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Prologue
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In every generation, there are born Saints. Some of them stay hidden. Some others die as martyrs.

Then there are the Saints who live removed from the spotlight but still active in their merits. These Saints alone have the power to defy the darkness. Born into families and nurtured by their faith, Saints become the epitome of truth, hope, and love. With the help of the good in the universe, Saints rival the sick and twisted wickedness that seeks to control the destiny of all.

A Saint could be anyone.

Even you.
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Chapter 1
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Knock. Knock. Knock.  

“Marie Laveau, please hear my wishes.” 

She knew what she was doing there. Yet another part of her questioned why. That tug of war inside her spirit prompted her to come to New Orleans in the first place. 

Life had thrown a series of curve balls in her direction and she struck out every single time she went up to bat. So, there she was in Saint Louis Cemetery No. 1 hoping the spirit of a Voodoo Queen could save her. She concentrated on the Greek revival tomb. The intention became her entire focus. 

With a deep breath, she leaned forward and drew three X’s on the white wall with her bare index finger. Evening had settled on the land and the warm, humid breeze from the ocean dissipated into a wintry mixture of cold and dry. In her waiting moments, she covered her right hand with a knitted mitten. 

She held herself. “Please give me a sign.” 

She zipped her jacket to the neckline. Then she stuffed her mitted hands into the side pockets. She paused with anticipation. She did not want to strike out on life anymore. She needed some sage advice. 

For fifteen minutes, not a sound filtered into her ears. She saw no motion. She felt nothing around her. 

“I really do need that sign.” A tear rolled down her cheek as she shivered. She called out into the night. “I don’t know what to do. I am completely lost.” 

Again, she waited in lone silence for a fulfilled expectation that never came. That emptiness exemplified the rest of her life. She needed a change. 

“I was really hoping this pendant would work.” She clasped an elongated chunk of mahogany obsidian in her fingers. She had bought the silk cord and stone from a local tourist trap. “Protection from negative psychic attacks, the clerk said. Keep me safe and grounded. When I really feel is frozen and light headed.” 

She rubbed her face with her clothed hand before returning her digits into a jacket pocket. With a slight turn of her head, she looked around her. In the rising fog, she trembled as her breath floated into the darkness. The temperature had dropped ten degrees by her estimation in that short span of time. She stomped her feet to warm her body, but the environment overcame her little by little. 

More than anything else, she felt foolish. “Damn it.” 

All that she had hoped for seemed fruitless. All that she feared appeared at the ready. She could not fathom what the future held for her, but she knew nothing was worth standing in the abyss any longer. 

She stepped forward with an uncertain twinge in her muscles. As she turned away from the tomb, her surroundings spun and then went black. She grabbed her face in reaction. She took a deep breath, released her grasp, and blinked reality back into existence. 

With an awkward stumble, she steadied herself. She gazed around the tombs once the world was right again. Then she jumped as she saw movement in the near distance. She was startled by a dark silhouette moving in and out of the shadows. A dark fog of liquid malevolence slithered her way.  

In that time, she also heard whispers on the wind. Voices spoke to her. Urgent but soft were the words that she could not decipher. 

Am I now hallucinating? 

As she reconciled the sights and sounds, the fluid phantom stepped into the lamplight as a solid male figure. She gasped. She was not delusional after all. 

“What are you doing?” His voice was a rich baritone. 

She shuttered. “Nothing.” 

“That doesn’t look like nothin’.” He came closer as his Creole accent echoed off the nearby tombs. “You know there is a price to be paid for graffiti.” 

“I swear I’ve been respectful.” She ungloved her hand and showed him her chalk-ridden finger. “No graffiti. Just tribute.” 

“And a request.” 

Soon she realized, the stranger was less than a yard from her position. She also noticed that he was average about five feet ten. Dark hair and eyes, pale skin, but his expression was serene. Crow’s feet adorned his eyes, he was about her age: forty. 

He wore an old-fashioned black suit with a top hat and he also carried a cane. Comical to say the least, she wanted to laugh, but her sense of him made her skin crawl instead. She could not ignore the fact that the situation felt wrong. He felt wrong. 

She hid her doubts with a nonchalant shrug. “Yes, a request. Isn’t that what everybody does?” 

“But you aren’t just anyone, are you?” He pointed at her. “I... caught... you.” 

She did not like the tone of his voice or the insinuation. As she scrutinized his countenance, his return glare penetrated her very essence. His funereal fluency oozed into her being. “Then I’ll be... leav...ing-” 
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