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1933

15 January 

I woke up with a start completely covered in sweat. I couldn’t hear anything other than the incessant raging of my beating heart. I found myself in a dark, damp place. I tried to move, but slammed my head against something hard and immovable. It made a heavy, dull sound. I realized I had a severe headache, which hadn’t been caused by a harsh blow. It was as though I had been drunk the night before. I turned first to the right, and again slammed against a solid, smooth surface, then to the left. I felt there was a void beneath me; I didn’t have time to scream but found myself with my face against a dirty, wet metal floor. My eyes became accustomed to the dark and I saw a closed door not too far away. An intense light came through the gap between the door and the floor. Strange sounds came from the other side. I put my hands to my head trying to stop my brain, which seemed to be trying to escape through the cranium. I awoke suddenly from a dreadful dream. Then I realized that I had only retraced the story of my long life in the dream world.

During that long dream I saw myself as a young man. I was running around the well at the back of the family home in England, playing with the farmers' children. I watched myself at eighteen when I was locked up in that dreadful house in Austria. Where my natural father, Cornelius, had tried, after death, to take possession of my body by attacking my spirit and my soul. I remembered the feeling of claustrophobic fear when I realized that a curse had a hold on my line and had sentenced me to death on my son's eighteenth birthday. I dreamed, feeling the horror when I killed him so I could survive by annihilating, along with him, any consideration I had held for my alleged nobility of mind. In the nightmare Virgil, who I’d discovered to be Death, in my otherworldly journey that I’d undertaken decades before, hunted me. Then, finally, I dreamed of the priests who the Church had sent to persecute and abuse me because of what I had become.

I rubbed my eyes and asked myself truthfully why, in that nightmare, everyone had shown such anger towards me. As if it was the naive boy who was asking, who, at the age of eighteen, had fought for his life against that father who had wanted to steal it. The answer was that I had become a monster. I looked at my hands not recognizing them. I was a wandering spirit, an immortal who was capable of possessing the bodies of my relatives. I had been able to transcend my mortality and above all defeat the curse that would only allow me a brief existence. In doing so I had discovered the undeniable: God was no longer among us. He had left us, closing off the path to paradise. Hell was nothing but a literary invention to describe our world. What was left for us beyond death was nothing more than a slow and inevitable descent into oblivion. As though we had never existed. I thought back to my loved ones, to my adopted father Gordon, to my first son John, and regretted that I could not comfort and redeem myself in the hope of seeing them again in the afterlife. God had gone and sealed his horrible adversary into our world: "Satan". He had been defeated and his fragments had crept into all the souls of this world corrupting them down through all the generations to come.

Outside, I heard screams of encouragement in Japanese. They shouted: "Come on move, the pressure is falling!"

I remembered where I was. Again, I was fleeing the Church and Virgil. They had found me on the other side of the world. They had found me in Japan, where for decades I had lived in serenity and had learned so much about the nature of things. My wife Sakura was dead and I lived in the body of our son Akira. Tears ran down my face as if attempting to wash away the guilt of their death from my fouled conscience and of all those who had perished because of me.

I got up and looked at the small room that accommodated six people. On both sides of the room three-story bunk beds permitted us to sleep in shifts. I walked over to my locker and opened it. There, crammed into that totally unsuitable place for them, was the silver-handled sword of Musashi and the two red blades of the apocalypse, fragments of the power of the horseman named "War". Beneath them there was my dear old Colt 1845, the first and last gift from my natural father Cornelius. I locked the locker hoping no one would try to steal them from me.

By now it was my turn, I awakened my two companions and together we went through the door. The light blinded me for an instant. Three large metal mouths appeared as Cerberus's demonic jaws. It looked as though they were about to spit fire and incinerate us all. Of course, it would have looked like Cerberus to anyone else in this world, but not to me. I had seen the real three-headed mythological being. The unhealthy, oxygen-poor air caused hallucinations that revealed past events. Again I saw Virgil for the second time, when I had completed the first transmigration into another body. I remembered how the three infernal beasts, the wolf, the lion and the lynx had merged to become the actual Cerberus. I awakened from my thoughts and turned my attention to the Japanese boy in front of me. I grabbed a shovel and began shoveling coal into the hungry fiery mouth. The deafening noise attempted to block my thoughts and I was grateful for that. I just wanted to work, to strive and not think of anything. It was no use, I couldn't. I began to sense a strong feeling of oppression. I called the boy I had just replaced and asked him if he could continue the shift for another thirty minutes. I promised him I'd pay him back. I left the huge room hurriedly and climbed the stairs so as not to be seen by the chief engineer. It was forbidden for us to go upstairs, but at that time it was late at night and there would hardly be anyone to notice me.

I climbed the countless flight of stairs to the ship's deck. The icy air froze my lungs. The heated exhaust from the engine room to the bridge had been extreme. I wrapped myself in the blanket I had taken from my bunk and breathed in the air from the Pacific Ocean. It was dark and calm. The ship's sturdy steel was so frozen that it could not be touched without causing immediate pain. Several times I had risked slipping on the wooden deck. We had been on the voyage for ten days and the crossing would last much more. After the Church had set fire to the village where I had lived for the last forty years, and after the horrendous execution of my beloved Sakura, I had managed to escape. 

Fleeing from what was left of my burning country had called for most of my skills. Fortunately, after the confrontation with the priest, my powers linked to the four elements had returned as if nothing had happened. After a day, when I was hiding in the woods near my house, so as not to be found by the soldiers of the empire, I set out on a journey that would take me to Honshu, the largest island in Japan. If I tried to sail to America from somewhere near where I had been living, they would have captured me. I traveled at night and was helped by a group of fishermen who took me to where I wanted to go. On the way, over five days, I recovered the four elementary coins of different colors. It was the last chance I had to pick them up without Virgil becoming aware. Japan was not under his jurisdiction; in those places the spirit world was the kingdom of Izanami. In those days of mad escape, thinking about her shocked me. The desire and attraction I had felt for her caused me to feel distress and shame. I felt as though I had betrayed the memory of my beloved wife, murdered in front of me just a few days before. 

I managed to board a steamboat bound for North America, my destination was the coast of California. Fortunately they needed laborers for the engine room and so, even if I had enough money to pay for my ticket, I decided to make the trip in that way. I wanted no one to notice me.

When we were a few nautical miles from Japan I tried to channel the elemental energy, but couldn't. The flows that arose from the four cardinal points and the spiritual suns were still present and continued to be collected by the coins located in my chest at the level of my heart, but I was no longer in control. It was the same blockage I’d experienced during the fight with the priest; I recognized the same feeling of helplessness. I was certain it was not a problem linked to the body I lived in, over the previous days I had used spiritual energy several times.

I looked for a physical cause on the ship, but there was no trace of any that I could recognize. The swords continued to burn with a blazing spiritual flame, but my body was unable to harness their energy.

I thought back over the last few days, when a tall Caucasian man with a flashy black bandage over his left eye had joined me. He was dressed in an expensive black coat, with a scarf of the same color. He must have been in his sixties. He said,

“You too can't sleep?” 

Clearly he was a guest on the steamship. The passenger ship carried mostly rich merchants. I was glad he wanted to talk and that he didn’t intend to report a dirty cabin boy was in a place that was forbidden him.

I replied in perfect English:

“Actually, I just woke up and my shift is about to start in the engine room. But my thoughts won’t leave me."

The man looked at me in amazement: 

"You speak my language excellently, without inflection. Just think I was afraid you wouldn't understand me.” 

I smiled and thanked him for the compliment. Then he continued. 

“You're so young. And yet your eyes are as mature as an adult's! Can you write boy?" 

I answered in the affirmative and confided that it was only a few days since I hadn’t done so. I surprised him by telling him that I spoke and wrote in various languages. He said:

“If you have thoughts, try writing them down in a journal. I write every day. Let's say that it is almost a duty for me, but I still find it useful."

I smiled at the man and confided that I used to do it too, but that unfortunately I had finished the last pages of my diary and that I didn’t know where I would be able to find a new one. He told me to wait for him and walked away. Almost ten minutes passed and I realized that I wouldn’t be able to wait any longer; otherwise my partner would destroy me with his insults. I was about to leave when I heard quick footsteps resounding on the metal stairs leading to where I was. The first thing I saw, before the whole figure of the man became clear, was his hat. I cursed silently realizing it was the Captain's. I moved to run to the other side when I heard the voice of the man I had spoken to before calling me. I turned instinctively and, amazed, I realized that the person with the patch over his eye was the ship’s captain. I'd never seen him before. I stopped and waited hoping he wouldn't punish me. He approached and I saw he held a coat in his right hand and in his left a precious book covered in leather. He made me wear the coat that, although visibly old, was still well kept and very warm. Finally he handed me the book. I opened it curiously and realized that its pages were all blank. The captain said:

"Boy, it's a shame that those who know how to write can't. This is yours; I'll give it to you. The coat is yours too, but this is not a gift. You're going to have to earn it. I'll talk to the chief engineer. Every day at 9:00 p.m. you will report to me and write the logbook, which I’ll dictate to you. Agree?"

I replied that I would gladly help him and returned to the belly of the steel ship, where my companion welcomed me, happy that I had finally returned.

Now my shift is over and I have dedicated the few hours I had to sleep to start writing in my new journal.

I hope that these pages relate, as reported in the last of my old diaries, the beginning of the journey that will lead me to obtaining the power to challenge the Gods. These pages will witness my "Apotheosis"!

25 January

I work twelve hours a day in the engine room and the rest of my waking hours are spent in the company of the Captain with whom I now have a great relationship. When I don't help him write the logbook, or we don't play chess, he takes me to the magnificent rooms in the steamship where guests are entertained. I became his interpreter helping him to communicate with guests whose language he didn’t know. 

27 January 

I woke with a start as screams came from the engine room. Me, and the guys on my shift, quickly got out of our cots. We were afraid; none of us knew what was waiting for us on the other side of the door. I approached first; it was almost hotter than I could bear. Without delay I opened it. A heat, more unbearable than usual hit me. The fire flared up in much of the room, but there was still a way clear up the stairs leading outside. I hurried to my right, where I knew there was a hose that brought water into the room just for that reason. I grabbed it and directed the jet of water where it seemed to me that the fire burned more intensely. My companions, who had woken up with me, ran to the exit. I tried to call them to give me a hand, but they acted like rats on the run, it was impossible to reason with them. After a few seconds, I saw the chief engineer coming down the stairs. He activated the siren to give the alarm. A boy from the previous shift had collapsed on the stairs with a severe burn covering his right arm. The smoke started to fill the room; soon I’d be unable to breathe. I took off my shirt; wet it and covered my mouth. My shift mates had already reached the stairs and helped the burned boy escape from that gas chamber. If I'd stayed there, I'd have been killed. I heard the chief engineer's voice screaming at me to get out and run. We were in the middle of the Pacific, if we had lost the ship, we wouldn't have survived one day on the lifeboats. We would have just died of thirst or the cold. Besides, my "treasures" were still in my locker; I would never have let them end up in the middle of the Pacific Ocean. I left the water hose on and directed it towards the fire and turned on the other two beside it. The leaping flames began to lose their intensity. Now I could see the possible origin of the fire. The coal hold near one of the boiler combustion chambers had caught fire and one of the boys had been burned to death. I felt faint as someone held me up. He was the chief engineer. He rested me on the ground, where the air was still breathable and continued the work of extinguishing the blaze. The Captain came to help and his second took me out of the room. After half an hour the captain and the chief engineer left satisfied. They had tamed the fire. The screams of the boy with the burned arm grew louder and louder. The chief engineer ran toward him. The Captain, meanwhile, made sure I was unharmed and returned to the bridge. I saw the chief engineer, who was a Japanese man in his fifties, return to the room where smoke was still rising and he returned with a sealed terracotta container. He broke it open and took out bandages that, to the eyes of my spirit, shone with green energy. The color was the same as the man's aura. He put the bandages on the boy who, after a few minutes, calmed down a little.

Once he had medicated the burn victim, I approached the chief engineer, who had gone out on the deck to take a breath of fresh air. I said:

“Thanks for saving me!”

He answered:

"Thanks to you Akira, if you hadn't had the presence of mind to begin to tame the flames immediately, we wouldn’t have been able to put out the fire."

I continued:

"You are able to use the energy of the East, right? I, too, was able to use the virtues of sacred animals, but I’ve been unable to use them since I've been on this ship. How do you manage?”

I saw his eyes grow sad and he said:

"You are a warrior, see how you move! There's nothing wrong with you. I can't do it either. I prepared those bandages when we were still in our native land."

He continued, “Don't go to America, it's no place for us. In those places they don’t believe in the possibilities of man and nature and so she no longer believes in us." 

I looked at him and asked him who he was. 

“I was a healer and used the energy of the earth, but where people do not believe in their abilities, they are not created.”

I wondered how many things I still had to learn. I asked him a question: 

“How can it be that our potentials do not depend on ourselves and our individual propensities? The way the world is made is one; it doesn't change with our desires. This is the truth.”

He replied sadly:

“Nature is one, truth is one. What you say is true, but you are not considering its mutability. You reason with your Western side. Remember, the spiritual world is influenced and shaped by collective beliefs. You are one, but you are also a part of a whole, you are a fragment and totality. You are in everyone, and everyone is in you."

Deep in thought, he looked at the calm, dark ocean. The ship's engines were silent. The chief engineer continued:

“Across the ocean no one believes in the almost divine possibilities of the body. Nobody thinks they can evolve. This belief affects everyone's access to what nature, we know, can give. We are used using our will to mold energy, but who are we compared to thousands or millions of wills that unconsciously seal its access? All this is precluded because of their shortsighted beliefs. Why do you think Japan has declared religions like Christianity illegal? It, like all monotheistic religions, depress the essence of higher creatures, conveying the power that might be ours into external divinities.” 

His voice cleared and in a peremptory tone he said:

"Return, as I will after this trip! For us, in the West, there is only despair!" 

In that moment I understood why I had lost my power during the fight with the priest. His will had denied me access to my potential. The man's faith must have been impenetrable if he had been able to inhibit my abilities.

I thanked him and went to the Captain who was calling me. He needed me to talk to some very upset and worried Germans about what had just happened. 

28 January

The interlude in the land of the Rising Sun had taught me so much, but I would never have suspected that precisely on the return journey I would receive the most important teaching, moreover from a steamboat engineer. How many things don’t I know about yet? I have never investigated the powers of the collective will, nor have I ever valued it, typical of the Western individualistic mind. In many years of practice in the East I thought I had dulled the arrogant part of my character, but I had overrated myself.

March 20

I arrived on the west coast of North America. I decided to make the long journey by train that would take me through the great American plains. I took pride in my journey from coast to coast of the United States. I used that same railroad that I, too, had, for some time, helped to build.

When I travelled through the prairies of Nebraska a tear of emotion ran down my face. I thought about my old friend Randall from the Vermillion Fortress, probably he had been dead for some time. I regretted the end of "Falcon of the Mists", the great shaman who had taught me how to astral journey out of the body.

These were the thoughts and feelings that accompanied me during the long journey during which I reached the east coast of the country.

As had happened on the Japanese island, here too, when I got close to the object of the apocalypse I was seeking, the red blade stopped giving me directions. I was now in New York. I settled in a room at the New Yorker Hotel. I’m convinced that it is the right choice to settle in the United States of America for a few years regardless of my success in recovering the next fragment of the horseman named "War". European tensions had not abated after the First World War. On the contrary, they seemed to be growing stronger with increasing waves of violence.

Now I needed to focus on my goals. I had to settle in and use my savings to initiate my research.

Almost half a century before I had requested several investigative agencies to search for the descendants of Nostradamus in America. I wondered if these agencies, in spite of the time that had passed, were still in operation. I hoped that the children or grandchildren of those I had so lavishly paid had retained the fruit of their past research, which I’d never received because I had fled to the East.

1 April

Yesterday I went looking for the investigative agencies I had requested to work for me decades ago. As I had imagined, many of them had been closed for some time. Only two were still active. At first they threw me out roughly, thinking it was a joke in bad taste or some kind of scam. Asking about investigations from half a century earlier was, at the very least, uncommon. At the last one I was lucky.

An incredulous secretary made me wait for half an hour and then accompanied me to a clean, tidy office. The youth at the desk had a huge, old, dusty folder in his hands. He smiled and told me he was the grandson of the founder of the agency.

He asked me to sit down and I introduced myself as an emissary of the Lord of the house of the "Ancestral Sun".

The youth, named Jeremy, became serious and said: 

“I have looked at this old ring binder. I need confirmation that you are who you claim to be.”

For such eventualities I had established a word of recognition so that the investigator would be certain that they did not communicate information to those who had not been sent by my family of origin. I actually wanted to be certain that I would have no problem in retrieving information in any body I presented myself. 

I satisfied him: "Dawn Horse."

It was the old name Falcon of the Mists had given me before he had died. It was my Native American name “Absaroke”. I’d chosen that as a password because it was my most intimate memory and, at the same time, the most terrible that had originated in that land. I thought back to my first astral journey and how that black shadow had absorbed Falcon of the Mist. I remembered the shaman had told me the shadow had come with white men. Perhaps, before we came to this land, America had been like Japan: free of monotheism. Perhaps that shadow was how Virgil had appeared in that land. For a moment, I felt that horror again. I recovered from my memories and focused my attention on the young investigator.

Jeremy continued:

“It's amazing, my father was obsessed with this research. Even after the disappearance of those who had commissioned it, he continued to investigate the clippings of the time. It was his obsession until his death. And now I can finish what he started. My father would have been delighted.

He became serious and professional, then began to tell me what had happened.

I listened carefully. The investigations seemed to have paid off. The boy's father had found Nostradamus' heirs and one of them was right here in New York. I was baffled when the investigator told me he was the heir to an English noble family called "Vermillion Fortress". 

It was Randall’s lineage, the old friend with whom I had shared the adventure of coming to the United States the first time.

The investigator went on to tell the story of the family, which I partly knew already.

The Vermillion family seemed to have become noble around 1700, by order of the first Queen of Great Britain. The one who had reunited Scotland with England. Ann Stuart had created a cushion of nobility between the two culturally divided regions. I knew that story well because my family, McNeil, had been made nobles by Ann Stuart's successor. It seemed a strange coincidence that a descendant of Nostradamus was a nobleman from close to my English territories. The investigator told me that the other six descendants had also become English nobles in the same way. I searched the memory of Cornelius, but I couldn't find any information. I remembered that Gordon had confided in me that my natural father had wanted me to become an English noble in that land. By now I had given up relying on Cornelius’ memory, before he had vanished he had managed to conceal the most important information from me. He had wanted to creep into the English nobility because he knew more than I could have imagined. He had come to my own conclusions and had also been seeking the powers of the Apocalypse. That could be the only reason. I should have met Randall’s noble descendant who had lived in America for some time, been closer to him. I asked the investigator if the man was aware of his ancestors' past, but he told me that from what his father had discovered, it seemed that their history, before the 1700s, had been erased carefully. It seemed that someone powerful hadn't wanted their line to be known, their origins. Someone wanted to make sure their inheritance was forgotten. The investigator told me the only reason his father had been able to discover the nobles was because of key information I’d given him at the time. I certainly couldn't tell him that I’d come to know about this because it was actually my personal memory from when I’d inhabited the bodies of my ancestors.

I remembered how the brothers of my first body, when I was the son of Nostradamus, all had a more intense black soul than normal.

I was curious to know if the descendant of Randall of the Vermillion Fortress had a soul akin to that energy. 

2 April

Unfortunately, I'm running out of money, and I don't have any income. I could return to England, try to take back my possessions. But it seems from the information I have that my brother Alexander is dead and that his son Walter is no longer in England. I have no body to possess to ensure I’ll be the lord of the House of the Ancestral Sun again. 

But mostly, Virgil and the Church will not have forgotten that this is my family of origin.

3 April

Today I presented myself at the home belonging to the heir of the Vermillion Fortress. Someone had concealed the truth of their lineage. Perhaps it was the same individual who had created their nobility by hiding themselves within the folds of history. The fact that she had been the last queen, who some say was a Catholic; having made them noble was a clue that could not be overlooked. The Church perhaps knew of their existence. It feared them, and at the same time protected them. I was determined to use this to my advantage. The noble, who was hidden within those walls, could himself be a fragment of the black power of the apocalypse. If they were, I should kill them and collect their soul. It could not be simpler! Moreover, knowing where the other descendants were, it would not be difficult to collect those fragments.

I introduced myself to him as if I were a historian who was interested in the English nobility. I had a message delivered announcing the discovery of some basic information about his family. I was going to give him some false and inaccurate information. My purpose was only to see his soul. He welcomed me into his study and with immense amazement I saw that his aura was not black at all, indeed it was white. I had it all wrong.

He was almost as tall as me, and he didn't look anything like his grandfather Randall. When talking, he didn’t look into the eyes of the person he was talking to, as if to maintain a distance from any kind of contact that was even slightly intimate. He looked sad and unfulfilled. He talked in a quiet voice as if he was hiding from the world and, at the same time, he showed his ill-concealed desire to please his neighbor at all costs. I sat down with him and told him that I suspected his family came from France and that they were linked to the nobles who had been invested with the same title by the same queen. He confirmed that he knew nothing about the history of his family before the 1700s. He told me that it had been one of his greatest interests to discover his origins, but that unfortunately he had never succeeded. He told me that for a nobleman not to know the history of his legacy was a great handicap and that he was willing to do anything to learn about it. I spoke to him more out of courtesy than pleasure, disturbed by the futility of that wasted of time.

I was about to leave, determined never to return, when I realized that an intense black aura was coming out of one of the adjacent rooms. I had to investigate. I complimented him on the sumptuous New York residence and asked him to show me around. He was happy and took me on a tour. When we finally came to the room from which the black aura flowed, for the first time I saw one of the objects related to the Horseman of Injustice. It was a coat of arms depicting a blood red fortress. The coat of arms was locked in a case. I looked at it with obvious interest and turned to the nobleman and asked what it was. He responded:

"It is our family’s greatest treasure, the coat of arms that was granted to us by the "Queen" when we were invested with the noble title. Six other nobles were created during the same ceremony.”

As great as the man's desire was to please me, I struggled to obtain this most important information from him. But after a few hours of flattery and a bottle of brandy, shared as if we were old friends, he gave in and told me in a serious voice: 

“Legend has it that, during our appointment, our ancestors had to swear allegiance to the Crown, the Catholic Church and the Christian Church as an entirety. The families’ ancestors involved were all devoutly religious. Everyone poured drops of their blood on the coat of arms in a ritual that had been handed down from the early churches. Needless to say, I'm fairly proud of it. The crest is displayed on our chest only at official dinners, at all other times it is hidden safely in a secret place. According to an order of the queen of the time, all the families invested in that ceremony were enjoined to act this way with their coat of arms

I immediately asked him if he still had a close relationship with the Christian church and he replied that for generations, at least one son had become a priest and that their family had almost weekly contacts with the Pope’s highest circles of power.

It was now clear that the Catholic Church more directly, but also the totality of the Christian churches, regardless of the differences that divided them, were protecting these families and were watching over the coat of arms. If I had stolen one, they would have hidden the others immediately. I would have to steal them all at the same time. It was not going to be easy at all. This required long-term planning I couldn't rush things.

I chatted with the nobleman all afternoon, promising him that if I discovered any new information, I would share it with him without delay.

15 April 

It will be very difficult to retrieve the pieces of these rings. I don't know where to find the red fragments, and the black are inaccessible. I don't have an intelligent strategy for continuing my mission. 

I've been following the nobleman of the English Vermillion Fortress for over a week. One Wednesday I saw him go to an exclusive club on the outskirts of town. I suspect it's a Masonic club. The hermetic symbols I’d seen in the nobleman's house had already given me a clue and now I was certain. I know he has two children, a 20-year-old girl and a boy, the firstborn. He is used to gambling and his favorite places are in the infamous Italian-American districts. 

I have to take advantage of that situation.

I have a plan. It's long term, but it should help me achieve my goals.

20 April 

In the morning I went to visit Gregorius, the English nobleman of the Vermillion Fortress, with new and interesting news. I presented myself by asking him for a meeting and saying that I had discovered his family roots. He welcomed me with extreme courtesy and interest. Passing by the room where the coat of arms was kept, I saw no aura seeping out. I concluded it had already been taken to a secret hiding place. We sat in the armchairs in his studio sipping some alcoholic concoction from his cellars, nothing compared to the beer I had produced at my old English estate. I started talking: 

“You see I haven't really been entirely honest with you.” 

He looked at me questioningly. I continued: 

“I'm looking for information, but not about the English nobles. I'm actually looking for news of the offspring of the children of Nostradamus.” 

He looked at me curious. 

“You see...”

After a break, for effect, I continued:

"It was precisely this research that led me to you. I am a scholar of hermeticism and I would like to find the descendants of the children of Nostradamus, or rather, the descendants of one of them in particular, the eighth."

He looked at me incredulous. He longed for me to tell him that he was the descendant of the greatest prophet known. I knew that he appreciated the dictates of hermeticism, being a Freemason, so I pretended to be a scholar of such practices. It would make me seem more credible to him. I went on to show him research concerning his family that had been artfully crafted to accomplish my aim:

"You are one of the descendants of the eighth son of Nostradamus, but unfortunately you are also the recipient of a quatrain that is a premonition of misfortune. The deeds of your ancient ancestor are the trigger that has caused a domino effect on events that will lead your family to meet an unfortunate fate in each generation until its complete annihilation." 

The lie that I had prepared sprang from my lips fluently and convincingly:

"Nostradamus had been dead for thirty years when his eighth son stole his body to drink clear water from the bones of his skull. He thought that by doing so he would inherit his father's powers. When he opened the coffin he found seven quatrains plus one letter:

"My eighth son, the cup from which you drink is not meant for you! The power that comes from it will only bring misfortune. The quatrains describe the fate of your line of offspring. A tornado of unfortunate events will strike your descendants in each generation in a spiral of self-destruction until their annihilation. Don't begin what you cannot stop!” 

I continued:

"The son did not follow the advice and drank from the chalice convinced that it would grant him unimaginable powers. A vision caught him suddenly. He saw a number, 1791 and then his father Nostradamus sat up in his coffin and said:

"Seven will be the offspring that will originate from your seed, the same number of brothers that you betrayed with your unworthy gesture. If your children and their offspring wish to exit from the perpetual circle of historical reiteration, fleeing down from these centuries, which is a prophecy that will be fulfilled in every generation, they will have to burn the symbols of their power in my skull and make the true descendant, the son of the firstborn, drink their ashes mixed in pure water. This is my word, your only hope of salvation!”

You see, thanks to the discovery of this cyclic premonition I reconsidered the reading of the quatrains and their subdivision. I understand that not only yours, but all premonitions are bound to be repeated every hundred years. In a circle where history seems to be destined to repeat itself perpetually. It is as if man is destined to repeat his mistakes more and more to the point of bringing him to the depths of destruction!

It is a downward spiral that feeds on itself and will lead your line to be ultimately annihilated.

The prophecies are an arcane and esoteric proof of the concept of "Eternal Return" by Friedrich Nietzsche."

Gregorius was silent. His face was grim and disbelieving.

I showed him one of the quatrains I had selected for the occasion among the many belonging to Nostradamus and indicated where it mentioned a fortress, a clear symbol of his family, which had collapsed. I knew that there had been episodes of death in his family within the walls of their castle in England.

Fury spread across his face. I had no idea that a man so crushed by life could display such indignation.

Then he calmed down and begged me to leave, and so I did. It was all invented; among the countless histories I had found the one that seemed the best fit with his coat of arms. Now all I had to do was help implement the prophecy of the Vermillion Fortress, and it would be the nobleman who would seek me of his own free will.

10 September

I was awakened at dawn by one of Gregorius’ servants, the nobleman of the Vermillion Fortress who was being so ardently manipulated for my purposes. He begged me to meet his employer at a hotel near Central Park not far from mine. The previous week, the house of the Vermillion Fortress in New York had been set on fire by some thugs. Authorities suspect it to be the work of the Italian underworld, but they couldn’t imagine that I'm the one in charge. It was supposed to be a warning, but the nobleman's daughter was in the house and suffocated in the flames. I hadn’t wanted anyone to die, but unfortunately they had. Now, in addition to having a debt with one of the Italian mobsters, I also had another innocent on my conscience. Unfortunately, the criminals did not want any monetary compensation for their enterprise and they left with my promise of a future favor.
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