Forms of Hate

He watched them all with his demon eyes. The shadows flashed faster and faster and their mouths spread with infantile smiles. It wasn’t that he hated those smiles, so much. Oh, no no no! It was that his eyes hated those smiles. The cave was pleasant enough, and those smiles, if viewed right, probably were pleasant to. They were smiles that could say a lot: smiles that could say hi mom, its good to see you. Smiles that could say the economy will improve. Smiles that said it was fun to go out into the forest. Smiles that said my job is tolerable. Smiles that said go Democracy, or smiles that said yippie for communisim, or faschisim. They were smiles that said you are my soul mate. They were smiles that said that was a beautiful sight. Smiles that said God is good, God is great. Yeah, yeah. Smiles that said so so much more.
They were smiles generated in a cave while the people watched shadows that he had made. His demon eyes flashed, and he moved to move the shadows.

Here a smile flickered. What do you mean you don’t want to be my soul mate? What do you mean I don’t have a job anymore? He watched, but it wasn’t enough.

He tried again. One smile crumpled as its owner realized that he was mortal. Another fell off of his perch to fall to the floor. It still wasn’t enough. Far to many smiles yet. So he gave them fire, he gave them fate. Lightning now lived crackling within the confines of the shadows. War exploded across whole nations of shadows. Great diseases withered away some shadows. Everywhere he told the shadows to sing death death death in a macabe voice that made the demon eyes split open in a wicked grin.

They were frowning, crying in the cave.

The evil deceiver was pleased, until, smiles again began to break out. He watched those smiles with his demon eyes. He watched them all with his demon eyes. The shadows flashed faster and faster and their mouths spread with infantile smiles. It wasn’t that he hated those smiles, so much. Oh, no no no!  

