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ORIGINS OF THE MAGDON:

THE JOURNEY AHEAD




-  The Journey Ahead

Described simply as the beginning of the end.






To the family, the friends and all those that made this journey worthwhile. All I ever wanted with this stories was to Aspire To Inspire.
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Chapter One

A lonely journey continues
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Archy had turned his back on Lily, on his children and his life.

When the door had closed behind him, he had been awash with a sense of sadness and impending dread. That had been some eight months earlier and only now, after so long, was he nearing the end of his adventure.

Whispers of shadows and monsters had met his frantic queries. Archy had scoured Europe and reached the coarse and cold snowscapes of Russia before finally, a loose tongue had told him what he needed to know.

In a cold bar, clad in a fur-lined jacket Archy had sipped his drink when a burly Russian soldier had come staggering across to him. Slamming his own glass of fiery liquor onto the table, the bearded Russian stared down at Archy before he had spoken in broken English.

‘You looking for men in masks who speak of monsters?’

Unable to keep his poker face Archy snatched his attention up from the scratched table top. He took in the appearance of the gruff soldier. The man’s uniform was pitted and dishevelled, he somehow looked too scruffy to be serving. However, the glares from the other soldiers in the small bar told him otherwise.

‘Yes,’ Archy almost sounded too desperate. ‘What do you know?’

‘Drink first!’ The soldier scoffed and downed the remained of his spilt drink. ‘You buy more, we talk.’

Desperate for information Archy signalled for the barkeep to bring them more and offered the soldier a seat.

Their conversation had lasted into the night. The soldier finished almost a litre of Russian Vodka before finally, he offered Archy the snippet of hope he needed.

Slumped over the table, his beard matted with spilt vodka the soldier rested his head against the etched table top. As his eyes began to close and his words became a slurred mumble of nothingness, he said something that made complete sense to Archy.

‘Your monster, your masked people are gathering,’ The drunk soldier tried to swallow the dregs to from the upturned vodka bottle. ‘Groot Gat, Groot Gat...’

Archy watched as the soldier’s eye closed and in a heartbeat, the gruff man was snoring loudly.

Archy had wasted no time in securing himself passage. The mumblings of the solder would have meant nothing to the untrained ear, but Archy had understood its meaning immediately. It was not the first time he had heard the name muttered.

Since embarking on his search for the escaped Vatican Magdon and his former ally, Mole, he had heard the name twice before. The drunken soldier made it a third. It had taken Archy longer than he would have liked to understand, but now, with the words of the soldier buzzing around his head, it would appear his destination had been set.

The words Groot Gat were indeed from another language, one that Archy had very little understanding of. Afrikaans had never been part of his repertoire, he had never had cause to need it. Now, however, the necessity of understanding was at the forefront. Archy spent his extended travel on practising the language as best he could.

His journey was fraught with complications. The route from Russia saw him move almost from the top to the bottom of the globe.

Weariness surrounded him as he boarded his final transport from the coastal port of Durban. It would be another two days before he finally arrived at the former mining town of Kimberley.

Pulling through the main street of the town Archy was met with blank stares and a less than welcoming atmosphere. Faces stared from the doorways along the street until his transport rolled to a slow shuddering halt.

‘You’ll find somewhere to sleep there,’ his abrupt driver snapped and motioned for Archy to get out.

‘Thank you, can you tell me if...’ Before Archy could finish the man exited his own seat and stalked off towards a bar on the opposite side of the street.

‘Charming.’ Archy scoffed as he pulled his satchel over his shoulder and grasped the sad remnants of his life that were stuffed into a battered suitcase.

The building Archy had been pointed towards sat at the end of a long terrace of shop fronts. A wooden canopy hung above the pavement and a handwritten sign read VACANCY.

Walking across the dusty street, Archy stepped onto the pavement and through the open door.

The air was close. Clear skies allowed the burning sun to beam down on him and stepping into the shade of the building Archy felt no change in temperature. Pulling his Panama Hat from his head, he wiped his brow with the back of his hand.

‘Help you?’ A voice grumbled from the shadows in broken English.

‘Good afternoon,’ Archy began slowly. ‘I’m looking for a room.’

‘You here with the others?’ Archy’s attention snapped up from the back of his hand.

‘What others?’

Archy was well aware that the mine that had fed employment and sustainability to the town had closed in 1914. Since then, the city had struggled along. Curiosity still surrounded the former diamond mine that sat to the west of the town but for the most part trade and industry had ground to an uncomfortable halt.

‘Groups of men and women, been coming to our mine for weeks.’

Something tickled Archy’s curiosity as the man stepped from the shadows.

‘Are they staying here?’ Archy asked the man who now forced a smile across his pitted face.
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