting uncomfortably in his dress shoes. Mari looked curiously at her older brother’s tie. It seemed awfully tight. She was very glad that she was a girl, and as such not required to wear a tie. Although a dress wasn’t all that much better, in her opinion.


“Take your sister back to the room with the cookies, and watch her,” Mom said. Todd groaned again, and dropped his shoulders, but dutifully took Mari’s hand and walked her away.


This was just getting silly, Mari thought. All of this toting from one place to another. It would be easiest to just go home. Then she wouldn’t be bored anymore, and nobody would have to drag her anywhere.


Todd deposited her in a room of garish wallpaper and purple carpeting. Mari wrinkled her nose. She hated the color purple. It was her absolute least favorite color in the whole wide world. Even it’s name was ugly. Purple. Yuck.


“Stay here,” Todd said sternly, before turning on his heels to walk out the door, probably to return to the horde of cousins. Mari never felt like she fit in with the Cousins. They were all older than her, and most of them were boys. All they ever wanted to talk about was sports and cars. 


“What am I supposed to do here?” she whined. 


“I don’t know, and I don’t care. Eat a cookie,” Todd said, before ultimately disappearing out the door. Mari sighed, and wandered over to the cookie table. There was a smattering of sugar cookies spread across the tablecloth, and a few chocolate chip ones hidden in there. She took one of the chocolate chips, and gingerly tasted it. It tasted like cardboard.


It just wasn’t fair, Mari thought. Alex, Josh, and Bryan got to stay home. Mom had said they were too young to behave. But that wasn’t fair! Because she was “mature for her age” she had to come to a stupid old funny smelling house, with an ugly funny smelling wax uncle, and gross cookies. She sat down heavily on the purple carpet, still chewing idly at her cookie. She wondered for a moment if it would be worth her time to throw a tantrum, or if she would just get punished for it.


While considering this highly important dilema, a man walked into the cookie room. He was wearing a full set of dark clothing, and dark eyes flashed within deep set sockets. A pair of stunted black wings flowed out the back of his clothing.


Wow, Mari thought. An angel.


“Hi,” she said after taking a moment to gather her courage. The angel turned to glance at her, a quick annoyed question.


“Hello,” he said shortly. He crossed his arms and began tapping his foot impatiently.


“What are you doing here on earth?” Mari asked curiously. The angel ceased his foot tapping and looked back at her.


“I could ask you the same question.”


“But I’m a girl!” Mari protested. “I’m supposed to be here. You’re an angel. You’re supposed to be in heaven.” The angel let out a sharp bark of a laugh, while Mari suddenly received divine inspiration. “Unless you’re my guardian angel!” 


“Yeah, right, kid,” the angel looked at the clock hanging above the orange couch.


“What’s your name, angel?” Mari asked. When the angel didn’t answer, she extended her hand. After all, if this was her guardian angel, she felt that she deserved to know his name. “I’m Mari.”


“And I’m out of here,” the angel sighed in relief, just as the clock’s small hand reached the twelve. He turned and hurried out of the room. Mari hurried after him. 


The wake was still in full motion, with people crying and hugging everywhere. Mari dodged out of the way of Aunt Matilda, but in the move lost sight of her angel. An instant later, she heard a scream coming from near Great Uncle Joseph. The crowd of mourners surged toward the coffin, carrying Mari with it. Curious, she pushed herself even further ahead, squeezing between massive Italian hips and even dodging behind a spindly pair of legs.


Slumped over Great Uncle Joseph’s coffin was Great Aunt Cecily, one hand tightly grasping that of her deceased husband. Standing next to her, a pair of thin, white fingers tightly wrapped around her upper arm, was the angel.


“Hey!” she protested, not quite sure what her guardian angel was doing, but fairly certain that it wasn’t a good thing. He shot a quick, satisfied smirk in her direction, grasped Great Aunt Cecily even more tightly, and then abruptly disappeared. Mari tried to run up to where he had been, but found herself held back by a strong pair of hands. Turning around, she saw her father looking down at her, tears glistening in his eyes.


“Come on, Mari,” he said. “I think it’s time for us to go home.”


“But, Daddy,” she protested, looking back up toward the scene at the coffin. “I don’t. . .what. . .”


“Aunt Cecily is going to Heaven with Uncle Joseph,” he said. Then, not allowing her any  more time to protest, he grabbed her hand in his left, Todd’s in his right, and forcefully pulled them out of the funeral home.


“What about Mommy?” Mari asked. Her dad continued to look straight ahead, not meeting her questioning gaze.


“She’s going to stay here for a while. One of your uncles will give her a ride home later tonight.”

What do mine eyes with grief behold?


A crack, a scream of tires, a squashed sound. And then a sudden stillness. Mari couldn’t stand the stillness, the calm. She screamed, and ran forth into the street, skidding to her knees beside Brian.


Panicked, she grabbed his face, peered down. Blood coated one side of his face, and his eyes stared straight up into her own, though their inner light had faded. Mari screamed again, and lifted Brian’s head into her lap. She could feel his blood soaking through the denim of her jeans. She tried to wipe the blood away from his eyes, but only succeeded in smearing red across the pale of his face, into the darkness of his hair.


“Wake up,” she pleaded inanely. “Wake up, wake up, wake up.”


She didn’t notice the flashing lights around her, and hushed, frightened talk of the man in the car, the demands of the police to step away. She just continued rocking her friend, whispering his name, entreating him to wake up.


“This isn’t funny, Brian,” she demanded. “Come on, please. Please.”


“Give it up, kid,” a gravelly voice said from above her. This voice, like none others, captured her attention, caused her to lift her face to see the speaker. 


Above her, sunken in eyes, dark clothing, black wings. Her mind shot back to a dozen years ago, to purple carpets and orange carpeting. 


“You’re no angel,” she hissed at him. The specter laughed a little at that.


“Did I pretend to be? All right, girlie, hand him over.”


“No,” Mari clutched the body tighter to her, knowing that she was being ridiculous. How, after all, could she stop Death?


“I’m not joking around here,” the specter said again. He put a hand on Mari’s shoulder, shooting cold tendrils through her body. “Let. Him. Go.”


Mari grabbed Brian even tighter, though a moment ago she would have thought that impossible. She clung to him, noticing that the warmth was quickly leaving his own body. She willed her own to enter his, willed her heart to help his to beat, her breath to flow through his lungs.


“Kid, you’re leaving lover-boy dangling between life and death. Trust me, that ain’t no place to be. Let him go.”


“Where are you taking him?” Mari asked. Her lips began to chatter. The specter rolled his eyes.


“How the Almighty Hell should I know?” he asked. “I just take him from this world, I don’t choose where he ends up.”


“Then who does determine that?”


“None of your business.”


“Take me to him.”


“I’m not going to ask you again to let him go. I’ll just take you both.”


Mari stared up at him defiantly. 


“This is just ridiculous,” Death said. He motioned toward a police officer, who was learning low down by Mari. The officer moved, a glassy look overcoming his face. He turned his sightless eyes toward Mari, pulled his hand back behind him, and then quickly struck her in the face.


Mari closed her eyes, anticipating the strike. But there was no pain. She opened them in surprise, and found herself standing now, beside Death. Beneath her, she could see her body sprawled beside Brian’s.


“That’s more like it,” Death said. HE leaned down, and casually brushed Mari’s arm aside, he then laid a hand on Brian’s shoulder. Mari, remembering the scene at the funeral, reached out and grasped a handful of Death’s robes, just before he had the chance to vanish.


Suddenly she found herself everywhere and nowhere. She was in the middle of light, and then, as suddenly, in the center of darkness. She was next to Brian, beside Brian, inside Brian. She was three years old, in a sandbox, twelve in Little League, sixteen in a car crash, eighteen, suddenly seeing her face, her own face, as he had once seen her. Grabbing coffee. A kiss. A scream.


Then, with a jolt, she was thrown back into her own body, and found herself being held, somehow, by Death.


“What are you doing?” he asked her. He tightened his grip on her neck, only she had no neck, she had no body. 


“I’m trying to stop you,” she said. Mentally thinking that trying was the operative word there.


“Look,” Death ground out. “It’s not my choice. I serve my Master, and I don’t know myself where He gets His orders, how He decides.”


“Then who is your master?” Mari asked. She figured that she couldn’t get in much more trouble than she was now. If she could see an escape, she would take it. Brian, after all, was already dead. There was nothing more she could do for him. But, as ever, her curiousity was overriding her. She couldn’t help but feel that she was already dead, that there was no chance and no hope that she would be able to regain her life. And, if that was the case, she would like to see as much as possible before reaching her final deathplace.


“That should be obvious, kid,” Death said, and he released her. Mari tried to breathe, to suck in air, and found that she was asphyxiating as surely as when Death had held her tight.


“God?”


Death chuckled, a sound warmer than any she had heard from him yet.


“Try again.”


“Satan?”


“And we have a winner here,” Death said. Mari considered for a moment. Here was a dilemma indeed. The opportunity to meet Satan. On the one hand, she considered that very few people had the opportunity to meet the Prince of Darkness himself. But, by that same token, who would want to meet him?


“If you want to save your friend’s life, He’s the one to talk to,” Death let her know.


That cinched it. The simple “if” in Death’s sentence. After all, Mari reasoned, she had come this far for Brian. If the chance truly did still exist that she could save him, she should try. 

