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	Preface


	 


	A phone call alerted the fire department of a small town near the city of Nelma about a fire in a farmhouse. After the firefighters had extinguished the flames, the local police and several reporters were allowed to peruse whatever remained from the building. 


	On this occasion, an investigative reporter found a pile of folders, made of some unrecognisable material that resembled leather, all containing several handwritten pages. He took one and, upon inspection, noticed that those pages, undamaged by the fire due to their protective cover, contained a series of accounts. Scanning the words, our reporter calculated that some of the events described had taken place in the second half of the nineteen century. 


	The presence of these seemingly historically valuable documents eventually urged connoisseurs, historians and forensic detectives to flock to Nelma, but the immediate reaction was to search the rubble for any thing that might have been missed. Eventually, these documents were found to be authentic and their content of invaluable interest to the police. 


	Our investigative reporter, however, had been sneaky enough to make that one folder “disappear” before the police could label it as evidence along with the others. Yet, his manoeuvre to get away from the scene with the documents inflicted some damage on the fragile sheets of paper. Thus, our reporter had to fill in some gaps with his own words in order to publish them. His goal was to have them printed in the same sequence as they were found. Unfortunately, as the nature of these documents was revealed to him, he realized he held in his hands all but a fraction of the whole. Oh, if only he could have access to some of those folders that were police custody. 


	Since the documents were found, the Nelma Police Department has been able to determine that the papers had belonged to a very well-known figure, who recorded some very self-condemning information. They also disclosed that forensic testing revealed those folders to be made of human skin. The stories they enclosed, due to their impact on local history, would remain undisclosed to the public indefinitely. 


	 Here follows the incomplete memoirs of Christopher Logan, found in 1935 in the city of Nelma. The narratives within in these pages reproduce the documents sequestered by our reporter. Their veracity and origin, as well as the name of the person who penned them, remain unknown. Any anachronism or irregularity is of our reporter’s own making. 


	 


	 


	 




Part 1


	 


	I always knew there was something different about me. I was about ten years old when this distinct trait started to take shape.


	I attended funerals very often, since my father worked for the only mortuary in the area, and my curiosity was always awakened by the stiff body awaiting burial. On the other hand, I was perplexed at people crying, mourning the deceased. I could not understand why my mother would weep by her mother’s coffin, why so many people were frightened of death. 


	The year was 1870. I was walking around my recently-deceased grandmother’s immense backyard when I felt pleasure for the first time in my life. 


	 There I was, walking around my recently-deceased grandmother’s backyard, whose property was nearly all surrounded by a forest, when I saw something lurking by trees and shrubs by the fence. I followed the peculiar movement until I saw it was my cousin Gregori's cat, which my grandmother used to care for during the week since the bastard worked away and only showed up on weekends. 
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