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“Family is everything.”

Mr. Gondii stared, like any proud father would, in glowing praise at his mound of oocysts. It had been a long road, marked with as many defeats as there were claims to victory. He had strived so hard and had endured such momentous struggle in his life. But now, looking out over the home he had built with his own blood, sweat, and tears, it was so patently obvious that it had all been worth it.

It was hard to tell if he was paying homage to his own efforts or to those of his father before him. What did not get lost in semantics, though, was the love in his heart, and like any noble father, what he would demand of himself and what sacrifices he would make, simply for what was best for his children.

And of them there were thousands, all coiled together, ready to make their way into the world. Most, if not all, would suffer some kind of hardship and pay some insufferable toll; such was the burden of existence. Some would make families of their own and follow in their father’s steps – some, but most certainly not all. Most would get swallowed up by the Earth, given an unfortunate hand in the game of life and death.

“All I can tell you,” said Mr. Gondii, offering his final wisdom before his children set off on their own. “Is what my father told me and his before him.”

The air was rife with the scent of moist faeces.

“A rat or a pigeon is where you should lay,” he said. “For anywhere else will lead you astray.”
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And just like that, as if out of the blue, the brothers were born. Out into the strange emptiness of space he soared - with his siblings in tow - like barnacles clutching to the keel of half a dozen ships of excrement.

And it was no easy journey. A great many died in the fall, and just as many were carried away by the air which swept back and forth like the tide, making a mockery of their simple claim to life.

“Remember our father,” shouted the eldest of the brothers. He, like the rest of his brothers, was named after his dear and valiant father, Todd Gondii. “Remember the poem and remember it well. For our father and glory, lest ye suffer in hell.”

His voice carried through all the turmoil. It echoed in the brothers’ ears, and it sang out in their hearts. If their father had given so much of himself for them, the least they could do was give him just as much in return.
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