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All Must End
About ten years ago I met a kid named Tom. At the time we were a perfect match. We both had similar interests in everything. We had a good time just talking and hanging out around the island. Often times, we would go for a swim in the lagoon, typically staying in the water up until the last golden rays of the sun had began to change to a dim burgundy as it pushed its way beyond the array of clouds which was seemingly always on the horizon. Those times were the golden years of my childhood, but they were not meant to last.

Several years of bliss had passed, and everything was still seemingly well between us. It was a typical day in the vast green expanse that was the ocean surrounding the island. Over the years, our choice of swimming area had made the transition from shallow and murky freshwater lagoons to the deep Natari Sea. Unlike the days before this, there was a great and thick layer of leaden clouds shielding the Sun’s rays, giving the sea a cold and dark look.
It was on this day that we had discovered a cavern which contained the remains of a large wooden vessel. The high moss-covered external cliff walls and rocky shores of the island provided a jagged coast which rendered ship travel impossible in the high waves of the Natari Sea. It was within ancient tales where men on the island have attempted sea travel, only to fail time and time again. Such a find was absolutely unheard of.

Entering the cavern with caution, we noticed that the remains of the ship sat upon a layer of rock, providing a floor where we could climb out of the water. We examined the wooden shards in awe. Half of the vessel appeared to remain in-tact, the rest scattered about the cavern. The remaining half of the ship lay on its side, smashed and rammed into the wet stone wall of the cavern. Tom spotted a glint of light reflecting off of something metallic within the vessel, so we decided to enter the dangerous ruins. A wooden chest lay on its side, along with a number of notebooks and scrolls which lay scattered about the wooden planks. The top of the chest was cracked open just enough to reveal a brass box within. The top of the box had the word “VARIA” written on it in large lettering. Examining it as we removed it from its disheveled origins, Tom slowly lifted the lid, finding several glass vials corked at the top and padded with red velvet. They were filled with an abnormal green liquid.

Taking the vial out of the brass box, Tom popped the cork off the top and breathed the sweet air which flowed from the inside. I attempted to warn him of the dangers of strange substances, however it was too late. He had already begun tasting it. Immediately upon contact with his tongue, he collapsed on the cavern floor. I tried splashing seawater on his face in order to revive him, but he would not wake. Shortly afterwards, a racking cough began to shake his body, tingeing his skin blue from the lack of oxygen. I panicked and swam back to shore to find assistance.
Upon entering the Hall of Elders, I pleaded with them to get someone to help me bring Tom back to the shore. Two men were sent to the cavern to retrieve him. About three hours afterward, both of them contracted the same illness which Tom suffered from. It rapidly spread through the village like a wildfire. It was determined by the elders that the only way to stop the plague was to exile the original carriers, and I was therefore locked in a tower on the north cliff of the island, never to be released again, despite the fact that I did not contract the illness.

It has been five years since the plague, and not a day goes by where I do not play through the memories in my mind, recollecting every single detail. Tom, you imbecile! If only you had known what you were doing when you were handling the vials. How I despise him after so many years. He was a fool, and I was a fool to allow him to do such a thing. He has taken the easy way out through death, and here I sit, locked in this blasted tower for an eternity, only to see light through the slot out of which my meager meals are given. There is nothing left in this world, and I am afraid that my ending has already been written.
