Elliott’s body lies on a gurney in the county morgue. There is a tag attached to his toe stating he was dead -on -arrival. A black cat with a jeweled collar pads across the floor of the morgue. It looks around and then jumps up onto the body. It arches its back and lets out with a horrible cry. The air in the room shimmers as the beating of insect wings is heard. The cat lifts its head up and turns to face a glowing aperture that has suddenly appeared. The hand of death descends into the room. She is beautiful, radiant as she approaches her pet. The jeweled collar sparkles on the feline’s neck.

Death walks over and reads the tag on the body in state. She throws back her head and laughs. It is a deadly sound and the cat leaps from the body and races away into a corner of the room. The black cat watches Death from behind the safety of a metal table.

“Do not fear my friend,” Death says. “The one who lies before us is the voice of the soul I once told Anne I had heard. It was a call older than time, so very, very tired.” She removes the D.O.A. tag and it flutters slowly to the floor. Death picks up the cat that is rubbing up against her leg. “This soul is an ancient one indeed for it is the essence of the being Mors, the Roman god of death. I had known him but once.”

“Come my pet, we must take our leave now,” Death says. “The others have failed and the twilight of the gods has begun.” The room is empty and the silence she leaves behind is as deadly as death herself.

As he talks to William, explaining what has occurred; Mark suddenly feels a strange weakness course through his body. His face turns ashen and he staggers back, falling down hard upon the floor. Denise and William run over and gently lift him up, helping him back to the sofa.

“What happened? Are you okay?” William shouts. Anne hears the commotion and comes hurriedly down the stairs. She races over to the sofa and pulls Mark close to her as she removes his dark glasses. She runs her fingers through his hair.

“Mark, please say something, anything at all!” she screams. He opens his mouth to speak but the voice that speaks isn’t his. It is the voice of death talking.

{“I have taken the soul of the first god and Ragnarok, the apocalypse of silence has begun,” Death says. “As was written in the tome of Gotterdammerung the gods will now fall and the dark one will reign supreme. You must slay the one who comes before the birth of the second son.”}

