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Four

The end of the world came in four days.

First, there was disease. A man thundered in from the sky, mounted on a white horse 

whose hooves pounded the ground like drums. The illness struck the world like a finger striking 

dominoes; the man rode with the dawn and spread his plague. This infection did not kill, but 

it was a true contaigion. Half of the world was coughing blood into the ground to the sound of 

music.  Those who weren't ill could only sit and watch the man ride past, through the haze of 

disease like a shooting starr.

The second day was heralded by endless bloodshed. The second rider came in from the 

sky on a sanguine warhorse, eyes flashing behind all-obscuring round glasses. At first, he was 

heralded as a sign of Peace. But as he ran across the world with the break of day, outpacing the 

sun itself, he spread conflict. Those who were not too sick to fight clashed with each other in an 

endless battle against everything. Though nobody died, the rider on red had caused the human 

race a fate worse than death.

But once the fighting ended, on the third day, there was nothing left. As the rider on 

the black horse passed by nations, food melted into a thick, toxic sludge. Was this man not the 

one who had worked for everyone? The cries of starvation rang out like sad vibrations from a 

guitar. Even those most privileged starved in under an hour. It was not just a lack of food, but 

an epidemic of hunger. Even those who had eaten just before the black horse and his rider had 

flown past were suddenly craving sustenance. The only thing that died on the third day were the 

crops.

On the fourth day, we knew it had to be the end. We were sick and starving, we were 

destructive and devastated. The only thing left was the true end to all. And thus came the rider 

on the pale horse, a man we would never expect, trailing a hard bassline of the last day. His 

horse was a streak of silver, crashing down on the world like a hammer. The mere sight of him 

weakened one; but his touch was that of relief. A man whose legacy had still been running, a 

man who was looked to as the last measure of salvation, was the harbinger of the last day of 

them all.

Though two were long since deceased, and though they had ceased their work together 

decades ago, they played one final show for us on our final passage into the land of the dead. 

One song, named "Apocalypse," from an album never released.
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