Revenge

I promise you it wasn’t my fault.  I didn’t know what I was doing until it was done.  I didn’t plan to kill him, just to torture him like he tortured me.  I was going to let him out, but then the shrieking stopped and he was dead.

He was so much stronger than I, what choice was there?  How was I to have known?  The agony he put me through.  True, he never laid a finger on me but still….  Those long days of him talking, and telling me such horrible things, was more painful than if he had broken both my arms.  He told me what would happen if I breathed a word of his actions to anyone.  No one would have believed me anyway.  He was a man of high standing and I was a lowly servant in his home.

When he finally allowed me to go, I was dismissed from his household and sent to live in the country.  It was there that I plotted and schemed against him, often going for days without food or sleep.  All the plans that came into my head were ridiculous and would need either a copious amount of money or fairies.  I had neither.  Besides, none of my plans would make him suffer anywhere near enough.  After a fortnight, I was losing my enthusiasm for revenge.  Then one night as I was falling asleep, it came to me!  The perfect plan.  It would cost me hardly anything and would make him suffer.  Just what I wanted!  I laid my plans carefully.  I knew his weaknesses: The fear of dying, good food, rich luxurious surroundings, and wealthy women with no morals.

I sent him a letter claiming to be the Duchess of some far off country.  In the letter I stated that I was a visitor and would be leaving the area quite soon.  I told him I had a small but comfortable chateau outside the dust and heat of the town.  I played on his pride, telling him I thought him handsome and debonair.  I asked him to meet me in the small family graveyard near my chateau.  As a final flourish, I signed not with my name, but with a blood red lipstick kiss.  I received his answer that he would come.  Oh, the joy I felt at knowing he would soon be tortured by the hand he had once wronged.

For a day and a night I worked without rest.  There was, in fact, a small graveyard on my cottage grounds.  There I worked tirelessly all night.  In the day I broke apart my unused barn and built with the wood, an airless box the size of a man, sealing it with mortar, candle wax, and paste made from flour, water, and the pollen of the deadliest flower I could find.  This flower’s pollen had such an effect on the respiratory system that if one breathed it in for much longer than a quarter of an hour, one’s lungs would shrivel to the size of a pea.  The pollen of this flower I further sprinkled on the interior of the box moments before I donned a heavy veil and walked through the dusk to meet my victim.

I saw his shape emerging from the fog long before he saw mine.  He asked for my name, but I beckoned in reply and started to walk noiselessly toward the hole I had dug with the box lying in it.  He was foolish and followed me.  I, knowing where the hole was, easily stepped around it.  He did not know the fate that was soon to befall him.  He knew not that I stepped around anything.  Thinking he was following me, he stepped right into the deep pit and the coffin I had prepared for him.  An instant before I closed the lid, I lifted my veil.

The moment the lid was shut, he started to shriek.  I warned him of the pollen; I told him he had better be still or he would breathe it in quicker.  Maybe if I had told him I was going to let him out, he would have stopped screaming, but that would have ruined the torture part of the plot.  I was about to let him out, when he fell silent.  In panic, I lifted the heavy lid and peered through the gloom to see if he was alive.  He was not.  I took all the valuables on his person, his rings, his purse of purple velvet full of gold coins, his sword with gems in its hilt, and his silver pocket watch, buried his body in the ready-made grave, and fled.

I have never told this story to anyone.  Yours are the first ears to hear my tale.  I am old now and on my deathbed, so I have no misgivings about telling you.  Many people will be shocked when they hear of this.  You must make them see that I tried to atone for my mistake.  Keep my story with you always as a talisman against sin.  Never do as I have so wrongly done, and when you die, may you sit at the throne of God, not the throne of the devil as I am destined to do.
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