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Chapter 1 
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Fatigue and confusion had deprived me of any reference that could have guided me. I was gripped by hunger. How many days had I gone without food?

Two, or maybe three? The world around me seemed unreal. I couldn’t remember where I was. I flung the countless books, stacked everywhere in this strange house, looking for a blank page that had not been covered by that hateful calligraphy that was not mine. I found it! I began to pour out a stream of thoughts on that time-worn paper in an effort to recall why or by what sequence of events I had come to be in this situation, but I struggled to remember. 

Then, horrified, I realised that the line of ink that marked the page was not mine. I was writing impetuously, not very gracefully! It was in the same calligraphy used for all the notes in the margins of the archaic tomes in this hateful place. I thought vaguely about what had happened recently, trying to understand. How did I end up in this terrible dream born out of reality? Memories that have nothing to do with me resurface, they are alien and malevolent. 

Then the image of my father and his plump kindly face took me back to myself and to my story. I must write! I must try not to forget. I am... 

My name is Corn... No! My name is Samuel. Yes! I’m Samuel McNeil! Or Samuel Kainz? Dear God! It is so difficult to be sure of who I am. Something must be able to help me! I nervously emptied the pockets in the long coat frantically searching for a clue. A metallic sound made me jump when a heavy six-shooter gun fell from the pocket. I went to pick it up when I noticed there was a small leather notebook next to it. It was mine! I had forgotten about it! I had written on only a few pages. Would they help me rediscover who I really am? I read the first few lines and repeated them, they were ominously prophetic. Perhaps part of my soul already knew of the imminent danger that would besiege the low defensive walls of my youthful desire?
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The diary of Samuel McNeil - 1853 
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18 March 

Less than eleven days from today 

Today is my eighteenth birthday, and for the first time I have decided to write this memoir. I want to warn my future self who will re-read these pages, to remind him that we did not start this journal because we like to share or rework our feelings or the events of our common life on an inanimate sheet. Rather I don’t believe that I will remember everything that happened today without it being changed by memory, and the confused sensations I am feeling. 

I want to record these thoughts that run through my mind even though they are not particularly unusual or exceptional, in fact, I consider the reality that I find I’m facing has certainly happened to others without their being considered heroes or victims of fate. 

Nevertheless, in my ordinary little world, these events are to be considered anything but ordinary. Allow me to introduce myself to you, I am from the future, because I understand, now more than ever, how time makes one forget how we were, what principles we had and the defects or qualities we attribute to ourselves. Even now I am not sure that I will be the person I was yesterday. 

Looking ahead to the revelations that I had today, I want to fix the one I am today with ink in 1853. 

My name is Samuel McNeil from an English aristocratic family of the ‘Ancestral Sun’. Our land is located on the border between England and Scotland. It was George I of the House of Hanover, who invested my forefathers with the noble title. In 1715 our lineage was honoured with the objective of forming the glue for the new decades old United Kingdom. Also the first queen of Great Britain, Anne Stuart, had done the same in her time. George I, who succeeded her, did not want to be outdone. 

I lived a serene adolescence in a family that belonged to the lower nobility; my culture permitted me to learn different European languages including German, French and Italian. The town that developed in our territories, was not particularly rich, but renowned for the good beer that we produced. 

Today, my birthday, I woke up, as usual, to a good morning for my usual ride on my horse over our land. My father always told me that it is important to make our presence known to the labourers who work on our holdings. This was to narrow the distance between the two classes, which was of fundamental importance to him and in addition, to his confidence, represented by the secret of our beer. 

I will be like him! After a hearty breakfast of eggs and bread I left to go to the stables where my good old horse friend ‘Prometheus’ was waiting for me. 

The ride began as any other when an excruciating pain in my head made me lose consciousness and fall from the horse. 

An eerie strange dream accompanied that unnatural sleep. I wandered without purpose not remembering the reason that led me through the narrow streets of an unfamiliar city. The silence was absolute and a white moon illuminated the desolate winter night almost like a day without colour.

A wrought-iron gate blocked my way like a warning and deterred me from going through it. It was closed and the wall on either side was almost as tall as two men, at its top were watchful stone statues of demonic beings, which served to ward off evil spirits, to induce fear in my confused but excited mind. The need to get in was overpoweringly, strong but mostly not exactly within any range of being rational.

I scrambled recklessly onto the gate, I first risked hurting my hand on the metal pieces at its top, then I tore my clothes as I stepped inside the open air structure. I looked down to assess the damage to my clothing which protected me from the intense cold of the evening, and I realised that the make of the clothing I was wearing was unknown to me. 

Where the hell was I? How did I get there? It didn’t seem to matter to me in the nightmare. My body, as if possessed by an alien will, began to move cautiously looking right and left fearful of being discovered. I was in a well-kept garden and in the distance illumination from small lights were visible arranged in a regular pattern. I winced as I became aware that I was in a cemetery! 

In the distance, beyond the wall I had just jumped over, melancholic music and drunken laughter, was made grotesque by the mood that place induced in me, it accompanied my walk towards the countless candles fifty paces in front of me. 

Then a noise made me jump. I hid behind a wall that was half a man high and silently, closing my eyes, tried to concentrate on sharpening my sense of hearing. I perceived short light steps. 

A low, sullen growl made my skin crawl and a thrill of danger ran over my back. It was behind me! I turned as fast as I could but the dog, maybe a cross between a shepherd and a wild wolf, was already on me. I was just in time to block the trajectory of its fangs towards my throat with my left forearm. A moment longer and it would have been the worst. 

The thick cloth that protected me from the cold was able to stop the animal’s teeth, but the pain was the same intense and acute. With a sudden spring and with a mastery that I did not recognize as my own, my right hand struck the animal’s throat. A gush of powerful arterial blood flooded the fist that seemed to hold fast to an object. 

The animal first bit stronger, creating new pain, then it let go and yelping and gasping turned away from me as it slumped dying a few paces away. I looked at my bloody hand certain I would see the blade that had saved my life, but it was empty. 

My body moved as if of its own free will without giving me the chance of investigating if the blade was still stuck in the wolf that had just tried to tear me to pieces. I started walking feverishly among the innumerable marble slabs resting on the ground. 

Close to one of them I saw an old and rusty shovel. I took it up and continued running without stopping: what was I looking for? I looked insistently at my right hand and my subconscious knew the answer to my question was closed in that empty fist that seemed to tighten on nothing. 

Then I stopped; my alien consciousness knew that I had come to the right place. It was that one! A plaque was in front of me. I began to dig; I broke the frost-hardened earth with the rusted, worn tool I’d recently found. I was gripped by a bestial frenzy. I could smell the damp earth and the pain in my fingers that removed the last clods from an old coffin consumed by time. 

I rejoiced in the belief that I had found the solution to all my problems. A grim and terrible feeling gripped me, and the hope of salvation was inside that rotten wooden box. In the dream I remember uncovering the stinking coffin and found a medallion with arcane symbols on the skeletal body, they were unknown to me, but I seemed to guess their meaning. Seared on the forehead of the skull, as well as on the medallion, was a date: ‘1791’. I eagerly took the skinless skull from the corpse and poured clear water into it which I drank until I fainted. 

I woke up, but a blinding light prevented me from opening my eyes. A soft damp surface refreshed my overheated face. First once, then twice. I adapted to the intense light and saw the huge head of a horse licking my face. Afraid, I distanced myself from the animal. I was confused. 

I didn’t understand, but understanding was just around the corner.

The horse was Prometheus, my beloved companion on rides. I knew him! That was my real life. I had awakened into the real world as if fainting in the dream world I had re-joined my material body. 

The dream, confused in my mind, was vaguely overflowing with rationally irrelevant meaning but it seemed, to my awakened consciousness to be of primary importance. 

I walked briskly towards the house. I was sure that my father, who was waiting for me to celebrate my birthday over lunch, was alarmed by my lateness. I did not dare to get back on Prometheus or risk fainting again and perhaps worse falling from up high. It was an almost two and a half hour hike to return home in the early afternoon. 

When I reached my father he was waiting apprehensively for me because of my extreme lateness. My father’s name is Gordon, like myself he is taller than average, although he weighs almost twice as much. He is always cheerful and good-natured and has been my only anchor since my mother died eight years ago. Father loved her intensely and he always told me that I was their greatest source of happiness. I always felt my parents loved me. My father taught me to hunt and play chess, our greatest common passion. From my mother I inherited my love of animals, especially horses. 

After taking Prometheus back to the stable, exhausted from the long walk, the hour was so late that I went to rest after eating just a bite and asking my father to postpone the birthday party until that evening. Eight o’clock came quickly, as did dinnertime. Throughout the evening my father seemed distant and hesitant. When I read the resolve that appeared in his eyes he called me into the study, saying he wanted to give me my birthday present. I preceded him by a few seconds, excited and curious about what I would receive. 

My father seemed more relaxed when, approaching his desk, he sat down and opened the drawer rummaging energetically searching for my gift. Finding what he was looking for his eyes lit up and he pulled an object I did not at first recognize out of the drawer. Satisfied, he handed me the gift, which I discovered to be a wooden box with a small golden lock with the family emblem on the lid. He said that now I would become the successor of the lineage and as such should receive the contents found inside the box. Excitedly I opened it, and saw the coat of arms in relief on a circular gold plate. It represented a sun with rays that unfurled from it at three hundred and sixty degrees; it was magnificent and I was filled with the pride of belonging to that family. 

Immediately after his face darkened, heralding that what he was about to do did not make him at all happy. He handed me another glossy wooden box, which held a magnificent six-shooter gun. A new Colt 1845. He said that it was the last one produced of the first series and as such was immensely valuable. He suddenly rose to his feet, making me jump because he was so abrupt, and he told me reluctantly that the gift was not from him and that it had arrived from Austria a few weeks earlier. 

Enchanted by the beauty of the weapon, I hardly heard my father’s deliberately obscure words; I took it in my hands and measured its reassuring weight and visible sturdiness. After the presents I saw that dreadful worry in his eyes that had gripped him the entire day. The words had a hard time coming from his mouth, which was rare for him. 

Then he said. “There is one thing that I promised someone I would tell you on your eighteenth birthday.” 

He continued, “Look, your mother died at least eight years ago and I know she was very fond of you, and it is also why I am struggling to make this confession,” he sighed. “Remember this! It won’t change anything between us. Your mother and I could not have children and when a distinctive Austrian man made us a proposal, we could not refuse.” 

He poured himself a glass of brandy, “He would secretly give us his first son for adoption on the condition we never told him the truth until he was eighteen years of age. Samuel, I consider you my son, I love you in this way, but I’m not your biological father. He is an Austrian and his name is Cornelius Kainz.” 

He almost drowned drinking his brandy in one gulp, “God is my witness how much I grieve to tell you this, but, I received the information by telegraph, he died this morning before you could decide to meet him or not.”

Gordon continued, saying, “Mr Kainz did not do this for money, he didn’t sell you, indeed, he insisted on swelling our family coffers with money we never asked for. He had other reasons, and one of those was that he wanted his son to have British nationality and that he would be of noble birth. In the future, he was sure, it would have been better for you. The gun is a gift from him.” 

He started to cry, 

“I cared only about being able to have a son, I’m sorry if I am telling you only now when it is impossible for you to know your real father. I love you.” I hugged him for a long time reassuring him that nothing would change between us, but in my heart I could not deny the desire to inquire about my origins. 

21 March 

Less than 8 days from today 

I’m in a carriage, and just an hour ago I disembarked from a swift sailing ship that brought me across the Channel. My journey is just beginning, and I never imagined that the first time I would leave my native land, or rather what I presumed to be as such, I would be going to visit my father’s grave. On the 19th of March, I received a notice by telegram in which I was informed that Cornelius had left a will where I was also mentioned. Even if I had not chosen this of my own free will I still have to go to Austria. I’m excited. 

Certainly I won’t recognize anything about the place I’m going to be visiting, because, when I left, I was only a child of about six months. The town is found near Vienna, and it is so little known that only those who were born or live there recognize its name. I took along the six-shooter for two reasons: the territories I would be crossing are not as safe as we are made to believe from the propaganda of the continental countries and in addition I was asked to bring it with me as further proof that I was in fact Cornelius’ true son. 

When I arrived, I would finally get to know my father’s face, even though I could only see it transfigured by the effect that death has on our poor limbs. 

Last night I had a strange dream: I was in the attic of a house, and my feet were immersed in a tub of water, in my left hand I held a pen made of a strange metal; I was dancing with it, on pale sheets, tracing, in flowing calligraphy, the symbols of a language I had never studied, but I knew I could read. 

It is as if hidden memories of a life I had never lived re-surfaced to become mine, as if they had belonged to me forever. Next time I write I will have already come to the outskirts of Vienna. I stroke my six-shooter and in the depths of my being greet my adoptive father who so lovingly raised me. 

25 March 

Less than four days from today 

I do not understand what is going on here. Every night I dream, and every time I have new and different experiences. In the morning when I awake those experiences stay within me as if I had lived them and I remember them as such. 

My memory is merging with the dream-like fantasy that accompanies me on this frenzied journey. In yesterday’s dream I was at a theatrical performance of Goethe’s Faust and on the stage a young Mephistopheles sang, “I am the spirit that denies everything forever, the star and flower.” 

I felt a paternal pride for him and the inevitability of a choice. The young man was similar in appearance to me, but I have never acted, indeed, I am useless at it and have never wanted to. At the end of the performance I went into the dressing room behind the stage, and while I waited for the actor to arrive I looked into the mirror. I saw a man in his fifties who looked dramatically like me. Was I looking at my future? 

Could that boy be my son? In the moment he arrived. He was no more than sixteen years old. That gruesome part was hardly adapted to that innocent age. I hugged him and I asked him if he would come home with me. We went out the door onto a dark and damp alley. Once walking in the darkness I pulled out a gun, but not any, it was the same model as the one my father Cornelius had given me. 

I pointed it with icy determination at the nape of the boy’s neck, and as the silence of the night was shattered by the thunder of the explosion, my mind, in that flash of light, photographed the young man’s death. 

I woke up in a sweat. Fortunately it was only a dream! 

March 26 

Less than three days ago

Today I visited my father’s grave and I made a frightening discovery. The man I had seen in the mirror in my last nightmare was not my older self, as I had imagined. Actually it was my late father. I saw his photograph on the tombstone, and I recognized him immediately. I was taken aback, these dreams already so real, but still harmless dreamlike visions, had become even more sinister. How was it possible that I knew the true face of my father, and why had my imagination turned him into a monster capable of killing his own child in cold blood? What father could do that? 

I walked hastily towards the notary’s office, deciding to close the matter as quickly as possible and return to my old life in England. Upon arriving, I met a young woman with a small child still in nappies. She was waiting for the notary with me and for the reading of the will. When we entered, I was struck by the magnificence of the study and sat awed by the presence of the man behind the desk. 

He started talking and soon I realised that the woman was Cornelius’ last and only wife. Zibille, Cornelius’ young wife, had inherited all her husband’s possessions, his houses, his landholdings and especially a thriving theatre company of which he had been the sole owner. 

To me however, the father I had never known, he had left a house on the outskirts of that remote village in the Austrian mountains and a letter written in a few words, “Son, I ask your forgiveness for abandoning you when you were so young and I hope that one day you will absolve me of this sin. I am sure that a better man than I will concede me this, even after death, forgiveness of a father you have never known, in this way, assuring, a peaceful afterlife. I really hope that you are [a better man than me]. In the house I left you there is so much of what I learned and the reasons for the choices in my life. Consider, as my last wish, your acceptance of this inheritance, and that you will visit, at least once, what I consider the refuge of my soul. I am well aware that I cannot make any claim to asking you and you do not have any moral obligation to grant it. 

I hope you will make good use of it. With love, your father Cornelius Kainz.” 

Shocked and excited by the words I had just read, I replaced the letter in the envelope, which also contained the address and the keys to the house. On leaving the Paranoiac office I walked over to the woman. She shyly looked at me before quickly lowering her eyes to the little one she carried in her arms. She was a minute young woman with wavy black hair that fell to her shoulders. The tears flowed unabated down her face, highlighting the better her blue eyes. I asked her how my father had died. She made an effort and then she answered giving me a smile of expediency,

“Samuel, I know maybe you’ll be angry hearing this, but your father died while in the house he left you. Cornelius used to take refuge in that place every now and then when he was caught up in a feverish desire for knowledge. The custodian had gone to deliver the food for the weekend and found the door wide open and he was  lying on the ground in front of the chair he used to read in. He died doing what he loved most.” She wiped her tears and suddenly she handed me the baby. I grasped him a bit awkwardly and looking at her questioningly, I began to cradle him. The little boy woke up and stared at me with his green eyes giving me a few seconds of joy and peace. I smiled at Zibille, who, addressing her son, said, “Alexander, say hello to your brother, one day you will become great friends.” 

29 March 

Today! 

The diary found in my pocket is finished. The pages are few but clear. Now I have found myself. Who I am and what has happened is no longer a mystery. The danger, however, continues to be great. 

It is also necessary for me to be present to myself in the future and not to forget what has happened to me again. I have to do it! I will continue the pages of this diary! 

Today is the third day I’m locked up in this damn smelly hut. It’s March 29. I add a countdown to the diary dates that help me to follow the chronological sequence of the events. 

The yellowed sheets, written in confusion, are placed at the beginning of this diary to remind myself of how easy it is to lose oneself. The wood that is present in the big room has now been exhausted, but outside it is night and the cold begins to penetrate the walls making my forced stay unliveable. 

I have to improvise! I grabbed a chair and banged it hard on the floor and broke the legs. I throw it into the fireplace now unlit trying to revive and fuel the fire that is now my only salvation from freezing. I have to remember! I write on the pages of the diary, but I have to be honest with myself, my name is no longer McNeil but Kainz. What happened after the opening of the will? I remember now. 
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The Diary of Samuel Kainz


[image: image]




The account of 27 March 

On leaving the notary’s office I went to the hotel eager to just pack my bags and go home where my life and my future were awaiting me. I was convinced that Cornelius, my real father, regretted that he had abandoned me, and that strangely, his memory had stayed with me from infancy. It was for that reason I had dreamed of him. 

I decided, however, that I would have to go to his refuge that he had left to me as an inheritance to try to get to know him through the things that had belonged to him and so definitely close with the past. 

At nine o’clock in the morning, I went to his address: the house was only accessible by a narrow mountain road that required a forty-minute walk. When I arrived I was amazed at the beauty of the place but also by the smallness of the structure. To my eyes it seemed more like a hunting lodge. 

In the distance I heard a dry and repeated noise. It came from behind the house. I went around the walls, discovering that the walls covered a rectangular perimeter twelve paces wide and eight long. 

A young man, in spite of the cold morning, was splitting the wood, he was only wearing a shirt. 

I approached and greeted him. The man returned the smile with a nod of his head and after I had introduced myself he said, “I regret the loss of Mr Kainz. I’m Hans the caretaker and I can say also your father’s friend. It was me who found him. I do not know if the notary told you about the circumstances of his death.” I told him that it was his wife, Zibille, to tell me what happened and I begged him kindly to accompany me while I looked around the house. I was hoping to find a little of the character of my mysterious  Cornelius in the readings and furnishings of those rooms. 

Once we had come to the front door, Hans looked at me apologetically and said, “I’m sorry if I have to leave you here alone already. I forget that I have some urgent jobs to do in the town for the maintenance of the building. Don’t worry, I’ll be back in a few hours. Please come in and sit down. The fireplace is already lit, this is your house now.” 

He smiled broadly and left saying good bye. I stood for a minute in front of the door asking myself what I would find, then, courageously, I put the key in the door. I heard the noise of the many well-oiled mechanisms that moved in unison. I thought, in that moment, that my father thought a lot about safety, because there were thick railings in every window. At once a smell of paper and lamp oil permeated my nostrils.

The building consisted of a single large rectangular room. It was full of books and antiques from all over the world. Only one door led to a large bathroom. Closing the entrance door I heard that the mechanisms snapped in a sinister way. I immediately tried to open it with the key but did not get any results. First I called Hans and then I started screaming. It seemed that everything was ready only to imprison me inside that room. 

I found a letter still closed and sealed in the desk. I was angry and scared at the same time. I read the letter awaiting the delirium of an old man who had decided to kill his son. 

“In your memories you will find all the answers, have patience, and you will awaken in the wisdom that I have cultivated and collected in life. I cannot say I loved you and I assure you that the hatred I felt for life for the destiny you represented was present in me always. You will understand me too and you will learn to hate your children, who are not life but death, if they leave you the time. I assure you that will not be so. You are my eldest son, or rather, the fourth of the firstborn. The others I killed with my own hands. I’m a monster? Maybe! Why did I do it? Now I’ll explain everything before you die by my hand! Our family is of an ancient origin: Kainz is not our original surname, but that’s what I chose to hide our origins. An ancient curse, which I traced back to the beginning of the 1500s, means that, at the age of eighteen years of age our eldest son, we will die without a chance of escape. 

I discovered that our family originated with the eighth son of Nostradamus and that unlike other descendants, only our predecessor had contracted this terrible curse. That is why you are the first cause of my death. I did not want to be subjected to this destiny and decided to try to stop it before it touches me. During the French Revolution I was a soldier in the king’s order, during that time of tumult I decided to visit the tomb of our ancient father Nostradamus and to dig it up. 

An ancient legend told that drinking from the goblet of the seer I would take over the powers. So I did just that. I was willing to understand the reason for this curse and try to dispel it. 

I uncovered the corpse and once the coffin was opened, I noticed that it was its medallion that I had around my neck, and it was marked on the skull’s forehead, that was exactly the year I had disinterred the coffin. Behind the medallion there were words written in a language incomprehensible to me that seemed to want to dissuade me. I, carelessly, took the skull, poured pure water into it that I had brought with me and drank. I felt a pain in the head, as if a million bits of information came out of it. It was all too fast and I was unable to process them, I fainted. When I awoke hugging my ancient father’s skeletal body, I saw the medallion and read it, and I understood the writing on the back. 

“To the descendants of my eighth son. Stop, do not continue your search and accept your destiny that is bad for one but salvation for all.” I took the medallion and the skull of Nostradamus, and leaving the grave I decided that I would run away to Austria in search of new information, bearing in mind the old warning. Still today I am happy. The more days passed the more I knew that I had not received any power of prescience from the skull, but in compensation I knew, I wrote and read any language that I encountered on my journey. Hebrew, Egyptian, Coptic, Latin and Greek: any idiom, even the oldest, held no secrets. Besides, my mind seemed quicker, more receptive, and more capable. A prodigal memory allowed me to remember anything I read and to instantly link it to the rest of my mnemonic sources. Maybe I was not a seer, I was something better! 

When I arrived in Austria with little effort, because of my abilities, I became very rich as a consultant to bankers and nobles. Over time I recovered and read all the treatises of magic and witchcraft in search of the definitive solution to my and your condemnation. I think I’ve found it, even though it seems inhumane. I tracked down some ancient writings that were part of a secret collection by Edward Tallbot, the one who tried to divulge Enochian as an angelic language. The solution is a ritual that prevents the soul from being catapulted directly into the afterlife once it has died. Spiritually, and still on earth, you can try to possess the body of another human being. 

Well, if you did not understand it, my spirit is confined to this room, and you, who are the reason for my death, will become the means for my rebirth. Have you already started dreaming? Those are memories, my past, and my knowledge. Don’t be in a hurry. My will, will arrive and yours will burn.” 

Caught up in the fear aroused in me by the delirium of the letter I had just read, I upholstered the gun ready to blast a shot toward the door. I thought that if I could not break it, at least the explosion would be audible at a distance. I pointed at exactly what I assumed to be the lock and shot. The noise was tremendous and deafening, but the door was barely scratched. 

Taken over by my frustration, I repeatedly pressed the Colt trigger again and again, but nothing happened. I waited for hours, deluded by the need to cling on to hope. I imagined Hans returning to get me out of the prison, but it was clear now, he was my father’s accomplice. I was trapped. The bars on the windows prevented me from fleeing. The walls were in hard stone. After looking in every crevice of the house crying became my only companion for many hours. 

29 March 

The three days of reclusion were an agony, almost all the wooden furniture, and most of the books served to warm me. I’m hungry but mostly thirsty. The only thing that I have drunk in these long days was the huge stock of spirits in the house. Fortunately, in the night, an abundant out of season snowfall covered the windowsills with a thick layer of snow, which I used to drink. 

The frozen water entering my body helping to dispel the alcohol-induced fatigue. I have only found wines and liqueurs, which was a trap that I fell into engrossed with the need to drink. My will has weakened and the spirit contained in the bottles has contributed to wearing me down more and more. 

My determination has not yet been defeated, but it is only a matter of time before it has been overcome. My father’s memories and knowledge are transferring to me and with them I lose myself more and more, leaving a free field to enter my mind. 

The more his memories become mine, the more I understand his genius and my inferiority. Yet he seems to have done everything in a hurry: his life was over and maybe he had made mistakes in planning because of the short time. The more I inherited his consciousness, the more I became aware that my body, affected by the curse, was not desirable for any reason. 

Why try to return to life by stealing a body that is still subject to that curse that he had tried so hard to escape? Perhaps because he lacked a suitable host body? 

It was only a guess, I don’t know anything about sorcery, apart from the memories I am inheriting, and I suppose that useful information has been well filtered out. 

I have to focus on his reasons and plans. He is slyer than I am and going back over his projects will lead to nothing but to make me shortsighted by adopting his viewpoint only. I have to think beyond what I suppose to be his design. 

A revelation gives me hope: I read in my father’s occult books, which I am burning to warm myself, that to facilitate possession the host body must have some kind of anchor to which the foreign spirit can bind. 

What could it be? March 30 the attempt has failed! 

Yesterday, in euphoria about the discovery I had made, I looked among my things and I understood, the gun was his, it was the way for him to enter into me. I took it and opened the glass of the window. A frosty breeze of gelid air lowered the room temperature in less than thirty seconds. Holding the gun I pushed my arm out through the railing and threw it as far away as possible. 

It fell far away from the house, but not enough to slip down the slope near the path that had led me here. For a moment I felt the alien pressure falling away as though it could no longer find me. 

Now I understood that I had only gained time, the gun maybe was not far enough away, again it was still too close. Or simply the whole house could be the ideal bridge for him, capable of leading him into my body. 

By now I felt his presence pressing on my soul to enter, and it is certain that he will succeed. I have already inherited a great part of his knowledge, but Cornelius’s will had been hardened for decades while my own is still young and weak. If, within a few hours, I do not find a way to subjugate or evade his trap, it will be over. 

Suddenly a thought makes me jump. I do not need to defeat him, I just have to make sure that supernatural forces that live in nature work for me. I have to give way to whomever my father has deceived, use ‘lady Death’ to my advantage. 

I wonder more insistently why Cornelius would stay in this place without being sucked into the afterlife or because Death has failed to reclaim his impure soul. 

I’m certain the answer to these questions is the key to my salvation. The letter he left me speaks of an ancient ritual that protects him. 

I investigate the arcane knowledge that I inherited in these five days of forced imprisonment and in which my father’s knowledge has arrogantly taken over my mind. If, as he has written, he has used a ritual of some sort to ensure that supernatural forces do not disturb him, material components must still be present in the room. 
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