
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



I want to tell you a story. A tale. 

I’ve never written anything like this before, I hope you’ll forgive my little familiarity with this 

particular literary style. 

The first thing that came to my mind was the title: everyone must die sooner or later. This is a 

phrase we often hear and to which we tend to give a very little importance, thinking that death is 

something far from us. 

But it’s also true that in this particular historical moment we have to deal with death much more 

frequently than before. Covid affected our lives, it’s undeniable: in the first moments of the 

emergency, when there were still no effective treatments to combat the disease, each one of us 

experienced the fragility of the existence. It’s precisely in those excruciating moments, when you 

see people who are fighting for their lives and people who are fighting to save the lives of the 

others, that we realize how much the meaning of these words changes dramatically. 

Everyone must die sooner or later. 

It sounds like the most terrible judgement. 

I happened to hear these words and it impressed me very much, I can’t hide it. I thought about it 

for a few days and, in no time, the tale came by itself. 

A tale in the time of Covid-19… 

Alice Colombo 

 

This story is a work of fiction and every resemblance to actual events and/or really existing persons is to be 

considered purely coincidental. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

EVERYONE MUST DIE SOONER OR LATER 
 

A TALE IN THE TIME OF COVID-19 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



I absolutely have to write down what happened to me a few days ago, as long as I can remember 

it. The story seems so absurd that I find it hard to believe my own memory. But it really happened! 

If I write it all down, at least there will be a trace when it’s all disappeared. 

Everything began during that dinner… yes, this is what I think happened. 

- 

“Can we talk about it seriously, please? I’m telling you and, if I tell you so, you’d better believe 

me… I’m a doctor after all.” 

He began by saying so, Largo, during that interminable dinner, right in mid-September. I knew he 

was going to say another of his insane theories. I’d been sitting on the edge of the seat all the 

time, waiting for the exact moment when he would say something inappropriate. I was sure that, 

also this time, he wouldn’t be any different… because it always ended in that way. And, at that 

moment, the tension was so intense that I felt the spasms of a colic grow: an acute and 

penetrating pain, I couldn’t breathe. My nerves were strung tight like a violin, ready to go at the 

first sign of idiocy. Like a fight-or-flight response frustrated by the unnerving attempt to suppress 

any spontaneous reaction. 

Still, I could sense it coming: that strange sensation that you feel as a storm approaches, when the 

air is so thick that you can almost swim into it and the atmosphere is charged with electricity. And 

you stay there, waiting for the rushing water to wash away your anxiety. At that moment, in front 

of my spring roll, I felt exactly that way. In fact, my expectations were not unfulfilled.  

“I know that you’ve never thought about it, now I’m going to explain it to you. From an 

epidemiological point of view, I can assure you that it’s absolutely useless to work on a vaccine, 

because there will never be any really effective. Covid is nothing but a scarecrow. It’s not different 

from a common flu.” 

Okay, but the consequences of Covid infection can be awful! People die of this virus… a very 

painful death… 

“Well, isn’t it obvious? We’re right in the middle of a war; in fact, the only difference between this 

situation and an armed conflict is that people can’t hug each other. People die without receiving 

even a little human warmth. But that’s the way it goes. And I’ll tell you more, Italy has taken the 

stupidest decision of its history: the lockdown. Other countries, such as Sweden, accept that 

people die of Covid and they’ll get through this much better than us, you’ll see. By protecting the 

sick and the frail, we are sinking our Country which will eventually have to face a serious damage. 

If the weak don’t die, we won’t achieve herd immunity.” 

I was stunned by those statements; I was so outraged that I struggled to remain seated at that 

table. When I heard those cruel words, pronounced with extreme tranquility and conviction, my 

jaw clenched and I started tapping my foot, in order to get distracted and relieve the tension. That 

was unacceptable to me! It would have meant condemn to death hundreds of people… people 

that can be cured. People who would be safe with a simple vaccine. Just think of the flu vaccine: it 

saves countless lives every year. Isn’t herd immunity for saving the weak? 

Then, Largo continued to follow the train of his good-doctor thought by going even further. 



“Eh, but if you get vaccinated, you don’t get the flu! You don’t immunize against it and, when you 

no longer get vaccinated, you’re dead as well. And the virus changes… what if they isolate the 

wrong strain? If you’re weak, you’re dead.” 

I’m not so sure that’s how things work, but I just let him speak. In my lifetime I’ve learned that it’s 

pointless talking back and argue with people who are convinced of having the truth in their 

pocket. 

“There’s a simple solution: everyone needs to get ill, then whoever survives… fine! And the weak 

will die. Never mind. Sooner or later the Lord calls us all to himself… 

Everyone must die.” 

Of course, there’s nothing more ineluctable than death. However, my way of thinking is 

completely different from his. In my opinion, no one has to die for nothing and the goal of modern 

medicine is to save human lives, to save people with no expectations, in order to give them back 

the chance to love, participate and be happy again… since I’m a chronically ill, I think that the 

purpose of a cure is to give everyone the same possibilities as healthy people. 

This is what I say: let’s try to give a good life to the people we share this world with! 

Between life and death, civilization teaches us to embrace the immense value of life. Through 

progress, we can afford not to be forced to follow the ancient proverb mors tua, vita mea. That 

infamous law of the jungle according to which it is the stronger who survives and the weak is 

blown away. But, there’s an important factor to consider: the stronger isn’t necessarily the best, 

but simply the most advantaged by the circumstances. 

I left the table overcome with nausea and I went to my car, thinking about the fact that Largo was 

a doctor! Although, as a mitigating circumstance, I have to admit that he had practiced very little 

the medical profession over the last few years. But it can’t be enough to excuse his ignorance… 

even I realized that some of his statements were not exactly in line with the basis of immunology, 

and I am not a doctor of medicine! 

Even if I understand my opinion is not worth much. 

Anyway, when I got back home, I started working on the PC, keeping on blaming myself for 

accepting the invitation to that reunion. The echo of those words still resounded into my mind and 

a wave of sickening disgust came up from my stomach. I found myself thinking about what I could 

say, or do, if I only had had more spine… about how much I wanted to tell him what I really 

thought of him. But, inevitably, a question rose inexorably as the high tide: do you believe it would 

have made any difference? Probably no, actually Largo would have felt even stronger in his 

convictions, justified in his crusade. 

And this did nothing but increase my resentment, making my heart heavy and hard as stone. My 

chest was flooded by an ice-cold bitterness, so much so I found it hard to breathe. When did my 

heart become so hard? When did the contempt win over pity? I can’t say for sure, but life made 

me cynical and disenchanted. It scares me: what if I become so cynical that I get to think exactly as 

Largo did? What if I lose even that last glimmer of humanity that I’ve left? 

A warm tear ran down my face. 



- 

Few days passed from that fateful dinner and, despite my anger, I decided to go visit him anyway 

because I would pass right in front of his house that afternoon. I’m not a person who holds a 

grudge, so, since I was already on the way, I stopped in front of his gate almost without thinking. 

I realize immediately that there was something wrong: usually, he always welcomes me at the 

door, but I didn’t see his big fat face and his sly smile. The room was in penumbra and, from the 

darkness behind the colored glass, the minute silhouette of Mrs. R came out. She was the lady 

that, every week, helped him with the housework. She was a very beautiful woman and it has 

always surprised me that she made a living as housekeeper, instead of working as model, or 

actress. The symmetry of her features had something out of the ordinary! Anyway, that afternoon, 

her face had something different; despite half her face was covered by the mask, there was 

something very wrong. Maybe it was the look in her eyes… She said in a whisper that Mr. Largo 

was very tired that day and that I could find him in the living room.  And I found him right there, 

sat on the sofa; he couldn’t even get up.  

“It’s just a little indisposition…” he merely answered when I asked him how he was, then we 

continued talking about weather and traffic, but I kept thinking about that the feeling of 

dissonance I had felt seeing Mrs. R’s face. There was something wrong, but no matter how hard I 

tried to understand, I couldn’t get it. And that thing kept me uncomfortably on my toes. Anyway, I 

just stayed there for a few minutes: Mrs. R was right, Largo was not well. It was clear and I had to 

avoid tiring him too much. 

So, I said goodbye and I returned home. 

I didn’t worry, I have to be honest. He was a highly diabetic man and it could happen that he had 

better days and worse days: id depended on what he had eaten the evening before. And, 

considering he was also tremendously greedy, the fact he had exaggerated with food seemed an 

extremely plausible eventuality. 

The eye. 

That’s what was wrong with Mrs. R. Her right eyelid was swollen and saggy. Nothing too 

noticeable, but it was enough to annoy me: I had never seen her with a hair out of place in years! 

I had my answer and the world had finally regained its order. 

After that visit, days passed without me having news of Largo. As a matter of fact, nobody had 

news of Largo. And this was very strange. We lived in the same town and I usually saw him walking 

around the streets of the center practically every single day! 

I took advantage of an afternoon when I was out on some errands and I decided to go to his home 

again: I wanted to make sure that everything was fine. Mrs. R opened the door once again, I 

suppose… she turned her back on me immediately and returned to the household chores, I didn’t 

even have time to say hello. My instinct told me that there was absolutely nothing good in all this. 

The house was completely dark and, in the subtle glow that filtered through the shutters, I could 

guess Mrs. R’s silhouette: she was dusting the cupboard, with her back to me. Her movements 

were uncoordinated, it seemed that an inept puppeteer controlled the disjointed limbs with 

invisible strings. I took a few steps in her direction, without ever looking away, when, all of a 



sudden, I bumped into a piece of furniture. The thud spread into the darkness and echoed all over 

the corridor. 

“Is it you?” 

A feeble voice was calling me from behind the bedroom door. It was so weak that I found it hard 

even to recognize the timbre of his voice. I left Mrs. R to her chores and I made my way to the 

living room groping in the dark, I was basing almost entirely on the memory I had of the 

movements I had repeated so many times. I opened the door and, in the gloomy atmosphere, I 

could recognize Largo only by a vague movement of his hand that invited me in. The shutter was 

lowered and screened the warm rays of the sun of early Autumn. I searched a chair in the dark and 

I sat at the side of the bed. The rest of the room was a confused mixture in the deep black that 

dominated the bedroom. Largo greeted me with difficulty, his resonant baritone voice had 

become little more than a whisper. 

I tried to ask him how he was, but he silenced me leaning his pale hand on my arm. 

“Now listen to me… I have something very important to tell you…” 

And he began to tell. 

- 

Everything started the day after that lunch. Do you remember? 

She framed me. When I realized what was happening, it was too late. I was so weak that I couldn’t 

even get up, let alone reacting. 

She keeps me trapped here, closed in my bedroom, waiting to get her revenge. 

Why don’t I do something? 

Because, at this point, I think she’s right. 

I think you know me, but you still don’t know many things about me. 

Tell me, do you think I deserve this? 

You know, in this world, if you really want to achieve something, you have to accept some… 

compromises. To survive, I mean. For this reason, I had to take some rather questionable 

decisions. In the clinic. That day. But that was nothing… nothing too serious, after all. Nothing that 

ever took away my sleep. 

But now… everything I’ve always believed, the serenity that my actions guaranteed me… now, this 

all thing seems just an immense farce. 

I can see the contempt in your eyes. Even in the darkness of this room I can feel the burden of 

your disappointment. You dare judge me? When you succeed at something, only then you can 

judge. Ah, if I only could choose… but, now, you’re what I’ve left. You need to know. Everything 

happened about fifteen years ago, I was beginning to work in the field of plastic surgery. I was 

always told that it’s the one that makes the money. And, naturally, it was true. 



No, it’s not what you think. Sure, I ruined that woman, but it was not my fault. These things 

happen. You know what the problem is? It’s that they allow patients to sue their doctors and we 

can’t perform surgery with the serenity we require anymore… we have the sword of Damocles 

constantly upon our heads. They ruin us. And so it was for me. Was it my fault if the material of 

those prothesis was bad? Everybody used it, why should I make an exception? My profits would 

have suffered… tell me, was I supposed to lose out and let others earn more than me? 

Yes, I ruined her. But that’s what happened and no one could do anything about it. How could she 

expect me to solve the problem? 

And she sued me. 

Do you remember that time I spent away from Italy? That’s it. Then it all resolved. All you need to 

do is grease a few wheels, as they say in these cases. If you have the right connections… and I have 

lots of friends. They fixed a few certificates, corrected some inaccuracies and it all went well. The 

category protected you, at the time. It’s not like now, no… 

This will be the ruin of the healthcare system in Italy: patients who come to us and expect us to 

help them to find a cure for their diseases. Because then, if you don’t heal them, they sue you! So, 

nobody wants to be a doctor anymore… believe me, it’s not as you say… 

I know that this happened because of that. She never forgave me and now she’s come to take her 

revenge. She infected me. With this virus. 

Now you’re in this too. 

We all have to die. And you will die! 

- 

I listened to his words and I thought what the hell was going on in that airhead! Why was he telling 

me all those things? It was horrible. I ran away from Largo’s house in a rush, with the stomach in 

knots. I must be sincere, that conversation scared me: he wasn’t himself! He seemed really in a 

bad shape and I feared for his health. Something was telling me that he didn’t have long to live. 

What if it was because of that damn virus? 

For this reason, I called an ambulance immediately, Largo needed some help. 

First, they collected one of those swabs that give the result within twenty minutes. It was 

negative, luckily. I confess it was a huge relief for me too: even if I had respected the security 

distance and I wore the mask, there was always the risk of lowering guard… 

I was surprised of the reaction of the doctor: he said that Largo would heal from the indisposition 

at home and he went away. A look at his face showed he needed to go to the hospital! But I 

wasn’t a doctor, my opinion is not so important… 

So, I promised myself to go to visit him a few days later, just to see how he was. I certainly could 

not abandon a man right in the moment of need. 

I admit that his words made me angry, but I recognized that most of his rantings could be due to 

fever. Let’s be clear, that man was not the picture of health. He wasn’t himself; it was obvious. 

Even though they were really typical words that Largo would say, no doubt! Sometimes it’s 



precisely when we lose inhibitions that comes out the sides of ourselves that, under normal 

conditions, we are perfectly capable of sweetening, or hiding. And he had ruined a poor patient… 

and he got away with it! 

Despite the compassion for his suffering, my disgust for that man grew. If it weren’t for his bad 

health, I would have left him there to fend for himself. He was a pompous and a vainglorious, who 

exploited others to prove his superiority to the whole world. Maybe, in the end, he was the first 

one not to esteem himself at all. And, in old age, this aspect of his nature had gradually 

exacerbated and he became the annoying windbag I knew. 

But enough is enough. I had decided: after making sure he was on his way to recovery, I would 

have left him to his convictions for good. 

It would have been so much better for me… for him… in short, for everyone. 

So, I went to visit him a couple of days later. I confess that my heart was light as a feather because 

I knew that would be the last time I would see his squared fat face. 

I walked to his gate. It was open. 

Could it be that nobody closed it when the ambulance went away? No, maybe Mrs. R had only 

forgot to close it when she arrived there that morning. 

And I was not worried that time either… at least, until I approached the entrance door. There was 

nothing wrong, except no one came to open that door. I rang the bell many times. Nothing. Then I 

tried to lean on the shiny brass handle, which moved under the weight of my hand. A click and the 

lock opened. 

The house was so dark that I couldn’t see three feet in front of myself. The few rays that filtered 

from the tiny holes of the shutters were barely sufficient to get a rough idea of what surrounded 

me. 

In those rooms there was a terrible smell, one of the most disgusting that I have smelled in my 

whole life! It was acrid and pungent; it was spreading in the air slow as a tide and it came right 

inside the brain. It wormed its way behind my eyes so violently that tears flowed, in an attempt to 

wash away the thick layer that kept accumulating relentlessly upon everything. I put one foot in 

front of the other, taking small steps and being careful not to bump into the edges. At some point, 

however, I realized that there was something on the floor that made my steps tremendously 

unsteady. Something slippery. And slimy. Full of shaky gelatinous clots. A strange sticky substance 

had poured on the polished granite tiles. 

“Disgusting! What the hell did happen here?” I said loudly, perhaps in an attempt to fill the void of 

that filthy place. And I cursed every time I stepped on one of those damn things. The slightest 

pressure was enough to make the soggy lump unleash yet another bobble of pestilential stench 

that oppressed the already miasmatic atmosphere of the house. I thought I was about to faint at 

least a couple of times when, finally, I reached the bedroom door. 

I was bent in two by retching and, as not to follow with my face down in the sewage, I leaned 

against the door with my back, holding the mask on the mouth… it was an instinctive reflex: I was 

hoping it could protect me from those exhalations. Obviously, my clumsy expedient was absolutely 



useless; the fetid waves still had the same terrible intensity yet that gesture gave me the strength 

to go forward. 

I stayed there, turning my back to the door, when I realized that it was moving. It was open! But 

there was something that blocked it from the inside. I approached the opening of the door just 

enough to see the mirror next to the bed: an unceasing swarming blended with the darkness to 

the sound of gurgling noises. I tried to push the door, carefully, but I could barely move it. 

Probably it was stuck in one of those disgusting gelatinous masses. 

“Largo, is it you? What are you doing in there? Okay, I’m coming in…” 

I tried to use all my weight. But nothing. The door didn’t seem to move. 

I got no answer from the other side, there was just that noise. Unpleasant. Hissing. Gurgling. 

I tried to lean a little more, so that I could see something. And it was then that, in the middle of 

the hoarse turmoil, I saw something that made my blood run cold. 

I can’t explain what I saw, but it was gruesome. There was… something… at the beginning it was 

almost like there were many people with me, in that room. But no, those were not people. The 

fact is that, in the middle of all those protuberances and purulent appendages, among the wounds 

that dropped festering exudation, I thought I saw something similar to arms, or legs… but it was all 

covered with that filthy substance that exuded from the infected plagues and that dropped down 

on the floor. I couldn’t recognize anything. And then, in the middle of all the chaos, a coil of turgid 

tentacles freed from the rest and started to push a dried-up body inside huge and horrid jaws. 

It was Largo’s body. 

Drained. Squeezed. Sucked. Sometimes the flesh was pervaded by a tremor, a slight reflex of that 

life that was being stolen from him, then it fell down again like a rag at the mercy of that shapeless 

mass. 

I remember that I screamed and I got out. 

I ran away from that thing as fast as I could and, in the heat of the moment, I stumbled into that 

slimy goo. 

I got up quickly and, at the moment when I breathed again the fresh air of the garden, I began to 

wake up from the numbness. 

I breathed in. The fog that obscured my sight slowly swirled back. 

That’s when I thought it was all a bad dream. 

“Yes, I must have imagined it all, I’m sure.” I tried to reassure myself, in a clumsy attempt to take 

back control of the situation. “Tension always plays tricks on me!” 

Then I looked at my shirt and I saw it. 

A big stain of slurry and serum. 

It was all true. 

- 



I know that I should have call for help and for the police immediately. And I did it. Of course I did! 

At least, this is what my telephone says. The thing is, I don’t remember… 

I’m sure I stayed out there to wait, there was something I had to do first. I felt a strange sensation, 

a sense of uneasiness that overshadowed the shock. Something was calling me from inside that 

house: a voice carried by the wind whose echo hammered incessantly in my head. I knew well that 

I shouldn’t have followed that voice, but my heart couldn’t resist the call. So, I went in. I didn’t go 

to Largo’s bedroom this time, my feet stopped in front of the door that led to the basement stairs. 

The call came from somewhere down there. 

I went down the steps with caution; everything around me was dark, except for the feeble light 

filtering through the mouth of the wolf. I followed the curve of the wall with the palm of my hand, 

the saltpeter crumbled to the passage of my fingers. 

I arrived in the basement and, guided by the mysterious call, I went straight to the boiler room. 

I met it there. 

Immersed in the fetid track of mucus and lumps there was the thing I had met in Largo’s bedroom. 

A myriad of glowing eyes observed me from the darkest corner of the room, right behind the 

boiler. 

“Mrs. R?” I asked hesitantly. 

It was then that one of her deformed heads freed from the others. It began to talk with a raucous, 

barely perceptible whisper. 

- 

Yes, that’s what they used to call me. Before it all happened. 

But, don’t worry, I’m not angry with you. Now every action is done and I can leave these places. I 

shouldn’t even be talking to you… anyway, when you leave this house, the memory of what 

happened today will slowly fade away. 

Revenge… you often hear it said that, once consumed, revenge leaves only a huge sense of 

emptiness. No. It’s not true. 

You can’t even imagine how it feels… complete… fulfilled… satisfied. 

Believe me, there’s nothing wrong in this. 

What Largo said is true, it’s all my doing and I claim it with pride. But the virus has nothing to do 

with it. 

Even if, I admit that this horrible epidemic happened at just the right time, at least his death won’t 

seem too out of place. Because Largo is dead, I want it to be clear. No, don’t waste your sadness 

for him, he doesn’t deserve the last at of kindness of a merciful heart. 

Have you ever felt the sword of destiny that weighs on your head, sharp as a razor’s blade? 

I know very well what it means. 



I didn’t imagine that Largo told you about me; I’m surprised that, at point of death, he 

remembered my story… certainly not for compassion, no. Actually, considering how attached he 

was to money and that he spent a fortune to silence what had happened, I’m not so surprised. 

He ruined me. 

What I am now, this is my real form, Mrs. R no longer exists for a long time. And do you know 

when it began? On that damn day in the clinic. 

My only fault was wanting a more beautiful face, an insignificant sin of vanity that I had decided to 

indulge. A small present just for myself. I fell asleep on the operating table with the hope of a 

beauty that, instead, has proved to be the most ephemeral of the chimeras. The mirror, which was 

once my best friend, suddenly became the worst of my nightmares. 

The rejection started after a few hours. 

The more time passed, the more my features distorted under the weight of bruises and festering 

sores. Pain was terrible, especially at night. I was hoping that someone would tear my face off with 

a knife and I could almost feel the relief of the blade that slowly cut the flesh from the skull. It was 

such a good feeling… I would have been free from torment. Then the swelling has increased so 

much that I couldn’t feel my face anymore. And it was as if it didn’t exist. Even the bones had been 

eaten away by the infection. 

The surgery. 

Scars and stitches. 

In the meantime, the insult of the trial. 

Then the coma. 

Ant it was then that I met it, you know? No, it wasn’t Largo. It was a voice that was calling me in 

the terrible void in which I was floating; a sound without tone, intense and silent at the same time. 

My whole being was vibrating together with the dark presence that populated the depths of my 

mind. I was not alone in the middle of that nothingness. And do you know what it was telling me? 

It doesn’t matter… you wouldn’t understand… 

But it knew me. It knew. It knew exactly what I wanted. 

All of a sudden, a great frenzy came over me and I woke up in the soft light of the room. 

I was Mrs. R, exactly as you know her. But that was nothing more than a shell, a grotesque disguise 

that would allow me to make my revenge real. 

You already know what happened. 

Largo had the end that he deserved, the world won’t regret his loss… 

Don’t you think? 

- 

I heard the sound of the sirens approaching from the end of the street and, suddenly, the thing in 

front of me started to squirm and gurgle. The many faces writhed in terrible spasms, rolling the 



grey bloodshot eyes. The shapeless mass began to boil and exude that infernal substance that 

poured out in waves on the concrete floor. The voice disappeared into a whirlwind of screams and 

hissing rales. That dark thing was about to run over me with all its strength, when I suddenly woke 

up. I came back from the hypnotic state in which I had sunk and I remember running out the 

house. My legs were shaking, I almost stumbled on the stairs… 

I babbled something to the rescue. 

But they didn’t find anything strange in that house. Nothing. Not a drop of that strange black, 

slimy substance. 

Except for Largo’s consumed corpse. 

I was sure that the image of the horror which I ran into that day would have haunted me for 

months, and yet a very unusual event happened: the more minutes passed, the more the memory 

of that encounter became confused. 

I feel I’m no longer the master of my thoughts… 

But I’ve written everything. 

No. 

I won’t forget. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Thanks for reading my story. 

 

If you liked it, you can read my novel A Coffee for the End of the World. You can find it on Amazon 

Kindle. 

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B089P36WCD 

 

 


