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Condolences




The Man appeared gradually in Patrick Hillman’s room.  The dust motes lazily floating in the air, their descent and trajectory dictated by the laws of physics, suddenly shifted as the Man materialised out of nowhere.  His young, and somehow athletically shaped face went from a ghostly translucence to a solid and an all to real hereness.  

          He glanced around the room, his crystal blue eyes roamed, seeing the light blue drapes which were parted slightly, allowing a sliver of sunlight to cut through the small and freshly painted room.  The small wooden armchair in the corner with a book, My Sister’s Keeper, placed on the seat, a bookmark one third of the way through the novel.

The dust motes, which had been previously roaming the room languidly, at the mercy of the smallest of drafts of wind, hung in the hair, motionless.  As if scared of alighting on this man.  Not one particle fell on him, instead they maintained a healthy distance.  As the Man moved, they moved in the opposite direction.  Even in their perfectly inanimate existence the dust motes knew they were not worthy to touch His person.

He couldn’t recall the amount of times He had walked through homes like this, unannounced and unseen.  Walking about from room to room, kitchen to bathroom, master bedroom to laundry, inspecting and witnessing the everyday lives of those that lived below.  Behind walls and closed doors, He had witnessed it all; arguments and fist fights, sex and abuse, loneliness, tenderness and love, heartbreak and childbirths.  In recent memory, He had also seen far too many people wasting their lives by watching The Game of Thrones, and the amount of armchair critics who continually derided the eighth and final season of the show simply appalled him.  The books were so much better.

Since He knew what happened in the final two, as yet unpublished novels in the series, He was in a perfect position to pass judgement.

And passing judgment was in his job description.

He lied.  He could recall.  The number was in the hundreds of millions.  When you had an infinite number of things at your disposal, lying was simply a game He used to amuse Himself.

He walked over to the wooden chair in the corner of the room, removed the novel from the seat and sat down.  Ordinarily, the chair would creak and grown under the weight of a mortal bum but this time the chair breathed a sigh of perfect contentment in an almost inaudible moan that no living creature could possibly have heard.  But He heard it.  And He ignored it.

He found the sound of adoration and worship of the atoms and molecules of inanimate objects to be singularly exhausting and annoying.  But He didn’t tell them that.  There was no reason to be rude.

The man glanced at Patrick Hillman, sleeping soundly on his back, his hands held together in fists under his chin, like he was preparing himself for a boxing match.  Patrick, who was called Patty by those closest to him, breathed in sharply, snorted.  His hands twitched suddenly, and his hands splayed out, stretched and then closed and again into fists.

He placed the book on his lap, front cover down, and unconsciously thumbed the pages, so they made a soft flapping sound.

“Wake,” the Man said softly.  

His voice had been described as sounding like rushing waters and even as a still small voice, but He preferred to think of his voice as the most perfect voice for audiobook narrations.  A rich, deep voice dripping with honey.  Maybe a better version of James Earl Jones or a more perfect Morgan Freeman.  Deep, reassuring and authoritative.  















