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“It’s creepy,” she said.  “I don’t like it.”
I didn’t like it either.
Just a simple piece of driftwood with a crab claw, a feather, and a coin placed in the warps and holes.  There was nothing elaborate about it and there was the sensation that a child had made it.  A child with dark designs and simple hatreds born from too much intelligence and possibly very little supervision.  Or maybe access to all the wrong educational materials because their parents didn’t believe in any kind of censorship, and the kid read pagan books about summoning demons and ruining the world.
Nothing was written or marked that would be the case, but the feeling persisted.  
“I don’t like it.” She said again.  I looked over at my fiancé, at her full lips puckered in a silent whistle, her brow furrowed.  Normally this would have made her adorable, as this was the face she made whenever there was a particularly difficult crossword puzzle.  There were creases of fear around the eyes, however.  In her large brown eyes I could see my own reflection, and knew my face enough to understand that I was making my own puzzled look of fear; slight grimace and eyebrows raised.
The Westsong Walkway was a popular pedestrian route for tourists and residents.  Today it had been almost empty, the grey clouds and cool wind pushing the less mildly adventurous away, or at least that’s how it had felt in the beginning.   Now I was feeling as though my original feeling of also hiding indoors was right, and my need to get out and be active had thrown a curve to some deeper fight or flight instinct.
I didn’t like it.  I don’t like it.
“It’s just some kid messing around.  It doesn’t mean anything.”  I stood up, understanding now that we had both knelt down to look at the strange driftwood.  I went to kick the effigy out into the ocean but I hesitated.  It felt extremely dangerous to mess around with this thing.
It was creepy.  I didn’t like it.
“We need to get out of here.  It’s creepy.”  She looked up at me and for a moment I had no idea who she was.  Everything that I had known about her seemed to be slipping away.  Was she a girlfriend?  “We should really get out of here.”  She hesitated, and I knew she was having a hard time remembering me as well.
The ground shook.  Salt spray from the waters along the walkway shook us from our confusion and we both looked out into the ocean.  The sky was getting darker, the seas more foamy and it was creepy.  I didn’t like it.
I looked down at the effigy or whatever it was.  That same feeling hit me again, the feeling of some angry child that knew too much.  This angry child had been angry at everything and everyone and placed it into some kind of spiritual temper tantrum.
“What do you think is out in those waters, do you think?” I asked suddenly.  “Do you ever feel like none of this should be here?”  I looked at her again, and I was angry, so overwhelmingly angry at her.
“You should go stay with family.  Get out of here.  I’m leaving.”  She began to walk away, pulling her long green jacket around her like some kind of talisman, guarding against the natural and supernatural that seemed to swirl around.
“I think we should break up.”  Her voice, a whisper carried on the wind.
“That’s what you already said.”  I picked up the driftwood and more of the feelings came back.  The powerlessness, the futility and anger of not getting what I wanted.
The ocean began to bubble and fume, great sparrows of water taking flight and landing in gelatinous globs on the land around us.  From the deep, I could feel a great leviathan waking up.  The sheer mass of whatever was waking up could be felt, the way some slovenly obese man could be subconsciously felt as he moved down the sidewalk.  You didn’t need to look at him, you could just feel that he was there and you moved out of the way.
And this force was magnified a thousand fold and rising.
In my blind fury I hadn’t learned a very important aspect of myself, and in my loss of memory a small tidbit of self-realisation was happening.  I was spoiled, had always been spoiled.  All my charm was empty and nothing I had ever done had mattered.  In refusing to deprive myself of anything I had charged madly into forcing what I wanted.  And if I couldn’t have it, then no one could.
She rejected me.
“I don’t like it” I said, as the demonic entity rose from the surface and began the ending of all life.
