
                                                                      The Last Supper

    There once stood a house on a misty lake. It was built on a hill that tapered gently down, until the cloudy water devoured it. If one stood at the limestone steps into the depths, foggy islands could be seen in the distance. From about that far beyond the land’s end, the lake summoned wind.  It angrily bombarded the house at all times of year, as did the rain clouds that draped the sullen sky. The tapping sound of tin echoed throughout the old house as the wind rapped on the broad windows facing the lake. 


    Below the tapping and nearest the rapping was a large room, one that encompassed at least half of the house’s main floor. Half of it served as a dining room, and the centerpiece was an oaken roundtable draped in a lace cloth. The dim yellow light of a chandelier lit and colored the room. A cloudy twilight appeared through the windows facing the table. A figure was carrying various food dishes out, gently settling them on the table. The wood floor planks creaked with each hobbling step it took to the kitchen, to get more of Sunday’s supper. After the ghostly caterer had finished setting the table, others of its kind began emerging into the room. Each had a shaky mechanical gait, as though they were ancient machines that had gone without use for ages. They sluggishly sat down at the table, and at their empty plates. In the hollow recesses of a foggy evening, it was time for the gathering of liches to dine. Allow me to tell you how this instance of decadence unfolded differently from the rest - for I was the lone witness!

     Half a dozen of the undead family filled the room, slinking forward over the roundtable. Dishes were passed around, and after each had its plate-full they began their meal. Delicately and slowly like a spider spinning its web, each devoured. Once in awhile one of the decaying bodies would break away from its mechanical routine and say something in an attempt to raise the others, but silence swept the words away. Instead, the hollow clanking of kitchen utensils did the talking while their puppet-masters stared blankly at the ceramic plate stages, occasionally looking outside the broad dining room window onto the lake. 

   Perhaps you wonder what the dining area shared the room with. There was in fact plenty of room for a living room area. Divided by a set of antique couches, it was furnished with a tattered carpet, a television, and worn old chair. They once belonged to a ghostly apparition. It’d been awhile since his living form graced that old chair which practically swallowed him every time he sat in it. My eyes saw last a frail old man; when I studied his face, I saw cracks, wrinkles, pain, frustration, and all the colors of life’s rainbow. And, with the gatherings of each Sunday, it seemed like he left his sickness to spread. Or, at the very least, it was hereditary.

   In his latter years, he took a liking to muting the TV and sliding back into his throne. After a stroke toppled him, he slowly dissipated into nothingness. Soon, the kids from the trailer park next door were allowed to run freely in the house’s yard without interruption – there was no more vain yelling and rapping on the window from the old man, usually along the lines of “Get out of here, you’re not supposed to be here!” His sternness was authentic enough to show he’d been used to it himself. He held many a job during his life where “do” and “do not” reigned over the workers’ lives. At the same time, he raised five children under his choice confinement, using his fists on them and molding them to do as he wished. This family moved constantly, bending to the world’s demands like a bridge buckling under its own weight.

     After the kingpin withered away, the transformation throughout the family began. The elaborate picture that the old man had painted began to bleed together, turning a dull gray. Like him, his spawn depended on dependence, and it was far too late for any of them; they were broken many times over by the constrictions of their world. His wife, though, took it especially hard. Many saw her living shell and dismissed her as a jolly old woman. However, this was a simple lie. She’d reformed herself many a year ago, back when the old man was still healthy and in his golden years, and their sons and daughters were doing quite alright. The wife, though, was just farther along the track than they were – all would reach her point. She truly began dying as soon as her husband left. I could see it in her eyes every time she brought out Sunday’s dinner and placed it on the oaken roundtable.

    All seemed lost. The old man was decaying in the earth, and he left behind sons and daughters who were falling to pieces. These machines were growing old, and they began to break down and rust from the world’s increasing demands. However, from the clouds reached the hand of God to take theirs, as God did their mother’s so many years ago. Quite an opportune moment for these sickly souls! “Holy be the Father in His ability to construct us!” they all agreed in their newfound life.

    However, this newfound peace was no more than the surreal silence of the storm’s eye. They all began to see – as he withdrew his hand back into the clouds, each one of the old man’s kids found that God was, in fact, “God”. That said, “God” and the world destroyed them again. With that, they finally began to fade. 

    They hadn’t faded completely just yet though, as I was sitting among them. Each moment had them sapping my energy and my life.

    Without notice, I was looking at Grandpa’s TV and chair for a good few suspended moments now. So it dawned on me - I could now see that Grandpa had forsaken his religion, his rights and wrongs, and his self-made constrictions long before he died.  By the time his spawn made Grandpa’s realization, their will would be long gone too. Instead, their puppet-masters would cut the strings only when each son and daughter could do nothing even when freed.

    I nodded my head up from the dinner table a bit. Noticing the movement, each conspirator eyed me with their hungry, hollow orbs. As I surveyed each one, I saw ravenous wolves advancing for the kill. 

   Static and a hissing noise began to drape all but the table and its occupants.  Soon, I could see nothing but squirming figures trying to twist free of their physical confines. The face on each was an expression of endless sorrow. Piercing screams roared in my head, and the family’s true apparitions broke from their worldly shells. Each lent a hand toward me, implying that I must… join?

   I jarred myself away in a gesture of resistance. Anger began to show on their faces, mixing with their agony. Each spectre reached toward me with wretched, bony fingers. They dug into my body at once and began spreading their disease. Paralysis conquered my form as I looked down at my hands. Crimson poured out from under my palms as the skin shriveled and died. One final scream from the decadent chorus crescendoed in a deafening boom, and then there was blackened silence. 

    Returning to my body, I found my fingernails digging into the table. I could see each of the family in a pale-grey palette. Mom – her past had done her in… Dad – his will to fight the world was gone… Grandma – her home-cooked Sunday dinners had failed to satisfy her appetite for a long time… and the others’ stories were no different.

   Everybody at the table peered up from their plates at notice of my actions. I saw the epitome of pain, suffering, and sorrow in all of them. They wanted to keep me, knowing the agony wouldn’t be so bad that way.

    Pushing back my chair with a screech, I rose. Slowly at first, I slipped away from my seat. Their eyes followed my every move. The conspiracy was unfolding. I walked over to one of the old couches, rested my arms on it, and simply stared at that old chair. Behind me, it felt almost as if each of the family were about to implant a knife in my back. Nobody moved, and the moment was suspended in silence. A shadowy figure began to swell and flutter in Grandpa’s chair – its owner. Looking at me and nodding, I knew his thoughts were mine. With that, he spoke but one word, and it was like heaving wind:


”Go.”

He disappeared, and so did I.
 

