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In memory of Edgar Allan Poe.

“And travelers now within that valley, through the red-litten windows see vast forms that move fantastically to a discordant melody; while, like a ghastly rapid river, through the pale door, a hideous throng rush out forever, and laugh — but smile no more.”

Edgar Allan Poe
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After a long hard search, Marcelo Acevedo, twenty-nine years old, had finally found the house with the ideal price to move in with his family; made up of his twenty-seven-year-old wife Julieta Martínez, and their two twin children, Fernando and Isabel, barely three years old. The property was located on a hill in northern Italy, in the vicinity of an almost unknown town called Luce di Speranza.

They were really excited, they didn’t mind getting away from the city, and they liked the idea of ​​leading a productive life. There they could have a small farm, create a vegetable garden and most importantly, they would no longer be disturbed by the noise of the cars during the early morning, because after getting married they had lived in a small apartment near downtown where Acevedo worked in an electrical appliance store. 

Upon arriving at the residence, both Marcelo and Julieta fell madly in love with what their eyes saw; the house itself was spacious, made entirely of bricks, painted white, with a thick wooden door, a small window next to it, a whitish tile roof from which a chimney was visible; in short it was comparable, at least in style, to a cabin. 

There was a dry tree to one side of the house, and the growing grass around it was quite tall, though not tall enough to obstruct their passage. Inside, it was much more spacious than it appeared from the outside, with three upstairs rooms, a bathroom, hall, kitchen and pantry. 

In their minds, both Marcelo and Julieta saw themselves in the coming spring, with the house renovated to their liking, sitting at the entrance of the porch enjoying the warm breezes, so they ended up agreeing to make their common dream come true.

The property had been built by a real estate company at the beginning of 1991, being rented to a young couple, who lived there for a short time. Later it went uninhabited for several years until, due to the remoteness of the main cities, it was no longer a good business to keep it for rent, putting it up for sale, for Acevedo’s good luck since the house was not being given maintenance, which ended up lowering the price even more, being within the reach of his savings and allowing him to conserve a little money to support his family while he got a new job near the residence.

Once they finished settling in, and while they were doing a little cleaning, Marcelo came across some erratically written papers. Although he tried to read them, they were incomprehensible. Despite this he didn’t discard them, deciding to save them and try again later when he was resting.

Having noticed the absence of some food and cleaning products, which they didn’t bring with them, Marcelo told his wife and together with their children, they drove to the nearest store, which was quite far away located on the road, attended by an old man of apparently eighty years old; owner of a kindness and gentleness rarely seen, who received them with great joy.

“Good afternoon, it’s always a pleasure to meet new clients. Are you passing through?” asked the old man.

“No,” answered Marcelo, “to tell you the truth, you’ll see us often around here, because we’re the owners of the house on the hill.”

“That’s good to know. My name is Alessandro Fiore, a retiree who opened this store since 2009. I live here, and it’s nice. I don’t usually have many clients, but it works out.”

They continued chatting a little more while they finished buying what they needed. Alessandro helped them load everything onto the vehicle; that was when the couple made the decision to invite him to dinner, and they claimed that he could take his family with him.

“I’ll be delighted to attend, it’ll only be me, as I’ve been a widower for twenty years and my children live far away, although we speak on the phone every day. Anyway, I’m rambling, I’ll gladly go.”

Later, around six thirty, Alessandro arrived on a motorcycle. They had dinner together and enjoyed each other’s company. When Julieta went to put the children to bed, since it was close to eight o’clock at night, there alone, Marcelo was extremely thoughtful.

“Is something wrong?” asked Alessandro.

“I’ll be honest, you seem to be a good man and you have to know something about what happened to the couple that lived here. I’m a little superstitious.” 

“Well, as I mentioned, I came here in 2009, but I’ve heard things, some travelers avoided this area, they said it was cursed; not the house, the hill to be specific. Old stories of atrocious screams, whispers that incite a hypnotism capable of driving people to madness, alleged families who built their homes in some sector of the hill and abruptly ended up disappearing mysteriously without leaving a trace. Perhaps what encouraged imaginative minds so much were the last people who inhabited the property; as far as I could tell, it was a young couple without children, during the nineties. They left without saying anything, perhaps trying to evade the rental agreement.” laughing to soften the mood.

“Yes, it’s funny, but I’m curious, what else?”

“Some with whom I had the opportunity to speak mentioned that the couple never left the property, they simply disappeared. No one knew exactly how and when it happened. Some relatives came to visit them and found the house with the doors and windows closed, so they alerted the police. The officers entered finding everything in their place, furniture, appliances and food, which by the way, was rotten.” 

“Do you think it’s true?”

“Of course not, they’re just legends of ancient places, nurtured by bored travelers. You shouldn’t heed my words, there’s nothing to worry about. In my free time, I usually walk on this hill and I’ve never experienced anything that catches my attention, it’s a calm place and nothing more.” 

The conversation ended there since Marcelo perceived the return of his wife and didn’t want to show his own fear. They drank coffee and continued talking about the repairs they should make, asking Alessandro if he could recommend a roofer, as they wanted to replace the tiles.  

Thus the hours went by, when the old shopkeeper noticed after looking at the time on his mobile phone, that it was just a little before midnight. He got to his feet with difficulty because he suffered from pain in his hip.  

“It’s been a real pleasure to accompany you on this evening, but tomorrow I must open the business early. I promise that I’ll look for a roofer among my contacts and I’ll notify you. Now if you’ll excuse me, I must leave.” said Alessandro.

They accompanied him to the front door, where they could see that the place looked really gloomy at night, since only the moonlight lighted the way.

“Wouldn’t you rather I accompany you?” asked Marcelo.

“Oh, no need, my motorcycle has new lights, and I’ll be careful.”

The couple returned to the house, while Alessandro mounted his vehicle, driving slowly on the way back.

Once in bed, Julieta fell deeply asleep; however next to her, Marcelo was unable to sleep, so he carefully left the bed and covering his shoulders with a coat, he decided to leave the house to sit in rocking chair that he had left by the entrance.  

It was cold but that didn’t matter to him. he remained thoughtful looking at the darkness of the hill, imagining the renovated house and he and his wife playing with their children in the summer. That vision filled him with joy, but suddenly he felt something inside the pocket of his coat; it was the papers that he found earlier that day. Under the light of the entrance and taking advantage of the impossibility of sleeping, it being around one in the morning, he decided to try once more to read them, but it was totally impossible. It was an indecipherable handwriting. He said softly, “It’s worse than a doctor’s handwriting!”

Discarding the paper, he returned to bed, as an intolerable sleepiness abruptly dominated him. As soon as he touched the bed he fell deeply asleep. Marcelo began to see a married couple, as they wore wedding rings on their fingers, which were in front of his eyes. The man and the woman were no more than twenty years old, who arrived at a cabin on a hill, which he recognized almost immediately. It was his house but in a much more renewed state, even the tree next to it was fresh and full of life. It was a cypress tree almost twenty-five meters high, from which there was a rope tied to the house, where some clothes were hanging. 

The vision moved Marcelo into the house, where some beautiful ebony furniture was located, everything there looked impeccable. A warm atmosphere enveloped the home, the couple kissed at the entrance before entering and putting away the food they brought with them. When they finished they took a nap on the sofa.  

The young man suddenly sat up, alerted by some kind of instinct, fixing his attention on the window, where he could make out some figures walking around the property. They were presences more than two meters high, extremely thin, with leathery skin, and a lost look. The sun was falling quickly on the horizon, while the man continued to observe that scene totally terrified. He wanted to gain courage by going out to confront them, but in a moment of good sense he put the lock on the door, and instead decided to look once more through the window, to discover that outside there was not even a trace that justified that initial vision. Then the young man said quietly to himself, “I must have been half asleep again! When will those lucid nightmares end?”

The words he released despite being soft, woke his wife, and pointing the clock on the fireplace, he announced that they should have dinner.

While they consumed their food, the man was restless, as if he were being prey to a feeling of alert, watching the window sideways at every moment; his wife couldn’t help noticing it.

“What’s the matter? We’ve been here for a month and from the first day you’ve been strange, you only get better when we leave the house to make purchases or carry out some procedure.”

“It’s nothing specific, it must be due to the lack of other people nearby. I suppose it makes me uncomfortable.”

She gave him a smile full of warmth and sweetness, then told him, “At the end of dinner, we should sit at the entrance, the fresh air as well as the peace is something we must get used to, and of course it can calm your nerves.”

As they sat placidly on two folding chairs that they took out from the house, they cast their eyes on the vastness of the sky, but something, an instinct, made the man look down at the panorama in front of him, where among the high pastures he thought he saw movements too fast to belong to an animal, but the straw that broke the camel’s back was pale hands that flowed, for brief moments, from the bushes, so he took a breath, and without saying anything he convinced his wife to enter the house again, claiming to be exhausted, closing the door and windows behind them. 

The young man was very scared but he struggled to remain calm, repeating to himself in a low voice, that everything was the product of his exalted imagination, seeking to justify those visions that tormented him since they arrived, to his lack of habit of living in a such a remote place. Meanwhile the woman went to the bedroom, saying as she walked away, “I’ll go make the bed while you wash the dishes.”
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