Story III





 The Curtains drawn tight on the fierce little house. So buttoned up tight it could keep out a louse. A black cat at the gate, walking back to and fro, what evils was thinking you dont want to know.  The slice of the moon, that thin piece of pie, looked gruesomely down like a demonic hells eye. Just then the eye closed, and the sky opened up full ~ but the torrents that fell were not nice and cool. Surely as sure be the devils own force, for t'was burning my skin from the fiery source.  


 


 For near twenty minutes I writhed in the pain of the molten hot lava that fell down as rain. When just scarcely less than no more could I take, I made toward the house; the cat in my wake.  To knock on the door was a feat in itself; the knocker embedded in a gargoyles mouth.  When the door finally jarred open a miniscule bit, the old lady inside, well she had quite a fit.  "No dont come in here" she said with a sneer "until you've got shoes on, and dont smell so of beer"





For nigh fifteen minutes I bargained and plead(with already the shelter of roof o'er head) til she let me hole up on an old creeky cot-bed.


 


"You'll not tell the townsfolk what sees you in here?!!" ; "Wouldn't dream of it madame" I replied in sincere.


I glanced at her things on a wooden shelf case; Some newts eyes, frogs toes, and a leprechauns face.


"What thinks you malady to make this your life?, Give up this nonesense and make some man a wife!"


"So foolish you are" She said with a jarr; "my husband surpasses them all by far"





And the room filled with smoke, and a bright purple cloak, was seen to be resting, on man, of whome I'd heard spoke. "The Devil?" I asked; she replied "no" with a sigh. "This is my son, the apple of my eye; a messenger from hell, and a virgin am I"





Now I'm not such a Christian as I might aught to be, but I felt from this man, something eyes couldnt see.


His mulled over disquietment was begining to come loose, and his stark oval eyes were the size of a noose.


I expected a sound like a snort from a bull, or a stallion from pergatory, would even just do. But instead with a groan and a low raspy hiss, he asked me my purpose, and balled up his fists. I told him I was but a simple low man, not meaning for trouble, and with a willing to help hand.  He stared at me long, and hard like a rock, and again with a hiss he decided to talk.





"My father has sent you" he said with a moan. "To challenge me yet, and see if I'm grown" A tingle welled up on the back of my spine, and I felt in my veins a full coarsing devine. For of what he just said, I had many times read, for about my neck was an aunch; and the inscription thus said; "May not you be darkness in the eyes of a friend, may not you be harmful to the nest of the wren; may never you curse on your good mother dear, and then may you fight for the good with no fear"





With a glow of the love that others bestow upon me, I was lifted up high, and given power to see. Not sight as you know, but an extra full light of the future to be, and an extra gilt knife. "Fear not of the evil, for if your purpose is right, you'll triumph in full flourish, and kill it this night" The voice from above was my own father dear; who never I'd known, but knew I did hear.





With the gift of my sight I knew right full quick, that the devil-child was chiding a mean foul trick.


He offered a drink, out of good spirits due, before one should die, give to each a full brew.


I rightly declined with a keen sense of smell, of the cianide poision my nose thus could tell.


"You tricky foul beast... you almost did win, but now if you please, be done with the sin.. fight me now fair, and then drink your gin"





"Alright then I will!" in a falsetto shrill, "have at you then, and fight me to kill!"





The battle ensued, with a mighty fierce rage, long into the years, exhausting our age.


And just as it seemed he was sure me to jade, for the townsfolk forgot me, and my powers would fade


a lone little girl on the sideline would cry. "Please keep fighting, if you lose I will cry"


And so thus it had started, and thus it now goes, but for the love of the one.. well.. who knows?


