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her hands), she drags the pleadin€l man by his ankle across the

murky swamp. F{e rnay be dead in the land of the living, but

here, death is a kindness )rolr earn. So his stiff body twists in

the mud as he begs for mercy, filling his gaping mouth with

inkv sludge.

Deatl-r does not look back. She already knows r,vhat the face

rri rlurr looks hke. For she is just as damned as the souls she

retrle\-es.

A thick fog creeps across the decaying ground to crowd

Death's path and choke the man she drags. 'Wading through

the ominous vapor, Death pauses beneath a rotting tree to

drau' a deep breath. The stench of this man's stained soul is

norv mercifully stifled by the sea of fog he drowns beneath.

Taking advantage of the peaceful moment, Death peers up at

the bare branches clawing their way towards a perpetually gray

sky. Gnarled trunks sprout from the muddy ground like bony

fingers to point at the life beyond this glorified graveyard.

Unfazed by the eeriness of her birthplace (figuratively

speaking, of course), Death weaves between the ashen trees

with the thrashing soul in tow. Moss drips from each branch

to slither over Death's shoulders and skim across her brow like

a slippery veil. Like a runaway bride returned.

The Mors r,velcorne home their own.

Dragging that sputtering soul through the cluster of skeletal

trees, Death laughs as she parts a curtain of moss. They do love

to gossip - the trees, that is. Or rather, the souls planted within

them. Some hear onh-
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features. But he wears the face of fear, and that, howe-u,er

tedious, is familiar. 'No one can hear you,' she finishes simply.

The man blinks up at her in terror. 'B-but . . . you can hear

me. . ?'

Death allows herself a moment to pity this soul. 'I am not

lvho you want answering your prayers.'

'With that, she turns to continue tugging her captured soul

to its doom. The tip of that inky sword hangs from her hand

to drag across the dry ground, spitting sparks in her wake. The

man sputters fi'om behind, prompting her to say, 'Don't mind

the bones. I put them here for show.'

'-W-what?' the man chokes out.

'Humans have high expectations for death. For as much as

everyone dreads it, they spend most of their life pondering

the end of it, and just how terrible it will be.' Licking her lips,

Death speaks what she often does - the truth. Death has no

patience for decorum, so she finds that most words her tongue

forms are frank. 'I didn't want to disappoint.'

Mercifully, the man stops his struggling. 'So the bones . . .

aren't real?'

'What a silly question.' There is Death's charming bluntness.

'Especially because you already know the answer to it.'

The soul's cooperation is short-lived.

Sighing through her nose, Death giadly drops the man's

ankle. Ashen trees loom overhead once again, and the soul

blinks up at their mossy branches from a spot well-worn into

the decaying earth. Dee
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And Death cuts through them all - a scythe cleaving through

shadows.

Glancing over a shoulder, she watches her fresh soul search

the cracked earth for his escape. His eyes are alight with hope

as he rakes through the mud, unaware of the dozens beside

him doing the sanre.

Death looks away, dismayed.

They all dull eventually. Isolation eats at the mind, but still,

those unable to accept their fate search for a way out of it.

The constant drone of rvailing souls is a lullaby Death steps

in time to (they often tend to unknowingly harmonize with

their sorrow). Weaving betrveen the milling bodies, Death

scrutinizes each soul, absently counting off the common ways

in which the dead cope.

There is crying, of course. (This is the obvious reaction.)

Then there are the souls who stare unseeingly at the dull sky

above, having been here long enough to lack the energy to

do mr,rch else. And finally, there are those u,,ho have searched

every inch of the Mors for their freedom, only ro have lost

their sanity.

One soul in particular (Death knows each of her victims,

and this wonan has haunted the Mors for nearly a rnillennium)

clar.vs at a lvhispering tree.

'Let me inl Let me in! I know you're in there!'

Averting her gaze, Death strides past the horvling woman to

find refuge beneath a tree of her own. Its whisper is familiar,
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I)eath gasps. Something in her hollorv chest burns.

This demise feels different. Personal. Intimate.

Taken aback, Death furrou's her brolv as she attempts to

deepen her connection to him. Few humans have managed to

intrigue her, certainly none that iooked like him. Not in this

lifetime, at least.

This man r,vil1ing1y tasted death, forfeited his future. And

the Keeper of the Mors would like to knor,v rvhy.

She stands to her feet. Shakes her head. Even smiles slightlv.

Death swore she would die before setring foot back in I1ya.
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