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Plague Ettins

By Snapdragon 

http://tangentrine.com/content/wyvernslodge
The Asteroid of Dr Moreau

Or,

The Tragic Beginnings of the Plague Ettin

Once upon some epoch or other, when Albia was still verdant with no sign of vulcanism whatsoever, there lived an evil Shee immunologist called Moreau (cheers HG Wells)

Shunned by society, he lived in a dilapidated fortress on a rocky promontory on the rim of the world, separated from the rest of Civilisation by several miles of ocean. Moreau was a sour old git. He’d been picked on by the other Shee children at school on account of his bad acne and weight problem. He ate Grendels for breakfast, and he had his Norns stuffed and used them as cushions, and over time he became lonelier and sourer and ever more pessimistic, and he developed a deep hatred even of his own kind.

Eventually the only creatures he could abide were Ettins. And so he remained, in his lonely fortress on the edge of the world, surrounded by his Ettins, until one fateful evening he stood upon the windswept battlements to look back on the disc of the world, a ruddy sunset brimming on its horizon and a vengeful anger and spite filling him, and a terrible revelation came to him.

He would end everything! He would alter the face of Albia forever! He would instigate global biological warfare and destroy those who had done this to him.

Moreau ran back down to the dungeons that served as a laboratory, and threw a load of Ettin embryos he’d been studying into a copper vat. Moreau was not the tidiest person in the Universe, and neither were his Ettins too particular about where they did their business, and now he raced about his fortress like a maniac on Prozac, seizing dirty tea cups from the tables and mouldering half-eaten biscuits from under the furniture. All these he threw into the vat, along with the phials of bacterial cultures he’d been cultivating and the chemicals from his lab, along with half a pound of flour and six ounces of margarine for good measure. For forty days and forty nights he stirred and simmered the brew. Then, he siphoned off the liquid component and cycled it through his egg-laying machine.

At last Moreau held in his hands the product of his life’s work! With shaking hands, he placed the egg on the hotplate and waited in breathless anticipation.

The shell cracked open to reveal wet green-and-orange fur, stained from the bacterial dyes he’d thrown into the concoction. The Ettin instinctively tried to climb to her weak knees. Her skin was covered with pustules of bacteria. The cacti beneath the lamps on Moreau’s shelves wilted, and that irritating fly that had been buzzing round the dungeons for the past forty days dropped dead instantly.

She was perfection! Moreau had achieved his life’s ambition.

“And now,” he roared, in the echoing emptiness of his dungeon, “the World!”

The Ettin took her first, choking breath. And sneezed. All over Moreau’s face.

With a strangulated cry of dismay, Moreau fled from the lab and up the stone steps, trying to wipe the burning snot from his eyes. Blinded, he stumbled out onto the stony shore of his fortress’s foundations and splashed water from the ocean into his face. But here a fever and a dizziness overtook him, and he fell into the water and lay there in the shallows, shivering and retching. The Zander fish stared stupidly at him.

A great tremor made the fish pollute the water and swim away in fright, and some bits of masonry and one of Moreau’s gargoyles came thundering down off the parapet. His mortal breath gurgling through his inflamed throat, Moreau raised his head, and saw flames and great clouds of ash fountaining from Albia’s hub.

The second seismic shockwave shattered the fortress’s foundations. Rocks groaned. The building leaned precariously and then fell clean away, off the edge of the world and into space.

Moreau lay dead in the water, but the Ettin in the dungeon felt the shaking of the walls and heard the fortress’s airlocks slamming, and didn’t think much of it.

And of her, nothing was again heard. Until now…

