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Maven's  E yes

I walk into the small kingdom for the third time today. I have been sent to do a task, but again, I'm stopped.
Walking across the courtyard, I see him.
Maven.
He is oh, so young. Not even ten. He's an only child. His mother, already dead. He isn't afraid of me. Not like most
people that see me.
No. He looks at me like I am a new bird he hasn't seen before. I come every day to do my task, and every day, I
can't do it.
All because of Maven.
But today, I can't turn back.
I have to kill Maven's father.
Maven's father. The king. He's only thirty-three.
Too young to die, to leave his only son.
Every day I hope the doctors and wise men can heal him, and they never can. Every day I hope Life will breathe her
air into him, revive him.
But she never does.
Because of me. She knows what I must do. She knows it is my task.
But why?
Why can't Life spare me from this small grief? She knows of the pain I feel.
Every.
Single.
Day.
Life knows of the crushing weight over my shoulders, from all her creations that I have to destroy.
Life.
She creates for me to destroy.
She dances for me to fall.
She is the cruel one, not me.
And yet the people of this world praise her. They write songs about her beauty and kindness, but it is a cold beauty.
I reach the door to the king's room.
This is as far as I could go every other time.
With a shaky breath, I reach out and grab the handle, pulling the door open.
The king.
He's right there.
Right.
There.
The king is alone.
He is laying in his bed, thin and pale. If I couldn't see his ragged breaths, I would have assumed the king was dead
already.
The king looks weak, but he manages to turn his head, gasping loudly at the sight of me.
"Are-are you-" The king's eyes are wide.
He's afraid of me.
I can only nod.
They all are.
"Then it is my time to leave."



But Maven isn't.
I nod again. I have been told to never speak, but this time, I have to.
"I should have taken you a month ago."
This time, the king nods.
"Then why didn't you?"
"Your son. I couldn't give him a burden as heavy as mine."
Maven.
If the king dies, Maven would rule.
He was too young. It would crush him.
Destroy the small boy.
I couldn't do that to him.
I ruined too many lives, all because Life had to make them.
But not Maven. I couldn't do that to him.
But today, I have to.
"If I must go, then take me." The king said, turning his head to look out the window.
Maven.
We can see him.
He looks so happy.
And I have to crush him.
I have to kill his father.
I grab the necklace I wear around my neck and open it.
A small, glowing orb floats out of the king's mouth.
His soul.
I killed him.
I killed him.
The orb floats into the necklace.
What about Maven?
I crushed him, just as Life destroyed me.
My name is Death.
It's my job to collect the souls of the dead and dying.
Only they and children can see me.
And they are all afraid of me.
But not Maven.
I ruined him, and he wasn't afraid.
Why?
Why wasn't he scared?
Why is Life praised?
Life.
She is cruel.
Life creates, because she knows I have to destroy.
She knows how much it pains me.
And she still does it.
And I still destroy.
Maven.
The young prince.
No, the young king.
I killed the boy's father, and now he is king.
His life shouldn't have ended so soon.
The king's or Maven's.
Maven had little time to be a kid.
And now he's king.
Why?
Life.
She knows how cruel she is.
She creates lives because she knows I have to take them away.
So why am I the villain?
I never got a say in what I did.



Never got to create or dance or love.
And neither will Maven.
His burden is almost as great as mine.
Maven.
I almost kept the king alive because of Maven.
Because of his eyes.
His eyes didn't show fear.
Not like everyone else.
Maven's eyes held kindness, curiosity, love.
The one thing that kept me from killing the king for so long.
Maven's eyes.


