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Preliminary Warning:

The manuscript that you are about to read was found in the crypt of a monastery in ruins, whose name shall not be mentioned, so as not to disturb the peace that reigns in such a remote and forgotten location. Nor shall we mention the names of the members of the archaeological expedition who, upon opening one of the sepulchres of one of the ancient monks, discovered that the tomb was empty, with the exception of a package carefully wrapped in leather. Inside this package could be found a parchment on which was written the unbelievable history that you are going to read next. 

We warn you that it is not a pleasant tale for those of a delicate disposition. That said, if you turn the page, the responsibility for what happens next will be yours, and yours alone.


I

I was fifteen years old when I met Belial. He was the first man that I knew. For as long as I can remember, and I can remember almost back until the day of my birth, I had not known any person other than Lissia, until the arrival of Belial. I called by name the woman who brought me into the world; I called her Lissia, by her own express desire. I believe I remember, or rather I do remember, that the first word that crossed my infantile lips was her name, Lissia. I remember that day well how, upon hearing her name in my mouth, a smile appeared on Lissia’s marble white face, and with her blood-red lips she kissed my own, pallid lips. 

Lissia taught me to speak, to read; she brought me into the vast expanse of the family library; she told me which books would be advantageous for me to read, and which would serve as nothing more than trivial fodder to counter the tedium. Lissia pointed out to me, amongst the immensity of the thousands of spines of books bound with leather, gold and mother-of-pearl, a book spine of dark metal that dominated the immense library. That unreachable metal spine could be found just in the centre of the room, with as many books to the right of it as to the left of it, and as many above as below. It was the most marvellous, and the most unusual of all the books: the Saturygena.

Lissia told me that a great disaster would destroy the world, our world, if I dared to even touch the metallic spine of the Saturygena. And I obeyed her with true devotion. It never even occurred to me to violate the rule, regardless of the terrible consequence. I never disobeyed Lissia, until the arrival of Belial.

I say that Belial was the first man I met, and I mean that, but he was not my first friend. My first friend, my best, beloved and inseparable childhood friend was a boy with the same name as myself, Alceán. 

Alceán was my friend since before I can remember. However, I do remember vividly, as vividly as a dream, the day that Lissia met Alceán. Before that day, Alceán and I were secret playmates. Whenever Lissia left me alone, whenever she left the house, Alceán came to play with me. We laughed together, fought together, and ran free together, without ever getting tired. He was the only secret that I would not share with Lissia. When she returned, Alceán always left as quickly as he had appeared, as if in reality he were no more than a figment of my infantile imagination.

On the day I turned five, Alceán gifted me a violin. It was the colour of amber, crafted from a hard and smooth wood that seemed to retain life even after having been cut and shaped. Alceán whispered in my ear: “It was mine, and now it is yours. Touch it whenever you want me to come”. I placed the body of the violin against my neck, and positioned my young fingers on the tense strings. Alceán firmly took my free hand and placed the bow against my palm. I held my breath, began to lightly caress the strings with the bow, and from the violin was born a languid, warm sound, with the same amber-coloured tonality as its source. 

The entire room became impregnated with an intense aroma, like that of altar candles, of honey, and of incense as I played a song that seemed to emanate from the violin of its own accord. Alceán and I felt intoxicated by that sound, by that aroma, by the song that Alceán taught me only by looking in my eyes. Every new note that left my violin, my fingers, was a note that Alceán dictated in that precise instant. We both began to laugh, sweetly, like in dreams. Then, for the first time, I noticed Alceán’s eyes. They were the colour of honey, like amber, like the holy nourishment that rests eternally liquid in the bowls of the dead pharaohs.

Lissia suddenly opened the door, and shouted when she saw the violin in my hands. The blood rushed to her tense temples, and her obsidian eyes hesitated in their slightly sunken hollows. Lissia looked at me and said:

‘Where did you find that violin?’

I looked at Alceán, and we both repressed a complicit laugh. Lissia did not take her fiery eyes off my face. I had no choice but to tell her the truth, as I always did. I told her that Alceán had given it to me. Lissia’s lips and temples turned pale. Lissia remained immobile, like a waxwork. In that brief moment of calm, Lissia brought to my mind the memory of the image of Saint Tecilay, who was in the house crypt, forever illuminated by a dying candle. I liked to spend whole hours observing Saint Tecilay. She was of my own stature, and had the face of a woman. Her black hair flowed, orderly, over the stone cloak that covered her heels. Saint Tecilay’s eyes were closed, and her skin appeared as if it were made of wax.

Lissia was motionless, like Tecilay, for only a few moments. Then she looked towards where Alceán was hiding, keeping his own eyes of living wood fixated on the obsidian eyes of Lissia. She spoke:

‘I do not understand, Alceán. You and I are alone in this room. There is nobody else here. There is nobody called Alceán but you.’

I looked at my friend, and he winked at me.

‘Your mother can neither see me nor hear me, Alceán.’

‘Why not?’ I enquired.

‘Because she believes that only one Alceán exists.’

Lissia started, and her desperate eyes searched for Alceán throughout the entire room. I suppose that she had heard his voice for the first time, although she seemed unable to see him. Before I could provide a response to Alceán’s words, Lissia took a fine, gleaming dagger out of her black dress, and threw it at the corner where I was seeing Alceán. But he was no longer there, or, at least, I could no longer see him. 

The dagger drove into the wall with accuracy, and Lissia and I could hear a horrifying scream coming from that corner, and we saw spilling, out of nowhere, a bubbling of dark blood that spread out over the wooden floor. The blood continued to stream out of nowhere, out of the nowhere where Alceán had been a moment before, and it obscenely splashed my violin, along with my cheeks that were reddened from the excitement of the moment.
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