The drifter speaks into a voice recorder, his tone deep and raspy. 
‘Day two-hundred and sixty-three since the last sunrise. The Earth continues to spin, and yet no light touches its deformed face. Absolute darkness envelopes the land as far as the human eye can see. Fear spreads through this godforsaken place like an uncurable sickness, rapidly dining on our surviving humanity. An ever-present mist chokes the region in its smoky haze, while the once green grass has long-since departed this abominable rock. This place is nauseating.’
[bookmark: _Int_ZlhqwiJF][bookmark: _Int_zye0gSmG][bookmark: _Int_8IRtB4Yq]Hopping down from the rock he was previously sat atop, the drifter unceremoniously brushes back his mud-brown leather duster coat that snakes down to his heels, providing an opening in which he attaches the recording device to his belt. Venturing onwards into the expansive, empty wilderness, where towering jungles of monkeys and snakes were now terraformed into lowly jungles of ants and spiders, he spies a shape resembling a house in the distance, shrouded in a thick coat of mist. The drifter trudges through the muck for an eternity, nearing closer and closer to the shape. Upon arrival at this herculean structure, the drifter finds himself rather bewildered by its truly remarkable preservation, standing tall and alone in the middle of a vast wasteland. The manor’s appearance stands out, reminding the lonesome vagabond of the old and proper Victorian buildings, once major historical landmarks, now as impressive to most as an abandoned petrol station. Before the drifter, old, crooked steps lead up to a large oval porch, giving way to the door, shaped like an egg. The walls are a peculiar colour of flamingo pink, while the roof presents to the drifter a series of grey tiles culminating in four adjacent triangular towers, each leaning outwards as if brushed aside by a strong gale.
[bookmark: _Int_3hml04yM]No signs of life are apparent on an initial glance, and yet, as the drifter wanders further into the grounds, his eyes, keen for even the most microscopic details, promptly discover that the trees encircling the residence, as a moat would a castle, appear freshly trimmed, as withered leaves gently lie in the oozy mire below. The trees themselves are roughly ten metres tall and umbrella-shaped in appearance, with an abundance of large twisting branches, culminating in a blanket of lengthy, triangular leaves, giving the appearance of a woman’s fingernails. As the drifter approaches one of these innumerable enclosing trunks, he is overwhelmed by the sweet, fruity aroma emanating from its long and spindly arms.
The drifter makes his way to the egg-shaped mahogany door, prompting the doorknob to marginally fracture under the minute pressure he applies. Tentatively opening the door to no resistance, the vagabond listens attentively for sounds of life, veiled behind the lingering groans and aches that echo from the creaky door. Nothing. 
[bookmark: _Int_j1KnXskn]Unrelenting in his curiosity concerning the stately home, the drifter continues to slink inside, narrowly circumventing myriads of clocks and trinkets scattered about the walls of the gloomy hallway. As he nears the end of the seemingly everlasting corridor, a warm glow abruptly illuminates the room ahead, sheltered partially by a half-closed door. Exposed timber beams, suspended above, timidly rattle to the resonance of a jazzy melody that begins playing from the room, compelling countless long-legged squatters to evacuate their hidey-holes and begin scurrying along the shafts. His gaze diverted upwards by this bothersome scampering, the drifter glances back down, discerning the silhouette of a shadowy figure now standing afore the backdrop of the luminous space ahead.
‘Sir, kindly welcome this warning as a cue to leave my marvellous abode, or I shan't grovel at the impending loss of life that will elsewise transpire.’
It was at this moment the drifter recognised that, situated in the right hand of this stranger, was a firearm, more precisely a Webley Mk. IV revolver. 
‘Relax. I just wanna talk.’ The drifter sees no need for unnecessary conflict to arise, opting instead for a more peaceful approach to the regrettable circumstance wherein he finds himself.
‘Talk? Well, I never!’ scoffs the gentleman, ‘for endeavouring to conduct a sensible discourse with one of you heathens is akin to hosting a tea party with an ape.’
[bookmark: _Int_PWLDm1Jb]‘I’m not a raider. Just a wanderer tryna make sense of this mess.’
[bookmark: _Int_Wj0hDQ0l]‘Mm, you do give the impression of being rather literate for one of those good-for-nothing reprobates.’ 
[bookmark: _Int_dRZ1IcCe]The gentleman warily lowers his weapon, holstering it in the cavernous depths of a pocket belonging to what appeared to be a dressing gown, flowing down to his ankles. The man then proceeds to slip back into the room from which he came, leaving the door ajar, as if an open invitation for the drifter to follow.
[bookmark: _Int_XNTiAYMu][bookmark: _Int_ezfrjKw7]The drifter, following in the gentleman’s footsteps, made his way to the door, slipping through the crack intentionally left by the ever more peculiar lord. Upon entry, the wanderer scopes out the large, yet somewhat claustrophobic, room. Everything about the place expels a sense of grand opulence, with spectacular crimson curtains draping from atop each stained-glass window, serving only as a backdrop to an abundance of trophy stands, scattered around untidily, displaying artifacts that vary from one of Napoleon’s swords, to an Ancient Greek burial mask. In the centre lies the curious gentleman, sprawled out onto a lengthy, comfy-looking sleeper chair, closely adjacent to a vintage gramophone, coarsely spewing jazz music, as it falters and stutters. An old-word crystal chandelier sways violently above the pair as it’s recurringly thrashed by ferocious gusts of wind emerging from one of the open windows, the curtains swaying with it.
Presently standing under the warm incandescence of the chandeliers, the drifter discerns further details about the cryptic figure before him. The stranger appears ripe in age, with wrinkly pockets of skin drooping below his eyes, as well as a broad, grey handlebar moustache that must have taken a great quantity of his lifetime to properly sprout. His wine-red velvet robe could now be perceived more clearly, flapping like a butterfly’s wing as it flutters in the breeze, across his suede moccasin slippers. 
The gentleman, catching the drifter’s lowly gaze, raises an eyebrow. ‘I shan’t deny it, I may not boast the vitality and zest I once did, yet that is no just provocation to freely ogle my swollen decrepit remains.’ 
‘How’s this place still standing?’ The drifter edges ever closer toward the gentleman, triggering him to jolt further back into his sleeper chair.
‘Because I take a great deal of care in what is mine,’ the gentleman smirks.
‘Tell me more.’ The drifter grows impatient.
The gentleman hoists himself out of temporary hibernation, now standing face to face with his newly acquainted home invader.
‘And why on God’s brown muddy Earth would I be so compelled to tell you anything of the sort?’
‘Because I’m a dangerous man when I need to be,’ the drifter growls back.
The gentleman scoffs, ‘There is no such thing as a dangerous man, only one ever so less weak as the last.’
[bookmark: _Int_Q61MzoIQ]The drifter inches closer and closer to the gentleman until their features virtually mesh. The gentleman, issuing a wry grin, withdraws.
‘Good sir, let us not get ahead of ourselves - you appear quite positively and categorically parched and starved. By some divine intervention, it so happens I have a roast cooking as we stand idly in nonchalant chatter. Come, accompany me for a leg of lamb and a cool glass of merlot.’
The gentleman, leaving little time for response or enquiry, begins to proceed back into the hallway, with the reluctant wanderer following suit, grumbling under his breath as he does so. 
As the pair depart from the sizeable, trinket-filled chamber to descend back into the wearisome ill-lit corridor, the drifter is astonished to find that the corridor is no longer ill-lit at all, now emitting a radiant gleam, akin to that in a dog’s eyes after receiving a new toy. On the right side of the hallway, iron candleholders clutch onto shimmering wax lights, guiding them directly to a set of double doors that the gentleman sets about entering, as if the walls themselves are holding out a helping hand and bestowing upon him a sense of clairvoyance as he journeys through the antiquated residence. 
Automatically, the double doors gradually extend before them, imitating the sort that had once provided access to a multitude of shopping centres and hospitals, formally dotted around the manor. As he follows the gentleman into the dining room, the drifter peers back, only to ascertain that the doors have sealed behind him.
The room accommodates a lengthy wooden table, embellished with a linen tablecloth, displaying a sun-bleached brown serpentine symbol in its centre. The table leads up to a blazing marble fireplace, complimented further by a further three crystal chandeliers suspended above.
[bookmark: _Int_tgGGUrDk][bookmark: _Int_PQC8N1mW]To the drifter’s bewilderment and the gentleman’s expectation, two lamb dinners sit on either side of the extensive table, accompanied each by a full glass of red wine, as if in anticipation for the duo’s arrival. Taking his place alongside the fireplace, the gentleman signals the drifter to mirror him to this effect, stretching out his arm until it is fully aligned with the spot arranged for him. The drifter takes his place at the table’s foot. Under routine circumstances, the lone wanderer wouldn’t dare ingest cuisine provided by another, no matter how appetizing, without overseeing its preparation personally – but the seemingly all-knowing gentleman was right – he hadn’t a morsel in over seventy-five hours, and the flavoursome, aromatic aroma emanating from the succulent portion of lamb set out before him was alone sufficient to compel froth from one’s mouth. No longer accustomed to dining on five-star hygiene rated à la carte dishes and using oddly shaped metal objects as utensils, the drifter ravenously ripped apart the meal with his bare hands, hastily devouring every last shred of meat in a futile endeavour to alleviate his seemingly insatiable hunger. The gentleman watched, a look of bona fide revulsion overcoming his time-worn face.
As the drifter finishes lapping up the leftover remains of his meal, his eyes catch another glimpse of the serpent emblem residing atop the heart of the table. 
‘That a coincidence?’ the drifter questioned, a feeling of unease washing over him.
‘Ah. So, you’ve seen him too,’ was the cryptic response of the gentleman, now seeming wholly invested in his audience, as he lurches forward, a wide cheshire-cat-like grin emerging on his face.
The drifter, contrary to the gentleman, reclines in his seat, elevating his muddied cowboy boots atop the freshly polished wood. 
‘Kinda hard to miss. Bastard’s clear as day – soon as the fog clears.’
‘Well, in that case you’ve keener eyes than most, my friend. I often find that those who do see the creature seek to disregard its existence entirely – ignorance is bliss and so forth – alas, the truth manifests itself when they take that fateful glimpse into the sunless ether and are struck by a bolt of pure irradiating fear.’ 
[bookmark: _Int_E97fiB4s]The gentleman over-elaborately carves up his final slab of lamb, only to toss it with contempt to the floor. The drifter observes as a scrawny black oriental shorthair cat emerges from a flap in the wall, procures the slippery meat, and briskly retreats with it through the hole. 
Taking note of the drifter’s raised eyebrow, the stranger retorts, ‘pay little mind to old spider, her days of fraternizing with guests are irrefutably days of yore.’
‘You get many visitors?’
‘If I ever did, they were calling for my beloved wife, not I. Since her disappearance, things have been...rather still.’
A near-suffocating silence seeps into the room like a thick sheet of mist on a crisp autumn morning. The drifter hangs in a deep trance for a moment before it is oppressively shattered by the harsh sound of the gentleman’s chair scraping across the floor as he struggles to rise from it, followed shortly by an obtrusive yawn.
‘My bedchamber summons me, I’m afraid, though I’m not whatsoever lacking in empty rooms – that is, if you so desire to rest here for the night. Or day. Who keeps track anymore?’ 
With that, the gentleman exited, leaving the drifter alone once again to bathe in the calm, undying glow of the marble fireplace.
Equipping his voice recorder, the drifter produces yet a further addition to his audio chronicle. 
[bookmark: _Int_eP2bGwU2]‘I appear to have made myself the lodger of some sort of Baron. At present, I’m unsure on the cost of my stay, but somehow I’m convinced his hospitality won’t come without a hefty price tag. Surveying these lands like a watchtower, his manor doubtlessly exceeds the grandeur of any other structure I’ve seen since the first nightfall, while the Baron himself thrives in the quintessence of luxury, outwardly content with the goings on outside these walls.’
Upon placing the recording device back behind his leather duster, the drifter also vacates the dining room, the flames extinguishing themselves on his departure, as if on cue. 
Advancing back down the corridor, the drifter catches sight of a half-closed door guarding a marble spiral staircase. After entering the room, the drifter begins scaling the stairs, paying mind to the emerald-green wallpaper peeling off the walls as he ascends. 
Upon reaching the summit of the seemingly ceaseless set of steps, he finds he has landed himself in a second corridor, a near-perfect imitation of the one downstairs, with minute characteristics plaguing its interchangeability, including a small, scarcely visible bloody handprint on the wall, displaying signs of its attempted removal, visibly to no avail. 
A surrealistic snoring echoes through the corridor, reverberating off the walls, following its repeated emanation from the Baron’s chambers on the far right. 
[bookmark: _Int_pDwQJ1bL][bookmark: _Int_Bpv5o5Bw]The drifter spies this golden opportunity to further explore the branching castle sprawled out before him, each door leading to a room more peculiar than the last. Eventually, the drifter draws in on a library, housing bookshelves darted around for what appears like miles, the end of the library not being in view due to the severe lack of light. Circumventing various shelves and book heaps, the drifter notices how all the books correlate to Egyptian mythology, more specifically the sun God Ra. One of the books stands out to the drifter as, unlike those around it, no dust sits below it on the shelf, indicating it had been moved recently. Pulling it out, the drifter begins to read an early passage, written by hand. 

Day one hundred and eleven of the summoning ritual
I grow tired. Progress has been slow
Yesterday the worm hole demanded a sacrifice and brother Johnathan was the most willing. His sacrifice will be remembered

The drifter skips ahead to a further passage, his curiosity piqued. 

Day one hundred and twenty-four of the summoning ritual 
The serpent grows in strength and, if my calculations are correct, will soon have enough power to join us fully
Once we were many, now we are very few. The serpent required more sacrifices than I could have guessed, and some began losing faith we could pull this off, so fled. Fucking cockroaches, the lot of them

Day one hundred and forty-two of the summoning ritual
This is it. After many sacrifices, the time is finally upon us. Soon enough, the world will be cleansed by eternal blackness. We’ve been made certain that those who remain here shall be protected when the destruction begins, those of us still alive that is.

Day one hundred and fifty of the summoning ritual
[bookmark: _Int_zHG4qczc]The world is about to be cleansed. Remember – light can only be truly appreciated in absolute darkness. 

The drifter looks up from the book to see a large marble statue, now visible as it emits a soft yellow glow, in the form of a snake. Assuming the statue to have some connection to the serpent above, he pushes it with all his might, knocking it to the ground. As the statue collapses, cracks appear along its surface and its yellow aura begins to dissipate. 
Having heard the sudden smashing of the statue from his chambers, the Baron enters the library, gun in hand. 
[bookmark: _Int_9gVVdHGL]“What the bloody hell have you done, you bleeding rapscallion? Do you have any idea what you’ve just caused? The very fabric of this place depended on that statue, and you’ve just gone and bloody pushed it over like it’s a mere ornament!”
The drifter darts toward the Baron, tackling him to the ground and knocking the gun from his hand. As the Baron attempts to retrieve the firearm, the drifter kicks it away from the pair. After a rather long scuffle on the ground, the Baron finally submits. 
“What happens now?” The drifter gets up from the floor, leaving the Baron in a sorry state grovelling at his feet.
“Now? Now it’s coming for us. I suggest you pack up and leave sir, for I wouldn’t want to be present upon arrival. We’ve disrespected it. Angered it.”
“And what exactly is it?”
“A God.”
The floor beneath the pair begins to shake as they rush back down the stairs and into the living room. From outside the window, it becomes apparent that the sky is no longer a black void but as clear as day, the sun shining in through the curtains, illuminating the duo. 
“He’s nearby.” The Baron performs a small ritualistic action with his hands, likely a prayer to some deity or another.
Abandoning the Baron in the house, the drifter wanders outside. The heat on his face is almost euphoric after all this time in the cold. The gentleman follows shortly into the garden where it now becomes apparent that all the trees that previously stood tall had now shrivelled and died, leaving the house seemingly naked and prone to attack. 
A strange noise, like a loud hum, begins emanating from nearby. The Baron turns around only to come face to face with the creature. Its bright yellow eyes distract from the rest of its form, though the Baron partly makes out its long scaly appearance. The creature itself is the size of a large city, its body coiling for miles and miles, with its rear end being out of view. Having gazed into the eyes of his God, the Baron begins to laugh maniacally and, to the drifter’s surprise and horror, takes a gun out of his dressing gown pocked, having assumedly picked it up after their scuffle, puts it under his chin and pulls the trigger. 
The drifter, not usually prone to such emotions due to his hard interior built up after years surviving in the wasteland, is filled with true fear. Attempting not to look into the creature’s eyes, the drifter sprints back into the manor. The drifter flees down the corridor, the serpent’s long coiled body follows suit, obliterating any obstructions in its path. As the drifter reaches the end of the hall, he makes a sharp right into the staircase room. Maing his way up the steps as rapidly as possibly, he resists the urge to turn back, hearing the loud hum edge closer and closer behind him. Upon reaching the top of the stairs, the drifter sprints into the library in a last-ditch attempt to come across something that could stop the serpent. This plan leads to no avail, however, and as the drifter painstakingly scrambles around through bookshelves and chests, the creature’s head makes its way into the library, obliterating various shelves and walls, as it draws nearer to the drifter. 
[bookmark: _Int_M1pfigm6]Tightly closing his eyes, the drifter blindly scrambles for his recording device, managing to find it and pull it out from behind his duster. The humming becomes closer and closer until it becomes so loud it could make any reasonable man go insane in seconds. A long gust of wind can be felt on the drifter’s face, presumable breath from the creature’s large oval voids of nostrils. Shaking with fear, the hum somehow gaining more and more in volume over time, the drifter brings the recording device up to his face, his eyes still forced shut. The soft meowing of a cat can be heard in the background, followed by a loud screech and then nothing at all. 
The drifter speaks into the device.
“This may be my final entry, as death presently stares me in the face. After all this time surviving amid hordes of raiders and savages, it appears I will be going out in a not so orderly fashion. Facing me as I make this entry is not a man but a God. I-I only hope that whoever finds this doesn’t meet the same fate as that self-proclaimed Baron shortly did so, and the fate that I believe faces me in a matter of seconds. Perhaps leaving this world of scum isn’t as horrendous a fate it's made out to be. The sweet release of death will soon take me regardless...and I will be free of it all.”
[bookmark: _Int_f7CX6LK2]The drifter suddenly opens his eyes, staring right into the yellow beams before him. The humming becomes unbearable, causing the drifter to drop the recorder in order to cover both his ears. As he continues to stare into the face of the serpent, his eyes begin to feel as though they’re burning. The drifter slowly removes his hands from his ears and begins to chuckle, then to laugh, then to break out into hysterics. As the maniacal laughter continues, the drifter makes his way over to the bookshelf, watched closely by the serpent, its gaze still matching his. Taking the Baron’s diary from one of the last remaining shelves not destroyed by the snake, the drifter applies the book under his neck at a tilt. Then, after one last look into the creature’s eyes, the laughter stops, as does the humming. Everything is still. Then, without hesitation, the drifter picks his head up from the book and slams it back down with an unworldly level of force, forcing his neck to break and his body to ragdoll to the ground. Everything is still once more.



















































