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“And behold, the hand of Almighty God shall hover above the Earth, choosing from among His children those who shall defend the carnal realm from those sent by the Fallen Angel.” 


CHAPTER I
THE MOSLEY BOY

The funeral procession slowly followed the small muddy path toward the cemetery of the city of Willinghill. It was a dark afternoon, with howling wind that carried the black clouds in the sky on a rainy Monday.

A little more than a dozen umbrellas followed the path, hiding people with sad faces and blank looks. The small coffin was carried by two tall men wearing wide-brimmed hats that kept the thick raindrops from wetting their bearded faces.

It was a small coffin, painted white and adorned with branches in a lively golden hue. It was a child’s coffin. An eleven-year-old child.

Adrian Mosley had arrived from school, and after getting a kiss from his mother for his good grade on the math test, went out to play hide-and-seek with friends of his age. He was not the most skillful, and was easily found in the first rounds of the game. Frustrated, he decided that the top of the tallest tree in the orchard would be the ideal hiding place. He clung to the lowest branch and with the dexterity of a slender, healthy child he intertwined his legs in the tree’s branches. He climbed branch-by-branch, moving away from the ground and completely disappearing from view among the foliage.

While he proudly awaited his friend who had already been searching for him for more than twenty minutes to give up, the rain that had been threatening to plummet over Willinghill finally arrived, cold and intense. From above, Adrian saw all of his friends running to their houses, fleeing from the strong rain and also from their mothers’ possible scolding if they arrived soaking wet. Adrian began his descent, forced to redouble the care taken climbing down such a tall tree. 

The tree’s branches became slippery and dangerous traps, and silently sealed the boy’s fate.

A twenty-meter fall broke his neck as a cook breaks a hen’s before putting it in the pot.

The cemetery was on the top of a hill, outside the small city, surrounded by small trees with scant foliage. An old cemetery, almost abandoned, with worn-down tombs covered with weeds.

It was rare for someone to die in that small end of the world.

Adrian’s grave had been dug right in the center of the place, where the few followers of the procession piled their umbrellas.

“We pray to the Lord, King of glory, that He bless and free the souls of all the departed from the punishment and depths of Hell. But instead bring them to Your light and Your grace, and for eternal rest.”

The voice of the old priest mixed with the sound of the rain that was drenching the ground, becoming lost among the sobbing of a mother distraught and crushed by the loss of her only child. At her side was the father, with a blank and closed expression. They held hands, producing the perfect image for the most melancholy painting any artist could paint.

The coffin was taken to the hole, slowly lowered from above by ropes that held it, and a flurry of yellow roses was tossed on top of it before it reached the bottom. The wooden box sealing the child’s body was thus little by little covered with earth, and shovel-by-shovel disappeared from view. The boy Adrian Mosley was six feet under.

* * *

The cuckoo clock in the living room had just chimed midnight, but in the Mosley house no one was able to sleep. Adrian’s parents were seated at the kitchen table, immersed in the tragic event. They were not looking at each other; they were not speaking to each other. In silence, they simply felt all that overwhelming grief. The cold ravaged the entire region, it took over the kitchen and made them shiver, but neither seemed to care.

“You need to sleep,” said the husband, looking at his wife’s face. “It’s been three days, and since then you’ve hardly closed your eyes to rest.”

“I’m not tired,” she responded in a hoarse voice. “You can go first. I’ll be there shortly.”

With a painful sigh, the thirty-something-year-old man stood up and immediately left the kitchen. The woman did not even raise her eyes to see him leave; she only unwillingly followed the sound of his footsteps.

The possibility of lying down in a warm, comfortable bed seemed ready to crush that woman’s heart. How could she feel warm and protected while her young son was in a cold and dark grave? How could she close her eyes and wake up the next day if her little boy would never again do this? No. She preferred to simply stay there, feeling cold and hungry. And thus, in her mind, she sought to reduce the suffering of her little Adrian.

It was only at three in the morning that an uncontrollable sleepiness invaded the kitchen and embraced her with all its power. She tried to resist, she shook her head, rubbed her eyes, but it refused to give up. In a final attempt, she got up and made a pot of coffee. Three times stronger than usual. She sat back down; drank the first cup, the second and the third. Before the first sip of the fourth cup reached her lips, however, something interrupted her.

KNOCK, KNOCK, KNOCK.

Someone was knocking on the door. She immediately got up and walked to the small kitchen window that faced the front of the house. She rubbed one of her hands to defog the glass, but she could not make out more than vague blurs amid the darkness and the rain that was ruthlessly falling outside.

KNOCK, KNOCK, KNOCK.

She hesitated. Who could it be, and what did he want at that hour of night?

Still holding the cup of coffee, she slowly walked to the living room, stopping in front of the door. She waited, and for a few minutes the knocks did not repeat. Had the visitor left? She then leaned her head against the wood of the door and tried to hear any movement outside. And suddenly the knocks came again, surprising her almost to the point of shattering the cup on the ground.

“Who is it?” she finally asked.

An answer did not come. The sound of the rain was still the loudest symphony.

“If you don’t answer, I’m calling my husband. And we have a gun!”

But a few seconds were imposed until she was finally able to hear a voice from behind the door.

“Let...let me...in.”

The voice sounded weak and shaky, but even mixed with the noise of the storm it was immediately recognized. Without even a second’s thought the door was opened, and the mother was faced with Adrian, her dear child, standing in the entrance of her house.

She raised one of her trembling hands to her lips, already feeling her face wet with tears. The cup was thus dropped, breaking into countless pieces at the feet of she who had held it.

“Let...me...in.”

The mother’s eyes opened wide, taken by a horror never before felt. In front of her was her eleven-year-old son. The son that, three days ago, had been left behind in a deep grave. His clothes were torn and covered in mud. His broken neck did not hold up his head: it hung from the boy’s left shoulder.

He was alive, but reeked of the purest and most terrifying essence of death. 


CHAPTER II
SIX HUNDRED SIXTY-FIVE DAYS

It was still early in the morning when the faithful began to fill the cathedral in the city of Salisbury. It was a day that would be marked for that church: the farewell to the most beloved priest that community had ever had.

His name was Jullian Bergamo, a young priest of Italian descent, and for a few years he represented the parish of that small rural city. He was moving to another community: a more centralized location, which would make his constant travel faster and less tiring.

Mass lasted a little less than two hours, but Jullian’s presence in the church was further extended by quite some time. The faithful, one-by-one, wished to bid farewell to the much beloved priest. He received flower, Bibles, cross pendants and even two or three bottles of wine.

Shortly after dinner, the carriage that was going to take him to his new community was parked in front of the cathedral. Carrying two large suitcases, Jullian walked down the short staircase that led to the sidewalk, and before getting in the vehicle, he looked back. He would miss the beautiful cathedral greatly, as he would the kindness of the receptive people of Salisbury, who would certainly miss him as well. The people, however, did not know the real motive for the young priest’s departure.

Jullian Bergamo was a missionary of the Catholic Church. But he was not an ordinary missionary. He was not part of community evangelization missions; he did not join campaigns against hunger or war.

Jullian was a venator: a member of the Church chosen by God – and also by man – to hunt evil. Evil in its purest form.

Jullian Bergamo was a demon exterminator.

He was born on a moonless night, with the aid for nuns from a convent in London. An Italian immigrant couple, recently-arrived in England, knocked on the doors of the convent seeking help. Help was critical for the baby’s birth, as they were unable to avoid the complications that led to the mother’s immediate death. The father, an unprepared widower, was housed for a night, together with the baby, in one of the convent’s unoccupied quarters, against the Mother Superior’s wishes, but with the support of all the other worried nuns.

At dawn, the man’s body was found outside the convent. He had thrown himself from the tallest tower, after leaving a note that simply said “take care of my son.”

The child was thus adopted by the nuns. But he was a boy and soon would not be able to live together with them. At eight years old, he was sent to the nearest monastery, where he acquired the great desire to become a member of the Church.

Before long, in his teens, the monks at the monastery noticed that Jullian had special gifts. The boy felt presences that no one else felt, and was able to see things that no one else could see. At sixteen years old, he discovered the presence of a being from Hell living in the monastery’s cellar, and managed to send it back to its place. At seventeen he performed his first exorcism.

His abilities were maturing over the course of his few years of life, and when he turned twenty-five, he was finally summoned to the High Summit and named a venator: a servant of the Catholic Church responsible for freeing the world of any invasion coming from the depths of Hell. An arduous and risky task that consisted of exorcising places taken by legions, hunting the small demons that had escaped from Hell, expelling malignant spirits from the bodies of other people, among other countless situations that would make any other man tremble from head to toe.

The only point, perhaps, that displeased him about his craft was what had placed him in the carriage that would take him to a new place. By order of the Summit itself, an initiate venator must never remain for more than six hundred sixty-five days in the same place. A venator was a representative of God, but was also a man very hated by the Devil. It was stated in the training manual that six hundred sixty-six days was the time necessary for Lucifer to penetrate the heart of an inexperienced venator and convert him. However, this venator would need to be posted in the same place during this cycle of days for this to happen.

This was Jullian’s third move. He had already completed three cycles, and left three places that he had learned to love. He did not know exactly where he was being taken this time.

The rocking of the carriage was making him dizzy and nauseous. He opened the window, letting the cold air enter the vehicle’s interior and ruffle his hair. He stuck his head out the window and saw a narrow, rocky path: a kind of valley clearing, with few trees, that extended beyond where the darkness let him see. He had been traveling for almost four hours, without stopping for rest or at least to stretch his legs.

“Are we almost there?” he yelled to the coachman, who immediately turned to look at him.

“The city is just ahead. We’ll be there in a few minutes!” the man responded, holding his top hat so it was not taken away by the headwind.

“Thank you for the information!”

Relieved, Jullian pulled his face back inside, rubbed his hands, and raised them to his cheeks to warm them. It really was very cold, and the farther the carriage went, the more the temperature seemed to fall. Jullian gave silent thanks for having brought more than one coat.

They traveled for another three or four kilometers and the city’s lights finally surrounded the carriage. Through the foggy window, Jullian saw small unkempt houses, with little lighting, but of charming appearance. The horses’ trot could not be clearly heard when the hooves hit the asphalt. After one or two minutes, the carriage stopped. Jullian got down immediately, stumbling slightly thanks to the tingling caused by four hours without standing. He looked around and saw a wide, tree-lined, street, replete with houses of various sizes. The street was deserted, there was no one outside at that time of night.

“Where are we?” He asked the coachman, after realizing that he did not know the name of that small town.

“We are in Willinghill. It’s a pretty little town, don’t you think.” The man responded, after leaving the reins and helping Jullian with his luggage.

The priest then looked behind him and saw the church. It was not very big, let alone so majestic as Salisbury’s, but it had its own charm. Its walls were full of small windows that stood out from among the bricks; the bell tower was short and narrow, strangely positioned right in the middle of the building. Between the door and a high window a wooden crucifix completed the singular appearance of the church.

The coachman, carrying the two suitcases, proceeded to a narrow alley that went by the left side of the church, and Jullian quickly followed. At the end of the alley there was an iron door, sealed with an enormous lock. The man carrying the suitcases then took a key out of his pocket and handed it to the priest.

“Do the honors. This is your house now.”

Jullian took the key, inserted it into the lock, and turned it. The heavy door opened with a light push, and Jullian found himself in a small room with a low ceiling with no windows. It was cozily furnished with two armchairs, a desk, two cabinets and a stool. In the corner of the room there was another door; they went through it and came to another corridor, which gave access to Jullian’s bedroom and a tiny kitchen.

“Well, Father, I need to go now. I hope you like your new home.”

“It is very cozy. Anyway, have a good trip back!”

The two men shook hands, and in no time the coachman disappeared into the dark alley. Jullian closed and locked the door, turned to the room and examined every corner, already deciding where to put all of his things. First he went to one of the display cabinets: it had glass doors and would be perfect for keeping his work utensils. He opened one of his suitcases, the larger of the two, and began to unwrap dozens of objects of all kinds: flasks containing colored liquids, paraphernalia similar to corkscrews, candlesticks decorated with strange symbols and even small amulets. From the suitcase he also took out three thick books, two of them with black covers and no description of any kind. The third was a kind of manuscript, as thick as the others, but with its title in simple letters exposed on the artisanal cover: Necronomicon. It was, without a doubt, the most important of the three: Jullian separated it from the other two, leaving it on the stool beside the cabined. Finally, the last item in the suitcase was removed: a small metal casket, locked with a larger padlock than would normally be necessary. Jullian carefully picked it up with two hands, reserving a special place for it in the cabinet.

After finishing with the first part of organizing, he felt that he needed to rest. It was already early morning, and the faithful would certainly be in the church early in the morning to meet the new representative of their parish. Unwillingly dragging the suitcase to the bedroom, Jullian opened it and looked for his pajamas. He changed and went to the bathroom, stopped in front of the sink and examined the mirror that reflected a young, but tired, face. His black eyes were sunken, and his equally dark hair was vulgarly disheveled. He washed his face, brushed his teeth and then went to the kitchen to wet his throat; returning to the bedroom, he knelt with his elbows on the bed. He whispered a quick prayer, thanks for another night and a request that the next day be good.

After a long yawn, the young priest laid down, immediately approving of the new mattress. Two blankets were necessary to protect him from the cold of that little town. He closed his eyes and waited for half a dozen minutes until sleep decided to come.

But he did not even have time to give himself to sleep: strong, hurried knocks on the iron door removed, once and for all, any chance for rest that the recently-arrived priest might have.


CHAPTER III
EMERGENCY CALL

Jullian got up, put on his sandals and with quick steps walked to the door. The knocks repeated two or three times before he arrived there. Whoever it was was in a hurry.

“A-At your service,” said Jullian suspiciously.

OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
INNQMINE
PA RIS

‘BOOK Le.





