
A New Perspective 

In the cold and the dark, Basil rested, his family surrounding him and giving him great 

comfort. It had been a hard life, but now, they were in heaven. Peace and security cradled them 

in its cool hands. His prayers having been answered, he looked forward to an eternity of rich 

reward. The hum of a distant liturgy lulled them to sleep. 

The sun rose quickly in the firmament. Heaven’s white walls gleamed with a perfection 

that only a god could fashion. Warm air flowed over the family and a god raised them to a higher 

plane of existence. Though not as cool and sterile as the heaven they had just experienced, the 

wood was warm and natural. It smelled of rich spices and it made him long for his days in the 

fields. There was a chaos of noise about, but they remained serene in their beliefs and knew their 

gods would care for them. 

But something was wrong. The great gods did not treat him with the mercy and 

gentleness he had been led to expect. They had choked him with icy water, violated him with 

coarse hands, and put him in a huge pen with his family, like livestock waiting for the slaughter. 

One by one, they were removed and those that remained could hear the screams of misery and 

torture echoing off the silver walls. These gods were brutal and cruel. They delighted sadistically 

in inflicting pain and sadness. They had promised heaven, only to snatch it away, only to crush 

the dreams of the dammed. 

He reached for the opening, but it was too late. They had him cornered and their long, 

metal, spindly, fingers came down and snatched him up, ripping him from the warm embrace of 

his family. He lost consciousness for a few moments, but revived in time to feel his limbs being 

torn from his body. He screamed in terrified agony, but they seemed not to notice or care. His 

bloody torso was thrown onto the acid pit, as he saw one of the creatures snacking on his left leg. 



Its enormous, misshapen, slavering jaws methodically crushing the bone to dust. 

The acid burned as it began to eat into his mangled body. The things covered him with 

even more acid. A heavy blanket of sickly, pus colored, goo pressed him deeper into the acid 

pool. He screamed as the acid bit into his skin. Then, the leviathan snatched away the sun, 

leaving him to burn in a dark, endless, cave. He was still awake and he could feel the 

temperature rising, hotter and hotter. He began to sweat. Drops of perspiration beaded on his 

body, then fell into the red acid. He then realized he was not alone. The screams and cries of his 

brothers and sisters filled the stygian cave with the moans of the damned. The acid began to 

bubble and boil. His skin blistered, as he writhed in pain, twisting and turning, trying to escape 

the acid’s deadly embrace. How long was he there? Hours? Minutes? He was in too much pain to 

tell. 

The goo, which now covered him, melted onto his wrecked body. While it sealed his 

wounds, it continued to burn him to core, roasting him alive. His mouth, choked with the goo, 

tried to scream, but only made soft, spattering noises as he coughed up the choking mess. His 

eyes, still uncovered, watched as the flames licked at his tattered torso, splitting the blisters open 

in a fury of fiery sadism. But still the temperature rose and the prayers to his gods went 

unanswered. Yet, he lived. 

A sudden rush of cool air and he was free from the tortuous hell scape of fire and ash. 

Trapped, unable to move, he saw the scythe swing by, like a nightmare from Poe come to life. 

The huge, rounded, blade rushed past, spraying him with the hot acid it disturbed in its mindless 

journey. The goo stuck to the blade and was pulled until it, too, snapped in the pointless frenzy 

of destruction. One final cut and his head was separated from his body. Madly, insanely, 

somehow, he still lived! 



 “This is truly the Hell of my ancestors!” he thought. He again prayed to his gods, but his 

prayers went unanswered. He knew, then, his gods were false and he would be tormented for 

eternity for following them. His laments rose, but fell on the deaf ears of his gods. There was no 

hope, there was no mercy. 

Now came the worst of all. The god beast, no longer satiated by his leg, scooped him up 

into its ghastly maw and began to chew on his head. The monster’s rotted breath choked him as 

he tried to avoid the jagged, crushing pillars of discolored ivory.  The sticky goo slipped down 

the things horrible gullet. A final, brutal pressing, by a moist, unhealthy, pink tentacle and he, 

too, was taken into the endless craw of the Lovecraftian nightmare. 

At the bottom the pit, he waited. Bruised, cut, dismembered, and crushed, somehow he 

still clung to life. His only thoughts screamed for revenge. Another acid wash, this time, he was 

ready. From the tattered remains of his brain, he oozed the bacteria he had been secreting in his 

deepest bowels. They burnt the beast from the inside out. The reaction was instantaneous. The 

great thing drank of the rotting spoils, but it did no good. His victim’s revenge was underway 

and none dared try to stop it. Suddenly, he felt himself moving. Upwards, faster and faster he 

climbed, until he was free of the monster and its fetid breath. He splashed into a pool of clean, 

clear water, which the deity rapidly fouled with its accursed effluence.  

And finally, as he spun away from the great thing, diving to his longed for freedom, he 

heard the creature shout, “This is the worst Margherita pizza ever. I hate Pizza Hut!” 


