
The death of DEATH
By K. N. Parker

Cover Illustration
By K. N. Parker



Copyright © 2013 by K. N. Parker
Cover Art Copyright © 2013 by K. N. Parker



TABLE OF CONTENTS

1 - An Unexpected Visitor

2 - The Story of Three

3 - Death Himself
4 - A Story of Her Own

h
h
h
h
h
h
h
h


* AVAILABLE 8-14-2017 *
From the Strange Confines of the Mind of K. N. Parker,

A Children’s Halloween Tale for the Young and Macabre at Heart!

The DeceasedMiss Blackwell and her Not-So-Imaginary Friends!
Available August 14th, 2017!
Paperback available NOW!

PRE-ORDER NOW!
THE UK VERSION!

https://www.amazon.com/Deceased-Miss-Blackwell-Not-So-Imaginary-Friends/dp/1521808503/ref=tmm_pap_swatch_0?_encoding=UTF8&qid=1501811923&sr=1-2
https://www.amazon.com/dp/B073V6X832/ref=sr_1_2?s=books&ie=UTF8&qid=1499736813&sr=1-2&
https://www.amazon.co.uk/Deceased-Miss-Blackwell-Not-So-Imaginary-Friends-ebook/dp/B073V6X832/ref=la_B00P03AHUK_1_3?s=books&ie=UTF8&qid=1501811813&sr=1-3


日本語バージョンも

今発売中！

リンクはこちらへ！

https://www.amazon.co.jp/dp/B06XPDF5CT


The Death of Death and Autonomously Yours are available as AUDIO BOOKS on
Amazon, Audible.com and iTunes!

The Death of Death Audiobook
The Death of Death Audiobook UK Edition

Autonomously Yours Audiobook
Autonomously Yours UK Edition

Join the mailing list for more details
and exclusive sneak peeks at new illustrations.

K. N. Parker’s Old Timey Mailing List:
http://eepurl.com/b9UV3L

QR Code for Mailing List:

http://www.audible.com/pd/Teens/The-Death-of-Death-Audiobook/B01AATNK6Q/ref=a_search_c4_1_1_srTtl?qid=1453251712&sr=1-1
http://www.audible.co.uk/pd/Young-Adults/The-Death-of-Death-Audiobook/B01AATO2W2/ref=a_search_c4_1_1_srTtl?qid=1453251819&sr=1-1
http://www.audible.com/pd/Sci-Fi-Fantasy/Autonomously-Yours-Audiobook/B01BHAS3A0/ref=a_search_c4_1_2_srTtl?qid=1455215449&sr=1-2
http://www.audible.co.uk/pd/Sci-Fi-Fantasy/Autonomously-Yours-Audiobook/B01BHATOKI/ref=a_search_c4_1_2_srTtl?qid=1455215533&sr=1-2


Please check out another great work from K. N. Parker, AUTONOMOUSLY
YOURS:

***INDIE READER 4 1/2 STAR REVIEW***

"AUTONOMOUSLY YOURS is an enjoyable read that does not attempt to answer
questions it poses, but engages into deeper understandings of how people treat one

another and what it means to be human."
-- IndieReader

"The novel is certainly provocative and raises some fascinating philosophical
questions about what constitutes life, while also shining a light on modern man's
misogynistic tendencies... Parker also brings to life quite beautifully Okamura's

relationship with Cran, his more traditional, robotic manservant..."
-- Kirkus Review

“This is a great book and I couldn't put it down. Truly thought provoking with
regard to A.I., sentience and our interaction with them. Also, a very poignant story.”

Autonomously Yours: The Life of a Compandroid
UK Edition: Autonomously Yours

Autonomously Yours is an allegorical science fiction story of relationships, emotions
and tragedy.

Watch the story unfold literally through the eyes of the world’s first compandroid.

https://www.amazon.com/Autonomously-Yours-Compandroid-K-Parker-ebook/dp/B00SFLL55U/ref=sr_1_3?ie=UTF8&qid=1476129553&sr=8-3&keywords=K.+N.+Parker
https://www.amazon.com/Autonomously-Yours-Compandroid-K-Parker-ebook/dp/B00SFLL55U/ref=sr_1_3?ie=UTF8&qid=1476129553&sr=8-3&keywords=K.+N.+Parker
http://www.amazon.com/Autonomously-Yours-Compandroid-K-Parker-ebook/dp/B00SFLL55U/ref=tmm_kin_swatch_0?_encoding=UTF8&sr=&qid=
http://www.amazon.co.uk/gp/product/B00SFLL55U?*Version*=1&*entries*=0


This book is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This book may not be re-
sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this
book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please
return to the point of origin and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting

the hard work of this author.



1
An Unexpected Visitor

One dreary night, a small, slim figure draped all in black arrived in a room

rather inconspicuously in a cloud of dark smoke and what can only be described as

dozens of little sparks, quite like the sparks you see when you touch someone or

something after rubbing your sock covered feet on a shaggy rug. The room the

figure had just appeared in was rather dark, save for an eerie glow from a large

square shaped hole, no doubt a window, in front of which sat a similar small and

bald silhouette looking up into the cloudy night sky.

The figure cleared her throat before quietly calling out, “Miss Wilkinson?”

The small silhouette did not move. The figure in black tried once more.

“Tabitha? Miss Tabitha Wilkinson?”

This time the silhouette moved its head in the direction of the voice. Clearly

startled, Tabitha asked, “Who’s there? Is someone there?”

“Yes,” a soft, ghostly voice answered back. “Someone is most definitely here.

Well, I was once considered a someone at one time but I’m not quite sure I can be

classified as such anymore.”

The tiny silhouette stepped slowly down from the windowsill and

apprehensively inched toward the direction of the voice.

“Whatever you are, you sound female. Do you know if you were female?”

“Perhaps I was,” the figure in black answered rather unsurely.

“May I ask what you are doing here?”

“Certainly. But first, a little light may help our situation,”



“Oh, quite right. Let me––”

Tabitha started toward the light switch on her wall but before she was able to

take a single step, a dim white glow sprang forth from two small circles and a slim

slit below them. The barely bright enough light moved closer and closer toward

the silhouette until it finally revealed––but only just––a young girl in sleep wear

decorated in pink kitty cats and yellow stars with frilly trim, the conventional sleep

wear of many a young girl her age. She had no eyebrows and no hair except for a

little fuzz on the sides and a few scraggly strands on top. Her face was at that

moment pale and sickly, yet sweet and pretty; the expression on it was all at once

one of inquisition, fascination and terror.

The face that stared back at Tabitha’s was a strange one at that. In fact, it was

hardly a face at all; it strongly resembled a mask, complete with red string tied

around the back. It was chalk white with no usual facial features that could be

spoken of, with two small circular––and rather empty––eye sockets and a very

small mouth that were now, as mentioned before, glowing with a dull white light.

There was, however, one unusual feature: a crack that started from top left of her

head that ended in a spider web-like pattern just above her left eye with a faint red

stain in the middle. The rest of the body was as black as a shadow: a living,

breathing shadow. The two were nearly identical as far as their body shapes and

heights were concerned.

As the two beings finished sizing each other up, the figure in black finally

spoke.

“You are a Miss Tabitha Wilkinson, are you not?”

“Yes… yes I am, but why are you––?”

“––I am here to inform you, Miss Wilkinson, of your impending death,” the

figure in black said, cutting Tabitha off.

“My impending what?”

“Death.”

“Death? So that means… are you the Death?” Tabitha curiously asked, rather

unshaken by the news.



“Some incorrectly refer to us as such. But that is not our official name. We are

your caretakers in death. Your death guides if you will,” the small figure in black

answered back.

“We? Are there more of you then?” Tabitha asked, startled more by this

revelation than she was of her own mortal end.

“Yes, quite a bit more of us actually.”

“Death guides,” Tabitha murmured to herself as she slowly and

absentmindedly wandered back toward the moonlit windowsill.

A tuft of smoke that resembled a pad of paper suddenly appeared before the

figure in black. Its appearance was accompanied by a sound, the kind you hear

when you lay your head down quickly onto a large and especially fluffy pillow. The

sound caught Tabitha’s attention.

“What is that you’re doing?” she asked.

“Excuse me?”

“That thing in your hands you keep looking at. That rather smoky thing,”

The figure in black slowly looked up at the girl.

“Notes,” the figure answered, simply.

“Notes on what exactly?”

“I must say, Miss Wilkinson, you are taking this much better than the other

clients I’ve had so far. The others were terrified at the mere sight of me. And they

were even more upset when they learned they were going to die. But you seem to

be keeping your bearings,” said the figure in black, completely ignoring Tabitha’s

question.

Tabitha climbed onto her squeaky bed, brought her knees to her chest and

wrapped them in her arms.

“Oh, I’ve been fairly calm all my life. Besides, you’re not all that scary. And why

worry about something you cannot change?”

“Exactly,” the figure in black agreed.

Tabitha scooted a little closer toward the figure in black and stared at her

intently as the figure looked over the pad seemingly made of smoke.

“You look kind of familiar. Where have I seen you before?”



“I haven’t the faintest idea,” said the guide as she continued looking over her

notes. Tabitha’s curiosity about something finally got the best of her.

“When shall we be going then, guide? When is my time?” asked Tabitha, with

slight nervousness in her voice.

“How old are you Miss Wilkinson?” asked the figure in black.

“I will be twelve and a half by next––”

“––You will not be making it to thirteen,” said the figure in black rather dryly,

and interrupting once again. Tabitha gave out a slight whimper and clasped her

hand to her mouth.

“Was that your attempt at comforting humor? Because if it was, you have

sorely missed the mark,” she said, fighting back tears.

“My apologies Miss Wilkinson. I can assure you it was not.”

The figure in black, looking down at the tuft of smoke, cleared her throat once

more before speaking again.

“If you will allow me to formally inform you that you, Miss Tabitha Wilkinson,

are due to perish from this realm and enter the next at approximately two days

from our current date, at which point I will return to collect you.”

“Enter the next? The next what?” asked Tabitha, frustrated.

“Realm, of course,” answered the figure in black.

“What realm? How extremely vague.”

“We feel that since you will experience it for yourself very soon, there is no

need to go into arbitrary details at this time.”

“Can I at least know your name?” asked Tabitha.

The figure in black answered back, “My name is not important,”

“Are the rest of the guides as cold as you are?” asked Tabitha. The figure in

black did not have an answer for this.

“I’m going to die in two days. You could stand to be a little warmer. You are my

caretaker after all,” said Tabitha.

“I do not have a name as of yet,” the figure in black answered, ignoring the

latter question and addressing the former. “I have just begun this occupation. I am

at the moment, nameless.”



“Nameless,” said Tabitha. The figure silently nodded her head before she

started again with the rest of her prepared speech.

“We, your humble guides, advise you to use this precious time to express your

final farewells to any loved ones you are able to. This includes personal

possessions and pets of any kind.”

As she finished, the pad of smoke vanished back into the thin air it appeared

from.

“Oh, and we also advise you not to divulge this information to anyone, least of

all, because they will plainly not believe you, thus avoiding any unnecessary

embarrassment. You may also run the risk of causing them unneeded distress,”

“Cause them distress? I’m the one who’s perishing,” said Tabitha.

“What about not worrying about those things which you cannot change?”

“I am calm about it. That doesn’t mean that I do not care about it. There is a

difference. Who’s going to comfort me?” asked Tabitha with genuine concern.

“Loved ones of course. A dog or a fish perhaps,”

“I don’t own either of those,”

“A bird then?”

Tabitha shook her head.

“How about siblings? Do you have any of those?”

Tabitha looked visibly shaken by this question. Her eyes grew very sad on her

face. She slowly lowered her head and hesitated a moment before shaking it once

more.

“Well, I’m sure you’ll figure something…”

“I have a father and a mother. Will those do?” Tabitha spoke up.

“I do not see why they wouldn’t. Now if you will excuse me,” said the figure in

black as she turned to leave.

“Wait!” pleaded Tabitha. “I have many more questions for you, guide,”

The figure paused for a moment before turning back around toward her.

“Yes?”

“Does everyone who dies receive a guide such as yourself?” Tabitha asked with

sincerity.



“No,” she said.

“Well, who then? Who is deserving of a guide?”

The figure in black took a moment before answering. She spotted a pillow on

the girl’s bed and briefly considered picking it up and throwing it at her if it would

stop her asking questions. She did not do this. Instead, she answered her.

“Those with a similar condition such as yours mostly: Those with time. Most

elderly. Those whom, with reasonable certainty, can sense their oncoming demise

before anyone else around them can.”

There was pause before she spoke again.

“And those who do not receive a guide…” she started, anticipating Tabitha’s

next question “…are those with no time. Those who perish in freak accidents, those

who perish in their sleep without warning, and those who perish due to heart

attacks and strokes and other similar unavoidable medical conditions. And

infants.”

“Why don’t infants deserve a guide?”

“Why, the inability to comprehend of course.”

“Oh, of course. Are there anymore?” continued Tabitha.

“Yes, there are more but these are the primary candidates. Now, I really must

be…”

“Wait, please guide. A few more questions.”

The figure in black nodded, trying her hardest not to sigh audibly.

“How does one get to be in a situation such as yours? You make it sound like

work. How do you get this job?” Tabitha asked innocently.

The figure in black hesitated to answer. None of her previous clients, though

small in number, have ever been this inquisitive before so she never had to

question herself or her own situation. She thought to herself long and hard but no

simple answer to the question had entered her mind. The oldest memory she could

conjure was one of approximately a month old, or, at least what seemed like a

month––it may very well could have been a week, a day or simply an hour––and

she remembered opening her eyes and being in a rather drab, medium-size room

lacking in detail that seemed to be painted with cigarette-ash, standing in line with



many similarly dressed death guides; all dressed in black from head to toe, but of

varying heights and varying faces: some rather odd and disfigured, and some with

only slight blemishes, but all peculiarly familiar. She remembered standing with

the rest of the guides, all of them very compliant, including herself, and all facing a

figure in black, much taller and much older in appearance than any of the guides

themselves, standing at the front of the room. He was giving a rather generic and,

as she could judge, a much-prepared speech that included the rules and

regulations of the task that they were to perform. She could not pull a memory

from her mind that was older than this.

As her senses returned to the present, she looked at Tabitha and answered,

“One does not apply for this position. One does not ask to be put in this situation.

One just is and one just does.”

“I see.” Tabitha nodded in comprehension. She asked one more question

before the figure had a chance to turn and leave again. “And how did you die?”

The figure stared, with what was considered to be her eyes, into Tabitha’s own.

“Excuse me?” she asked Tabitha.

“You said that you used to be considered someone. That implies that you were

once alive. How did you die? What is your story?” Tabitha asked once again.

“I… I…” This seemed to cause the figure some distress of her own. She thought

and thought but could not for the life of her, or death of her rather, conjure an

answer.

“I do not have a story. I cannot remember,” she finally said, and Tabitha grew

sad once more.

“I really must be going, Miss Wilkinson.”

“Before your next visit, guide…” Tabitha started before the figure had a chance

to move “…I want you to do something for me. I want to hear your story. I want you

to find out how you died and how you came to be in this position, and I also want

you to find out your real name. And then I want you to tell me your findings when

you return. Can you do that for me, guide?”

The guide thought to decline, she really wanted to, as this was no business of

this bald and sickly little girl’s. But instead, for reasons only known to her, gave a



sharp and hurried nod. It was unclear whether she did so in compliance or because

she was in hurry to leave, but Tabitha seemed satisfied with the response.

“So, I’ll see you again in two days time.” Tabitha confirmed as she raised her

hand to wave goodbye to her guide.

“Yes you shall. Be well,” she answered back. With that, the figure in black made

her exit, disappearing within the same cloud of black smoke and weak sparks that

she arrived in.



2
The Story of Three

The figure in black arrived back in her own realm. She was in a room that was

devoid of any detail or color––unless you would consider skull-white a color––and

the room had no door or furnishings of any kind, save for a lone chair in the corner,

and one window; a window she stared out of while deep in thought about

something. In fact, it was someone who had gotten the wheels in her head spinning,

spinning much too fast for her liking. For some reason, her recent visit with

Tabitha Wilkinson had affected her deeply. So many questions the little girl had for

her, and so unprepared was she to receive them. But she had begun to wonder

what her story actually was. How did she come to be in this state? Who or what

exactly killed her, if something or someone had killed her at all? Or perhaps she

choked to death on a random food item in some random restaurant in some

random town. She could have even drowned in the ocean while the sea life looked

on, not lifting a finger or fin to help. Or maybe she had committed that one

unspeakable act, the act of removing oneself from the life of the living, the act of

suicide.

As she stared out into the billowing gray tufts of what resembled clouds that

slowly passed in the area above her that could only be sky, she thought and

thought to herself but nothing manifested. This affected her more than she

anticipated. Perhaps a stroll would clear my mind, she thought, and she glided

straight ahead, through the window and the wall that it was built into, and floated

down to the ethereal plateau that resembled a ground. Many guides were leaving

the premises in exactly the same fashion from windows next to, above and below

hers and she observed every single one of them. She had known many of them for
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