Corrections will be in red

Comments in the box

I was born from Chaos, the deepest void of space.

Eyes focused on me, eyes that would burn my mind in my dreams. The fierce pain that echoed through the glistening beads
 wrenched my heart from my chest. Strange metaphor, yes, for someone with no heart to destroy. 
I sighed, the ground rumbling as though the stormy sky had flipped upside down and lay beneath my feet, threatening to open and spill rain toward the heavens. The creature shook, his massive body writhing. Physical pain? No of course not. He was not hurt. Only on the inside, only from what we all cried for in our sleep. 

“And you are sure that such a companion would heal your wounds?” my voice echoed across the landscape, overpowering the roar of the waves against the sand. “I cannot make others like you, they will appear in their own time,” I reminded him, running a hand through my moss covered moss-covered hair. 

“Everyone is afraid of me,” he whispered, his throaty voice far less powerful than my own. 

“As they should be, since that was the way you were created. To protect,” I replied. He nodded, tears threatening to pour forth from his eyes, to bless my feet, my sacred ground with his holy water.

“I wish not to be alone,” he said, his voice strained, near breaking. 

The pain in his eyes grew, piercing my body, careening toward my core. 
“As you wish,” I commanded. At my signal, a crack ripped through the air, the sound shoving its way into the far reaches of my home, of my being. Sparks flew before my eyes, making the landscape shimmer as though glitter had been spread across the ground. Smoke rose from the sand before my feet, and then, She
 appeared. 

I created the land and the mountains. 

Her hair wound down her limbs, branches of appendages coming from her trunk. Dark skin, the color of the rich soil I had mothered, wrapped her body. Her eyes stung me, the pale irises with a pinpoint of black at the center, inheritance of the black void from which I’d sprung. The being’s sleek body, which stood upon two legs, bore little or no resemblance to the fins and pointed head of the shark king. 

“Carchar,” I whispered, addressing the slippery creature before me. “This is Sapia. While you rule the sea, she shall rule the land.” My own voice sounded hoarse and I spread out across the sand, my physical being shifting like the grains beneath my feet. I was everything. The sea, the sky, the earth, even the breath that issued from Carchar’s mouth. 

Sapia’s slim fingers traced the tip of Carchar’s head, another pain striking throughout my entire being like a dull hammer. A smile spread across his teeth, their sharp points glistening in the light. She smiled back, her own square teeth shining. He had found his own. He was whole again and she did not fear him. 

I created the sea. 

I might not be a physical being with a definitive shape, but I do have my own needs. Carchar is my protector, my angel. He provides for me, and thus for all of Earth. As predicted, more of his kind began to appear, joining forces to preserve me. The same such event occurred with Sapia. They balanced one another out, perfect harmony of land and sea.

Angel, protector, safe keeper, guardian, were words I often caressed him with, but these words would not be used by others to describe him. Une monstre, the French would later call him. El Diablo, some would even make that connotation, that stretch. But they would all be wrong. There was nothing malicious about him. His appearance, manufactured to only prevent others from harming me, would be his end. I just could not or refused to foresee the consequences.   

I created both him and her. 

Although Carchar and Sapia could not communicate as I could, their minds were attached by an invisible twine of string, stretching any distance, yet keeping them close together. They could speak to one another in a way no others could. Their hearts were open, their feelings full. I would watch them from afar as Sapia would wade out into the water to meet him, running her hands over his smooth shark torso. 

The sea, however, was Carchar’s stronghold, and he owed a sworn duty of protection to both me and the water in which he swam. Each day, he would to leave “would leave” Sapia on the beach, her pale irises watching blankly as he swam away. The hurt in her eyes was unmistakable, for as soon as his fins disappeared beneath the surface, a fresh glimmering of tears would glaze over her pupils
. A chill would penetrate the very edges of my being whenever I gazed at those dark holes. Gaping eternities eternity’s of nothingness, reminders of the reality of our true surroundings. 

Unbeknown to them, I would tap into their private line, if you will, to try and understand who they were when they were together, for I could only observe so much. 

“What is it like to swim?” Sapia asked during one of their encounters, her hair brushing across Carchar’s skin. She squinted in the sunlight, her dark skin glistening in the bright glow. Carchar smiled, his eyes squinting closed. The water left wet streaks across his skin as the tide came in and out.  

“Freedom,” he whispered back. Her eyes glanced at the expansion of blue before them, her wants written across her face.  

“Can I come with you? I want to be where you are,” she said, her voice breaking. She lifted her hand, trailing a few fingers in the water. “I cannot stop thinking about it.” 

“You can come into the water and then go back on land,” Carchar said, but Sapia shook her head. 

“It would not be the same. I want to swim like you,” she said, but Carchar shook his head. She sighed, “Then come on land. I am tired of being separated from you for so long. Gaia gave you powers, no? Become human with me
. Stay with me,” she lifted her eyes from him, tracing the outline of the sunset. “Forever,” the word came out in a whisper. 

“No,” he said, his voice laden with sadness. “I cannot. I am bound to the Earth, to protect her. The seas would be without their king, without order. It is something I cannot do.”

Sapia’s eyes blazed as she retracted her hand from his skin as though she had burned herself. “Why? Do I matter so little to you? You love that old woman more than me, “no need for the comma after ‘me’ plain period works better” ” Her lips curled back from her barred teeth.

“You mean the world to me,” he replied, reaching his fin to touch her skin, but she moved away from him, the grains of sand sifting underneath her weight. He looked back at the water, the ocean calling him back to its coral decorated bottom. “I’m sorry. I have to go.”

“Duty calls,” she replied bitterly, crossing her arms in front of her chest as she stood up. I could feel anger coursing through her veins as she stared after him, one of her feet half bathed in the blue water.   

Branches rustled from the spot a few feet away from her and Sapia turned her head, still unmoving. A woman, a few inches shorter than the Queen of the land, bowed her head, prostrating herself on the ground. Hair like wires stuck out from her head, touching the sand beneath Sapia’s feet. 

“Call a meeting, I have an interesting new development to discuss,” Sapia instructed. Shivers ran through my body, her cold eyes piercing through all of my being as she gazed at the ferns and plants around her. Her mouth pressed into a thin line as she stomped into the forest out of sight.   

I am Gaia, Mother Earth.

Curious to know what Sapia was about, I followed her to the meeting place. I was the wind that brushed through her tangled curls, the very air she breathed, yet she paid little attention to me, oblivious to my presence. She would just brush her hair back into place, her eyes set resolutely to the place where the village would be. 

A large clearing opened from the forest like a gaping mouth. The grass beneath the humans’ feet had been squished to the ground, trodden by too many steps to stand upright, to hold its own weight. 
A few dozen humans stood before us, their black hair sweeping down their shoulders, scraggly, twisted. Their eyes gleamed with a thirst I had yet to understand. I crept past them all, taking in what I had created. Unease flowed into my mind. Tension wafted in the wind, blowing north then south, but never growing any less. 

Sapia stopped in the center of the clearing, beckoning everyone toward her, her black eyes glinting in the sunlight. “Today,” she shouted, her voice bouncing off the tree trunks, sending birds flying up through the canopy of leaves, “a crime of the most grievous nature was committed against us, my brothers and sisters.” She swept an arm to point toward the sand, her finger jabbing at the air.  

I watched in horror, wondering as to what she would claim. “The shark king has turned against us. He is greedy; he wishes to take the land from us, to rule the entire Earth.” A hushed murmur fell over the crowd, the frightened whispers echoing in my hearing. 

“Death to the sharks.”

“We cannot be killed, we must retaliate.” 

A satisfied smile twisted across Sapia’s lips as she heard the very murmurs I feared, the very murmurs that caused my core to sway like a leaf in an autumn breeze. 

“The time is now, before they come for us and tear us piece by piece. Vanquish the sharks!” Sapia shouted. The crowd cheered, their voices an anguished cry for blood. I could not stand such a spectacle, such vengeance against the only guardian who cared for me. I turned my back, hurrying toward the shore. 

“Carchar,” I screamed through every molecule of the water currents, but there was no answer. I crumpled into a heap, the water lapping against, with, and for me, a never-ending pattern of right and wrong. 
How were they to know which was which? Not even I could understand. 
I live and die as Carchar wills. I am his responsibility.
I watched in horror as boatloads of humans trespassed on the water, crossing the boundary between the land and the sea. They brought vicious instruments with them, instruments of torture, ready to skewer any life form they could find. I could do nothing. What would a whisper of the wind do to them? Could it change their minds? Of course not. No, their smiles stretched across their faces, tilted downwards, their eyes blazing with hate and anger that even I never believed could exist. I turned away, not wanting to bear witness to such a horrible spectacle. 

Start new paragraph here. The sun hung low in the maroon sky as night approached, the very symbol of Chaos. I had no way of knowing what crimes he had committed until the limited light of the moon shone on the returning warriors. Blood, not their own, streamed down their torsos, shining across their lunatic expressions. In their murderous and guilty hands, they carried fins, cut roughly on the bottom, the jagged edges driving right through my being. They lifted their prizes high in the air, a bellowing cry of not individual men, but of a group acting under one guiding power, acting as an entity screeched through the evening air. The shrillness buried itself in my mind, as permanent as the ink of a tattoo, writing pain and destruction across my being. 

Uneasiness was far from the appropriate word to describe the injustice I felt in that moment, for it was the moment I realized the world I had created was unraveling. Sapia’s glimmering eyes smiled at her soldiers, but her jealous appetite for revenge was far from satisfied. 

“The king?” she asked, her gaze lingering on one of the fins, droplets of blood slipping off the skin. The blood pattered
 onto the sand, staining it with red dots.

Her people shook their heads. “He is far too powerful for us,” they said, but Sapia understood that something deeper lay in their quivering gazes. 

“You fear him?” she whispered, her tone sharp like the edges of the blades her people carried. 

 Not a sound penetrated the night. New paragraph here. “Yes,” one unlucky soul whispered. “Even the ones we killed were threatening. Their appearances terrify us.”

Sapia’s voice shook as she looked at the poor young man. “Fear is not tolerated. Make it your motivation if that will make you kill them.”

“They kill because they cannot understand these foreboding creatures, these protectors,” my voice whispered through the night. Sapia flinched, waving her hand in the air as though brushing off my words. 

“Boil the fins, and then drink the water. Their magic will help you be strong, will help you overcome your fears,” Sapia said, her eyes flitting from face to face.  Her people bowed, pressing themselves against the sand, the blood of my young guardians mixing with the sacred ground. I whispered a prayer under my breath, wishing all the murderers’ victims a permanent resting place in paradise with the gods for whom they served. The sharks were the real gods in my eyes and they truly belonged to rest amongst their own kind. 

He was misunderstood. 

I could sense change. It was in the air, the soil, the water. I began to grow weaker. I could no longer whisper through the wind, coax the waters to rise. Chaos enjoyed such a display of my weaknesses. I wished to fight against the destroyers, but I could do little and as I became sicker, I realized that my death was fast approaching, a piece of me dying each time a shark was dragged from the sea, naked without his fins. The sand on the beach had turned a permanent red, dyed by the constant throbbing blood of my poor sons, those who kept the world alive.

Sapia watched from her high towers of sticks and stones, a smile fixed on her thin lips. Yet every time Carchar’s body was not found amongst the dead, her grin would disappear, her eyes hungering for more. 

“Kill them,” she ordered. Her people complied, bringing more and more from the sea that I even thought existed. They were slaves to their fear, to their belief in magic, to the duty of their Queen. As those who ruled the Earth began to disappear, others, more savage and disorderly took their place. The seas ran amuck, fish fighting with one another, the food of the Earth slowly disappearing. Chaos would have been proud. Anarchy ran free, even among those who appeared civilized. I could think of nothing more chaotic than the blood lust of the humans, their want to murder, to cut. Their orderly and group hatred scared me the most, for although they appeared organized and humane, they were far from such. They were killing me. 

He was feared. 

Many days passed until I heard Sapia’s voice ring out through the trees, bringing me from the dark abyss that now encompassed my life. The sky above had turned stormy, churning with unsung feelings of electric hate. I focused on her figure, the line that connected Carchar and herself glimmering in the lightning-struck beach. 

“I will kill him myself,” she yelled, pushing aside her people. “You are all incompetent. He is the last to die, the last to make a stand. I must kill him.” Pain glittered in her eyes, the irises hard and cold like pieces of flint. She closed her eyelids, the wire between the pair becoming taught. I had no energy to read her thoughts, but there was no need. She called him to her, the ferocious energy spinning from her core. 

His fin appeared on the surface of the water and my breath caught in my throat. His sober face lifted toward her, his black eyes searching her features for what, I did not know, for he knew enough not to look for compassion or mercy. Gashes stretched across his skin, slashes of red that looked out of place on his once silver armor. He looked tired, like me. 

“I know what you are here to do,” he whispered, his voice barely audible. “Take me. It does little good for me to beg to be spared.” He gazed at the armed humans before him. 

Sapia hissed. “You kept your magic from me. You did not love me. You loved her. The one you were built to protect. Now though, you won’t be able to. She is far beyond repair, “period instead of a comma after ‘repair’” ” Something tugged inside me as I watched her step close to him, barely inches from his dying body, but I forced myself to watch him. He deserved at least some compassionate audience to his end. 

A flash of silver glinted in her hand, the knife smiling at him. “Take good care of her,” he whispered, “For you are relieving me of my duty and must assume my place.”

“Pah,” Sapia spat. “I accept no such duty.” Her eyes flickered as she brought the blade down in one movement, spearing through his heart. Pain shot through me, the dagger entering my own core, both my blood and Carchar’s soaking into the sand at Sapia’s feet. I gasped my last breaths of air, watching as she stepped away, her eyes looking up toward the sky. The planet was condemned as all hell broke loose from the tormented clouds. She was not worthy of something that she could not care for. I gazed up at Chaos, knowing the single flickering light of hope had been extinguished in a society ruled by anarchy. My surroundings returned to the darkness from whence they had sprung, but just as I inhaled my last breath, I knew that someday, maybe, others would rebuild me. Maybe. It was all a matter of will. 

Ignorance inspired his death. And mine. Let it cause no others. 
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