Harmony

It was hard to concentrate with ghost dog howling at the moon.  Not that Oren needed to concentrate very hard.  He was in the throws at the moment, and no force could stop Oren when he was in the throws.

White and black beat downward and upward, the sound flowing like a hurricane into the hallway. Ghost dog was accompanying the melody, waging his pale blue tale in two-four time until a set of shadows fell upon the pair. Twisting around, ghost dog let his teeth bar and a vicious growl slammed discord into the melody, his spectral form balling up in anger.  Letting his hands flow away from the piano, Oren turned. He knew, even before he turned, that they were both there. The hall was quiet now, and dark, illuminated only by ghost dog and a few dying light bulbs offering a feeble yellow radiance. 

From outside, a stray cord of wind slipped into the room, to tear against his face, making his eyes water. His throat tightened, and his mind cried quietly to itself. Still beautiful, both of them. Still damned.


Reaching for his cane, Oren’s feet hit the slick grey carpet too hard and pain exploded through his thin legs. Protectively, ghost dog came to walk by his side, hackles raised at the visitors. 


He searched for a name, and the twins watched his struggle, their faces immobile marble, beautiful but hard. 


“You don’t know who we are, old man,” one of the twins asked, her long black hair hanging low about her calm face, casting shadows over her eyes.


“I know,” he started, nearly tripping over a rough part of the carpet. He tried his best to keep the pain away, but it was so hard these days.


“Lier,” the other one told him, her sweet voice scratchy from being dead and all.


One step. Just one step. And then another. His cane would help. The old wood was oak, and strong. Step by step, he crept forward, ghost dog keeping between him and the two always.  As he walked he wondered why they were in his home?  How could they be?  They moved without moving, flowing neatly closer, making the air grow colder.


As the old man walked, tears coalesced in his eyes.  His world became liquid, trapping ghost dog and the damned in a pool of pure blue sadness that became crystal. His heart struggled to keep beating.  It had to beat, he couldn’t die.  He didn’t want to join the ranks of the damned for his crimes, not yet.  He collapsed atop his bed, his eyes clasped tightly shut. 


Violence exploded all around for one brief moment before an anguished yelp announced that even spirits could be harmed.  Soft and terrible hands began to caress his skin, freezing his flesh.  One had his leg and the pain dulled as the appendage became numb and newly dead.  He breathed in and out, once, twice.  Upon the third, he breathed their names, and everything went horribly still.


A fevered knock on the door woke the old man.  With a sharp creak the portal opened, offering the promise of life.  A face flushed with life and longing was staring wide eyed at Oren.  His mind searched and fell upon his nephew’s name. 

“Dustin, my child,” the old man managed, his chest rising and falling with some effort.  The child stood still.


“Come to me, Dustin.  I need to tell you something . . . something important. Come here, my child.” He beckoned, raising a single hand, bent and warped by the ravages of some eighty plus years.  More claw then anything else.  The child neared, and Oren could hear the footfalls of Lucile and Jack in the next room, banging against the floor.  The sound of their footfalls formed a frantic beat that beconed towards Oren, and he knew it had to be now.

“Come here right now, Dustin.”


“Uncle?” the child had stopped, confusion cloaking his young face.  He must have sensed that something was wrong.  No matter.


“Do you remember the time--,” Oren swallowed and continued,”—the time after Shriver died, and I took you to my piano, and I made a song, a song for Shriver.” The boy nodded his head. “Do you remember Shriver much? I know he remembers you. Do you remember the song?”

Dully, liquid words snapped out of the old man’s faltering voice.


Paws and tale, eyes of dawn


Running and reaching, leaping


Under and Over, Up and gone


Wild Once more, wild once more


The boy came closer, and the old man smiled at last, reaching with his claws, and he breathed out demon breath.  The boy screamed as a thousand hands reached out from the darkness beyond, singing soul songs with the longing that only the dead owned. Dying with a laugh, the old man’s hand went limp around the boys.

Dustin stood there, his great-uncle’s hand still caught about his tiny wrist. Everywhere he could hear it.  Someone was calling his name.  He turned to see his mother and father, staring at the body and the boy.


Cursing to their gods, they plucked the boy from the old man, panic radiating about both.  Oren’s hand fell lifeless, reaching out for something once held, something that would never be held again. 


The music lived on, and the child cried. 


Above his great-uncle’s corpse danced two beautiful women in perfect harmony, prancing with a fevered pitch.  They were dragging something between  them while they danced, something that seemed familiar.  The something screamed out Dustin’s name.

“Dustin? Dustin!” Someone was shaking Dustin, but he couldn’t do anything but look up at the ceiling and listen to the sound shrieking monstrously everywhere at once. The something was very familiar. 


“Oren. No, don’t hurt him,” the little boy managed.  Someone patted his back, but the dancer’s merely smiled and continued rending the old man’s soul, which ripped easily with many a damning shriek.  At last they finished their fell task, and their beautiful terrible eyes fell upon the child.  Flashing divine, hellish smiles, the two women looked at Dustin.  They pointed downwards with soft delicate hands.


“Child of the blood, know thy gift continues, but know always the price.  Know the name of harmony and discord.  And know thy time is soon.”

Time slipped and fell, and chaos flashed madly in the air before the melody softened.  Dustin came to in his mother’s arms.  She was saying something.


“I’m so sorry.  He should have never seen that.  No child should have to see death at such a young age.  Oh, I’m so sorry.”


He was back home, in his room.  She patted his head, gently.


“Oh, everything is alright. Hush.” She wrapped a rosary around the head board of his bed, kissed him once on the cheek, and told Dustin that she loved him.  The child lay still for sometime after she left, but couldn’t sleep.  It was nearly night time, and the visions haunted his young mind.  He wanted to tell someone, but how could he ever relate what he had seen?  Who could possibly understand it? 


With the same loneliness as the stars have, trapped in seas of infinite darkness, Dustin reached outwards to pluck a thin flute his great-uncle had once given him.  With a sigh, he began to play the notes to a song that his great-uncle had once played for him. 


It wasn’t long before soft ethereal ears poked out from underneath his bed.  He looked downwards, and cried.  The door almost immediately banged open, his mother standing there, panic on her face.


“What’s wrong?”


“Nothing. Shriver’s woken up!”


Grinning, eyes wide and full of the song, he pulled the flute to his lips again, and breathed out with the song of life.

