
i 

 

False Lives 
 (A Season of Circles)  

 
 

 

 



 
 

False Lives 
 (A Season of Circles)  

 
Wole Talabi 

Chioma Odukwe 

Oyekola Oyekole 

Bankole Oluwole 

Adeyemi Fatona 

Damilare Falowo 

Martin Ekwe 

 
With art by 

  

Laolu Senbanjo 
 



 

 
 
 

DISCLAIMER 

 

This is a work of fan-fiction. The authors make no claim over any of the characters. 

The Characters of Dream and the Endless are the property of Neil Gaiman, and 

are not our intellectual property or creations. There is no financial gain made from 

this work nor will any be sought. This was created for entertainment and artistic 

purposes only. Real names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are 

either the products of the indicated author’s imagination, derived from existing 

fictional work and used in a non-profit manner or explicitly used in a fictitious 

manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is 

purely coincidental. 

 

Now please, enjoy. 

 

 
 



iv 

CONTENTS 
 
 

1 Prologue: In The Garden  1 

2 Act One: Family Ties 4 

3 Act Two: Tremors 15 

4 Act Three: Motives 28 

5 Act Four: Signs 40 

6 Act Five: The Cross 50 

7 Act Six: Full Circle 58 

8 Epilogue: Dreamscape 71 

   

   

   

   

   

   

   

   

   



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

For Dream, for dreams, and for dreamers everywhere. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

“There is no story that is not true.”  
-   Chinua Achebe 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



1 

 
 
 
 
 

PROLOGUE: IN THE GARDEN 
 
 

There is a house that is not a house in the middle of nowhere, just a 
stone’s throw from everywhere and within walking distance from the 
imagination of wise men. It is a sprawling construct that occupies no space 
and towers into the colourless skies above the realm that is not. It manifests 
as an octagon to those eyes that can see it, with a tower at each corner and 
one at the centre.  

Behind this house there is a garden. This garden is occupied for the 
most part by a maze; only it is not really a maze for there are many 
entrances and many exits which are all the same. Those who can see 
enough of the garden at once know that the maze is but one entity, one tree 
– the tree of life. All mortals walk paths in this garden and are forced to 
choose, not once but a multitude of times as the paths fork, spiral, branch, 
reconnect and diverge. They walk under the scorching sun in the pitch 
black pathways of the garden, trudging forward with nothing but a lantern 
of hope to guide them and they leave nothing but footprints in the soil. 
There are always entities walking in this garden, walking, from the night 
before creation till the day after the end of time and even beyond for the 
garden is more expansive than existence. The owner of the house is the 
tender of the garden and his name is Destiny.  

Destiny is the first son of time and knows all her secrets. To those who 
can see him, he manifests as a long haired dirty old man, draped in grey 
robes and walking barefoot. His worn robe sweeps the ground on the 
pathways as he walks through the garden, his garden. Destiny sees all paths, 
knows the outcome of all walks and observes the entities that wander 
through his carefully tended garden, trying to unravel his secrets. But 
Destiny would never tell anyone his secrets. Destiny keeps his secrets, for 
silence was the price of knowledge and absolute knowledge demanded 
absolute silence as payment.  

Destiny receives human souls that have been given life and plants them 
in his garden, which in itself is a license to pursue their own lives the way 
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they choose. A license by Life appears to be given for free but the price 
must be paid to Time. But Mortals neither see nor understand the price. 
They only see the prize. They only see their own desire. Destiny sees all.  

And so Destiny tends the garden of forking ways in which all that is, all 
that will be and all that is yet to be exists. He clears the paths that the 
preordained may occur as it was intended to occur. He has no path of his 
own. He makes no decisions. He has no choices. He does not encounter 
forking ways and does not select paths of discernment. His way is laid out, 
drawn for him by the hand of creation through endless eternity. Told to 
him by his mother.  Defined from the beginning of beginnings to the end 
of ends.  

As Destiny walks through his garden at a time which is simultaneously 
today, yesterday and tomorrow he stops as he must in the spot where he 
should and watches as a wilted flower falls from a branch on the tree of the 
life which he has never pruned before. Destiny knows this branch well and 
knows what he must now do.  

He must call another family meeting for one of them must die.  
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“There are… beings, that aren't gods. They existed before 

humanity dreamed of gods and will exist long after the last god has 
gone. They are - more or less - embodiments of the forces of the 
universe… That is all you need to know.”   

-  Neil Gaiman
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ACT ONE - FAMILY TIES 
 
 

PART I 
 
 

The air above Destiny’s garden would have hung heavy with 
apprehension if it were indeed air as Destiny walked towards his house, 
pondering the events that were to come and his part in them.  He thumbed 
the flower from his garden whose demise would herald a sequence of 
events that would affect all of reality and beyond. He was as unworried 
about this event as he was about every other event that had occurred since 
Time first birthed him as there was little that could worry one who already 
knew the beginning and the end of all things.  

Destiny arrived at the rear entrance to his house and clutched his book 
tightly as he spoke to the ancient oak door with no handle and no lock. 

‘Open’  
The door did as it was told and faded away into nothing before his 

unseeing eyes. He walked through into his realm and without turning or 
pausing; commanded the door to close. It did as it was bid.  

Destiny continued his slow, deliberate walk through his dimly lit house, 
through the rear corridor and into a great hall that seemed to have no 
ceiling and an expansive table at its centre just beneath the nothingness. 
There were huge oil paintings hung along either side of the room – his 
family gallery. Destiny walked to the first painting on his left and stood 
before it. He stopped and surveyed the painting which to human eyes 
would have appeared to be a rendition of a young girl of about 9, dressed in 
a white silk blouse with its right strap just hanging off her shoulder and a 
blue wool skirt. In the painting, she had her left hand on her chin, cupping 
her smiling face and she held a stuffed animal in her right which drooped 
beside her on the chair. Destiny bowed slightly out of habit as he began to 
speak the words to call his mother.  

“Mother, I stand in the great hall, where you first told me your secrets 
and tattooed the sigils of my siblings upon me. I stand before your image 
and I beg your presence for that which you have ordained is due to occur 
and your presence is required. Come” 
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The child in the painting removed her hand from her chin and 
straightened her head, as she, still smiling, said in what a human would 
describe as an English accent. “Oh Dear God! Must you always be so 
formal! I felt like you were reading a passage from one of those insufferable 
plays by that horrid Shakespeare fellow. So many needless platitudes and 
histories!  How many times must I tell you to stop it, you stubborn child?!” 

She was still smiling as she chastised him, she was always smiling, Time. 
It seemed she was incapable of not doing so without great effort just as it 
was seemingly burdensome for her to reverse her direction.  She stretched 
out her hand and Destiny took it, helping her out of her chair and out of 
the painting on his wall. She moved like her form was ephemeral - her body 
blurred into and out of the atmosphere of the hall as she manoeuvred out 
of the painting. When she landed on the stone floor of the great hall in the 
house of Destiny, she gave a little jump into the air with a muted squeal. 
Destiny remained silent as his mother spun on her heel and beaming at him 
said, 

“It’s so nice to see you again! I really do relish these special moments 
you know? Despite the circumstances. Now please call your siblings and 
let’s begin!  

“Yes mother” 
“And oh, Destiny, please don’t use the formal summonings for each 

one, It will take forever. Please use the Sigils….”, She paused before 
continuing, “But you already knew I was going to tell you that didn’t you?” 

“Yes mother, and yes I did, mother.” 
Time grinned from ear to ear and turned briskly on her heel again 

before walking bouncily toward the centre of the room where the family 
table stood, dusty, ancient and unused in what had been a long time, even 
to Time herself. Destiny proceeded towards an opening in the wall of the 
great hall that led to an old, greying stone bath filled with water. He set his 
book down on the edge of the bath and drew back the parts of his robe that 
had draped themselves around his right hand to reveal his heavily tattooed 
forearm and fingers.  Each tattoo was a sigil, a symbol of summoning for 
each of his siblings and he was the only one that possessed all sigils, the 
only one that could summon the entire family at once. He dipped his 
tattooed hand into the bath, and waited for a while before speaking the 
words of the summoning.  

“Brothers, Sisters, it is I, Destiny. I call you unto myself as I must for we 
must meet. Come.” 

There was sudden pressure on his submerged hand as his immediate 
younger brother gripped it from the realm of the unreal, struggling to 
manifest himself in the house of Destiny. Destiny steadied himself and 
pulled his arm back helping his brother - Dream - out of the bath.  

“Brother, you forget your state” said Destiny as he looked at the 
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amorphous coagulation of blackness that stood before him. It condensed 
into a small ball and then exploded with a blinding light leaving behind the 
towering image of a man. He looked African, middle-aged with polished 
ebony skin, a long neck and even longer arms that seemed to fall all the way 
to his knees. They were adorned with gold bangles and bone bracelets and 
he had on his neck, a chain along which was strung an array of miniature 
skulls. Crowning his head was a mat of hair that a man would have 
described as an ill-kept afro. He spoke with a voice that sounded like the 
breaking of glass. 

“Well met, brother. Quickly, let us not waste time, the others.” 
“Well met” Destiny said as he submerged his hand back into the water 

again just in time for it to be gripped by a pair. Again, he pulled, and Dream 
helped him this time, bringing forth his sisters, Life and Death.  When they 
took their forms, they stood beside each other – Death in her leather corset, 
fishnet tights and six inch heels - all black of course - looking like a 
caricature of a goth-punk prostitute and her sister Life, dressed in all white. 
Her skirt appeared to be of sprigged dimity and her blouse was of purest 
white cotton with little puffed sleeves. Her blonde hair was resplendent 
even in the dim illumination that appeared to be light in the bath room.  

Next, Dream and Destiny pulled out their brother – Despair. His image 
was of an overweight young man with what seemed to be a curly, 
prematurely birthed beard and yellowed teeth. His shiny silver trousers and 
black spandex top, only served to enhance this unhealthy appearance, 
especially his protruding belly. The myriad of electronic displays that 
decorated his forearm gave off a red neon light that seemed alien in the 
bath room where they stood. His voice was barely a whisper but they all 
heard him as further greetings were exchanged and Destiny reached back 
into the pool to collect the rest of the family.  

The second pair of twins in the family of the Endless – Love and Desire 
- were next to take Destiny by the hand and be led into his house. They had 
small hands, small enough for both hands to be taken and pulled together. 
When they emerged, they took form and smiled for they appeared to be 
exactly the same – Red haired, freckled teenagers in cute red frocks and 
black shoes with candy-cane socks. The only difference between them was 
the colour of their eyes. Love possessed eyes that were a deep chocolate 
brown and for the most part, remained steady while her sister Desire 
possessed eyes that glowed ruby red and danced in their sockets frantically 
like the flames of a forest fire looking for something to consume. They 
both looked at each other briefly and then turned away to greet their other 
siblings, taking care not to greet the same person at a time. Avoiding each 
other like the two faces of the same coin.   

Destiny re-submerged his tattooed hand into the water and pulled it out 
quickly. He opened the crook of his hand and there was something small 
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and beautiful on his palm. It was a butterfly. It seemed to linger there 
briefly before flapping its wings and taking to the air that was not air in the 
room. It flew to Dream and settled on his shoulder. Abruptly, there were 
two butterflies; then three, and in sudden flashes, more appeared until 
Dream was covered in them. He let out a small laugh as all the butterflies 
condensed into one and suddenly there was a being that appeared to be an 
old woman hugging him. She was thin - fearfully so, and smelled of burning 
animal hide. Her skin was browned, leathery and decorated with red ink in 
the most intricate of patterns. Her long brown hair completely framed her 
wrinkled face and she spoke in a voice that the ears of a man would have 
interpreted to be the susurrus of a thousand prayers.  

“Kai’kul!” She called Dream by his ancient name as she hugged him 
tighter. His face softened into a smile as pulled Delirium, his favourite 
sister, away from him and gestured towards the others. She went to them 
and made the rounds of greetings as Destiny reached into the bath once 
more to collect their last sibling – Destruction. Destiny could not mistake 
the iron grip around his hand for another as he motioned to Dream for 
assistance. Together, they pulled Destruction, dressed in full, lavish samurai 
armour – complete with details of dragons and tigers etched into his Tosei-
gusouku (armor) plates and the two leather strips that hung from each of 
his shoulders. Delirium shrieked when she saw his shaven head, it was the 
first time she had seen him without his Kabuto (helmet) and ran to hug 
him. She was and had always been the most animated of the Endless.  

Destiny bent over to pick his book again and then stood erect, to survey 
the small bath room when his siblings had convened at his calling.  

“Thank you all for coming; it is the appointed time for us to meet as we 
must. Please, mother is waiting in the great hall” 

The expressions on their faces were of genuine surprise for since the 
beginning, the endless had only had four family meetings and their mother 
had never attended any of them.  

They moved in silence, much like a funeral procession, following 
Destiny through the opening and into the great hall.  

“Oh! My lovely little children!” exclaimed Time without even looking 
back to see them approaching the table. They could not see the broad smile 
across her face.  

“Welcome! There is much we have to discuss.” 
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“Family quarrels are bitter things. They don't go by any rules.  
They're not like aches or wounds; they're more like splits in the skin 
that won't heal because there's not enough material.”  

 
- F. Scott Fitzgerald 
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ACT ONE - FAMILY TIES 
 

 
PART II 

 
 

“I’m sure your brother has appraised you all of the reasons why we are 
here, in his own arcane way. We are here because we must be here. A wind 
of change is due to blow through all that is and is not but the first gust of 
this wind shall proceed forth from here. Destiny! Arrange for refreshments 
for your siblings while we wait.” 

“Of course mother”, Destiny replied as he left the great hall through the 
same door he had used to enter from his garden.  

All of the endless sat at their appointed places around the table. 
Delirium was the first to speak, the low continuous, echoed whisper that 
was her voice, audible to all.  

“I doesn’t wants refreshments” She said as she began to braid some of 
her hair.  

“I could make you want something” Desire said, her face betraying a 
malevolent smile. 

“We’ll be having none of that nonsense here again. Behave yourself!” 
Dream said to Desire sternly, the look on his face being more powerful 
than the words he spoke. It was one of the severest condemnation and 
rebuke, as one would look at a child laughing at his father’s funeral. Desire, 
raised her nose up and turned her face away, trying to pretend that she 
wasn’t pained by his admonition. She was. Obviously so. She was just used 
to receiving them.  

An Awkward silence followed.  
“Oh yeah, I’ve been meaning to say a big fucking thank you bro, for 

making my work more difficult”. Death said as she simultaneously stuck her 
tongue out revealing a piercing on her pink tongue and raised her heavily 
pencilled eyebrows.  

“You seem to have really outdone yourself in the 19th and 20th 
centuries, so much fucking war and destruction; I have to keep going back 
there to pick up stragglers. You were much more subtle in the 16th century, 
at least people died with their bodies intact, disease was more orderly. Not 
this disgusting bullshit I have to keep going back and forth to deal with. 
Parts and entrails and confused spirits everywhere, it’s fucking disgusting.” 
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Destruction stared into his sisters’ eyes as she spoke, not once blinking 
or turning away. When she was done, he still remained silent staring at her. 
She became uneasy as another awkward silence took over the hall. 
Thankfully, it was much briefer than the first as Time spoke to her daughter 

“Young lady! Such foul language. Your brother is playing his part, as are 
you, stop complaining.”  

“She always does that” Life added, “Always going off and working 
herself up over things she cannot help. These things are as they should be.”  

“No wonder she’s dressed like a satanic lesbian” Desire joined in. “Have 
you gone Emo, dear sister? Do you now cut yourself and listen to 
misguided humans complain about their lives before you take their souls 
from them? I could make you desire a human you know?  Perhaps you 
could lay with one and then talk about your feelings with it while you 
cuddle afterwards” She spat out her words in a rapid staccato, her eyes 
betraying the pleasure her words brought her.  

Death was not amused by the insults hurled at her. She stood from her 
chair and shouted  

“Shut up you fucking bitch! You’re lucky our brother keeps his Reavers 
so well; else I’d have killed you myself long ago. Stab you and drown your 
essence in the Styx too for good measure.” Desire’s facial expression 
changed with the threat, Death took advantage of it, reducing her angered 
tone to one of mild amusement.  

“Yes! Bitch! Be afraid. I could kill this incarnation of you and then 
condemn it to eternal pain in Hades, while another takes its place. Lucifer 
would do me that special favour if I asked him nicely so why don’t you just 
shut your filthy mouth! “ 

“Calm down. Calm down.”  Love and Time said at the same time, 
echoing each other, each speaking to her respective twin.  

Silence. 
“You lot are always like this at every meeting.” Despair quipped in.  
Time shot him a glance to prevent him from speaking further before 

turning to her other son 
“This reminds me, Destruction, Kuchiku, my boy, I trust you still have 

the Reavers? You must be extremely careful not to lose them, I cannot 
emphasize this enough.” 

“Mother, I have not lost and cannot lose them, even in crossing worlds 
and times, they are with me.” 

“I know, I know” She smiled a soft, reassuring smile which looked 
oddly misplaced on the face of a child “Yet perhaps I should set my eyes 
upon them, now that we are all here. An audit of sorts.” 

“I won’t looks at those knife things! They will kills us!” Delirium sat up 
straight in her chair and began to mumble, obviously afraid of the Reavers. 

“Oh hush now silly child”, her mother waved her silent with a flick of 
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her wrist. “Kuchiku, please, present them to me.  I just want to be sure they 
are where they should be. “ 

“Of course mother” 
Destruction rose from his chair with a blank facial expression and 

removed the Tousei-gousouku that protected his abdomen to reveal a strap 
attaching a silver, pocketed girdle– to his body. Each of the pockets held a 
dagger. The Reavers – the only things that could kill one of the Endless. He 
removed the daggers from the pockets one by one as the family watched 
silently. When he reached behind him however, his expression turned sour. 
One of the Reavers was gone. Taking cue from his own face, like 
performers in an orchestra, the facial expression of every one of the 
Endless around the table changed as well.  

“Kuchiku, I see twelve blades, there should be thirteen. Surely, you have 
not forgotten where you kept it?”  

“Uh oh, Oh No. Somebody has take it. Wants to knife kill us. Stab us 
and die with Kuchi’s knife thing” Delirium put her hands in her hair and 
rubbed her skull in fear. Dream put his hand on her shoulder to reassure 
her but his face betrayed his own worry.  

Destruction had no response, just a grimace that seemed to have been 
chiselled onto his face. Suddenly, obviously upset at the loss of a Reaver – a 
grave failure in responsibility, he turned and walked out of the room, onto 
the balcony on the right wing of the hall leaving the other daggers on the 
table and the rest of the family confused just as Destiny returned with a 
platter of assorted food items.  

“What happened?” He inquired. A formality, for he already knew what 
had transpired as did his mother, who replied him.  

“It would appear your brother has misplaced one of the Reavers, a most 
unfortunate carelessness which seems to have upset him quite a bit. He is 
on the balcony.” She pointed toward the balcony and pouted, her childish 
face trying to convey seriousness but ending up looking like a stubborn 
child pointing at an adult that had just disciplined her.   

“Maybe we should all just chill out for a bit while he sorts his shit out. 
Someone could go talk to him you know? Help him work out where he left 
the other one.” Death said.  

Time responded “Yes that may well be a fine idea but I must be leaving 
now. I have another equally pressing matter to attend to. I shall return 
shortly. Destiny, please take your sister, Love and go talk to Kuchiku. Calm 
him down and help him remember where he misplaced this singular 
reaver.”  

She continued “Kai’kul, stay here and keep an eye on the rest of the 
Reavers. And the rest of you, do not leave until I return, go and play in the 
garden. I know it has been long since you have all seen its manifestation in 
this realm; or just wander about the house. Go, but again, I repeat, no one 
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should leave until I return to conclude our meeting. There is yet much to be 
discussed” 

And then, suddenly, without waiting for a response, she faded into 
nothingness as they all stood up from their chairs. Destiny and Love headed 
for the balcony to do as they were bid while the others all walked off in 
different directions. They arrived at the balcony where Destruction stood, 
looking out over the garden deep in thought.  

“Brother, are you ok?” Love said as she rushed over to him and put her 
hand over his.  

“I have been careless. I have been slumbering in many realms, perhaps 
some I should not have. I was with Loki and Helblindi and took advantage 
of their hospitality. Perhaps this was not wise. Loki is known for his 
mischief and may have some scheme afoot. There was also a time when I 
needed to set in motion a great thunderstorm to rid the world of the 
Dinosaurs. I travelled with Sango, Xolotl, Adad and Thor into much 
oblivion to summon the havoc required. On occasion we took rest in the 
realm of the Tengu. They may have stolen this Reaver from me. I know 
not. Perhaps Lucifer himself stole it when I had cause to see to a matter of 
missing souls for our sisters. The cunning is not beyond him. But of a truth, 
I cannot say for certain.” 

His facial expression changed little through his ruminations. Mostly 
worry tinged with a little shame. Destiny listened to him speak the things he 
already knew of and remained silent. Love squeezed his hand tighter and 
said 

“If one of them took it, their only purpose can be to kill one of us. Or 
blackmail us. We must all stand together and insist that they return it. I 
suspect it may be that Loki creature. He is never content with playing his 
tricks on humans, always seeking to wrangle with powers beyond his 
comprehension.”  

And then it came rending the air that was not air throughout the 
building that did not exist and causing the embodiments of the forces of the 
universe – all except Destiny - to freeze in their tracks. 

A scream. 
To the ears of a man it would have been received as a terrifying, blood-

curdling scream.  
They all began to run towards the source of the disturbance – all except 

Destiny, who walked- deliberately for he already knew what had transpired. 
They navigated their way towards the garden- the epicentre of the agitating 
scream and as they all neared it they began to tremble within themselves for 
there was something seriously wrong with the essence of the house, the 
fabric of the realm of Destiny. Dream was the first to see it. Her. Her body.  
Her body was lying on the floor just outside the door leading to the garden 
from the great hall in a growing pool of black life fluid.  The apparently 
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missing Reaver was now to be found still buried in her neck. It had almost 
decapitated her.  

The Endless all formed an uneasy circle around their fallen sister, 
dumbfounded, shocked beyond all capacity to reason. Delirium was visibly 
trembling. Dream looked down from his domineering frame at his sister’s 
body and bit his lower lip. The twins Love and Desire held onto each other. 
Destruction stood with a blank expression on his face, a hint of guilt 
leaking through his eyes. 

 Life stood rooted to the ground beneath her and wore an expression of 
the most severe shock on her face. And then Destiny came and took her 
hand. She turned to look at him  

“Brother…” She said softly, the tears welling up behind her crystal clear 
eyes.   

“She’s dead. My sister is dead. Our sister… Death is dead. Someone 
killed her. “  

And with those words she fell into his chest, sobbing uncontrollably, 
repeating the words over and over again as he put his free arm around her.  

“Death is dead” …. “Death is Dead”… “DEATH IS DEAD!”  
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“Ndovu wawili wakipigana, ziumiazo na nyasi” 
[When elephants fight, it is the grass that suffers]  

- Swahili Proverb 
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ACT TWO - TREMORS 
 
 

The coroner poked at the still-fresh wound of the corpse on the slab in 
his office. 

“Probable cause of death, Stab wound to the heart” he said aloud, to the 
little black tape recorder near the corpse. He gave a quick glance at the 
clock. 11.43pm. He sighed. The wife was going to be mad at him today. He 
had promised to be home in time for the first time in weeks. “Can’t the 
dead wait?” she always asked with that petulant expression he so hated on 
her face. He sighed again and  continued his observation, looking closely at 
the body until he sensed movement. He looked up, and with a shocked 
yelp, retreated from the body.  

The corpse sat up, joints cracking loudly from rigor mortis. 
“Jesus!” the coroner screamed. His legs failed him as he tripped, trying 

to scramble away. He turned to see the dead man close behind him, 
ambling awkwardly in his direction. He suddenly wished he had succumbed 
to his wife’s obsessive healthy eating habits as he struggled to move his 
heavy bulk. 

Cold hands clamped down on his neck, dragging him up effortlessly. He 
looked into half-open grey eyes and knew his fate. Curiously, as his bowels 
disgraced him, he wondered what a man presumed dead, was doing, 
moving like he was still alive. The thing that was the dead man bashed the 
coroners head on the side of the metal slab, until there was a saucer-sized 
hole in the left side of his obese head. It reached in with crooked fingers, 
scooped out a handful of brain matter and poured it into its palsied mouth. 
It dropped the body, and with uneven steps, as one relearning how to walk, 
left the office, naked. 

A few minutes later, the dead coroner, rose from its ungraceful heap, 
and slowly made its way out of the office, its open head already haloed by a 
swarm of flies.  

 
29th November. 
 
It’s been three days since my mum bundled my sister, I and a few of our 

belongings into her old car and drove off like hell was after her. She didn’t 
give any reasons for her irrational behaviour. Three angry days since I’ve 
fielded phone calls and texts from my friends asking me where I am. 
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Suffolk is where I am, with my grandma. Mum says strange things are 
happening. She wouldn’t say what but I overheard her talking to gran about 
dead walkers. 

Mum says the Government is trying to stop panic on a large scale. Dead 
walker? Really? What’s that? I’m bored enough to actually write in this 
'journal'. Never wrote in it before, made me feel like a sop. Ran out of call 
credit today and mum gave me a dirty look when I asked her to top up my 
phone.      

Like WTH!     
The good thing is that I have a room to myself. Don’t have to share a 

room with my five year old sister anymore. Three rooms here. 
Room is up in the attic. Might soon rummage through the old boxes. 

Maybe find something interesting. 
Meg. 

 
5th December. 
 
Boring Saturday. 
Going crazy. 
I really am going CRAZY!  
I kinda thought everything would be back to normal by now. Was 

hoping we would be able to get going now. 
Stupid right? I know. 
Sigh. 
My little sister, Kim, is being her usual self- irritating. 
She whines a lot. 
Meh! 
You know what’s more irritating?  Mum keeping things away from me. 

Does she think I’m 10 or something? 
Gran doesn’t even own a TV so I’m stuck listening to stuff with her old 

radio. 
Some music, some news. 
There's a guy on a broadcast station. Calls himself Neil. He says its 

zombies. Nobody's dying. Well they 'die' but come back for some odd 
reason.  

Trick to survival is staying alive. 
What. The. Hell. 
I'd think this was all a sick joke if I wasn't being boxed in here. 
Things like this only happen in movies right? 
Wrong. 

 Meg. 
 
15th December. 
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Half-hearted Christmas feelings. 
First zombie came to town last week and we’ve been locked in since 

then. We heard ‘it’ as it passed our street. I didn’t want to peer out the 
window and look. 

Don’t want things to become ‘real’ to me. 
We’ve all been scared. 
Nobody talks much. Even Kim the prattler has been quiet for a while. 
My mind has been on overdrive. I hear 'things' everywhere now. Just last 

night, I was sure we were being invaded but it was all in my head.  
Mum jumps in fright at every sudden sound. 
Being frightened = being frustrated. 
Gran is probably the only head of reason around here. Mum yells at me 

at every slight provocation. Makes me pissed so I yell at Kim and her. 
Gran talked to me alone. She said we all need to remain calm or we all 

go insane. 
Sigh. 
She’s right. 
I’ll try. 

                                                                      Meg. 
 
17th December. 
 
So after having a meeting (to which Kim and I weren’t invited…of 

course), Mum decided we needed to get out of the house and stock up on 
groceries. 

I saw Gran slip a bottle into Mum’s hand and mum look at her 
worriedly.   

Hmm. I wonder. 
Mum picked me to go with her. Told her I didn’t wanna go, that it 

might not be safe still and what does she tell me? To shut up. I am the only 
person. Gran can’t possibly go. Bad heart. Kim’s too young. I shouldn’t be 
selfish. Blah Blah Bah. 

So yeah, mum took gran’s car which had some fuel thankfully and drove 
us off to the nearest store. 

The streets were empty. Deserted. 
Dead. 
Strewn with trash. Trash and some dead animals. 
Mostly dogs. 
Creepy. 
Shuddered even though I was properly covered up against the cold. 
Thankfully there was a store close by so we didn’t have to drive so far. 

Being cooped up inside the house sure is delightful.  
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We saw just one guy in the store. 
Thinking he wasn’t human, we ran back into the car, ready to leave. 
He had to come out and assure us he was still whole. He struck up a 

conversation with mum before he left. 
Sadly, there was barely anything left on the shelves. We managed to get 

a hold of some dented tins of milk and tomatoes. Picked up stale bread too. 
Mum figured it would still be edible. 

I watched mum pop into a pharmacy to stock up our medical emergency 
kit.  

Like the food stuff, not much left. 
Bandages. Aspirin. Some spirit.  
She brought out the bottle I had seen Gran give her and scanned the 

shelves carefully. Saw her shake her head in disappointment.  
We left with the little we could salvage and drove home. 
Kim threw a tantrum because we didn’t get her a toy. Like really. A toy? 
So annoying. 
I could tell Gran was disappointed when mum shook her head at her 

silent enquiry. 
I think Gran’s drugs have run out. 
Damn. 

                                                Meg.  
 
21st December. 
 
It’s been raining all day. I’ve always hated Mondays and this is no 

different. There’s been a meeting with the other neighbours. Mum and 
Gran went. 

Left Kim and I home. 
Tried to listen to the radio but she kept disturbing me, saying she was 

hungry. 
Tummy grumbling too but mum says we have to bear with things for 

now. 
I told Kim to go sleep and she started crying in her annoying way; 

piercing screams. 
Left her in the living room. Up here in bed now, writing. 
Can still hear her screaming. 
UGGGH! 
Tis the season to be merry. Tra la fuckin' la la la la bloody la! 

                                  Meg. 
 
25th December. 
 
Merry Xmas... not! 
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Mum and gran were trying to infuse the cheer into the house. First 
Christmas without a turkey roast. Just some potatoes and weak gravy. 

I hate potatoes.  
I told gran and mum butts in, telling me to shut up and be grateful. 
Oh and did I mention mum brought down the old Christmas tree from 

the attic?  
Gran told us some stories. Truly, I didn’t care. 
Went to bed. 
Kinda sorry now though. Saw Gran’s hurt face when I got up to leave.  
Sigh. 
I’ll go apologise to her when mum is in the kitchen or something. 
Right now, I’m just really down. 
Try to keep it together Megalyn George. 
Come on. 
 

                                        Meg. 
 
27th December. 
 
Sirens at 2am! 
Apparently, the town had some sort of alarm system set in case a 

zombie came to town. 
Mum told me after I had run into her room in panic. 
Kim and Gran joined us in here and we sat down, listening to glasses 

shattering. 
Were they breaking into homes? 
My heart was pounding. Heard Gran mutter a little prayer. 
Kim was in mum’s arms, trying not to cry. 
I wished I was five again, so I could run into her arms too. 
Sigh. 
We heard a distant scream and we all jumped. I went to sit with gran. 

She hugged me. 
Could feel her slight frame shake in tandem with mine. 
She kissed my head and held me tight. 
Don’t know how long we all sat, huddled. 
It was bright when we finally broke apart. 
Mum thought it was a good idea to barricade the doors with furniture so 

right now, the couch has been put over the door. 
Gran is worried. She doesn’t know who’s been attacked and she can’t 

leave the house. 
Saw her and mum hugging later in the kitchen as she sobbed. 
Sigh. 
Come on Meg. 
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Keep it together. 
                                          M. 

 
30th December. 
 
Still barricaded in. 
First flakes of snow.  
Very laughable considering our predicament.  
We can only enjoy it from the inside, looking out of our Christmas lit 

cages.  
This life is just hilarious. I guess they were right about the world ending 

in 2012.  
Let it snow, let it snow, let it snow. 

                             Meg. 
 
31st December. 
 
New year's eve.  
A new year in less than 24hours. I should be grateful we are alive.  
Gran’s radio is dead. No more music or news. 
Found some old books around. 
A moulding copy of Wuthering Heights. 
Should start reading soon.               

                                                                                                                                                                                     
Meg. 

                                                                                                                                                                                         
 
Later. 
 
We had our first ‘military’ presence today. Well they not really military. 

More like mercenary. We heard them announcing themselves today on a 
bullhorn.  They said it was safe now. 

We finally removed the barricades from the door.  
Gran and Mum are outside. 
Kim and I are inside. 
Trying to read but can’t help wondering what they’re all talking about. 

                 Meg. 
1st January. 
 
Sunday morning. 
2016. 
Mum and gran made a point of wishing everyone a Happy New Year. 

Like an unspoken 'aren't we lucky to be alive?' 
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Are we? 
I did mumble the greeting to Gran and the rest but truth is I don’t care. 
Ok I do care. 
Sigh. 
It’s just that I’ve been thinking about my friends lately. Jojo. Bianca. 

Preeya. 
Are they like me, hiding out? Are they somewhere on the streets, 

scavenging? Or…or maybe they’re zombies now. 
Sigh. 
I should be grateful to be alive shouldn’t I? 
Meh. 
We’re all doomed. 
Happy New Year. 

                               Meg. 
 
3rd January. 
 
Mum has decided we need to do another round of scavenging. This time 

we’ll be going farther. I think Mum wants to try looking for Gran’s drugs 
again. She’s been fine so far, thank goodness. 

The good news is that we won’t be alone. One of the mercenaries is 
going to be following us. You know, make sure we don’t get attacked by 
zombies and wild humans. He says these are desperate times. No such thing 
as morality anymore. 

Hmm. 
The bad news is that he would be staying at ours ‘for a spell’ as mum 

put it. 
Uhun. 
We’ll see how long this ‘spell’ is for. 
That aside, I heard whispers of ‘rationing power supply’ 
Not good. 
It’s WINTER. 
We cannot NOT have power! 
Gran might get ill with something dastardly like pneumonia. 
Sigh. 

                                                                                                                                                                                     
Meg. 

 
4th January. 
 
Mum likes James. 
That’s his name, James. The mercenary.  You should have seen her all 

flirty today. Like EW. 
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Watched in disgust as mum touched his arm like every three seconds 
during a conversation. 

He’s not even that cute! 
Ok that’s a lie. He is kinda cute. His eyes are grey and cold. His lips are 

full and pink. A little cracked. He has the rugged looks to him. Like a 
Daniel Craig meets Indiana Jones. 

Still. 
EW! 
I don’t like him. 
I know I should allow my mum whatever measure of happiness she can 

find but I don’t like him. 
His grey eyes, cold.  

                                                                                                                                                                                    
Meg. 

 
5th January. 
 
I feel like crying. 
Let me start from the beginning. Shopping day today. Went along with 

Mum and James. 
At the store, mum said to follow him check the storages. He figured 

there might be some tins. 
I went. 
That’s when he…he lifted me. 
He held me against the door and forcefully pulled my legs around him. 
I squirmed, trying to scream but he held a hand to my mouth.  
Then he smiled. 
He smiled and unzipped my jacket. Pinched my breast. 
Bit his hand so he pushed away from me. I ran out. 
Couldn’t tell mum. Haven’t told her.  
Body’s still shaking. 
Felt his gaze when we were going home. Freaked. 
I want to cry. 
 

M 
 
6th January. 
 
Crappy day. 
Bloodshot eyes. Cried myself to sleep. 
Feel crappy. 
Mum asked me what’s wrong. Felt his gaze. Told her nothing. Would he 

harm them if I told? Would mum even believe me? 
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Flared up at Kim.  
Made her cry. Which of course made mum mad and she yelled at me. 
In my room. Hands shaking. Hungry. 
Think I’ll lie down. Sleep. 
if I am lucky I won’t wake up. 
                                             

                                                                                                                                                                                   
M. 

 
Later. 
 
Power out.  
Found a torch light. 
It’s freezing even with so many layers of clothing. 
Lethargic. 
Feel numb. 

                                                                                                                                                                                 
M. 

 
13th January 
 
A week since my last entry. 
Kinda beginning to run low on pen ink. 
I’ll only write if there has been a change…or something. Need to record 

this.  
Tried to be upbeat. Tried to ignore him. 
Mum said I shouldn’t have dinner in my room. That I was being rude. 
Came down. 
Had dinner with ‘them’. 
He blew me a kiss when mum and gran weren’t looking. 
Threw up in the toilet. 
That was yesterday. 
Not eating downstairs again. 
I’d rather starve. 
FML. 

                                 M 
 
20th January 
 
Gran is sick.  Cold. Flu.  
Knew this would happen. 
Sigh. So worried.  
Mum has put her on flu medication now so hopefully…it helps. 
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Heard James tell mum in that we’d have to throw her out if she doesn’t 
get better so she didn’t ‘die on us’. For once, I was glad to see mum so 
furious. 

The beast. 
I read when I can. I stare at the ceiling when I can’t. 
Watching gran sleep now. 
Her breathing worries me. 

                                       M 
 
 
23rd January 
 
She’s not getting better. 
Drugs are almost gone. 
Pneumonia. 
I’m scared. 
Don’t wanna lose my gran. 
God…if you’re there…please.. 

                                      M 
 
 
25th January 
 
Gran’s gone. 
Gran. 
Why? 
 
Later. 
 
In my room. Hands shaky. Can’t stop shaking. 
Listening to mum and James have a big fight. He said mum is being 

stupid. 
Mum angry because he pushed gran out before she died. 
I saw Gran.  
She…she’s a walker now. 
Fuck. 
Gran… 
 
27th January 
 
Fuck God. 
Fuck everything. 
I hate everything. Everyone. 
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I want to die. 
 
 
She woke up immediately she felt her duvet being disturbed. So he 

finally came. Her body shook as she sat up immediately. She could only 
make out his features in the darkness because of the stray beams of 
moonlight filtering into her room. He was smiling.  

Tears streamed down her eyes as she raised a kitchen knife in defence. 
She had hidden it under her duvet. She knew he would come. He had 

said so hours earlier when he forcefully kissed her in the kitchen, pawing at 
her buttocks. 

“Get… the… the fuck out” she mumbled, her grip on the knife 
tightening.  

She heard him chuckle in the darkness. 
“Yeah kill me then I turn into a zombie and kill your family before you. 

Just put the knife away and be a good girl!” he whispered fiercely. 
Her hand shook, gasping with the force of her sobs. 
“Shut the fuck up or I’ll leave now and break your sister’s neck!”  
Meg shut up immediately. 
“Now, the knife. Drop it.” 
She dropped the knife on the bed. 
“Good girl.” He chuckled. “Been wanting to fuck you for a while, Meg. 

I love your small tits and tight little ass” 
She heard a zipper being pulled and stifled her cries with her hands, her 

body shaking. 
“You'll love the way I'll fuck you. Give you a taste of the good stuff.” 
She sobbed harder. 
“Plea…ase.” she said in choked whispers as she felt his hands unzip her 

bomber jacket.  
“Try to stop me and your mother dies” was all he said in reply. 
Leering, he roughly yanked her nightdress down to bare her breasts. He 

pulled at her nipples, grinning at the fear in her eyes. 
“So small. Just my type.” 
He slapped them roughly and grinned at her choked gasp. 
“Good girl” he cooed “Keep quiet.” 
He pushed the hem of her nightdress up, and roughly pulled her 

underwear off her legs. She shook from the cold. She shook from the fear. 
He started to pull his pants down, watching her, his cold grey eyes glinting 
wit lust. She swallowed and he realised what she wanted to do seconds too 
late. 

She screamed. 
The sound of her shrill scream was cut off shut when his hands clamped 

down on her throat. 
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“Bitch!” 
Fear registered in her eyes as she began to choke. She pawed the bed 

desperately, until her hands felt the hilt of the discarded kitchen knife.  
Without a second thought, she plunged the knife into his chest.  
The pain made him release his hold and again, she stabbed, coughing as 

she did.  
“Fuck!” he yelled, holding his chest in disbelief and anger.  
With a suddenness that surprised her, he hit her arm hard, causing the 

knife to drop. 
“Bitch!” he grunted furiously as he leaned in and twisted her neck 

savagely. 
 
He felt dizzy. 
He was losing blood fast. 
He got off the bed, hand over wound, trying to make a dash for it 

before she came back. He collided with her mother who was coming in. 
“James?” she said surprised, before her face became transfixed in horror 

at what she saw behind him. He turned and his legs gave away a little at the 
visage of dead Meg, knife held tightly, eyes empty.  

“Out of my way bitch!” he growled, pushing past her mother to run out. 
He rushed down the stairs, getting dizzier.  He heard the horrific shriek 

from the attic that pierced the silent house and died out just as quickly as it 
started. 

“Fuck!” he screamed, limbs getting heavy. 
He fell to the floor, his vision blurred with tears as he tried to get up. 
His legs would not obey. He lay on the floor, shaking and bleeding. 
He heard footsteps coming down the stairs. 
“Fuck” he whispered weakly as they came into his view. 
Four dead, empty eyes staring at him. 
The last thing he saw was the knife coming towards his throat. 
 
Slowly, he rose, head unsteadily balanced, and began walking towards 

Kim’s room, just a few paces behind Meg and her mother. 
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“Truth will come to sight; murder cannot be hid long.” 

- William Shakespeare  
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ACT THREE - MOTIVES 

 
PART I 

 
They are gathered again in the great hall. The body of their slain sibling 

lying on the floor near the bath-room. The sorrow has worn off and the 
shock has set in fully. They are quiet now.  

The Endless. They who are not gods but were never mortals. 
“It has begun”, asserts Destiny, closing his book firmly, sparks issuing 

out of his hollowed-out eyes.  
“But brother, you know which of us killed Death.” asks Love. “It must 

be written in your book! You have to tell us. “ 
“I cannot. I will not. You know, and yet you ask of me this thing.”  
 
Destiny. 
Author of the book of destiny. The book which entails the minutiae of future-past, 

each detail that is required to be seen at any point in time are seen at the turning of its 
pages. Distinct from time and space, each page has records of potentials rendered into 
actuality; breaking off and branching in intricate forking paths that spiral through the 
void that mortals call the passage of time. And only Destiny can read the pages. 

 
“We must be calm. Although we grieve, things are as they should be. Sit 

down, everyone. Kai’kul must now lead us in conversation. We must 
uncover which of us has done this foul thing”, declares Destiny. 

“Conversation? Surely you mean a systematic interrogation? An 
investigation?” asks Dream. 

“Why must Dream judge over us on this matter? He is as much a 
suspect as the rest of us!” seethes Desire in agitation, gaining an extra 
shadow. Now one is black and sharp-edged while the other shadow is 
translucent and waving like a heat haze 

 
Desire. 
Raw lust. Twin of Love, they are oft mistaken for one another. Desire is the deep 

seated longing for events and possessions. She is the tender of the seeds of lust and 
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covetousness in the minds of men and spirits alike. Never a possession, always the 
possessor. Desire is the embodiment of everything everyone has ever wanted. Of the 
Endless, Desire is agent provocateur. 

 
“You will stay your rogue tongue right away. We have serious issues to 

deal with”, replies Dream angrily 
“If I weren’t still in mourning over our sister I would take offence to 

your tone…” says Desire as she rolls her eyes before leaning back in her 
chair and sighing.  

“That’s enough”, says Destruction. 
“I wants some meat my mead. Sister Grim liked meat in mead too” 

interjects Delirium as she reaches for the platter grabs some meat, drenches 
it with fermented honey and makes a sticky mess by rubbing and patting it 
endearingly, tears rolling down her eyes. 

“You are a foolish child, Desire. If you were NOT my own little sister, I 
would instantly…” bellows Dream. 

“You will do NOTHING in this place my brother”, says Destiny. 
“All of us will die before the day is over. Mother will come back here to 

meet corpses. We are finished. How do we even know it was one of us that 
killed Death? We are wasting time. We will soon be killed…” whispers 
Despair as loud as he can. 

 
Despair. 
The void at the end of hope. What waits at the end of a Dream that has not become. 

Those who pay too much or too little attention to Dreams will end in Despair. Despair is 
a manipulator. When those that have lost hope come to him, some are delivered into the 
hands of his sister Delirium and in some cases, to Death. Despair is patient, cunning 
and says little. 

 
“ENOUGH!!!” roars Destiny, And all is quiet. 
“Dream will lead the investigation because he must. He also was also the 

closest one to Death. Life, you will assist him. I and Mother Time are not 
given to interfere in this interrogation with any supererogatory knowledge 
we may or may not have. And no matter how we feel, we must all to be 
courteous and respectful. Lastly, remember Mother’s injunction to us all: 
nobody is to leave this house until she returns, for any reason whatsoever. 
You may begin”, counseled Destiny. 

“Thank you brother”, answers Dream, adjusting his garb as he stands, 
gaunt and rake-thin, towering over everyone else but barely over his brother 
Destiny. Life rises and walks to stand beside Dream at the head of the table.  

Dream. 
Morpheus. Kai’kul. Onieros. Lethargia. The Sandman. Lord of Dreams. Monarch 

of the Midnight Marches. Creator of the nightmares of the darkness and the delectations 
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of midnight. Crafter of the fabric dreams are made of; the viewpoints of images, of 
memories and puns and lost hopes. Dreams suspend Time and shape a Life from the 
inward parts as it paves its way in Destiny. Dreams guide men in the darkness and on 
the pathway between waking hours, protecting them, inspiring them and correcting them 
with nightmares of careful fashioning. Attention is the currency of dreams. They, who 
refuse to pay attention, end in Despair. Dream is the most conscious of his responsibilities 
and the most meticulous in the execution of his obligations, Save perhaps Destiny. 

 
“So shall this thing proceed?” asks Love 
“We will ask questions and you will answer as well as you can” replies 

Life. 
“If the killer is among us, some will lie, introduce deceit and attempt to 

confuse the interrogation” whispers Despair 
“I will won’t not lie. I swears it.” announces Delirium proudly. 
 
Delirium 
The high priestess of suddenness and inexplicability. The look in the eyes of men 

when their minds fracture. The purveyor of confusion, madness and insanity. Delirium is 
the most tragic of the Endless. One of the many tragedies of Delirium is that she is the 
most emotional of the Endless but sadly the most incoherent. Another is that Delirium 
was once known as Delight. 

 
“True. What happens if one of us lies? Or worse, if one of us makes 

another lie?” says Desire 
“Dream knows what to do” says Destiny, gesturing towards him. Dream 

stretches out his left forearm - upturned - to reveal three sigils there-
tattooed, one for Destiny, and for Death and the last one for Delirium. He 
tips his sand pouch onto Death’s sigil and it glows like gold as the sand 
touches it. Then he blows the sand into the air. The cloud of sand eddies 
round the room, touching each sibling’s forehead. Despair tries to dodge it 
to no avail while Delirium shrieks in joy when it’s her turn. Finally it swirls 
into a hovering ball in the center of the room and forms a phantasmal 
spectre of Death’s face. 

“See! She is happy!! I’m happy she is happy. Happy happy. She is 
smiling!” shrills Delirium. 

“Indeed she is little sister” replies Dream. “This is but a figment of her 
essence, reconstructed from the parts of her that were but dreams of men. 
If the incarnation should stop smiling, let it be known one of us has lied for 
our sister disliked untruths”. 

“Splendid”, says Destruction, often a man of few words unless asked a 
question. 

 
Destruction 
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The spark that ignites the great consuming fire. Lord of war and destruction. 
Destruction is the wind. The kamikaze. The earth and the fire within it. The disease. 
The edge of the blade and the tip of the bullet. Destruction, like his brother Dream, has 
many names but he is of few words. 

 
Dream sits with his chin propped in his palm, lost in thought. 

Contemplating, calculating, evaluating. Investigating. Weighing in on all the 
conversations and drawing conclusions. 

“We’ll begin with you, brother Destiny. Tell us why we should believe 
you were not the one that stole the Reaver and killed my twin”, said Life. 

Destiny rises and is silent for a couple of moments. 
 “If indeed I murdered Death then it must answer for itself that not only 

was it necessary for me to have committed the murder, it must also be true 
that Mother Time is an accomplice of mine. I have no other counsel to 
hold for myself.” concludes Destiny as he sits down. 

 “Sister mine”, says Dream, turning to Life. “I believe we can all agree 
that Destiny cannot possibly have committed this murder unless Mother 
Time is guilty as well. And if Mother Time is guilty then Death must have 
reached the end of her time, and it must be the Creator’s desire. Besides, he 
had stepped out to talk to Destruction when the murder occurred.” 

Life places her hands on her hips and sighs as she nods her head.  
 
Life. 
The Creator has favoured her, licensing her to continue his work of birthing into the 

existence, mortals, spirits and all entities which may increase and prosper but may 
otherwise be found to decrease or wither. Life does not control the vicissitudes of their 
existence but simply yields them license to live and releases them to her brother, Destiny. 
Her twin sister, Death, would collect them when their walk was done. But Death is 
dead. 

 
“Death still smiles on us! Can’t you smells her face??” yells Delirium 
“Yes, we can see, dear sister Delirium. And you’re right, Morpheus. 

Either Destiny and Mother Time are innocent, or else it is the Creator’s 
desire. Neither case is within our interest.”, Life agrees 

“I will give account of myself before we proceed.” Says Dream.  
“I could not have been the murderer because it would make my work 

impossible. If men cannot die then nightmares, which are corrective tools, 
will have absolutely no meaning because fear will dissolve into the Nothing. 
With nightmares making no meaning, even pleasant dreams would shortly 
follow suit into the Unbelief and the Dreaming will collapse. This 
maelstrom will cause a total wipeout of my kingdom, and then I will have 
no more meaning. No use. I would fade away forever, and follow my most 
respected and dearly beloved sister into this journey of no return” continues 
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Dream, a tear dropping from the corner of his dark brown eyes. Delirium 
roars in laughter and runs to wipe Dream’s tears with a handkerchief. He 
smiles.  

“That’s good reason, my dear brother Dream. “Besides, You and sister 
Death were very close to each other. I find it hard to believe that you could 
have done her in.” says Life.  

“What about you, then? Why should we believe you didn’t murder your 
twin sister?” asks Desire, looking at Life. 

“The question itself is ludicrous. I cannot give life unless the Creator has 
so permitted. We work together, Death and I. I, the beginning, she the end. 
There is no point to a beginning with no end Sometimes I recommend a 
life to her in order to sustain another version of the life. Except in such 
collaborations with Death, I have never taken a life. As can be imagined, I 
could not have collaborated with Death to kill herself. To what gains?” 

“That’s true” Mutters Love.  
 
Love. 
What is Love? The twin of Desire. Love is the intensity. The inexplicable. The 

intangible.. She is the feeling, the sharing, the caring in and for all things. Love endures 
her sister Desire because she must. It is her nature. They are oft mistaken for one 
another. Unlike her sister, Love is patient. She is kind. She is humble.  

 
“So now that myself, Life and Destiny are reasonably exonerated, 

Despair, it is your turn.” says Dream. “Give account of yourself” 
“Look at you all, trying to solve a mystery with no clues. When you 

realize that you won’t find any answers, then you will know despair.” He 
hisses, “and I will prefer to remain seated.” 

“You will honour the Endless as you are one, Despair. Attend your 
accounting once again”, admonishes Destiny. 

Grumbling, Despair gets up and slouches, leaning his fat body against 
his chair. For a moment the room is silent as the lights on Despair’s arm 
glow and adorn the room with strange colours, multiple shades of purple 
and aquamarine and deep neon – more yellow than red.  

“Sometimes I forget what I was going to say or think but other times I 
remember things that everyone else has forgotten to say or think forever 
and always. Does that ever happen to you?” asks Delirium, pointing at 
Despair. 

Dream addresses him again, “Despair, why should we believe you didn’t 
murder our sister Death?” 

Despair replies softly, his voice barely audible this time, “Only when 
most men know that death is imminent do they know true despair. A few 
know bliss but most are sunk into my doldrums. In that twilight moment 
where life ends and death begins, it is in that moment that I reign supreme. 
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I would neither slay Death nor her twin Life, for without either of them, I 
would not have that moment.” He stops speaking and the rest of them 
pause to consider his offering. 

Desire rises to her feet and declares “All this questioning is useless. We 
need to look outside this realm instead of setting up a stupid inquisition” 

“You are yet to offer any words in support of your own innocence, 
sister” Life says, looking at Desire with cold eyes.  

“I didn’t kill her, OK? And fuck you very much, you stupid, goody-two 
shoes bitch!” 

“That is insolent!”, says Love, rebuking her twin. 
“And unsatisfactory”, adds Dream. 
“To you it isn’t satisfactory. To me it is a perfectly acceptable answer. I 

know I didn’t kill her.” says Desire, returning to her chair. 
“Sister Despair, this will be your last warning. Comply.” says Dream, 

looking at Delirium and then Despair before returning to Desire.  
“I’m bored at the lack of hospitality in this gloomy place. It makes me 

feel like fainting” quips Desire. 
Destiny simply smiles and nods. All is proceeding as it is meant to be 

among the Endless. 
 
The Endless. 
They who are not gods but were never mortals. 
 
Dream sighs.  
“This is becoming a very tedious exercise. Perhaps I shall have to adjust 

my methods.” 
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“Dreams and their attendant figments are false, brief lives. 
Consequently, all dreams are lies. But some dreams, just like some 
lies, are useful.”  

 
- Wole Talabi 
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ACT THREE – MOTIVES 

 
 

PART II 

 
 

The dream king has called on me unto himself.  
I am Schemer’s bay.  
I am a place in the dream king’s domain where plotters and planners of 

the altruistic, the atrocious and the mundane visit in the safety of their 
night’s slumber. They come in small row-boats, in schooners, in steam 
vessels, on rafts, in war ships. Some come with large fishing nets or small 
ones  –  whichever adequately represents the intelligence of their 
subconscious  – to hunt for facts which are the scaled birds that are 
manifest beneath the surface of the waters and suggestions which  are the 
feathered fishes that parade the purple skies of the bay. 

I have been called upon to observe this inquisition with my master for I 
know the heart of any architect of events, any author of machinations. Am 
I not always a co-conspirator? Perhaps. Not in this case however, for The 
Endless do not dream, yet I am confident that I shall be able offer from my 
breadth of experience, my expert opinions to Dreamlord Kai’kul. 

My lord, his dark face is clouded by a number of swirling fishes and 
birds. His voice is stirring in his belly, waiting for our thoughts to give 
channel. Together we shall observe Desire, the one with wild eyes that 
suggest everything while revealing nothing and her sister Love, who has 
encouraged so many to my waters to in search for a murderous idea or two. 

“Dream, we should proceed” 
I wonder why the omniscient lord, Destiny, solves not this riddle for he 

knows what has been, what is and what must be.  
My lord, Dream, does not answer. The Lady Delirium, the unstable one, 

is also before us, and also is Lord Destruction, who is sometimes her 
consequence. He may be of interest in this matter, for I find the manner of 
the loss of the Reavers to be suspect. Despair plays with his thumbs 
nervously, perhaps fearing that the crime might be found to be his doing or 
perhaps in the manner of one is simply afraid of a great many things. His 
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visage however, seems healthier than when I last saw it. And he seems a bit 
taller. The Endless are meant to be unchanging. An oddity. The glow on his 
arms pulse wildly, just like his heartbeat.  

“Kai’kul?” 
Death’s illusion is before us, smiling at my Lord. It knows what he must 

bring to fore. The miniature cloud of swimming birds and flying fishes 
before my lord begins to grow turbulent. The swirl is tempest and 
Cimmerian and soon the facts begin to glow in this darkness, so do the 
suggestions. When the riot is done, they would be all that remain and our 
thoughts shall give channel through them. 

Clarity comes in a linear stroke.  
My lord sucks in the black cloud of dead things that fly and swim and 

only the glowing components remain. Alive. Five facts for five seated 
before him: Despair, Destruction, Desire, Delirium and Love. Surely, it 
must be one of them. Three suggestions also remain, a sort of combination 
of the facts that are available. This is not the destination but this journey, 
we must make.  My lord’s voice would now be heard. 

“Destiny, I am still with us” My lord responds before making a query of 
his own. 

“Sister Delirium, what has been your league with Desire as of late?” 
The mask of Lady Death turns to face Delirium as the sound of her 

voice, shaky with lack of composure finds us all. 
“My sister. She makes them peoples wants and want and wants and 

want and wants. She makes them want things and things. Not like you, 
Kai’kul, not the like way you make them want. They wants things they 
lacks, things they can never haves.” 

Dirty tears start down from Lady Delirium’s eyes and make streams on 
the table. Salt water, ashes. 

“Sometimes, she makes them wants things that don’t exists.” 
The way her voice sounds, it must be painful to speak at all. She sounds 

like a drowning woman attempting a scream with water in her lungs. A 
drowning choir singing in whispers would be more apt. Death’s visage 
smiles at her younger sister. 

“And I haves to make them sees it. These things! I haves to give them 
pictures and things so they can sees it. The phantasms. The illusions. The 
delusions. Till big, dead sister comes to get them.” The laughter of one in 
the bliss of insanity fills the hall. A deep bass now, a springy soprano the 
next. 

“Did you kill sister?” 
Her stillness is sudden. “Eh?” 
“Answer me!” 
“I don’t thinks so” 
The Lady Death doesn’t think so as well. We shall move on, investigate 
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the four fish left. Perhaps less direct. Seek for a crack. Tempt a bird to fly.  
 “Destruction. What has been your league with Love?” 
The lord of barren lands, whom is generally known to be o few words, 

tells a tragedy. He tells it with a heavy heart for the calamity that has just 
occurred rests largely upon his sunken shoulders. He tells the story of a girl 
with silver hair, a common girl who had once been the true love of two 
princes. He speaks of the blood that was shed by both villages so that their 
prince might possess this one whose hair had been kissed by a mischievous 
river fairy. Love birthed hate, blade, fire and waste. In the end, he claimed 
those barren lands for himself. The Lady Death had been with them to 
harvest the souls as they leaked out of the warm, convulsing bodies. The 
two princes and their hosts war on in Hades, he says, awaiting the arrival of 
this silver haired lass who is now married to a farmer that loves her not. 

He continues – the weight of armor and regret bearing down on him – 
to tell of love for the soulless: Love for money, love for power, love for 
food, love for beauty, love for pleasure, love for pain. He tells of love as a 
precursor to irrationality, love as a catalyst for waste, love as it leads to 
barrenness, love as a fore-runner. Wherever love goes, he follows, for Love 
is a consuming fire and fire destroys. 

The Lady Love is not so pleased by the telling of him who just spoke 
and darkness begins to settle upon her. The Lady Death stares at them both 
as the lady Love begins to transmogrify. Hate. A freckled, reptilian beast is 
soon before us, poised to attack. She strikes. Her fangs are fastened on the 
lord’s armour, dripping the same venom that eats the heart of weak men, 
inspiring them to many subtle atrocities. The Lord Destruction makes no 
move for defense for he is already defended. None of the family make 
move to subdue her altered state. They appear familiar with this 
transformation as though it were a frequent occurrence.  

“Enough.” Says the lord of this place at last. His voice is gentle, 
unmoved. “Recompose yourself and return to your place sister.” Lady Love 
transforms from her alter back to her pure, white, normal self. She seems 
ashamed that she lost control so easily and slinks into her chair, evading the 
gaze of her siblings.  

“We proceed” says my master, carrying on with no regard for the recent 
ruckus. 

“Brother, did you contribute in any way to the murder of our sister?” 
“Nay.” 
The Lady Death smiles in confirmation.  
Another dead fish. 
There is but one suggestion left unexplored, it is the league between the 

Lords Despair and Destruction and the Lady Delirium. This league, my lord 
does not explore because it is a league he has exploited for his own 
purposes. It is explained thus: The mind of any man that wanders into the 
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realm governed the Lord Despair is thrust into a maze. This maze has no 
exits except to the realm of The Lady Delirium or to the realm of The Lord 
Destruction. A man might also be invited into this maze by from the other 
realms in such a way that all exits are entrances and versa. This maze is only 
a small component of Destiny’s garden, which is an endless landscape of 
passages, entrances and exits. 

Master would often accomplish a nightmare by sending the mind from 
our domain into this place of dire confusion mainly through the gates of 
despair and delirium. This is how we accomplish the dream of drugged 
mortal minds, conscience-stricken criminals, paranoid children, and other 
similar sorts where the dreamer enters our gate as someone not quite 
himself. 

…To enter as one not quite himself… 
That shall be our way of discernment! 
It occurs to me in a bright flash of wisdom as winged fish and scaled 

bird become one. We have been going about this investigation in an 
altogether cumbersome manner. Asking questions of they who are unlikely 
to reveal purpose. 

I whisper to my Lords mind, echoing myself.  
My master smiles knowingly, the glowing essences before him disappear 

finally and he leans backwards into his chair. 
He knows what he must now do.  
I shall take my leave.  
I am Schemers Bay and my work here is concluded. 
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“Hope is deserted like the wharves at dawn. Only tremulous shadow 
twists in my hands. It is the hour of departure, the hard cold hour, 

which the night fastens to all the timetables. 
- Pablo Neruda 

 
“And in those days shall men seek death, and shall not find it; and 

shall desire to die, and death shall flee from them.” 
- The Book of Revelations Chapter 9, Verse 6 
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ACT FOUR - SIGNS 

 
 
Razaak watched through electronic eyes linked to the refuge that was 

their prison. Wondering how this one was going to turn out. Even though 
they couldn’t afford this extra one, it still irked him to see what was 
happening. “But how do I save her without putting us in danger?” he asked 
himself. 

The dust swirled in the streets, creating little sand sprites that blew about 
in a lazy flurry, throwing light dirt everywhere and making it hard to see 
through her already grit filled eyes. The heat was wafting down in relentless 
waves, melting her hopes into sweat that ran down her spine; almost 
catching up with the fear that was going down the same passageway in 
faster jolts of consternation. She looked up and suddenly noticed the 
camera blinking red and pointed in her direction, and for a minute hope 
surged inside her. But then she remembered what was happening and it all 
crashed down with a thud that was almost as loud as the beat of her 
panicking heart. 

He had caught her on the town camera near the general hospital this 
morning. She’d come out of the hospital wearing a clinical gown, pulling 
out a needle from her arm and looking disoriented. His guess was that she’d 
been unconscious for a long while, so she didn’t know what was going on, 
which was why she was wandering about in the open. The sight of them 
walking about sorted that folly quickly enough. She tried to hide, ducking 
here and there; going in and out of his vision through the cameras all over 
the town which he’d hacked into, and made her way to the police station in 
the hope that she’d find someone that could help her. He had wished he 
had a way to shout at her from where he was. 

Go back! 
Although, that was the way to the entrance of their bunker, there was no 

way for her to get to them without going through them.  
Even if she could make it here, she’d just waste away with us in here… 

what’s the point? 
He took another drag from his joint, exhaled, and waved the smoke 

from his vision as he watched her through the camera opposite the station; 
the one she looked straight into, showing him her scared, tear stained face. 
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She looked everywhere, and came up empty. He could predict her moves 
bit by bit. She’s going to try to go for the car park. She’ll try to get a car and 
get outta this town. Just like the rest of them. He was right. She turned left, 
towards the car park. And just as she was about to disappear from the range 
of the camera’s vision, she staggered back in fear like she’d been pushed by 
a force obviously stronger than her. 

He knew exactly what it was she was seeing. 
They walked about without purpose, oblivious to the heat that cooked 

their dead skin because they could feel nothing. Gaping wounds festered on 
their bodies, from knife wounds, to cracked open skulls, to torn out throats. 
Some crawled because their legs had been broken and couldn’t carry dead 
weight, while some crawled because they had no legs. Their eyes were 
empty of life because they had none, and the streets stank like a mass grave 
full of slaughtered warriors that hadn’t been covered up with enough sand; 
it stank of the antithesis of the life that once filled those bodies. They 
walked about, eyes not seeing, yet looking for something… someone… to 
consume. 

She saw them and cringed. Hope a dreary little thing pushed into the 
farthest reaches of her consciousness, she couldn’t think of a way through 
these undead abominations, and as he looked through the electronic 
cyclops eye of black and white, he just knew she was about to join them. 

Then she paused for a second, looked at a nearby open car, and started 
to walk towards it… slowly. 

“Interesting…. She’s trying to pass through without getting their 
attention.” He said to no one in particular. Not like any of the others were 
really listening to him. 

She moved slowly, walking in-between them and mimicking their 
movements. Looking down, so she wouldn’t look into their dead eyes and 
praying silently that they wouldn’t smell the life on her. 

That was her mistake. 
She had made it halfway to the car, but as she walked, she bumped into 

one of them. Missing an arm, with flies buzzing around the stump, the flies 
and the stench assaulted her and immediately the glass wall of composure 
she had laid about her shattered and like the sound of broken glass hitting 
the ground in a thousand pieces, all the fear came crashing through her 
mouth. She shrieked in terror; Razaak knew it was over. He turned away 
from the screen, not needing to see two of them reach over, one break her 
neck and the other stab her simultaneously. Or even to see her bleed to 
death on the hot asphalt, and then stand up with empty eyes as death was 
unable to hold on to her. 

He closed his eyes and wondered why he had even allowed himself 
think she could survive. Hope was as dead as those creatures outside. 
Despair was all they had left to comfort themselves.  
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He looked around the room like it was the first time he’d seen it; big, 
comfortably furnished… his father had told him that it was his own private 
place, for when he wanted to get away from everything. A large TV in the 
den and a lot of monitors clustered together. Razaak’s dad had been a tech 
junkie like his son, so all the monitors, the heavy pc and super internet had 
made it easy for Razaak to hack into the city’s cameras so he could see what 
was happening. When they’d first gotten here, Razaak had thought they 
would only be there for a few weeks. So they’d eaten sensibly, waited and 
watched. They’d watched so many others try to run from the abominations 
walking the city streets, get killed by them, and then become like them. 
He’d lost count of the people his sister had cried over, because they were 
unable to help. They needed help themselves; but in two months, help 
hadn’t come. He looked round, his eyes glazed over from the high. The 
weed was all they had left of their provisions. His dad had loved his pot, 
and so the house was so well stocked, it may as well have been a reefer 
storehouse. But the weed made them hungry, and there was nothing left; 
their very last bite had finished a week ago. Empty wraps of food were 
strewn over the place, torn notebooks whose pages had been nibbled on 
out of frustration. Razaak thought he was going to go quite mad soon 
enough. 

“Well… I’d simply be like Amir then.” 
He laughed to himself as he looked at Amir sitting beside him, curled up 

the way he seemed to have found as the most comfortable position, playing 
with the rat he’d discovered in the bunker and made his pet, and rocking 
back and forth as he stared at the monitors in front of them and muttering 
under his breath “Mutuwa ya mutu… Mutuwa ya mutu…” (Death is 
dead… Death is dead), the same way he’d been muttering since the day he 
was brought in with Ali… or Hauwa… Razaak couldn’t be certain anymore, 
as he stared across the smoke filled room into Ali’s eyes and he watched 
him take a deep drag of weed. The man had obviously been a priest at one 
time, based on his clothes, priest collar, and the way he spoke to them. But 
when Razaak had found him and Amir, and snuck the both of them into 
their little enclave, he also had a chronic dissociative identity disorder which 
had manifested as Hauwa; a cynic woman who came up to his 
consciousness so often that it seemed like she was always there, and Ali was 
always having a conversation with her. 

They were both mad, he thought to himself; both Amir and Ali. But 
then again, what wasn’t mad these days? 

“Holy Mary, mother of God; blessed art thou amongst virgins… o fuck 
it, who am I kidding?” Ali said as he looked at his silver rosary with a rueful 
smile.  

“It is appointed unto man, once to die, and then to face judgment. This 
is what I was taught. This is what I’ve believed for fifteen years.” He started 
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to carve out a crucifix on the table top, using the end of the actual crucifix 
attached to the end of his rosary. 

 “Yet I’ve seen the dead rise. But not on the Day of Judgment which I’d 
hoped wouldn’t come in my lifetime, but with empty eyes and a single 
purpose; to kill us who still live. And now, two months after I thought I 
had escaped from the dead who should’ve stayed dead, I find myself in this 
bunker; high out of my mind and dying of starvation, alongside a criminal, 
two confused yara [children], a half-wit who seems to only know three 
specific words… and you.” 

He looked down to the table and realized that his crucifix etch had 
become the symbol for man. He leaned down and blew the shavings away, 
taking another drag from the joint in his hand. “Mai ya rage” [What is left]? 
All I can do now is wait for death to come… sit, talk to you, and smoke this 
shit. What is left?” He asked, with a quizzing look at Hauwa; who was 
sitting close enough to him to hear him breathe, and looking at him with a 
weird smile on her face. He wasn’t sure if it was because she was amused at 
his predicament or if this thing they were smoking had her as high as he 
was. This thing… 

“What is it fa? Wipe that annoying smile off your face” He said and 
passed the joint over to her. “Here… what is this shit we’re smoking 
anyway?” 

And at that, she laughed; full, loud, and with no pretexts as she took the 
joint from him. 

Razaak watched with eerie fascination as Ali/Hauwa passed the joint 
from his right hand to his left, changed position to sit cross legged in a 
more feminine way, took a drag, and continued speaking to himself. 

“Karl Marx once said religion is the opium of the masses…” Hauwa 
said, looking upwards and puffing out smoke rings. “Baka yarda ba” [Do 
you disagree]? We found some of this amazing stuff to smoke when we got 
here, and you never bothered to question what it was. The same way you 
never questioned the truth of what your church had taught you. You 
accepted it as truth and let yourself get confident in it, same way you kept 
taking each drag and got as high as you are now. Now, after all this time, 
after you’re higher than Malaam Isa used to be on Tuesday afternoons, do 
you think to ask what we’re smoking? Fucking wawa (idiot). You should’ve 
questioned the truth of your teachings back then. Maybe you wouldn’t be 
here complaining about your beliefs being blown away.”  

She took a long drag and passed the joint back to him as she exhaled 
and says, “What’s the point sef? We’re all going to die anyway.  We can’t go 
outside. And in here, look around you; there’s nothing left to eat. We’ve 
gone through every grain of rice, every crumb of bread. All we have is water 
and weed, and this weed just makes us even more hungry, and dehydrated. 
I’m so fucking hungry I’d have killed that skinny rat that Amir plays with, if 
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I was sure it would stay dead.” 
They laughed at this together. Razaak didn’t know what to make of the 

sound of it. It was like listening to a tape trying to play and rewind at the 
same time. But then it was drowned out by the sounds of sex from the next 
room.  

“Someone should really do something about that” Hauwa said non-
chalantly 

The furrows on Razaaks forehead deepened as his smile devolved into a 
bitter frown. 

 
“Da karfi [Harder]! 
 Yes! Fuck me you murderer!” 
Those two were at it again. He wondered where they got the strength 

for it. Everyone was losing weight from hunger, yet those two still had the 
strength to fuck like the Energizer Bunny and his queen. The idea of his 
sister sleeping with the bastard that killed their father filled him with so 
much rage, but there was nothing he could do about it, unless he wanted to 
kill him. But if he killed Jabar that would be a disaster, none of them would 
be able to stop him from rising, undead. And he’d probably kill them all. 

“What’s the matter Razaak?” Hauwa/Ali was staring at him with that 
unsettling smile. She looked at the room where Asiya and Jabar were 
howling like primates. “Jealous you’re not the one in there with that little 
slut?” She laughed. 

He’d learned to ignore Hauwa with time; it was all one could do. His 
fury towards his younger sister however, he had always fully expressed, but 
the formerly docile seventeen year old had become someone else. He might 
have hit her once, but the pain that ate his insides wouldn’t let him focus 
his memory. He shook his head. “Fuck” 

“Yes! Yes! Yeeees! Take me like that!” 
The sounds were weak and reminiscent some sort of sufferable suffering 

but they were still bold enough to find Razaak and torture him. Hauwa/Ali 
laughed loudly as Razaak covered his ears. He’d rushed into the room the 
first time he’d heard them but he’d been forced to rush out with an even 
more desperate urgency. That day, he had cried… How could she? 

That man had killed their father. 
Razaak remembered running over his father with back tires of his 

father’s SUV before the corpse could wake up in the new afterdeath. 
Apparently, Jabar had come for food with a gun so Razaak had been forced 
to share the location of the family hideout far out in the rough brushes 
behind the main building. What hurt Razaak the most was that this had 
been the initial intention of his father, when they had spotted the hungry 
looking man wandering around the property. But Jabar had been too 
impatient to listen to what his would-be benefactors had been trying to tell 
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him and his father had gotten out of the car to distract the crazy man with 
an automatic weapon pointed at his son. 

“Yeess, you murderer, yeeesss” She sounded like she was in tears. 
Everything was wrong. 

Razaak kicked an idle beer bottle from the floor and it spun towards the 
far end of the room, colliding with several of its peers on the way until it 
reached where Amir sat against the wall, too far gone in exploration of a 
deeply convoluted mental maze to notice.  

“Mutuwa ya mutu…” 
Razaak looked around for another bottle, but there were none. There 

was nothing left. During the last week, they had each gone through the 
huge pile of empty cans and polythene bags several times, hoping to find a 
bite-let of anything that wasn’t plastic. They had competed with each other, 
cutting their tongues, licking previously discarded cans clean and chewing 
on moist plastic. 

“Little man” Hauwa/Ali laughed. Her throat was dry, one could tell, as 
her mirth punctuated the rendition from the adjacent room. “You want a 
taste of that little slut, don’t you?” 

“Mutuwa ya mutu. Mutuwa…” 
“I know you want her” Hauwa puckered her lips. “You would, if there 

wasn’t a real man having her right now.” 
“If being a man was being a musical note, you’d be nothing but a semi –

demi-quaver, baby. Ex. Oh. Ex. Oh” She blew him a kiss and stopped to 
catch her breath. “Little bitch!” 

Razaak wasn’t amused. He couldn’t see much through the film in his 
eyes. He coughed and punched the computer keyboard on his lap, sending 
the black keys into aerial disarray as the room swam around him. 

 “Da karfi!!!” 
“Shut uuuup!” 
“Bitch!” 
 “FuuuuuUUUUck! FUUUUuuuUUUUck yoooooouuuuuUUU!” 
He bit himself as he began to throw things off the table, talking 

gibberish with throaty screams that although, weren’t full volume, were 
exceedingly honest. This time, the tears blinded him completely but 
somehow he staggered to where Hauwa/Ali sat and kicked at her with all 
the rage in him. She shrunk into himself but his wild aim wouldn’t have hit 
her hard anyway. His naked foot missed, brushing her arm as it crashed into 
the thin pillow Hauwa had set up against the concrete wall for comfort. It 
hurt still. 

“AhhhhAhhhhhhhhhh” like a siren, he pitched, crashing onto the floor 
in a new mix of pain and rage. He attacked Hauwa/Ali half-heartedly with 
his fists. His mind was fully focused on processing the heat in his right foot. 

“Little bitch man” She laughed. “Kiss me, little bitch man. I know you 
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want me, I know you want to.”  
“Karka sumbace ta [Don’t kiss her].” Ali pleaded, trying to smoke as the 

blows hit his turned back. 
“He hits like a girl, he probably tastes like a girl too” Hauwa said to Ali 

as she laughed “Plus it’s a bitch move to hit a woman.” 
Razaak waited for the cries from his right foot to dim as his wailing 

continued but the pain stayed. Eventually, he managed to lose interest in 
the crazy man/woman beside him.  

“Fuck me you murderer, take me harder! Yes! Yeeees!” 
He hadn’t gotten over the real reason for his rage, however. He started 

to growl, deep taking breaths. 
“Yeeeeeeees!” 
“Mutuwa ya mutu, mutuwa…” 
With a new resolve, he stood up and through his blurred vision, made 

into the adjacent room in a psychotic fit. 
He found the pair in the thick fog of smoke; their thin bodies on each 

other, moving in a sexual death dance. The place smelled of sweat, but his 
sister’s juices were evident in the cocktail of odors, almost leaving a taste on 
the tongue, dominating Jabar’s primal musk. 

“Get off her, fuck-face” 
The pair ignored him. 
“I said, get off---!” 
“Fuck off!” 
Razaak pushed Jabar hard so that he fell to the ground.  He wrapped 

Asiya’s long hair in hands and dragged her naked body out, stopping to kick 
her exposed side. They were both screaming. Her face hit the door on the 
way out and she started to bleed but he didn’t take any notice. 

“Woman-beater; you’re not a man. You don’t deserve to own a penis 
you little bitch!” 

Razaak tired of kicking his sister and dragged her to the wall and 
proceeded to launch a barrage of blows and slaps to her face. She was too 
weak to defend herself. She just screamed. 

“You cunt! You!” He paused to lift his hand above his head to land a 
very heavy blow. He was breathing heavily as tears fell from his face.  

A hand held him back. 
Razaak turned around.  
Jabar hit him so hard; he landed a few feet in the opposite direction of 

his sister. He crashed into the computer table space, upsetting whatever was 
left untouched in the wake of his initial rage. He took a few moments to 
recover and launched himself on his attacker. 

For a few seconds they were evenly matched, but then Jabar found the 
upper hand. He sent a wicked round of punches to the Razaak’s temple, 
dazing him stupid. 
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“Mutuwa ya mutu.” 
They fought their way into the garbage area, where Amir was sitting. 

They stumbled into Amir’s corner and three bodies became entangled in an 
implosion of limbs. 

The tumbling mass of bodies managed to break a few bottles with their 
bitter movements – they were soon rolling on the floor, on a bed of broken 
glass and rusty cans, bleeding yet still fully engaged in their bitter struggle, 
two efforts at attack and one effort at resistance. Soon, the trio once again 
become a pair and the struggle continued only half-heartedly because rage, 
as well as scarce energy had been well spent. 

Then Hauwa/Ali screamed. It was like the sound of birds chirping 
harshly in a room of broken mirrors. Amir had stopped moving. As the 
contenders collected themselves from the body heap they were tangled in, 
Asiya struggled to Amir’s side. He was still breathing but he was 
unconscious and losing a lot of blood from the gashes in his neck. 

“They’re going to die.” She said.  
“No. We all are.” Ali replied. 
Hauwa/Ali reached Amir’s side with the first aid kit that he had been 

using to mend Asiya’s wounds while the fight continued. Ali was silent as 
they tended to Amir’s wounds, knowing that it was surely the end for them 
all. Razaak and Jabar tended to themselves too with what was left of the 
bandages. They somehow managed to suppress the bleeding on their 
extremities but they were so weak after losing so much blood and energy 
that sitting next to each other, they fell asleep. It was early evening. 

Sometime around midnight, Amir’s temperature began to climb and he 
began to mutter in his sleep while the others were lost in varying degrees of 
slumber. 

“Mutuwa ya mutu, Mutuwa ya mutu, Mutuwa ya mutu…” 
Asiya woke up a few minutes later and Ali soon after. No one spoke. 

They only listened to Amir’s deathly chant as tears poured down their faces. 
Jabar soon woke up as Amir’s chant grew louder.  

“Mutuwa ya mutu, Mutuwa ya mutu, Mutuwa ya mutu…” 
Jabar slowly crawled back into the room. After a few minutes Asiya 

crawled back into the room and smelled something sweet. She spied Jabar 
sprawled on the floor in a corner, some liquid spilled beside him. He had 
finally accepted what they all knew but had so far refused to acknowledge - 
There was no hope. Any time now, he would come back. Ten minutes? 
Maybe five? She lifted the open jerry can of industrial Benzene solvent to 
her nose. She put it back down. 

She rejoined Ali/Hauwa with the open can; tears streaming down her 
face – and with her back against the wall next to the priest and the harlot, 
she took a mouthful. Tasteless. She began to feel drowsy immediately and 
the can fell from her hand and made a loud noise that woke her brother up. 
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Asiya’s eyes were closed. Her mind was floating and suddenly she began to 
throw up. 

Hauwa/Ali picked up the can quickly and lifted it over the open mouth 
of the dying man. Amir was quiet; the noise from the dropped can had 
stilled him. The smell in the room was sickly sweet save for the smell of 
vomit that contended with the pleasant aroma of the Benzene solvent. 

Hauwa lifted Amir’s head gently and settled the mouth of the canon his 
lips. She poured the liquid down and he drank. 

“Soul of Christ, sanctify me.” 
Asiya coughed.  There was nothing to hold onto in this life, she would 

reach for something in the next.   
“Amen” 
“Blood of Christ, refresh me.” 
Razaak joined her.  
“Amen”.  
He knew now that there was nothing left for them here. Not in this 

world. The undead had inherited this world of hopelessness.  
“Water from the side of Christ, wash me. 
Passion of Christ, strengthen me. 
O good Jesus, hear me.” 
“Amen” said brother and sister, within moments of each other. 
Razaak crawled over.  
“Within your wounds hide me.” 
“Amen” 
“Let me never be separated from you. From the power of darkness 

defend me. 
In the hour of my death, call me and bid me come to you,” 
With weak hands, Razaak lifted the can to his lips. The solvent poured 

down his bloody shirt, washing parts of it white again. He set it down again 
and kicked it to the priest. 

“Amen” 
“That with your saints I may praise you for ever and ever.” 
“Let’s go home, you crazy wawa.” Hauwa said to Ali. 
“Look who’s talking.” Ali shot back. 
They took the last drink. 
“Amen.” 
Minutes later, they all rose up one after the other, and in an accord 

which they had never shared in life, shuffled out of the bunker into the 
beautiful moonlight.
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“When it is not immediately apparent which groups, forces or 
alignments advocate a course of action, one should always ask: ‘Who 

stands to gain?’ ”   
-  Vladimir Ilyich Lenin 
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ACT FIVE – THE CROSS 
 

 
The Endless sat around the table, tense. They had been here, splayed in 

ungraceful poses for a period that was immeasurable in mortal moments. 
They were bound by their mother’s word not to leave the house of Destiny 
but their little game of ‘Find the Reaver” had turned bloody after it was 
discovered, buried in Death’s neck; the ultimate irony. Dream had 
interrogated and queried but the truth was as yet undiscovered.  He waited 
at the head of the table, on a majestic throne of oak. He already knew what 
he had to do and he could almost see it tint the air in revelation to come. 
He observed his family silently, watching. 

At the other end of the table, where Destiny would always sit during 
meetings; Delirium lay asleep.  Her head was thrown back and her eyes 
were open as though she was admiring the endless black sky that was the 
ceiling of the Hall. Life sat to his right a great distance away, staring into 
nothing. Her red rimmed eyes were the only color on her pale form, she 
looked like a broken statue - the soft warm glow that always enveloped her 
was ebbing into thin mist. She didn’t bat an eyelash for all the moments he 
stared at her.  Despair sat on the left side of the table far down almost 
sitting right near Delirium, looking as pale as Life. He was hunched in his 
chair and chewing on his lower lip. Sweat beaded on his forehead and upper 
lip and the red lights on his arm glowed bright. He looked like he had 
grown bigger, Dream thought to himself. Despair’s, thinning hair and 
scraggly beard were a little bit thicker and his shoulders broader.  

He smiled when he saw he was being stared at; an emotion terribly out 
of place on his dead face. He looked like a raven trying to imitate a peacock. 

Dream beckoned to Life.  She gently rose from the table, her back stiff 
from not moving for so long and came over. 

“What is it, Brother?”  
“I have narrowed our potential suspects and I have had a revelation as 

to how I may confirm the identity of the culprit” 
She swallowed, but her expression was unchanged and her folded arms 

did not drop from her chest. 
“How?” 
“I would prefer not to give voice to my suspicions prematurely. If you 
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would be so kind as to help me keep our siblings occupied, I have a 
question to ask of mortal minds.” And with that he was gone, walking 
swiftly through the Garden, his robe cutting a swath through the ice cold 
mist.  

He walked up to the central Tree in the Garden; a gigantic leafless 
monstrosity that stood hungry against the dark night, its clawed branches 
draped in thick white fog. He lay against its rough bark and suddenly a 
thousand creepers shot out of the Tree and fused themselves with his skin, 
crawling beneath his robes to find his heart, the very his essence of all that 
is or has been imagined. Immediately the creepers pierced his heart he was 
overcome with an explosion of sensation as he connected to every mind on 
the mortal plane. Bright gold light began to pour from his chest as Dream 
began to flit from mind to mind with the speed of a thought. When he 
found that half the mortals no longer possessed any mind, he was taken 
aback as he realized the horrifying impact of what had happened in the 
garden of Destiny upon the earth.  

 
The Mojave Desert, North America 

 
From beneath the overturned jeep, Zoe watched. The zombies were a 

growling melee closing in on Scar and John who sprayed staccato bullets 
into their midst, barely stopping them. They were oblivious to her presence. 
The sun was so hot that the diseased blood made little hisses as it splattered 
on the earth.  

“And at once I knew I was not magnificent” 
The lyric that plagued her thoughts returned, echoing through her skull 

as a solitary tear escaped her eyes. This was the end. They had survived for 
so long only to meet the same fate as all the others.   

Zoe never cried; she never cried all those times her father had hit her; 
she didn’t  cry when her mother, tired of abuse, abandoned her; she didn’t 
cry when she drove a large knife through her father’s chest and watched the 
light ebb from his hard beady eyes; she didn’t cry when he rose up two 
minutes later with dead yellow eyes, trying to consume her; she didn’t cry as 
she ran from the house and halfway across America, sleeping in the cold, 
she didn’t cry when she met Scar and John as she jogged along a highway 
strewn with overturned vehicles, ready to be infected any moment, but she 
did now, thin silver tears full of despair. She could see John through 
cracked glass; his threadbare t-shirt spotted with black blood, his teeth 
bared and white through his thick beard; he had dived out of the roofless 
car before it hit the wall of zombies that had blocked the road. She hadn’t 
been so lucky and the car had pivoted through the air in a weird slow dance 
before she could undo her seatbelt. 

A rotten hand smashed through the glass of the windshield and grabbed 
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her neck. It was the coldest thing she had ever felt, she couldn’t scream, just 
tried to pull it off with her rubber arms. A second dead arm joined and 
soon she felt her body move and the bones in her legs break as she was 
ripped out of the car by the undead. Pain ricocheted through her body and 
she found herself staring into a pair of dead eyes. Before anyone of them 
could move, an unnaturally loud whistling pierced the air. 

A jet is falling, that is what a falling jet sounds like. 
She saw it, streaking across a bottomless blue sky leaving behind a 

cotton candy trail. It was the most beautiful thing she had seen in months 
and the tears came again as they all stood there staring at the sky, the living 
and the undead. It hit the desert with an earth shattering boom and it 
wasn’t until the mushroom cloud bloomed that Zoe realized the end had 
come. White hot radiation spread across the land frying everything in its 
path, reducing Zoe Black, Scarlet ‘Scar’ Smith and Johnny Willis into atoms.  

Dream sighed. 
Humanity had seen it fit to exterminate itself by its own hand.  
 

Lagos, Nigeria 
 
“Ezinne!”  
 “RUN O!” 
Their rubber soles slapped against the hot tar as they swerved between 

danfos fallen on their sides like mutant bees. An angry swarm of zombies 
followed creaking and groaning, black blood oozing to hiss against the road. 
Nneka watched her daughter run in front of her, her once-white dress 
stained with dried blood, dust and sweat.  

She blinked back tears.  
She was tired of running across deserted streets and wild bush but she 

couldn’t stop. Ezinne was her drive. Without each other, they’d be dead. 
She stopped running and hunched over, hands on her thighs, breathing 

rapidly. Her patched Ankara gown was wet with sweat and torn at the 
shoulder. The sun shone, unrelenting like God’s glare. Ezinne stopped just 
as she was about to haul herself up the side of a long white bus completely 
blocking the road. Behind them the groans grew louder. 

“Mummy, are you okay?” 
Her mother’s hair was plastered to her face with sweat, sweat that still 

ran down in rivulets down the sides of her nose. She was shivering and her 
eyes were the color of unripe watermelon.  

“I’m coming” 
They could hear the gurgling breaths of the zombies now. Nneka 

watched her daughter take a flying leap and grab the top of the bus to haul 
herself over. She stood on the side of the overturned bus and turned to her 
mother, beckoning with her hands. Nneka made a ‘go on’ gesture back. 
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“I can see them! Come!” 
She jumped off the bus to the other side, white dress flapping.  
Nneka pulled up her gown to reveal a four inch gash above the knee, 

already turning a sickening green with rot. It was just a scrape of a finger 
when they were ambushed. She could still remember the face of the 
zombie, beautiful beneath the decaying layer of dead skin, her cheekbones 
sculpted, and her eyes wide and gold under raw redness. But with the eerie 
beauty had come disease. It had grabbed Nneka’s leg, her overgrown thumb 
digging into the flesh above her thigh just before Ezinne smashed its head 
with a brick, the skull crumpling like old paper.  

Then they had run. 
Nneka hauled herself over the top of the bus with a harsh groan, her leg 

felt like it was full of molten magma. She cleared it just as the first zombie 
came crashing ungracefully into the smooth roof of the dead bus. They ran. 

“Mummy!”  
Nneka had collapsed on the beach. Her eyes were rolled back exposing 

their inflamed red undersides. Ezinne dropped to her knees and slipped her 
arm beneath her mother’s head. It was cold and wet with sweat. Her 
heartbeat nearly drowned her in its sound. She knew what was happening 
but wouldn’t admit it to herself, the fear was like cold metal in her throat. 
When her mother spoke it was through rapid shallow breaths.  

“I need to go” 
“No. We’ve survived for so long. I need –”, a solitary tear slipped off 

the end of her nose and fell right between her mother’s eyes. She smiled 
revealing bloodstained teeth. 

“I’m sick, Nwa’m . It’s only a matter of time before I die and –” 
“Don’t say it.”. 
 “Let me go” 
“Where?” 
“Away from you. The ocean. It’s peaceful there. Stay alive, biko” 
Ezinne broke down then, covering her mother’s face in salty tears. A 

series of moments flashed through her mind; memories of all their 
struggles. She saw all the moments flash by; her father coming home with 
what had seemed like a fever. Her waking up to her mother’s screams as 
she had caught her father gnawing her three month old brother’s head, 
blood all over the sheets and floors, the sickening sound as her mother had 
hacked into her father’s head with a machete, driving endlessly for days, 
fighting hundreds of undead and running away from more, only to finally 
find the beach and lose her mother.  

“Mummy!” 
She kept her eyes shut for a few minutes; she did not wish to see her 

mother conclude her life this way. When she opened them, her mother was 
gone. She wiped tears from her face and followed the footprints that 
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marred the perfectly smooth beach. She stopped at the edge of the water, 
where waves swished forth and carried away sand in their cold embrace. 
Where her mother’s footsteps stopped, erased by the blue foam. 

She dropped to her knees and could almost physically feel her heart 
break. It felt like she was falling in total darkness, with no idea of when she 
would crash into jagged earth. 

She heard the earth-shaking  thud as much as she felt it beneath her 
knees, It caused the white sand to shift. Like the sound of a falling Titan, or 
of God come to end this all by this own hand, his first footstep moving the 
earth in its heft. Then the wave of air hit, tossing her backwards to fling her 
back into the sand.  

A bright white light filled the sky and lifted the azure sea to touch the 
blue sky, lighting it from within. It was all over, the sea was going to crush 
her and she would be nothing, not even a survivor like her mother had 
wanted.  

In the split second between life and death, a heavy despair washed over 
her. 

From his place in Ezinne’s rapidly deteriorating psyche, Dream’s eyes 
narrowed in frustration. 

 
Tokyo, Japan 

 
Hiro and Kaito walked across the deserted streets of a once great 

Tokyo. Buildings that used to light up in eye-twitching psychedelia stood 
dead and lifeless. The two teenagers cut rather odd figures amidst the ruins;  
Hiro in blood splattered shorts and boots, dragging  a katana  across the 
road, making it shoot hot orange sparks into the air. Kaito, the slimmer and 
taller, in his white shirt (now a dark cream with filth), a bright red wool tie, 
grey slacks that barely scraped the top of his Converse sneakers and a 
Mickey Mouse ‘skull’ where his head should be. He was holding a shotgun.  

“We need to find shelter, fast”,  Hiro spoke, his voice was weak. They 
had been walking for too long. 

“Sure, We wouldn’t want our brains to get completely cooked by the 
sun”. Kaitos voice was weird in the tiny enclosed space. 

“I’m being serious. Take that shit off your head!” 
“Calm down. I was just trying to ease the tension. I’m tired too by the 

way.” 
Hiro grabbed Kaito’s forearms and stood on his tiptoes to look into the 

black ovals of netting that were his eyes. 
“You listen to me. We have been walking for too long, killing for too 

long, being lost for too long. I want to get off these fucked up streets and 
into a quiet place to die.I’m done running, I want to hide. Forever.  I don’t 
want to die like that and become something else, something with no mind. I 
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always wanted to die peacefully like my grandfather. He died staring at a koi 
pond” 

Kaito laughed out loud before talking. 
“I hear Mirai Electronics has the deepest, largest basement ever. 

Apparently, they store monster robots in there” 
“…and it’s right there”. Hiro was pointing at a monstrous metal and 

glass skyscraper that looked like a giant had grabbed both ends and twisted, 
just another abstract in a field of anomalies. It reflected the sun in blinding 
slashes of light and none of its windows was broken; the superimposed 

‘未来’ still intact across them. They walked up to it. The doors of the 
building were gone; shattered to smithereens by the fire truck that was 
parked recklessly inside the reception, leaning slightly against the wall. 
Behind the reception was the elevator. Its doors were missing and darkness 
waited.  

“Let’s go” Hiro said as he led the way over the floor, crunching glass 
beneath his feet. He was about to look into the vacant elevator shaft, when 
an ear-splitting whistle rent the air. The events that followed happened too 
fast for him to process.  

A large white missile shot past the road, riding close to the ground and 
trailing thick white smoke. Kaito dropped his shotgun, dived over the 
reception table and landed right in front of Hiro. His lips were moving but 
Hiro didn’t hear. Hiro tried to move but couldn’t, a line of blood rolled out 
of his nose and down his top lip to splash in the broken glass. He was in 
shock. Kaito jump-tackled him into the gaping mouth of the elevator shaft 
just as reality was shaken and the world went white. 

Dream followed the boys down the elevator shaft, intangible in their 
minds. He observed as they crashed into the floor, raising dust and breaking 
bones. He had felt all the hope in them die as soon as they’d seen the 
Harbinger of Death’s Shadow. He wondered where the souls whose bodies 
were incinerated into their barest compositions went without Death to 
guide them to the afterlife. He made a mental note to ask Destiny of this.
  

Dream retracted from the mortal minds, leaving Kaito, Hiro and 
millions of people to incinerate. He burned with rage from within. 

The other nuclear missiles found their targets, some swooping low to 
the ground like large albino insects of destruction, others falling from the 
sky like celestial beings, to crash to a fiery death on the earth below. 
Mushroom clouds dotted the surface of the planet, releasing the heat of a 
thousand suns, incinerating living and undead. Cleansing the earth. This was 
what the Nuclear Commission had thought when they had turned all the 
nuclear warheads on Earth to the purpose of destroying her.  

Cleansing. 
From their bunkers safe beneath the surface they had all pressed large 
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red buttons in unison. They thought the earth would be rid of the ‘Virus’, 
the Abomination. They thought that when the nuclear winter had passed, 
and when spring had come round again, they would rebuild and life would 
begin anew.  

 
Dream’s eyes opened in the garden of Destiny, their deep gold burning 

with a fiery anger. The crawling bark of the Tree of Life retracted, parting 
from Dream’s skin soundlessly and causing the light in his chest to die. He 
jumped down from where the Tree had lifted him, sinking into the swirling 
mist, and then walked towards the house. 

As Dream entered the hall, he turned to Despair, lifted his hands and 
pushed. A boom resonated through the empty hall as Despair flew through 
the air and was pinned high above the wall behind him.  

“What have you done?!” Dream screamed as he moved closer pushing 
Despair deeper against the grey wall. Cracks began to radiate from where 
his body met the ancient brick and little chunks of rock began to patter 
onto the floor. Dream let him drop, grabbed him by the collar before he hit 
the floor and slammed him into wall again. The House of Destiny trembled. 

“SPEAK!”  
Despair looked confused, like he had become mute the moment Dream 

had slammed him into the wall, but the clearer emotion plastered across his 
deeply bearded face and shining in his eyes, was guilt. 

“If you do not tell me what you did-” Dream pulled his arm back and 
Despair watched it turn a solid gold and just as it was about to come 
crashing into his face, a pale white hand held it. Life, Love, Desire, 
Delirium and Destruction all stood behind Dream, watching in horror.  

They all knew. 
 Dream eased off him and he slid to the floor, gasping for breath. 
“You took the Reaver and killed our sister?” Destruction spoke, his 

voice was raw from whatever form of personal torture he had decided to 
inflict on himself in penance. Everyone stood and looked at Despair as he 
stood. Life looked exceptionally pale, Delirium looked tired and Love and 
Desire held onto each other’s hands. Dream’s anger had ebbed and he too 
was waiting to hear Despair speak. 

“It was I who took the Reaver and corrupted the world but it was 
Desire who slew Death” 
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“And what does anyone know about traitors, or why Judas did what 
he did?” 

- Jean Rhys 
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ACT SIX – FULL CIRCLE 
 

PART I 

 
A gasp erupted from among the Endless the instant they all turned to 

regard the newly-named culprit.  
Desire was not there, and the rest of the Endless looked confused. All 

except Destiny, who still had his eyes on the armored Destruction - holding 
tightly to Despair. 

Dream looked towards the far end of the hall just in time to see Desire 
disappear through the hole in the wall which led to the Bath of Conjuration. 
Gathering his wits about him a moment faster than Destruction, he gave 
chase to the fleeing girl. A dull splash resounded as Desire reached the 
portal and threw herself into the water that was not water. Dream  paused 
for a brief moment to contemplate the escape of the murderer among 
them, just long enough for Destruction to furiously brush him aside with a 
hoarse cry of ‘My honor shall be mine again!’ and dive into the rusty bath. 
With one hand holding on to the edge of the ethereal medium of 
conjuration, he submerged himself. 

Dream looked on, almost stunned. He stared at the clear water in the 
bath, knowing that he would not see the body of Destruction below the 
surface, for the water was only an inter-dimensional medium, and had no 
property congruent to its chemical counterpart in the land of men. 

 
In the nothingness of Nothingness, Destruction found himself alone, for he was 

neither Here nor There, and time meant nothing in this place. A hyperborean frost 
gripped his essence and he shivered. He sought Desire through countless ages in the same 
instant, but did not find the fleeing fool though he felt she was ever close, for she had not 
been gone long before him. He could feel his hand which held unto the edge of the bath 
burning with pain, but it was the only thing which still connected him to the House of 
Destiny and assured his speedy return with his quarry. He could not take the chance that 
Destiny or Dream would attempt a summons before he had located Desire.  

His warrior calm forgotten in the throes of vengeful fury, he put his instincts to work. 
Was it not he who had overseen the fall of Egypt and the Destruction of Jerusalem? He it 
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was who had covered the earth with the object of his trade in order to wipe out the first 
civilizations of the dinosaurs? He was grieved by his deception, and was curious as to the 
manner of its achievement… He felt Desire close by. He looked and saw, and if he could 
have given expression to his feelings in that incorporeal void, he would have smiled 
darkly. 

Inspiration gripped him, and he struggled through the cold of oblivion into the speck 
of light which contained the first century. Desire could only hide not in any temporal era, 
but in the hearts of men. Desire inhabited the heart, as did Destruction; for out of the 
abundance of the heart, the hand works. He would search her out. He would look for an 
especially prodigious manifestation of her, and seize that version. Through the thoughts of 
great and covetous men he roamed, his anger and fervor never ebbing, until he came into 
the mental field of the one called Nero, Harbinger of Destruction, and into the city of 
Rome. There, he roamed the nights like a forlorn phantasm until he arrived at the 
orgiastic ceremony in honor of Mars, the God of War and Destruction. In honor of him. 
At the head of the room was an arabesque throne of gilded mahogany. On it sat the 
Emperor Nero Claudius Caesar Drucus Germanicus whose face contorted in 
unmistakable lust, and behind him, cowering behind the throne, was his quarry. 

 
Dream looked on at the gauntleted hand of Destruction, the armor was 

beginning to react with the medium, as did the hand within it. Destruction 
would lose his arm forever if he did not emerge soon. Such a powerful 
being sans an arm was akin to a toothless cobra, but would be murderous 
to wrench him out before his essence was ready. 

Dream barely had enough time to dodge as Desire helplessly shot out 
from the water and over him. Her lithe body crashed with a dull thud just 
outside the doorway, at the feet of the rest of the Endless. Held tightly 
between the superficially ancient Delirium and the resplendent Life was the 
traitor Despair, his corpulent form saggy. His glassy eyes had a slightly 
crestfallen look mixed with much interest as he took in the events. They all 
stood outside the opening in the wall. All except Destiny, who still stood at 
the far wall of the room, looking on as though in deep thought.   

Dream’s surprise was reinforced by the splashing sound Destruction 
made as his head burst forth from the water. Dream ignored the sprawled 
murderer and helped the seething destruction out of the pool. 

“Hold you rage, brother”, Dream said sternly to the helmet-less samurai, 
“the resolution of this matter is at hand” 

Dream assumed again his solemn mien and stepped over the coughing 
Despair, waiting a moment for the rest of the Endless to move aside, and 
then continued towards the great table. 

 
Of Motives: 
The corpulent Despair and teenage Desire were thrown roughly onto 

the large table at the centre of the hall by the hands of Destruction while 
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the other endless sat down quietly, Destiny and Dream taking the two ends. 
Destruction had completed his regalia by adding his helmet. His expression 
was shielded, though his eyes revealed a barely suppressed fire. 

The two prisoners didn’t struggle, for Destruction was closest to the 
Bath now, and he still had the other Reavers with him. They did not doubt 
his will to use them if aggravated. 

Dream raised his hands high and wide apart. The tattooed sigils which 
represented Desire and Despair flared dramatically, and faded. Then they 
flared again as though unsure. They  glowed an angry vermillion, and the 
light snaked away from his forearms. The wispy forms landed on the table, 
twisted unceremoniously into one and snaked towards the uncertain pair. 
When it got in front of them, it rose like a serpent rearing its head and 
wrapped itself quickly round the two as they sat back to back on the table. 
The light tightened itself round them, pulling them closer together in the 
process, and faded into nothing as Dream put his hands down. The two 
were now immobile, save for their heads. 

“Destiny...” Dream said to his brother who was now approaching his 
seat, “…have you no say in this?” 

“I do not, Morpheus. Carry on in the manner which pleases you. I am 
bound by decrees older than Time herself.”  He seemed almost sad as he 
spoke. 

Dream nodded understandingly, and faced the panting pair on the table. 
“Despair, why did you steal the Reaver from our brother?” 
Silence. The being had a recalcitrant look on his face now. 
Destruction pulled out a Reaver from his belt in full view of the Endless 

and ran his tongue down the flat side of the argentine blade, his eyes 
awesomely murderous. 

“Why did you steal from me?” his voice was soft. Too soft. It was 
obvious he was nearing his limit. More than one among them had 
wondered why he had not slain Desire moment he found her. 

Despair swallowed hard, eyeing the Reaver. 
“It was the bitch who made me do it.” He answered Destruction 

directly. 
‘That wasn’t the question’, the armored inquisitor hissed heatedly. 
Desire chuckled slightly. 
Despair sighed deeply. 
“She came to me some time ago, in Gehanna with a proposal. She said 

she wanted to get rid of Death from reality. She explained to me that if men 
did not fear death and subsequent punishment in an afterlife, they would 
give themselves completely over to their emotions. The way she put it, 
every fulfilled desire inevitably leads to despair when the novelty of the 
fulfilled desire wore off. This despair would pervade until another desire 
took its place. This would be a cycle. And also, she pointed out, the heart of 



61 

man is desperately wicked, so any man who is given entirely to his desires 
and has the means to achieve them without fear of death would surely cause 
others to despair. We would claim them as well. In this manner, we would 
gain power as they manifested these emotions. Or so she thought - “ 

“Thought? She was wrong?”, Life asked with wide eyes. 
“She thought that if men could not die, their desires would perpetuate 

for eternity. Fucking stupid cunt. I knew the truth. She had never bothered 
to investigate the manner in which Death carried out her duties. I knew that 
Death was merely an escape for human souls. With death gone from their 
existence, their bodies would still perish but their souls would be lost with 
no one to guide them to the other side of reality. Souls remain trapped and 
confused in their bodies, with no exit. And so they would become mindless 
animals and consume their fellow men. All who were left alive would be 
locked in a hopeless struggle for their lives they would suffer the most 
powerful form of despair possible – that which comes when hope has died. 
And thus, I would gain power. “ 

Desires’ eyes narrowed to thin slits as Despair revealed his grand 
trickery.  

Delirium sat in shocked silence, her mouth slightly open. Slowly, they 
formulated words 

“But why? All this… for powerings? We have powerings. Why wants 
more? “, she moved her head about pathetically as she looked to each of 
her siblings. 

“Go on. Respond to your sister!”, Dream commanded. 
“Look-”, Despair began 
“Simply put, we all wish to gain more power. You know it just as you all 

know that the more strongly the humans manifest an emotion, the stronger 
we become but you are all so scared of tampering with the creators plan. 
Desire presented me with an opportunity and I took it. I wanted to gain 
power. That’s all there is to it. Now let’s end this. I had a problem, I had a 
solution in sight and I went for it. Any of you would have done the same.” 

There was stunned silence as the Endless considered this horribly 
simplistic explanation.  

Dream snorted. “Greed. A very human emotion. You are weak and 
unfit to stand among the endless. But that is no excuse for your actions. 
You murdered your sibling for promise of power. You will not escape the 
justice of your action.” 

Delirium sniffed loudly. They all looked toward her. The wrinkled old 
woman was rocking back and forth on her immovable chair. Her lips 
opened slowly, and the words seemed to roll out viscously,”Because of 
some bad thinkings and imagination greed, Death is is deads”, fresh tears 
ran down her bony cheeks and onto her garb. 

‘if I did nots have hands weak like this, I will haves steals a reaver and 
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stabs both you’, her tears came cascading down her rough cheeks. 
“You stole from me”, Destruction said matter-of-factly. 
An uneasy silence followed.  
“How did you –”, Destruction began  
The Endless had all turned to Desire, but the teenager had a stubborn 

look on her sweaty face. When she saw Destruction glare at her as he spoke 
with an ill-concealed malice, she interrupted him. 

 “Ah, that’s a story I would fucking love to tell”, Desire interrupted. 
Love leaned forward as though enthralled. 

“It is one I would love to hear.” The stern voice was from farther away 
down the hall. They all turned to see Time.  Even though she no longer 
appeared to be a young girl, they knew it was her. Their mother had 
returned. The visage of a child was gone and in her place, there stood a tall, 
beautiful woman dressed in a roman toga. Her hair was decorated with a 
crown of wild olives. As they regarded her, the space around her seemed to 
move in and out of phase as she walked, so that patches of the space 
around her appeared to hold her image a while longer than necessary as she 
moved. She was in a bad mood. 

“Go ahead, don’t stop on my account, I wish to hear of the manner in 
which you two fools stole a revered object and murdered my daughter. 
Speak!” 

As Desire spoke, her voice dulled of its initial excitement, they listened.  
Destruction listened less than the others. It had all come back to him now. 
He could remember the events clearly enough. 

The second world war of the 20th century that concluded many lives. 
He had designed the manner in which these deaths would be executed and 
left them for his sister to reap but now, his bloodlust satiated; he crept 
through the gates and into the barren, infernal plains of Hades to rest. 
There, in a small cave among those which pock-marked the land, he rested 
his weary form surrounded by the comforting mourns of the tortured, until 
the next American nuclear offensive was ready to begin. There, in the mire 
of slumber, a voice came to him, seducing, pleading. A lost soul from ages 
past, the Queen of Sheba. She was beautiful and forceful and he was 
vulnerable for the first time in countless ages. He felt… an all-consuming 
desire. Desire. It was her. Her smooth hands lifted his helmet off and 
caressed his rugged face. Against his code, his hands came up to her 
waist… 

Later, as he sat still in the darkness, his lust satiated, he deliberated on 
his weakness. A strange feeling of sadness came over him, and he closed his 
eyes as though in absolution. Despair washed over him. 

Despair.  
Over Him. 
That was when it had been taken. It all made sense now.  
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Dream seemed dumbfounded. Life let out a low moan. The other 
beings at the table expressed something, except Destiny and Time who sat 
resolutely stern. The revelation was complete, but now was the time of 
restitution.   
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“Murder is unique in that it abolishes the injured party. In so doing, a 
higher power… has to take the place of the victim and on his behalf, 

inflict punishment, demand atonement or grant forgiveness.” 
- Wystan Hugh Auden  
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ACT SIX – FULL CIRCLE 
 

PART II 

 
“Mother,” whispered Love, “Surely, we can’t let the current state of 

affairs carry on. Something must be done, Right? You can do something, 
right?” 

“All those poor humans deprived of the gift of death, living life as a 
curse now,”  Life had tears in her round eyes. 

“Mother, what happened to those of them whose bodies were destroyed 
by the nuclear fire? Where are their souls” Dream queried as his 
remembered the great fires from the sky with which the humans had 
forcibly invoked his brother - Destruction unto themselves.  

All eyes rested on Time. She was the first of the Endless, and had the 
most responsibility over the course of their affairs. She seemed lost in 
thought, her expressing not hiding the sadness she felt. 

The silence seemed to ring heavy in the quietude of that sidereal hall. 
“Their essences still exist, but they are now hopelessly lost. They are 

wandering spirits. They inhabit trees and grass and stones and dust upon 
the earth, lost and trapped in meaninglessness. I fear we may never be able 
retrieve these souls. It is a great evil that Despair and Desire have wrought. 
An evil far greater than even I can fathom. I knew an event of great import 
was upon us but I could not foresee this, nor can I see where it leads.” 

“What cans we be do for nows?” Delirium asked, the pitch of her voice 
rising with every incorrectly uttered word.  

 “There is only one thing to be done,” Time said with much sadness, 
“We owe our existence to humanity, for we are the colossus in whose veins 
flow through the ichor of their collective existence. Our duty is to them, in 
the end. This matter has only one end in sight, and it requires the doing of a 
deed which has never before been done. And which carries much doubt as 
to its presumed potency.” 

Time sighed deeply, and her shoulders sunk as though she were 
accepting some grand, invisible weight upon them.  

“Destiny, does this matter end well? I am at the limit of my influence 
here, for this event has induced a conflict of interest in my sphere. Reality 
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has diverged and the future to which I am pledged no longer exists. These 
children have tampered with a power they could not understand. If I had 
known the end, I would never have let the beginning occur in the first place 
and let the entire world descend to meaninglessness. Answer me, son. Does 
this end well? “ 

Destiny looked up suddenly, a lost look in his eyes. 
“It ends well … I think” 
“What do you mean, you think?” Time allowed herself a scowl. 
He paused. Uncertain. The rest of the endless held their breath. Even 

Destruction. 
“Just as you spoke, you have reached the limit of your influence. Your 

declaration rang true to me, and in doing so, made me aware that I had 
reached the limit of mine. If Time cannot see beyond the veil of moments 
which will come after this, then neither can I see the course to which they 
will lead in the end. There are now greater than an infinite number of 
potential futures that have arisen. At this moment, I am as knowledgeable 
about the future as you; my book is at an end.” 

He looked away from her gaze after his peroration. He lifted his book 
up and placed it on the table. None of the Endless had before seen the 
Book of Destiny laid open so, but none of them could mistake the fact that 
its pages were empty.  

 Dream felt his mouth go dry. He opened it to speak but the words 
would not form. 

“We will cease all needless deliberation then,” Time cut in,” and get on 
with this solution” 

Dream looked at the two bound culprits on the table with a frown of 
contemplation. 

“Does this solution involve justice?”, he asked. But his beautiful mother 
wasn’t listening. She had her head cocked to one side as though listening to 
a distant sound. Destiny also frowned in consternation. Then the hall began 
to shake very faintly. They looked to the walls as motes of dust lifted off the 
surface and hung suspended. In short time, the entire hall came apart 
before them, crumbling quickly around them but remaining suspended after 
a slight displacement. 

Then it all rolled away. 
They all thought they knew what was coming. The seats and the tables 

beneath them crumbled to dust, letting the two bound ones fall to the 
invisible ground, their equally invisible binds now broken. In another 
moment, they were enveloped by darkness. All of them looked around at 
the void uncertain, but now aware in the most primal of ways that they had 
been summoned for the first time by the creator. 

 
Of Restitution: 



67 

A rumbling noise, as of gentle rolling thunder began, seeming to 
reverberate through the Endless. They listened attentively. Desire and 
Despair had fear in their expression. 

Out of the darkness appeared motes of light. They each floated towards 
the endless like cotton balls borne by a gentle breeze. They floated around 
the gathered siblings and their mother, illuminating their features as they 
came nearer. More motes collected, and the first batch floated on into 
nothingness. Their aura and light gave off a comforting ambience.  The 
voice seemed to come out of that multitude of tiny light. 

Desire. Despair. 
“You have blighted the work of my hands by the harvesting of your 

greed. You forget that the reason for your being is Man, and that to him, 
not me, do you owe your greatest service. You also forget that I have made 
you and bound you in your eternal duty, and that your demeanor comes up 
before me.  The summoning of the Endless was a test and you have failed 
miserably. An aberration have you worked by the plying of your greed, and 
ultimate justice shall your portion be.” 

The speckles of illumination gently went towards the standing 
connivers. Desire and Despair frightfully moved backwards quickly to avoid 
them.  And fell with a unified gasp. 

They did not trip and fall, as one would have supposed. They simply fell 
as though off an invisible ledge in that bleak darkness. The speckles of light 
followed them like hounds. Their screams resounded for a brief time in that 
place that was not a place. And were cut short.  

They were still falling when they opened their eyes. Down, down, down, 
from nothing into nothing. They had been falling for ages, it seemed. For a 
brief moment, all seemed calm. Then desire suddenly began to feel like she 
was being ripped apart. She had never known the ire of the creator, and she 
felt the beginnings of a terrible fear clutching. She also felt… despair. 

He was falling down, down, through the speckles of light. The colours 
pulsed before his eyes. He felt peculiar, distinctly so. In that darkness, he 
could feel nothing. He could see nothing. Where was -?  Then he felt her. 
Falling with him. Strange. He never used to feel her. Not this way. 

Falling down, down, down, they both realized it at the same time. And 
with that feeling came a flood of conflicting emotions. They suddenly 
understood this would be their lot for eternity. They opened their mouth to 
scream in agony. He opened her mouth. She opened his mouth. They 
opened their mouth. They were one and the same. 

Then they landed in the midst of the Endless, in the exact same spot 
from which they had fallen, back on that invisible hard surface in the 
darkness of that darkness. 

As the others stared on at their deformed, fallen sibling(s),A sigil on 
Destiny’s forearm  flashed from beneath the sleeve of his robe around his 
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arm. He lifted the sleeve to regard the skull tattooed on his forearm. The 
sigil of Death. The etching on his skin seemed to assume a life of its own 
and pull itself from the skin, leaving no trace. It expanded in the space 
among them, growing in brightness until it was the size of a man’s head. It 
then drifted solemnly to the shocked teenager and Deaths twin - Life, 
before merging with her chest. She sneezed heavily upon the sudden impact 
and shut her eyes. The Endless accepted what this symbolized. When Life 
finally opened her eyes, there was none among them who didn’t recognize 
the hard gothic stare of their recently deceased sister - Death in them. 

The rumbling noise faded away, and the Endless were instantly 
transported to their original meeting place in the house of Destiny.  

 
Of Sacrifice: 
The toga-attired woman stood in the garden, staring at the giant tree in 

its centre. Its leafless branches hung baleful in the darkness. Just behind her 
stood the rest of the Endless, looking up at their mother and the 
magnificent tree. All except the merged siblings, Despair and Desire. Their 
loud cries could still be heard beyond the closed door of the hall. They had 
not become accustomed to being in the same body. They never would. 

The tree stood foreboding. Time allowed a shadow of uncertainty to 
flick through her features. And not a little fear as well. Dream felt rather 
than saw it. 

“Will it work? It hasn’t been done before, shouldn’t you consult the 
Creator” he asked. 

Destiny cut in with his gentle voice, “There would be no point to us if 
we had to consult the creator to carry out our duties. The very fact that he 
did not do this himself when he summoned us, implies that our dear 
mother has been left to bear this most unsavory punishment as part of her 
duty. It is the price of responsibility. It is a great thing she now does on 
behalf of her errant children. A great penance.” He allowed himself a rueful 
smile. 

“Hush children”, Time said sternly without glancing backwards “we 
have wasted precious moments with conversation. Humanity, as created, is 
at the fringe of annihilation and devolution into meaningless oblivion. I will 
not let this happen. I go now to unwork this evil.” 

With that she stepped forward, and onto a platform. 
Delirium looked on with a glazed expression. Love and life, holding 

hands, watched their mother. She turned around to face them. She was just 
about to say something when the creepers shot out from the Tree of Life 
and penetrated her. Instead of heading for the heart, as the tree would do 
when it encountered an Eternal one, the creepers merged with the veins 
beneath her skin. Every one of them. Soon, her toga was ripped apart by 
the force of the onslaught . And not without a measure of resistance and 
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pain from the trapped woman. The vines drained her blood as the first of 
her screams began, her eyes burning with agony. Love looked on, the 
sacrifice becoming painfully clear to her as it progressed. 

The tree was the connection. Powerful changes or gainful insight was 
facilitated through use of the tree, for it was the connection between the 
ethereal and the corporeal. Time’s potent ichor would go into this 
instrument which was older than even her. The tree communed directly 
with the pulse of the Universe, it was an extension of the creator himself 
and the ichor of Time would be spread over the very essence of the 
cosmos. When the Universe was thus saturated, the healing process would 
begin, as Time, now more powerful than ever would work out the reversal 
of her charge. 

And as this awesome work was accomplished, the sacrifice it would 
demand would gradually became clear to the Endless. They would stand, 
watching their mother scream and thrash restrainedly in agony while 
trapped to the tree. They would notice her skin become deciduous, and 
achieve the dark brown color of the great plant.  Every lock of her hair 
would merge with the giant trunk, and she would seem to melt into the tree 
as they became one. Her screams would fade as she was subsumed by the 
tree. Her lovely face would become wooden in its entirety. Chance, the 
creator, over whom Destiny had no authority had decided that Time would 
be the new intermediary between himself and the Endless.  

Her children looked on. And Destiny wept. 
And so it would come to pass that on the 20th of November, 2016, an 

overweight coroner in Nottingham would examine a cadaver, pronounce 
the cause of death to be a ‘Stab wound to the heart’, and proceed home to 
his wife, arriving just in time for dinner. He and billions of other humans 
would carry on their lives, completely unaware that in another lifetime, they 
were already undead.
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“Art is man's constant effort to create for himself a connection to 

otherworldly things and a different order of reality from that which is 

given to him.”  

- Chinua Achebe 
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EPILOGUE: DREAMSCAPE 
 
 

“Tell me again about this dream of yours”  
Dr. Uwem’s voice was gentle, soothing almost. It reminded Laolu of his 

Grandfather’s.  
“I dreamt of the end of the world. But it was much more than that. 

There were forces I cannot explain, I could feel the emotions. Look, I’ve 
told you all this before. It was not just a dream. I have dreams all the time; I 
know what a dream feels like. This felt like a life. Another life. Something 
more... intense.” 

“I see” Dr. Uwem muttered calmly as he took more notes. 
But he did not see. He did not see at all. Laolu lowered his head onto his 

palm and stared at the wall behind Dr. Uwem’s bespectacled head. There 
was a painting there that was far more interesting than anything Dr. Uwem 
was saying. It was a black and white rendition of an Eastern African man 
staring off into the horizon. The man looked like he was contemplating 
something profound. Laolu wondered for a moment if he could capture the 
essence of the picture in an afromysteric pattern. This simple image could 
be extrapolated into a myriad of thought forms; there would be so much he 
could capture. He smiled to himself.  

“Tell me again about this dream of yours” 
The voice was not Dr. Uwem’s. It did not sound like a voice at all. It 

sounded like the whispers exchanged by cracks in a castle of glass, made 
sentient and given voice. Laolu looked back to Dr. Uwems face but it was 
immobile as though he were caught in the frame of a motion picture that 
had been paused. Laolu rose to his feet suddenly and looked all around him: 
there was a mosquito, frozen mid-flight and a walk gecko that had been 
made wall decor mid-crawl. It was as though the entire world had been put 
on hold.  

“Tell me again about this dream of yours. I wish to hear of this errant 
dream which does have its origin in my will.” 

The old man in the picture was speaking as the black and white portions 
of the picture began to blend into one another and leak from the frame like 
wax melting from the surface of a slowly warming metal. The liquid that 
was the painting pooled on the ground beneath and began to rise. Laolu 
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considered running away from Dr. Uwems office, bolting for the door and 
fleeing the scene that was playing out before him. But he could not. He felt 
compelled to stay. “This must be a dream”. Laolu thought.  That’s right. He 
must have fallen asleep on Dr. Uwems couch and was now dreaming. It 
would make sense that way.  

“You are not dreaming.”  
The rising pool had now become a man and the man was tall, very much 

so. The matted hair atop his head – a primitive afro - touched the ceiling 
and his feet did not touch the floor. Laolu realised that he had no feet 
beneath the flowing cloak he was wearing.  

“You are not dreaming, at least not in the manner which you have come 
to understand dreams. And you were not dreaming yesterday... Or the day 
before that, or even the day before that. For if indeed you were dreaming, it 
would mean I was responsible for the visions you witnessed, but I assure 
you, I am not.” 

“Who are you?” Laolu asked cautiously.  
“Humans! It is your curse to ask even when the answer is beyond your 

comprehension. Can you fathom me even if I chose to reveal myself to you, 
mortal? Can you comprehend? I walk across the dreaming sands under the 
pale moon: through the dreams of countries and cities, past dreams of 
places long gone and times beyond recall. When the first divine idea was 
given form, I was there, waiting. When the last idea is thought, my job will 
be concluded and my kingdom will crumble. I will sweep up the floors of 
imagination, put the chairs of concepts on tables of visions, turn out the 
lights of illumination and lock reality behind me when I leave. I am the 
Dreamlord, I am Morpheus.” 

Laolu snorted, “Err… OK bruv.” 
“Do not mock me, mortal,” The Dreamlord thundered in a voice that 

made Laolu want to cover his ears. It sounded like broken glass screaming.  
“Are you a god, then?”  
“Many have made this mistake. But No. I am one of seven, who are not 

prayed to, who are not gods, who were never men. We exist because you 
know, deep in your heart, that we exist.” 

“That does not make any sense.” 
“It need not make sense. Do dreams make sense to any but they who 

dream them? And even then, rarely so. Now, enough idle talk. Tell me of 
your dreams, Mr. Senbanjo.”  

Laolu took a deep breath before speaking. Despite the strangeness of it 
all, he felt compelled to engage this apparition. The words began to flow 
from him with a strength he did not command. 

“I dreamed of the end of the world. I dreamed of nuclear war and 
zombies and death. I dreamed of a little girl by the beach holding her dying 
mother in her arms and I dreamed of a mass suicide by people trapped in a 
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bunker or a ware house somewhere. I dreamed of poisoned rivers and a 
little girl in red stabbing her sister in black the back. I dreamed of a Monster 
in armour, like a samurai, cutting people down like flies on a battle field. I 
dreamed so many things that don’t make sense, dreams that confused me. 
And they keep coming. They have come every night for six weeks. I am 
afraid to sleep for fear of what I will dream. I don’t want to see these 
visions anymore. Why am I being tormented by things that are not even 
real?” 

“But they are real. They are true. These things have occurred.” Dream 
said.  

“Wait… What? If my dream was true, then what are we…what am I… 
living now? And where is the evidence of these things that happened?”  

“Things need not have happened in the way you believe things generally 
happen for them to be true. Some of the Endless made a mistake that 
precipitated a series of unfortunate events in your world. We have erased 
the results of this mistake.” 

“Wait… you can erase our experiences?” Laolu asked fearfully, the 
realization of what this implied, making itself clear in his mind.  

“Yes. And much more. We can influence your thoughts, give meaning 
to your existence and even take it away. We can do anything we wish with 
your world…within certain boundaries. Unfortunately some of us…” 

“Ah! No. Wait. No. Stop!” Laolu cut in. “Then that means everything I 
know, everything we know, everything we think we know is a lie. It means 
the world we know is as solid and as reliable as a house built with cobwebs. 
It means things I don’t even want to think about. It means that we're just 
pawns. We don't have a clue what's really going on, things like you, things 
that would drive us mad if we thought about them for too long - things that 
are driving me mad now – control our lives.” 

“Be quiet and do not interrupt me again, mortal. You overestimate my 
tolerance” Dream said in a tone that was meant to be commanding but fell 
just short of the mark, held back by some measure of regret for the sins of 
his siblings. 

“Why should I be? You just told me something unbelievable. How else 
am I supposed to react?” 

Dream allowed himself a small smile. 
“Based on my experiences with mortals, you should still doubt what I 

have told you. Most of you never take what I reveal at face value. You are 
an exception Mr. Senbanjo, you accept otherworldly things easily and 
extrapolate their meaning to implications upon yourself. Your mind has a 
special connection to hidden things; this is why you know that the things I 
have told you are true. You know, not with your mind but with your heart.” 

Laolu bowed his head low and stared at his feet as if he hoped the 
ground would open up and swallow him and he would awaken in his room. 
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But he knew that would not happen.  
“What do you do Mr. Senbanjo?” 
“I am an artist.” 
“I am unsurprised.” 
“Hmmm. Tell me something, Dreamlord” 
“What?” 
“Why am I still dreaming of these things if you have erased them?”  
The expression on the sandman’s face changed from one of quiet 

confidence to something more apologetic and rueful. 
“I must admit, I know not the why of this matter. A great sacrifice was 

made to undo these things however, it seems some memory of them still 
remain in your subconscious. I know not why; however I do know how it 
can be ended. That is why I am here.”  

“How then?” 
“You say you are an artist. Create something and offer it as a gift unto 

my kingdom.” 
“A gift?” 
“I am not the first incarnation of the dreamlord. The endless die 

naturally but we always return in some other form. However, with every 
demise and rebirth, there is a diminishing. A loss of cognisance and control, 
there is an aspect of the dream realm that you are bound to. Perhaps it is 
your imagination that ties you to us. I know not for sure, but I know an 
offering to my kingdom will bring peace to your mind. Peace is what you 
want is it not?” 

“Yes.” 
“The way to peace is through confrontation. Create for me, something 

that captures the essence of these dreams.” 
“Oh. Ok then. I will” Laolu said. He hoped that if he agreed quickly, 

this experience would come to a close. 
“It occurs to me Mr. Senbanjo, that mortals underestimate the power of 

dreams. You mortals think dreams aren't real just because they aren't made 
of matter, of particles. I’ve had to reveal to some many of you before - 
Dreams are real. But they are made of viewpoints, of images, of memories 
and puns and lost hopes and things that have power in places that no 
existence can breach. This is why they hold so much sway over you. And 
why even I, sometimes cannot control every aspect of my kingdom.” 

A connection was made in Laolu’s mind and he gave voice to it.  
“I think I understand. It’s a bit like what I do with afromysterics. I may 

be able to capture the essence of the mystery of the African thought pattern 
on  canvas or with ink or chalk but it’s much more than what people see. 
Even before the piece is complete, there is a feeling, a swirling of images 
that is so real I can taste it, feel it in every fibre of my being. In that 
moment, it is real, even though it is not. Like a dream. It is as real as I feel it 
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to be.” 
“I like you Mr. Senbanjo. You are right and you are wrong. Dreams are 

indeed similar to what you call Afromysterics. But only in the way that one 
of your space shuttles is similar to a child’s toy. Nevertheless, I like you.  

Laolu felt deflated. He had thought he understood; that he had come 
upon some great revelation. “Then I do not understand...” He said 
dejectedly.  

“Of course you do not understand, but you should not let it bother you. 
Make me this offering Laolu. Make it and have your peace. Capture for me, 
the essence of a dream. I shall return to you in a dream to collect it.” 

“OK” Laolu half-whispered in response. 
 
“Tell me again about this dream of yours.”  
 
Dr. Uwem’s voice was gentle, soothing almost. Laolu smiled. Everything 

was back to the way it was, normal. In his mind, a sequence of images had 
begun to manifest. Intricate details spanning the collective human 
experience. Forms representing a myriad of concepts and ideas and 
experiences and feelings, all interwoven in an afromysteric thought pattern 
tied to the end of the world. Laolu knew in that moment, before it was 
made real, that this gift for the Dreamlord would be done in ink and on 
canvas.  

He smiled again. He already knew his mind had been set free and for the 
first time in a long time, he was looking forward to dreaming again.  
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“Things need not have happened to be true. Tales and dreams are 

the shadow-truths that will endure when mere facts are dust and 

ashes, and forgot.” 

 -  Neil Gaiman  
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Epilogue: Dreamscape written by Wole Talabi 

 

Story and Editing by 
  

Wole Talabi 
 
 

With art by 
  

Laolu Senbanjo 
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ABOUT FALSE LIVES 
 
 

Thank you for reading False Lives and sharing it with your friends.  
I once found myself wondering about Life and Death and Dreams and 

Destiny and how all these things affect us all. Especially Death. I wanted 
Death to be gone. To die. But then I realised that this is a child’s way of 
looking at death – of looking at a world of powers and potencies we barely 
grasp, much less understand. There would surely be consequences if death 
died. Thus this story was born and it is very loosely based on what is in my 
opinion Neil Gaiman’s greatest work - the “Sandman” graphic novels.  

I wanted to use his characters from that story to tell this story but there 
were many parts missing from the foundation he had laid which I needed. 
So I re-invented his characters and used them to write the plot I had in 
mind but the truth is, although this story is very different from anything 
Neil Gaiman ever wrote, I consider it to be nothing more than Sandman 
fan-fiction.  

I eventually shared the story idea with friends that I knew had a 
fondness for such stories and they agreed to help me write parts of it. This 
‘team’ set out to write the story which you have just read. Later on, I also 
discovered a piece of art by the amazing Laolu Senbanjo which eventually 
inspired the closing of this story. We were all touched by the afromuse.  

This story was a delight to write and a beauty to bring together. We 
wrote about events and concepts that tested our imaginations and 
descriptive abilities to their limits. We hope you enjoyed False Lives (A 
season of Circles.) 

 
 
Wole Talabi 
June, 2012 
www.wtalabi@wordpress.com 
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