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Ortez 3

Untrue Requiem of my Father


I was a young boy when I grew up in Maine. At night when the adults slept still in their beds, I was awake and tremulously apprehensive to the ambient noises that drifted in through the open windows of my room. I could hear the crash of the foamy waves on the beach in the near distance. These noises were strong and eerie in character; audible only to the ears of a child and not so much heard as felt - deep to the bone, where immediate contact resulted in the chilling of the soul and the placement of fear in the heart.


Most times I would shudder myself to sleep. Holding the comforting woven quilt tightly in my hands and, tucking it over my head I would create a seemingly impenetrable fortress that could be my shelter. Alas, this shelter was only as strong as I was in the confines of my mind, for it was not entirely a natural occurrence - this fear of what lay just outside my window.

 After supper, father and I would sit - satisfied from the meal that mother spent making since noontime - in the living room while he finished off the last of the tobacco in his gleaming pipe. I would gaze into the crackling fire that was the sole source of light in the stoned-floor room while the light played funnily on our faces, casting odd shadows on the bare wooden walls. The room was brazen. Setting down the pipe on the rust-laden end table, father would begin to tell me stories from his own childhood.

Long ago, he lived off of the coast. During autumn everything was gray and ghostlike through the span of the day. Sunlight was extinct. Where the white sand ended, a forest began. This was no ordinary forest as father told me. Its leaves were the palest of blues and silvers, dim and withered, yet crisp in appearance. Finishing his chores around the cottage, father would emerge from this forest dwelling to play and frolic lonesomely on the beach. With his back to the shoreline, he would create the most magnificent sandcastles. The air, absolutely fresh and cold would sting his inner nostrils if he breathed too deeply.

On one particular day, when it was darker than usual, father found a box washed ashore. It was a blacker than black box, small and wet. Having never come across a stray object in his life before, father approached with care and unable to curb his enormous curiosity, he immediately picked up and examined the box. Upon further scrutiny, the box was not black in entirety, yet a vast array of browns and blacks, combined with deep shades of pale silver that were scarce. Father opened the box. He should not have.

From the horizon of the waters, a black figure emerged from the depths, slowly sauntering to the shoreline, maintaining a seductively sinful stature. As father avidly observed the figure in a most modest mode from his place on the shore, the salted water lapped viciously at his bare feet and the wind acquired a grueling pace, lashing out at his hair, pummeling it around his face in a frantic manner, and howling with screams of complete agony and pain. 
What once was silent and calm, now is destructively enormous in atmosphere. 

Whatever life lingered in father’s face now drained away without a trace as the cloaked creature stepped off of the water and slinked the short distance towards him, its arm outstretched revealing a hand, from underneath the cloak. The hand was of rotted flesh that, with each step, fell to the ground and bounced on the sands before lying still as death. Silence - all for the short rasps of breath that spewed from father’s opened jaw, materializing as blinding bright silver wisps as it touched the sharp air. 

Stopping cold and immediate in front of him, the figure removed the hood that, up until this point, masked its appearance. Revealing a face composed of snow white skin that glistened off of her high cheekbones the woman slightly pursed her stone blue lips and weaned it into a faint smile - a smile that father could only describe as the ecstasied enlightenment of knowing the terror that she had struck into his heart. Had she held his stare much longer, he guessed he would have died, but she distracted herself with the box that was held thigh-level in father’s right hand. Clasping her decayed hand around the box she took it from father and closed the covering in a reverse-swell of sound. 

Bringing the box eye-level to herself, she gazed in fixation upon it. Her eyes, black as the bottom of a well, gleamed like a horse. Once again she smiled that smile. He was doomed – dead and buried, dead and gone. The box, closed only for a second, was opened again, but this time, something rather odd occurred. Satyrisitc butterflies and moths gently fluttered free from the confines of the box, more so than physically possible. Hundreds and hundreds emerged and in synchronicity flew in a delicately intricate pattern around the woman, and suddenly, they all froze in place like icicles on a tin roof.

Craning her neck to the sky above, she spoke:

“Now.”

As the words fell onto father’s ears, he noticed that the woman was fading away, transparent she was. She was gone.

The butterflies and moths were not frozen any more. They gathered in drones and began to swoop around father, smashing into his skin, their wings withering away and crumbling to dust that was carried off by the gusts of vicarious wind. With each sweep of butterflies and moths that attacked, their force became stronger. Their wings became knives and with each smash, blood was surfaced upon father’s skin. Tingles at first, but soon explosions of pain. Hairline scratches turned into craterous gashes across his skin. There were too many of them. There was no hope for escape, no last chance. Crumpling to the ground in a heap of rags, the critters devoured him, leaving no trace, but the faint taint of blood on the diamond sands. Pink.


Fading away into black, my vision un-blurs and I remember where I am.

“But Father,” I said, glancing away from the fire to look into his wrinkling face, that once again held a pipe in its mouth. “You’re still alive, why tell such fables?”

Removing the pipe from his mouth and setting it back upon the end table, father thought before speaking.

“It’s just an entertaining story son, don’t let it get to you. Run off to bed, mother will see you off in a short time.”

Standing up on my feet, I bid father goodnight and trotted to my room with a tremble in my step. I was terrified. The story was so real. I could hear the screams of the air, the lap of the ocean and the tings of sharpened wings still. My heart raced and my body shook. I couldn’t sleep that night. I could hear the crash of the foamy waves on the beach in the near distance. She was coming for me. I knew it. 

For months I created this fallacy that I could not break. I was prisoner to my own ignorance, afraid of all of the sounds that filtered through the curtains into my room late at night. I tossed and turned for hours before falling into a sleep that was never pleasurable. I was frightened.

‘Quit being a little baby and get up’ I told myself. ‘It is time to take charge of your life.’ Closing the windows of my room, I shut out everything that embodied the fear that consumed me. I am haunted by fairy tales no more.

The stories stop now, It is time to grow up. I’m stable.

