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As you begin your reading journey, I must mention that this book comprises a compilation of tales told by Barnabas Batbeard himself. I’ve arranged these stories in a way that ensures a seamless transition and stays faithful to the accounts I’ve been entrusted with. Although I am eager to divulge more, I believe it would be best for you to first immerse yourself in these tales and we can engage in discussions once you have completed the book. 

May your reading experience be a delightful one.

***

[image: ]




	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


MEETING BARNABAS BATBEARD
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As I finished my duties at Solomon Funeral Home in Wiscasset, a sudden pounding at our rear entrance disturbed my usual routine. As I opened the door, I was met by a disheveled, towering figure with a wild, dark beard and a mischievous glint in his eyes. He introduced himself as Barnabas Batbeard and requested to speak with my employer. There was an inexplicable familiarity about him, a sense of recognition that eluded me. Yet, I was entranced by his presence and felt a profound thrill in his company. I allowed him inside and escorted him to my employer’s office, where I couldn’t help but notice the strong scent of sea salt and the distant echoes of crashing waves that seemed to follow us. My employer, Timothy Wilkie, welcomed him warmly, as if they were old acquaintances, and they engaged in a lengthy discussion. I retreated to the hallway to give them privacy. Although I couldn’t discern their words, their expressions suggested something remarkable was transpiring. I was tempted to eavesdrop on their conversation, but I remained in my place, captivated by this enigmatic man. 

Eventually, I was summoned to my employer’s office, where I was introduced to Barnabas. Surprisingly, he greeted me with a smile and requested my assistance with a task. He needed my help in finding the perfect place for his eternal slumber.

“You’re dying?” I exclaimed, my voice trembling.

Barnabas simply smiled and replied, “I’m already dead.”

His answer and strange request caught me off guard, but the opportunity for adventure was too alluring to pass up. “How long will I be away?” I inquired.

“No longer than a few months,” he assured me.

And so, we embarked on a grand journey, with Barnabas sharing tales of his extraordinary long life as we traveled.
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BARNABAS BECOMES BATBEARD
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Our journey started at night. Our mode of transportation was unique - two black horses named Beggar and Needy. As we rode, my companion’s infectious smile caught my eye, and he asked if I wanted to hear his story. I told him that was the main reason I had joined this adventure. 

With a hearty laugh, he turned to me and said, “Let me tell you about the town of Albalulia. My wife, Caroline, and my beautiful daughter, Eleanor, were with me and were my world at that time.”

Barnabas informed me that he had come to the town of Albalulia because he had heard there was a demand for sailors. However, upon arriving in Albalulia, he found it challenging to even engage in discussions about potential job opportunities. After some searching, he stumbled upon Marmara, a large tavern known for its frequent visits by sailors. With his wife and daughter by his side, Barnabas cautiously entered the rough establishment, advising his family to stick close to him. They found a table and waited for a barmaid to approach them. When she finally did, Barnabas requested food, stating they were quite famished. The barmaid listed off several options, including cornbread, grapes, raisins, and rum. Barnabas quickly ordered a round of rum and cornbread for the table. He then inquired about cheese, to which the barmaid confirmed they had. Barnabas promptly asked for a serving of cheese to be brought to their table as well.

As Barnabas waited for their meal, he scanned the tavern, searching for a sailor or someone in need of a sailor’s services. His eyes darted around the room, taking in every patron and their potential needs. Suddenly, he spotted a man at the bar and quickly excused himself from his family, instructing them to stay put and not engage with anyone. With desperation in his step, Barnabas weaved his way through the bustling crowd, his eyes fixed on a tall, pale man with piercing green eyes, sipping on a glass of red wine. The sight of wine in this rough tavern caught Barnabas by surprise and he couldn’t help but comment on it. The man smiled, revealing that it was his own personal supply. He explained that he often came to the tavern for the company, as he was a lonely man. 

Inquiring about any potential job opportunities, Barnabas mentioned his experience working on the ‘Ouranos’. The man’s eyes widened in recognition of the infamous ship that had sunk in a mysterious storm months ago. He revealed that he had sailed by the wreckage on an island called Diaboli. Barnabas couldn’t believe that remnants of the ship were still present. With a smile the man introduced himself as Edward Anouilh. As introductions were made, Barnabas expressed his surprise at the man’s offer of potential work. Again with a smile Edward gestured to the floor, indicating that they would be sailing out of this very port and heading to a town called Cherok. 

“Do you have any family, Barnabas?” Edward asked, his green eyes scanning him intently. 

“My wife and daughter,” Barnabas replied, a sense of worry creeping into his voice. 

“Would you do anything to make sure they are taken care of for the rest of their lives?” Edward’s words hung in the air, heavy with meaning. 

Barnabas’ answer was immediate and sincere, “Yes, of course. I want them to have everything.” A smile slowly spread across Edward’s lips, “Then you are in... you may join me and the others.” Barnabas couldn’t believe his luck, as he returned to his table to share the good news with his family. His wife’s face lit up with joy, while his daughter happily munched on cornbread and fed some to her porcelain doll. The news of a potential job brought a sense of stability and relief to Barnabas. As he indulged in some rum and cornbread, Barnabas couldn’t help but glance over to the bar, checking if Edward was still present. Their eyes met and Barnabas gestured for him to come over. With a graceful glide, Edward rose from his barstool and made his way towards the family’s table. Barnabas introduced Edward to his wife Caroline and his daughter Eleanor, and Edward greeted them with a kiss on Caroline’s hand. “You have a remarkable man here,” he praised, “an excellent sailor with impressive exploits on the ship ‘Ouranos’. I look forward to welcoming him into our family.” The warmth in Edward’s words and the gesture of sliding his glass of wine towards Barnabas. Barnabas glanced at the object before turning his gaze to the man in front of him. The man gave a subtle nod, insinuating that Barnabas should have a drink. Without hesitation, Barnabas obliged, although the taste was peculiar. But with a few rums already in his system, he hardly noticed and continued to drink when more red wine appeared. Before he knew it, he was inebriated. His wife, sensing his intoxication, gently touched his hand and suggested he slow down to avoid making a fool of himself in front of his new employer. 

Barnabas agreed, nodding in agreement with his wife’s wise words. As he looked at Edward, he slurred, “When do I start?” To which Edward responded, “You already have, my friend. By being the only survivor of the ‘Ouranos’ and by drinking my wine, you have become one of us.” Barnabas was pleased with this news and turned to his family, suddenly feeling a hunger that he couldn’t control. He couldn’t resist the urge to devour them, to crunch down on their bones and flesh. But he fought against it, glancing at Edward, who seemed to be enjoying the situation. 

Edward then asked Barnabas for a private conversation, to which Caroline graciously excused them. Meanwhile, Eleanor was too busy chewing on cheese to pay any attention.

Barnabas struggled to rise from his seat, but eventually managed to stand and make his way to the corner where Edward was waiting. Slowly, Edward uttered the words that shook Barnabas to his core: “You must leave your wife and child.” 

Barnabas couldn’t believe what he was hearing. “What do you mean I have to abandon my family?” he asked incredulously. 

“You are now one of us. A Batbeard of the Order of the Veneficus,” explained Edward, his tone grave. “If you continue to stay with them, you will consume them. You will kill your own wife and child. You know what happened on that island... you have to join us.” 

At first, Barnabas didn’t believe him. But when he stole a glance at his loved ones across the room, he felt an overwhelming urge to consume them. He looked around the bar at the other patrons, but the feeling only intensified. “Why do I feel like this?” he pleaded with Edward. Taking a deep breath, Edward replied, “I cannot explain everything to you right now. But I can tell you this: What happened on that island might be bad for you but is good for others... including your family.” 

Barnabas couldn’t believe what was happening. “Why did you do this to me?” he demanded. 

“This is who you are. All I did was give you a much needed push, and you said you wanted employment,” reminded Edward. “This is how you gain employment. All around the world, people will seek you out. They will need you to help them and they will pay whatever you ask.” 

Barnabas was speechless. “I want out,” he declared. “I refuse to be one of you.” 

“It’s too late,” replied Edward. “What happened to you on that island and now that you drank. The bond is now sealed for life. You cannot break it.” But then, Edward added, “there is some good news. You will amass a great fortune. More money than you could ever spend. And you can send it to your wife and child. They will be taken care of, always.” 

Barnabas felt a tear escape his eye as he nodded in understanding. “What do I do now?” he asked. 

“I will take care of the arrangements,” assured Edward. “Just stay here.”

Barnabas observed as Edward, the tall and pallid gentleman, donned in strange attire, made his way to his wife’s table in the tavern. He settled into a seat with great care, his words unheard by Barnabas but seemingly understood by his family. His wife, however, caught Barnabas’ gaze several times and despite the tears in her eyes, she shook her head, indicating her awareness of the situation. As Eleanor waved to Barnabas, he returned the gesture, his own eyes brimming with emotion as he watched his wife and daughter exit the tavern. 

Edward returned and assured Barnabas that they would be well taken care of, urging him not to worry. With that, they turned their focus to the task at hand. Moving through the new world that has been awakened.

***
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In our continued conversation, Barnabas revealed that he was constantly on the move, unable to remain in one place for too long. He said he longed to share his many weird experiences with someone, so that if, by chance, they happened to encounter his family, they could recount his tales of strange adventures. He was happy that he met me and knew I would do an excellent job. With a sorrowful expression, Barnabas began to recount his story. “You see, without the man who transformed me, I would have never witnessed the things that I have seen. It’s important that you understand the truth of my words; these creatures, these peculiar entities, coexist in our world, yet most people are oblivious to their existence. Everything I’m about to tell you really happened.”

***
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EATING EVIL
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Barnabas began his story...

I strolled into the bustling town of Chernok. I couldn’t help but notice the lively festival taking place. The air was filled with music, laughter, and the tantalizing scents of various foods and desserts. Drawn to a table piled high with freshly baked bread and sweets, I approached and asked for a serving. A lovely young woman by the name of Marusia graciously handed me a slice of banana bread, and I paid with a smile. As I took a savory bite, I couldn’t help but compliment the lady on its delicious flavor, to which she beamed and expressed her gratitude. 

As I gazed around, my eyes fell upon a young girl next to me, who was admiring the display of breads on the table. She seemed to come from a poor family, and I felt a sudden urge to help her. With a gesture, I gave her a coin so she could indulge in the delicious offerings at Marusia’s table. The little girl’s face lit up with joy and Marusia herself beamed at me, thanking me for my kindness. Marusia then asked for my name and, upon learning it, commented on its uniqueness and inquired about my stay in the town. I explained that I was just passing through and was drawn to the festivities. Marusia encouraged me to stay and explore as the festival continued until the next day. She described the variety of items on each table, the lively music that played throughout the night, and the promise of dancing and merriment.

As I assisted the young girl in choosing a giant pretzel coated with salt, she smiled and ran off, her small figure struggling to carry the treat. I chuckled to myself, feeling a sense of joy and contentment. Turning back to Marusia, I expressed my intention to stay, and she reciprocated the sentiment with a warm smile. 

Wandering through the festival, I indulged in some delectable desserts and observed the lively music in the center, just as Marusia had described. The atmosphere was filled with boundless joy and merriment, and I couldn’t help but feel uplifted. 

When I had entered the town, I had been feeling a little down, but now I was caught up in the contagious spirit of the festival.

As the night wore on, I reveled in the company of the townspeople, indulging in the most delectable cuisine and being serenaded by the joyous melodies that filled the air. But as fatigue set in, I noticed a gentleman conversing with Marusia. With my newfound intuition, I sensed something peculiar and unfamiliar about him as he gallantly kissed her hand and departed. I approached Marusia and inquired about the man. She revealed that he was her current beau, but there was an air of mystery surrounding him as he refused to disclose his place of residence, and no one in the town seemed to know either. If she really wanted to know, I suggested a plan - using a special thread that never ends. She could tie it to his clothing or person when they were in proximity, and then follow the thread to uncover his whereabouts. Marusia hesitated, but ultimately decided that it would be best for both of them to learn more about her enigmatic man.

She inquired about my lodging for the night. “Have you made arrangements?” I admitted to not having had the time, as I was too preoccupied with enjoying the Festival. “You must stay with us. We have an available room,” she offered. I hesitated, not wanting to impose. “Not at all. We welcome visitors and I often do the same when I visit other towns. It would actually be a favor if you stayed with us,” she assured me. Inquiring about the cost, she replied, “Very little, actually. I won’t charge you if you lend me a hand.” Curious, I asked, “How can I assist you?” She explained, “When I tie this thread onto my beau, will you accompany me and follow?” Sensing her nervousness, I asked if she was alright. “For some reason, I am not. I may fear my beau,” she replied with a hint of anxiety. 

I then agreed to help, and she led the way to her home, which was rather spacious. The living room boasted a grand fireplace, with a fire already crackling and the aroma of freshly baked bread wafting from the nearby kitchen. “Where is your family?” I inquired. 

“It’s just my mother and me. My father and brother passed away a few summers ago,” she shared, a tinge of sadness in her voice. But then she perked up and announced, “By the way, I’m meeting my beau tonight.” 

Surprised, I asked, “This late?” She explained that her mother didn’t mind her going out. Just then, Marusia’s mother entered, smiling warmly. “Are you talking about Marusia’s new beau? He seems quite pleasant, but he never stays for long. I’m always curious about his occupation, but I’m hesitant to ask,” she chuckled. Marusia smiled and promised, “I’ll ask him tonight when I see him.”

As I settled into my luxurious room, I couldn’t help but think about my beloved family - my wife and daughter. The thought of not seeing them again filled me with a sense of longing and sadness. Suddenly, there was a knock on my door. It was Marusia, holding onto the thread I had given her. Her smile was a comforting sight as she said, “I’m ready when you are.” I nodded, slowly getting up from the bed to follow her out of the room. We made our way back to the festival, which seemed to never end. Marusia mentioned that it would go on all night, with only a brief break around noon - like a siesta. As we walked down a cobblestone road, turning left near a hedge, the music gradually faded into the background. Marusia then turned right and informed me that she was supposed to meet her beau by the park. 

I informed her that I would wait here for her, to which she responded with a smile and happily skipped ahead. As I peered down, attempting to catch a glimpse and trying to conceal my bulky frame behind a bush and tree, I spotted the gentleman. He was impeccably dressed and had a captivating, pearly white smile. However, there was something peculiar about him - the way he gestured, smiled, and walked. It was almost as if he was imitating a human. 

He engaged in conversation with Marusia for a few minutes, then once again kissing her hand before departing. It was then that I noticed the thread already attached to him, although I didn’t see Marusia do it. She has remarkably swift hands. As the gentleman walked away, Marusia returned to me with a beaming smile and held up her hand, revealing the thread. I nodded in understanding and suggested we wait a few minutes before following it. Marusia’s nerves were evident as she confessed, but I reassured her that I was there for her.

As we began to move, we followed the thread. Marusia turned to me and expressed her concern about the thread running out. I reassured her that it would not and instructed her to roll it back into her arm continuously as we followed. I warned her not to pull too hard, as we didn’t want her beau to become aware of the attached thread. She nodded in agreement and we continued on, first down a bustling Main Street before turning left into a narrow alleyway enclosed by hedges. We then traversed another small street, which Marusia identified as leading to a park with a canopy of towering trees that resembled outstretched skeleton hands. Despite the eerie setting, we pressed on, taking a right turn until Marusia pointed out that this path seemed to be leading to the only building in the area - a church. I considered the possibility that our target may not be headed to a building at all, but rather lived outside of the city. Marusia concurred, mentioning that this street eventually led to a popular nearby town. We nodded in understanding and continued our journey, diligently following the thread.

After reaching the church, we noticed that the thread had ceased. I scanned the surroundings, but couldn’t spot Marusia’s gentleman. In a hushed tone, I asked Marusia if she could see him. She shook her head, but pointed towards a small window where the thread led. I wondered why he didn’t simply use the doors to enter. As I approached the massive church doors and tried to open them, I realized they were locked. 

“I guess that’s our answer,” I muttered to Marusia. We both climbed through the window, trying to be as quiet as possible. As we entered the church, we followed the thread towards the back door, which led to the cemetery area. Peering through the bushes, we were shocked to see Marusia’s beau crouched over a freshly dug grave, feasting on a dead person. Marusia gasped, and I quickly covered her mouth with my hand, pulling her close to me. In a hushed voice, I whispered, “This is what I feared. Your beau is a demon.”

As Marusia’s beau suddenly noticed a loose thread dangling from his jacket, he reached out to pull on it. As he continued to tug at the thread, a sly, eerie smile crept onto his face as he looked in our direction. “He can’t see us,” I whispered to Marusia, but his knowing gaze made it clear that he was aware of our presence. I hoped that he wouldn’t realize that we knew his true identity. Peering through the bushes, I saw that Marusia’s beau had disappeared. I got up, my hand gripping tightly onto my silver blade, scanning the area for any sign of him. 

Marusia asked me what we should do, but unfortunately, he already knows that we know. 

“This puts us in extreme danger and we must retreat to your house. I fear for your mother’s safety!” 

We ran as fast as our legs could carry us back to Marusia’s home. As I had feared, the door was slightly ajar. I cautiously entered first, only to find Marusia’s mother lying lifeless on the kitchen floor. Marusia pushed past me, her eyes widening in horror as she saw her mother’s body. She let out a blood-curdling scream. I grabbed her and shook her, trying to get her attention. “Listen to me, this just happened. I can help your mother,” I said urgently. Marusia’s eyes widened in disbelief. “What do you mean, you can help?” I explained that I had a special gift and if we acted quickly, we could save her mother’s life. “How?” Marusia asked, her voice trembling with fear. “We need to bury your mother at the crossroads in a coffin. It will confuse death. And as long as we kill this demon within the next 24 hours, we can dig up the coffin and your mother will be alive.”
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