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I present to the public a dark story of Nelson, a man with a murderous heart and possessed by Barouch. This story has many intertwining parts and several diverse characters. But, Michael is the main pursuer of Nelson’s head. This story is my introduction to the world, one filled with demonic spirits and evil men. For a prevailing trial- faith is very necessary when facing Nelson. However, most men will fail in their faith in this story, as the body count raises and Nelson’s enemies emerge, their faith it seems is all they will have.

For Nelson is pursuing blood, holy or not, and he will slay many as this story unfolds. I think when I was writing this story, the scripture that initially intrigued me was when the King said to Peter, “Simon, Simon, Satan has asked to sift you as wheat. But I have prayed for you- Simon, that your faith shall not fail.” Luke 22:31


Prologue

 

 

Barouch, with a timid and agonizing voice began saying, “I’m not a man with regrets. I got what I deserve, and I fought to the death. Yet weakness has been found among the Goths that torture me and won’t kill me. If there is any sentence to be passed today, let it be as defense counsel has said. Let it be death.”


1. Midnight Star

 

 

He walked down Hollywood Boulevard on a cool winter night; the boulevard was moderately filled with tourist and natives. He was on the same prowl he had become accustomed to making as he stepped through the crowd of nameless faces. The souvenir shops were filled with shoppers and he peered inside one of them hoping to see that same lonely face that he had become so familiar with, while he hid in the delusions of conversation. The delusions were his cover as were the words he used to captivate his victims. As he walked the busy boulevard he would receive an unsolicited smile from a stranger and he would barely return another smile back. His mind just wasn’t on track with the normal activities of society. For him to portray a façade wasn’t his forte. The idea of friendly interactions with others, either in a brief moment or in the daily routine of life, presented him with an unheralded challenge.

So he walked the boulevard searching for that perfect girl that would listen to all his deceits and obey him. But tonight had been a different because he saw no lonely females. At least, none he felt like approaching or seducing. So, he worried about his own delusions. A grimace came over his face, and some of the tourists grimaced back at him when they passed, as if the emotion passed from him to them. He changed his demeanor quickly because he realized how counter- productive his angry demeanor was to his catch.

His psychiatrist told him to come to terms with his anger and frustrations but he didn’t know how. He was so blinded by his anger and emotions it let him to nights like these, out searching for someone to kill. Suddenly, a bottle of beer burst into pieces right in front of his path, and some drunken bum gave him a sneering look like he wasn’t ashamed of throwing the bottle. Nelson ignored the drunken bum because he was already in a world of torment, so why tempt the man with more bitterness and anger.

Immediately afterwards, two teenage girls smiled at him, as if to say they understood his dilemma with the drunken man, but that didn’t comfort him or please his wicked soul. He was like a lost man with no sense of direction, just aimlessly heading in a direction he knew not and wondering, if the road he was headed down would drive him insane. He had questioned his sanity and his moral turpitude, whether he was of sound mind or wicked and he realized he was wicked.

He wondered what had sent him on this murderous path of destruction and when it would come crashing in on him. His wondering about the end became a torturous ordeal within. It was consuming and even overwhelming, he felt like ripping his hair out at times. Just as he was dwelling on his troubles, three nice looking ladies gave him a nice smile as they passed by, and he began to focus on the task at hand. He walked a couple of steps more and in a shoe store was the one he wanted. He saw her instantly, like it was fate or destiny, there she was holding a yellow pair of high heel shoes and thinking about the buy. He stopped in his tracks and he began to window shop. He felt like a fool because there were no men’s shoes for him to be stopping in front of a ladies shoe store. He reluctantly looked over his shoulder to see if anyone noticed him eyeballing this pretty blond lady shopping in the store. It appeared that no one even paid him any mind.

So he turned his attention back to the lady in the hot red mini- shirt, and he admired her beauty, wanting to speak with her all the more. He had to think of something to say and when he had felt comfortable with his line he stepped inside the shoe store. He approached her from behind; he had to get an even close look at her butt because it was well shaped. The shoe salesman that was servicing her seemed agitated by Nelson’s presence and he stood up and left the patron in his presence.

“Are you having a problem trying to decide,” he asked?

She turned around and faced him confidently, replying, “Yes, as a matter of fact, I am, any suggestions?” Then she held up a black pair of identical high heels and said, “Which pair would be best?”

“I would say the yellow pair would look best. Yellow has such innocence to it, if you don’t mind that term, innocents?”

“I was kind of leaning towards the black pair,” she replied. “I’ll tell you what. Why don’t you let me buy you both pair?”

“No, I couldn’t do that. I don’t even know you,” she replied as she turned away from him and her attention was back on the shoe in front of her.

Nelson scratched his head and then he replied, “It’s alright; you’d be surprised how friendly a stranger can be, if you give the stranger a chance.”

“I don’t know. I’m not that kind of girl; I don’t accept things from people I don’t know.”

“I didn’t take you for one of those types of girls, honest. I would just like to buy something nice for a nice girl. That’s all,” replied Nelson. 

Nelson moved closer to the middle-aged lady, he wanted to arouse her if he could. Then he said, “I was kind of hoping you’d let me put the high heels on your feet.”

The lady didn’t freak out or get frazzled, which surprised Nelson when he realized his comment was a little to brash. Then she nodded and said, “O.k., I guess it’s alright.” So she sat down in the chair and Nelson pulled off her scratched up, black high - heels and he gently put on the other black high heels. She smiled when he slid them on her feet and Nelson began to think he might be getting somewhere.

She stood up and she walked in the high heels, as the shoe salesman became envious with this stranger that entered his shop and started making advances with his customer. But, he couldn’t react or ask the stranger to leave because it was custom for single men to approach lonely women in his shop. He just had never gotten used to the interruption and boldness of the men who did such brazen pick-up moves.

While the lady admired the fit of the high heels, Nelson watched the beautiful girl prance around the shop in the shoes, as if they were a couple. He inventoried her, evaluating her long toned legs and her pretty tan skin…such a pity he thought. How women become hostage to the alluring attention of men willing to pay them some attention. His mouth watered as he watched her in her elegance and grace. He had this lustful desire to have her with him tonight, wondering if he could close the deal. When she sat back down in the chair, she extended her lovely legs and Nelson pulled off the black pair of high heels.

The shoe salesman stood behind the counter somewhat angry at Nelson and somewhat admiring his aggressiveness; he couldn’t blame the man for going for her. The salesman lowered his head in attempts to conceal his peeping eyes and Nelson saw that the young shoe salesman was jealous, and that stoked his ego.

“How about this pair…do you want to try them on,” he asked? She nodded and Nelson slipped the other pair on her feet. Again, she rose and walked the room and Nelson could see the shine in her eyes as she enjoyed the shoes or attention, he didn’t know which, but he like watching her. Then her posture became stiffened and she returned back to her seat, and she quickly grabbed only the black pair of shoes and she took them to the counter.

“I will buy this pair,” she told the salesman.

“No, she will get this pair also,” he said as he placed the yellow pair of high heels on the counter. Then he pulled out his wallet, ignoring her and she relaxed as he set the money down. The shoe salesman broke the hundred dollar bill and gave Nelson the change.

She looked over to Nelson and she extended her soft hand, saying, “I’m Amy by the way.”

Then Nelson replied, “I’m Charles, it’s nice to meet you,” as he shook her hand.

A few minutes later, Nelson had her clinging to his arm as they traveled down the Hollywood Walk-Of-Fame. When he finally got the courage, he asked her if she would like to have a drink with him.

She said, “O.k. that would be fine.”

Nelson came to an alley, which was dimly lit and said, “My car is down this way.”

A few minutes later, Nelson led Amy off of the main strip, into the dark side of the street and Amy didn’t even question her acquaintance, she just followed his lead. Then she gave Nelson a suspicious look but Nelson reassured her that he meant her no harm. So she surrendered, clutching his arm as if she had someone else to worry about, she walked gingerly with Nelson into the alley. Nelson reached in his blue blazer, he felt the edge of the pocket knife and he rubbed his thumb across it.

“Is everything alright.” she asked?

“Sure, everything is fine. This is the perfect time and the perfect place my darling,” said Nelson as he grabbed her around the neck. She began to resist, trying to break free of the grasp of the much stronger man but Nelson clamped down harder around her neck and she began to suffocate. She grabbed his large powerful hands and she tried to break the hold but her struggle to break free was in vain because his grip was just too firm. Then Nelson pulled the six inch pocket knife out of his pocket, he waved it before her eyes and her eyes lit-up with terror. This was Nelson’s favorite part of the homicide, the plain terror he struck in the hearts of his victims.

He took a firm hold of the knife, his breathing labored and his body started to sweat as he clutched her in his fury; he thrust the knife into her throat and blood squirt out from the deep gash and onto his face and hands. After the violent stabbing Amy fell limp in his murderous arms...he let her body fall onto the greasy concrete and he stood there lost in another world. His hands had done the deed again and he didn’t know why. Nelson knelt down and began to cut the top of the mini-shirt exposing her breast. Then he carved his signature into her chest.

The next morning police were called to the crime scene after an anonymous caller called in the discovery. The police had taped off the crime scene as CSI took whatever physical evidence he could find. A young Asian CSI named John Wynn had retrieved a black blazer out of the nearby trash dumpster. It appeared to have blood on the sleeves, was probably the killer’s jacket. Then Detectives Lucas and Shields arrived at the crime scene, and they ducked under the yellow tape entering unto the body. Detective Joey Lucas approached a kneeling CSI who was still examining the body. Crime Scene Investigator John Wynn passed him a sealed plastic bag and he looked back at the body. It was apparently the knife used to kill the girl.

“Our Midnight Star has struck again,” said the CSI. “He left this knife behind,” said Joey, surprisingly.

“He’s getting careless and he’s becoming immune from it all,” said CSI Wynn. “Look at her chest.”

Detective Joey Lucas opened her torn blouse and he saw the five point star, it wasn’t encircled yet. There was a mystery and/or message behind the emblem, something it represented to him, he thought. “Yeah, it’s him; the carving is his, no doubt. It was packed on the boulevard last night partner. What do you think?”

Detective Shields paced a moment; he was evaluating the surroundings and the mindset of the perpetrator, trying to reenact the scenario over again in his head. His first impression was, it was very risky…and brazen because it was only a short walk off of Hollywood Boulevard and the chances that witnesses might stumble upon him were very high. 

“I wonder what this guy is going to do when he is caught.

Will he kill those that stumble upon him? He’s taking chances; he’s lost his mind throwing caution to the wind.”

“Here are hair fibers found under her fingernails,” said CSI Wynn as he passed him the evidence. Detective Lucas grabbed the clear plastic bag, he could see the hair of his suspect, little particles and it made his blood boil. She was foolish to come into this alley with him,” said Wynn as he rose to his feet and departed.

Detective Shields approached the dead body and said, “What is the count now, I’m guessing about nineteen women?”

“I think so. Check out her tattoo. It’s a unicorn on her calf,” said Lucas. “It really doesn’t tell us much though. Nowadays, a lot of average women are getting them. However, what do you think of it? 

A lot of strippers have them. Her name appears to be Amy Spruce. She lists her address in Hollywood. She’s a local girl. Another, thing I noticed in her purse was her credit cards. She has a lot of them. I wonder if she was shopping,” finished Lucas.

“Could be. We can run the credit cards to see her last purchase. Maybe get a description of the suspect, say from a salesman or something,” replied Shields.

“What, I was actually thinking? Why, did she come down this alley with him? She seems too smart for that. She looks sophisticated, she looks intelligent, really not the type to be dependent on someone. Is this guy that good?”

“I don’t know partner, he’s lured other girls like this type, the girl-next-door type. They left without any evidence of resistance. He’s a snake, very thoughtful and crafty. There is something appealing about him, maybe his charisma or some charm he uses, I don’t know.

Certainly, I’m at odds right now and don’t know how to explain it. We need to learn more about Amy Spruce,” said Detective Lucas. “Another thing I noticed was her shoes…where are they?” “I’m guessing our killer took them,” replied Shields. “Her feet aren’t dirty. I don’t think she was walking bare-foot. Do you?”

“No, you’re probably right. He must’ve taken them; they probably had his fingerprints on them. I can’t think of any other reason,” replied Lucas. Joey continued by saying, “this guy is killing more frequently. This is the seventh murder in just forty- two days.”

“It’s one every six days.”

“Yeah, that’s right, I wonder if it’s part of his ritual. Kind of like this star he carves into the chest of his victims. It’s supposed to be the satanic symbol. Why he doesn’t encircle the star confounds me,” said Detective Lucas?

Detective Shields said, “You’ve always made that connection. Now, with the six day connection, what is the meaning about that?” “I don’t know if there is a connection. I’m inclined to believe he’s acting out of pure impulse…he’s getting erratic and reckless.” Detective Lucas stood up, he was frustrated and took a deep sigh. 

“You’re asking the wrong guy. I’m not an expert with the satanic occult stuff and I’m not sure learning about occult stuff is going to help us catch this guy. This guy takes extreme risks, look how close he is to the boulevard when he kills her. It’s like he’s trying to get caught. Or maybe he doesn’t care.”

“How, is he doing this stuff,” replied Shields as he scratched his head.

“He has routinely picked up women that he’s killed later. If, he was only out to sacrifice these women to the ole’ Lucifer in some type of occult ceremony. I figure he could just hijack them and carry them off to some place where he could take his time if he were performing some ritual. Something, is not right about the ritual part of the equation,” replied Lucas.

Detective Matt Shields listened to his partner’s reasoning; he also became baffled about the meaning of the five point star and its meaning to the killer. His mentor was older by about ten years and more experienced with homicide cases. Detective Lucas was a dark Italian with a scruffy beard and deep set brown eyes. He looked like a brawler. He was muscular and stayed in very good shape. Lucas had built up a reputation for solving high profile murder cases while working homicide in New York and was very well respected by his peers. Homicide cases of this magnitude were uncommon in upscale Hollywood, so his skills in the field were a little rusty. He realized that and was engrossed in this case not only because it forced him to use his best investigatory skills but also because he missed the pursuit and investigation, the prowess of the crimes committed intrigued him. The last case he worked on with such a complex suspect was a case involving a murderous kidnapper who didn’t demand money in exchange for the return of the victim but always played this evil game; the possibility of the victims’ safe return was part of his plan.

However, it was never part of his plan to return the kidnapped victim but a ploy, so to speak, as much as it was his twisted game to play on the feelings of the victims’ families…the families hoping for the safe return of their loved ones, he resorted to killing the victims that he kidnapped. Finally, Detective Lucas spoke out and his ideas ultimately led to the capture of the perpetrator. While he surveyed the surrounding area, he wondered what twisted game it was this perpetrator played in his mind, justifying his murderous actions. But there seemed more to this guy than a twisted desire to just want to kill, he had a method of killing and the emblem symbolized something to the man. Lucas searched his mind, he needed more clues but he realized that meant more victims.

“He’s personally involved in these crimes…some sort of attachment is here, I don’t know what it is. He loves this game, the pursuit and illusion, the deceit of his words are all part of the game for him,” said Lucas.

“It’s Hollywood, sorry to say; everybody here lives in some type fantasy world. A world made up in their minds, but this isn’t show business, its murder and he’s doing it right off the strip; the Hollywood Walk-of-Fame.”

“He’s our Midnight Star,” concluded Detective Lucas.


2. Breakfast

 

 

The morning after the murder, Nelson lay in bed. He could smell the eggs and bacon cooking in the kitchen, a sure sign Rachel had returned from her trip. She was an airline attendant and flying was part of her job, she would travel to Boston or to New York. He just lay there pondering the events of the night before. He could remember the eyes, her surprise and all her hopes and ambitions he took from her in a fit of controlled rage. 

He remembered her beauty, the way she flaunted herself and her haughtiness. He despised her haughtiness and her typical uppity ways. He had seen her type before. The ones that thought life should be a bed of roses. His life wasn’t a bed of roses, he had suffered in his life and he wanted others to suffer as he did. She was nothing more than an uppity whore who got what she deserved. Like, the normal ones, the well-to-do, the model citizens of the world, she was his perfect victim. He lumbered out of bed and put on his robe. Apparently, by the aroma coming from the kitchen, it was time to go eat breakfast. He walked into the kitchen area, the wooden floor planks crackling from the rot. He saw Rachel holding the frying pan that was filled with scrambled eggs; she was tilting the frying pan to put some eggs on his plate.

“Sit down Nelson,” she said as she brought him some bacon and eggs. Then Rachel made her own plate and she sat across from him.

She was concerned about their on-again and off-again relationship as she jabbed the eggs with her fork.

“So how was New York,” asked Nelson?

“As usual, I didn’t like it. I hate traveling there, the rich and famous style I’ve had just about enough of,” replied Rachel. “So, what did you do?”

“Oh, you know me…I didn’t do too much. Taught my American Studies class, did a little tutoring, that’s all,” replied Nelson.

Nelson knew something was bothering her but he had his own issues.

He had forgotten how to be affectionate. He couldn’t reach out to her like he once did. That part of his soul had vanished long ago and he didn’t care. There had once been a romance and desire for each other but the fire only smoldered now and the actual passions of sex were long gone.

Nelson and Rachel had been together now some twenty-four years and their relationship seemed to survive on history more than passion. They met at a Catholic orphanage where they had both learned to survive the hostile environment of kids bottled up where they don’t want to be. Rachel was irritable and temperamental always fussing with the nuns. She was outspoken and angry, a bad combination when you’re an adolescent. Nelson was a little calmer and he had a good reputation with the nuns and clergy. He often calmed Rachel down and helped her see the light. That part of him had changed and he wasn’t like that now. He alienated himself, he was reclusive and private. He didn’t mingle with strangers nor did he spark any conversation. He was a plain and simple man, but a little sneaky and he liked that part of himself. His sly and sinister part of himself nobody knew. But even he knew it was creepy; the whole idea of luring women to secluded places and killing them. It was a secret he kept close to himself because if Rachel ever found out about his midnight escapades she’d never forgive him. 

Now his life was in some ways, over and now he had isolated himself away in some imaginary world he knew wasn’t real. But, he felt his imaginary world of deceit and resentments and the vast number of disagreements justified his actions. His conscious told him- he was wrong.

As for Rachel, her biggest fears were being alone, without her companion, Nelson. She had struggled for years in the Catholic orphanage and Nelson saw her agony. Feelings of abandonment were challenges for both of them due to the fact that they had been orphans at early stages of their lives; they had that in common. The aspect of being parentless and the issue of abandonment were issues they each had to address. Living in the orphanage was probably more difficult for Rachel than for Nelson. She always longed to be reunited with her mother, whom was said to have run off with some boyfriend and left poor little Rachel at a truck stop. Twenty more years would pass before she ever became acquainted with her mother, which was very disappointing because her mother wanted little to do with her.

She had not heard from her dear mother in years but found out her mother was serving time for heroin addiction and possession. She still had two or three years to do, then they would reunite. So there was this nagging question in Rachel’s mind, would her mother defeat the drugs this time? But she knew her mother was safe where she was and that comforted her in some weird way.

Nelson had his own demons and resentments, about life in general and about God. He seemed so judgmental when it came to God’s ways, and life and death seemed like trivial thoughts to him. He was at odds with the idea of God in heaven, not able to cope with the loss of his mother. He witnessed her passing. It happened on a beautiful night, the weather was perfect and so was the mood between his mother and father. Little Nelson was eight at the time and while they drove down some country interstate enjoying the rolling hills covered with green grass and cattle grazing on the rolling mountains.

His parents were laughing about something young Nelson never seemed to remember. As the story was told to him, they were driving down a country road in Pennsylvania. His father was driving and his beautiful mother was in the passenger seat. They were happy, not the usual with his father and mother. Tonight was different and young Nelson remembered the bad times and the arguments that his beloved parents had.

His father was in a good mood. Nelson’s memories of his father was that he was a stern man, seldom smiling and always serious. But he had a great sense of humor, he liked to tell jokes and get people to laugh. Maybe that was what his mother saw in him that attracted her. Nelson, of course, didn’t know, but they were on their way to a vacation destination. Nelson was strapped in his seat, the belt wrapped around his tiny waist when he saw the big headlights approaching his parent’s car. He remembered the semi-truck was swerving and the lights were bouncing off of one side to the other, and the sure panic he saw on the face of his father as he tried to dodge the on-coming semi- truck. Nelson remembered the collision, the impact of the two vehicles and the sounds of metal tearing away from the frame and the flames.

He also remembered with certain dread the last terrifying moments, and the last words of his mother. Their car engulfed in flames while young Nelson unstrapped his seat belt, he was ready to escape the fiery car.

Then he looked over at his father and he was unconscious, blood trickling down his brow and his face was scraped badly from the windshield. Young Nelson’s first impression was that he was dead. Then he looked over to his mother and she was talking to him. She wanted him to get out of the burning car. She said she was trapped. When young Nelson bent over the seat to look at her, he saw that the dashboard had crushed her chest, her chest was bleeding but she seemed alright otherwise. Nelson figured he could save his mother.

So he tried to unstrapped her seat belt, he tugged as hard as he could and when his mother realized it was useless, she began to yell and shout, “Get out Nelson, get out and save yourself!” As soon as she said that, he felt hands grab him around the waist and he was lifted and carried to safety. When the man whom appeared to be the reckless driver dropped young Nelson off on the side of the road, Nelson remembered watching, in horror as the flames engulfed his beautiful mother. But what was even worse was he remembered her shrieking cries for help and he couldn’t help her. He would never forget her screams, or the images engrained forever in his mind.

Many nights Nelson lay in bed, hating his life and the way he lost his mother. Growing up in an orphanage did little to sooth his aching spirit if the dwelling hadn’t compounded the agony even more. But then came Rachel about ten years later, she had been sent to the orphanage because she was considered unruly. She was sixteen and young Nelson was twenty, and studying to become a Catholic priest. He was under the tutelage of Father John Paul who was like a second father to him. Father Paul was a friendly face that young Nelson bumped into while walking home from school one day.

Father Paul always had a bright smile for young Nelson, who was living in an abusive foster home at the time of their meeting. On one occasion Father Paul had observed bruises on the arms of the young ten year old boy and he asked him who had done that to him. Young Nelson didn’t know what to say or how to say it. Father Paul figured that, so he told the boy to come to the Catholic monastery, if he, ever needed anything, like a new place to live. After a beating from his foster father, Nelson remembered Father Paul’s words and he ran away from the foster home. When young Nelson arrived at the monastery, Father Paul was there and the rest is history.

Then one day, not long after Rachel had arrived, they began talking when he was studying to become a priest, they sat down on a marble ledge of the church structure, and she confided in him about her anger and the part about her mother abandoning her came to surface. It wasn’t long before Nelson, now twenty, was able to talk about the car accident involving his parents. Nelson believed it was homicide by a drunken truck driver, and he confided in Rachel. His attraction toward her was obvious but he initially resisted his desires. But eventually his desires became overwhelming and they began this secret love affair, hiding their sexual adventures from the nuns and clergy. Rachel had seduced the studying priest with her words and her needs, because she needed a partner in life and found Nelson attractive and attentive. She would figure out his schedule and be demanding of his time, like she thought a lady should be. She also devised the ways and places where they could kindle their secret love affair with each other. After a few months of her seductions and her sexual encounters with the studying priest, the bond she formed with Nelson became so strong that even he couldn’t resist her sensual ways. Eventually, the church clergy and nuns found out about their secret love affair and they gave Nelson and Rachel an ultimatum…to either discontinue their sexual relations or leave the church premises. Rachel and Nelson couldn’t imagine being apart and they relied on each other so much that they couldn’t agree to quit their relationship. So they left the church when Rachel turned nineteen. Luckily for them, Nelson received a two-hundred thousand dollar check from an anonymous source with a letter from the anonymous source. It detailed the reasons for the money as compensation for the tragic loss of Nelson’s parents. It was obviously from the gesture that some corporation had a conscious and it tried to relieve the burden it placed on young Nelson with this two- hundred- thousand dollar check. So, Nelson and Rachel moved out to El Monte, California, where they now live.

Rachel was finished eating. She looked over to Nelson, she needed some affection. She rose and went over to him and sat in his lap. She brushed his balding hair back with her hand as she caressed his neck. Nelson became aroused and he held her firm. Their passions rose to the point of a feverous lust that burned with desire.

Meanwhile, the police station was its usual active atmosphere as officers brought in those suspected of crimes. Detective Lucas sat writing notes about the homicides and the similarities of events. He had to reach the man through his ways and his methodology, and his thinking if he could understand him.

Detective Shields was on the cell phone to his wife. He had been married since he was twenty and had two daughters with Joann, his wife. He hadn’t really delved himself into this case as he should have. He was preoccupied by love and his life. Being a detective wasn’t really his idea, he had been pushed into the position because the higher- ups wanted it that way. He was an easy going guy with more concerns about raising his family, than sitting behind a desk trying to figure out this killer’s next move. However, Detective Matt Shields was very competent as a detective and a partner, so Lucas overlooked his lack of interest at times. Moreover, the case was draining and Detective Lucas knew that and that his partner had his family to worry about.

“I don’t know what’s gnawing at my gut,” said Lucas. “Such as?” asked Shields?

“It’s about every third murder here that he picks up a prostitute.

Remember Elizabeth Hedgecock, the crack head girl he killed in Venice?”

“Yeah, I remember. What about it?”

“He had killed normal types and then he killed her. She was his seventeenth victim. At least that’s what we’ve estimated; we can’t be sure how many victims there are. Well, his eleventh victim was Lisa Smith, another drug head, but she did meth. We found DNA on both of them and CSI took some semen from both victims.”

“So you believe his next victim will be a prostitute?”

“Yeah, I guess so. It would narrow down our surveillance radius if we played this hunch, we might catch him in the act,” said Joey Lucas.

“With no DNA match in the system, we don’t have much of a choice. We can play this hunch tonight on patrol.”


3. Lil’ Starlet

 

 

Rachel had to leave on a flight to Chicago and Nelson sat around the house bored. They had a reconnection so to speak and the sex was great but not fulfilling for Nelson. He knew he would go out tonight seeking some excitement, maybe find himself a hooker. It was 7:30 p.m., he was a little tired, and he lay down to nap. A few hours into his sleep he began to have a dream.

The dream he was having was a familiar one but he had yet to figure this dream out although the dream was reoccurring. He saw himself as a child near eight, about the time his parents passed away. He was wandering in the wilderness; there were mountains alongside him and towering redwood trees stretched to the heavens. He arrived at a cliff and there was the familiar boulder he crouched behind and he waited. He looked downward to a plateau.

As always, a group of angel-like creatures appeared, female type spirits. They had these transparent forms that radiated a light blue light form and they pranced around a flame of fire. It was always at this time that young Nelson connected with the spirits through some unknown entity, maybe it was the energy of the spirits or maybe it was something even more sinister, he didn’t know. He heard this flood of agony in the spirits below, a howling sound and groans that he recognized as the dead in agony. There was a multitude of voices in his head, demonic voices so deep that their sound sounded like the ancient of times. He was mesmerized by the sight and the sight to come was even more graphic.

Then they rose up out of the feminine figures and these beasts, each similar in their own appearance but they also appeared to be of three different types. There were the lambs and their appearance was like a goat head with horns protruding out of the foreheads and curling around their ears. They were handsome creatures, if one didn’t pre- judge them from their horns because their eyes were not of the burning madness of the other two types of creatures.

The other type of beast was of swine’s faces. They were larger; probably many would regard these swine as fat. They had smashed in faces with large noses and steam blew out of their nostrils. Their eyes were red as fire and they had smaller horns that protruded out of their forehead but these horns did not curl around their ears like the goat head beast. Young Nelson got the impression these swine beasts were in charge because they appeared to be in authority and intelligent.

Finally, there were the bear like beasts. These beasts numbered five, while the number of the swine and goat like beasts numbered four, but for young Nelson these beasts were the most exciting to watch. They were massive and by appearance demonically strong. The five bear like beasts were of greater, stronger stature, and they had these claws and fingernails that were long and wicked looking. They also did not have the horns that curled around their ears, instead their horns were short and only protruded about four or five inches out of their foreheads. There was one beast from the bear-like group; this beast had the appearance of a black grizzly bear, while the other four were brown in color. Young Nelson admired this beast more than them all, almost idolizing this beast from hell. The group of beasts sat in high chairs, symbolizing high authority and power. They numbered thirteen.

Then came the dragons and they sat on thrones higher than the beasts below them. There were also thirteen of them and they all looked basically the same. They were of smaller stature but they looked overwhelmingly powerful. They were either greenish or bluish with green or they were just green. Their eyes were serpentine and their eyeballs were abnormally large; larger than human eyes. They also had horns that protruded out of their foreheads and curled around their ears. All of these demonic creatures were on human-like bodies, except the bear like beast that appeared larger than humans, but again they were massive. So the angel like feminine spirits pranced around this flame of fire burning in the middle of the beasts and dragons as if the flame represented something to them. Nelson had yet to figure out the meaning of the flame and why the feminine figures bowed their heads to this flame. But the flame had to have some sort of significance because Nelson could see in the burning flame that there was some sort of image forming. There was a silhouette, the shape of a man or another beast forming in the flame but unrecognizable. Nelson was left to wonder about the significance of the dream and this eternal image he saw coming into existence. Then he awoke from his slumber, rejuvenated, and ready for his conquest.

He found himself in his new 2009 Jaguar. He was cruising down Sunset Boulevard approaching Vine…searching for his next victim. He didn’t know exactly what he wanted tonight; only that he wanted a quick fix, a way to numb the pain.

Meanwhile, Detectives Lucas and Shields were cruising around Hollywood searching for their predator. They were approaching Highland Boulevard and decided to head to a little bar that they believe one of their victims named Elizabeth Hedgecock was lured away from by their serial killer, the bartender having provided them with that information. When they arrived, the place was moderately packed. Patrons were playing pool and shooting darts. They decided on a booth and they ordered some drinks, trying to blend in. About twenty minutes passed as the two detectives evaluated their prospective patrons in the bar; they came to the conclusion that they were wasting their time and left the bar.

Nelson had seen enough of Hollywood. It was to routine, too mundane and he wanted a change, a different scenario. He wanted to change his killing grounds, but he didn’t want to venture out into new territory. He decided to go to Santa Monica.

While driving down Wilshire into Santa Monica the detectives observed the atmosphere of the night which seemed like any other night, people walking down the boulevard and enjoying the evening. The weather was typical California weather, pleasant and cool with the ocean breeze and a mist in the air but not too heavy. The working girls were out tonight as usual, walking the boulevard searching for a john.

Nelson was traveling down Wilshire when he saw her. She was wearing loose fitting jeans and a cheap fur coat, looking like she was working. Nelson could tell by her eyes and body language that she was prostituting. He circled the block and he came up behind her, slowly driving up the road. He wanted to cat call to her but decided to park his car just ahead and step out of his Jag. She noticed him and she knew he wanted her, so she played the game by putting on her lonely lady charm. She smiled at the man that passed by her and she kept on walking. Nelson took the gesture as his invitation and he turned around and said, “I’m looking for some company tonight. Are you interested?”

The lady, sultry as she was replied, “I could be. What is it you want?”

“Why don’t you come with me, my car is right there,” said Nelson as he pointed to his Jag. 

She didn’t hesitate or question him any further but she followed him to his car and got in. Nelson could tell immediately that the girl did drugs; she probably smoked cocaine because she was a little too skinny. But she had been very attractive at once, she didn’t look too bad now, she looked like she needed a couple of meals and a few weeks off of that cocaine and she’d be alright. Nelson started up the car and they were off, heading east behind Wilshire, on some side street.

“So how much are you willing to spend,” she asked out of nowhere? “I don’t know, maybe twenty dollars.”

“Twenty dollars,” she exclaimed, “where have you been baby? It’ll cost you more if you want a good time.” 

She twisted her slender hips which allowed Nelson to get a better look at her legs and thighs as she simultaneously pulled up her skirt.

Nelson liked what he saw and he made another offer. 

“How about fifty,” he asked?

“Make it a hundred and I’ll do anything you want.”

Nelson dug in his pocket as he was driving and he pulled out a wad of bills, saying, “Money isn’t the issue…not if you’re worth it.”

“I know baby. You’re like any other john; you think I don’t know that?”

Nelson cracked a smile for he knew he had her right where he wanted her. So, he found a nearby liquor store and he pulled the Jag into the parking lot. “I need a little gin. Do you want something?”

“Yes, I want a hit,” she replied.

Nelson nodded his head, muttering under his breath, “I should’ve guessed.”

He entered the liquor store, he approached the counter and the store clerk got him a pint of gin and some grapefruit juice. Nelson walked back to his ride and got in. “So where do you get this stuff?”

She leads him to her dealer’s house, a residential area. When she found the house she was looking for, she told him to pull over. He did and she looked at him with her hand out, saying, “I need the money.”

“How do I know you’ll come back?”

“What do you think…I’m going to run off? Not in this neighborhood. Give me fifty and I’ll be back baby.”

Nelson reached in his pocket and he gave her fifty dollars as she asked. She opened the door, saying, “I will only be a minute, don’t go anywhere.” She closed his car door and she ran off, as Nelson popped the top to the gin and started sipping. She knocked on the door and a black dude wearing a duo rag and banged out of the game answered the front door. He let her inside, when she entered in, the black dude checked the street and saw Nelson sitting in the Jag but didn’t pay him any mind. A couple minutes later, she came running out of the house, clutching something in her hand, she opened the car door with her other hand and got in.

Immediately, she pulled out a glass pipe and put a white substance in the pipe and she began smoking it. When she blew the substance out, her face tightened up and her jaw began to quiver. Her eyes were completely changed like she had transported herself to another world. Nelson looked over at her and knew she was incoherent and that it was crack that she had just smoked.

Meanwhile, Detective Lucas was getting anxious, he didn’t know exactly where to look for this guy or even what he looked like. All , he knew was that he had dark hair and was tall, standing maybe six feet, two inches. But the fact is one could search the area for someone fitting that description, except that a majority of the men in Santa Monica fit that description. At least they had some idea of what they were looking for as they patrolled the streets searching for their serial killer.

“Maybe we should check a couple of these alley’s, we might get lucky,” said Matt. Detective Lucas took his partner’s advice and he began pulling in the alleys searching for this devil. Investigating the alleys was no simple task because often times suspicious behavior transpired, often people had their heads down smoking crack or meth, or the people in them were hiding out from street police because of their addictions to whatever drugs they used.

Finally, the prostitute came to her senses good enough to where she could talk, and she began to direct Nelson to a secluded area where they could have sex. She pointed to an alley, saying “Pull in there.”

Nelson followed her instructions. He found an area that was dark, just behind a garage door and he parked.

“They call me Lil’ Starlet on the street,” she said, as she started undressing. “I’m yours tonight,” she said as she lay against his seat. Her breasts were exposed with her skirt tantalizingly high upon her thighs.

Nelson became aroused and the alcohol began to take effect. He opened his Jag door and he went over to her side, he opened the door and she slide over just enough for him to get in. When he did enter his car and sit in the leather seat she immediately got on top of him and she unbuckled his trousers. Seconds later they were engaged in sex and Nelson bounced her off of himself until she climaxed, he thought, ‘that’s the last time you have fun baby,’ as he reached inside his leather blazer and he grabbed his rope.

Meanwhile, Detectives Lucas and Shields were busy searching the various alleys hoping for a hit. They saw this car in the alley; it had two heads in the car. For some reason the occupants actions were accelerated, they appeared to be hiding from the lights. This raised the detectives suspicions and they approached the darkened area carefully, too many guns on the street to be careless.

He had over powered her, she was gasping for air, as the itching hairs of the rope bit horribly into her skin. She tried to scratch his eyes out and he dodged her hands as he clamped down harder on her windpipe and now she was panicking. She started to regret coming here with this john, one she didn’t know. She told herself, only if she had stayed with her first thought, ‘I don’t know this guy, don’t get in the car with him.’ Now she was having the life taken out of her, by a stranger and she would die alone in this car, doing a trick for Christ- sakes. Then she began to curse herself for coming to a secluded area with a complete stranger. She began to curse her mother for raising her around a child molester and turning her head so he continued to molest her. Then she began to curse herself for not staying in the rehab for her crack addiction. She remembered the lady, an African-American lady up in years but had been a prostitute herself. She should’ve taken her advice and gone to the sober-living home and stayed clean. Now she was in the exact same position that the lady had told her would come. She was fighting for her life caught in a situation where she couldn’t win. Then she saw the knife and her eyes became filled with dread. She didn’t want to be stabbed to death and as soon as she thought that, she felt the rope loosen just enough so that she could take in some air.

Nelson whispered in her ear, saying, “You slut, you bitch, you dirty bitch. Why should I let you live? You don’t care enough about your life, now I’m going to take it.” He wanted her to think about that, to stew on it before it happened to her.

He wanted to hear her; he wanted her to beg him. So, he loosened up the rope around her neck and he said, “Whisper.”

She did, saying, “Please let me go and I promise I won’t do it again.”

Nelson tightened down on the rope around her neck, now she couldn’t scream. He then said, “I’m going to think about it. Give me a second.” When the second was over he said, “I thought about it. The answer is death,” as he snatched her out of his car, her body stark naked, her feet getting cut by the broken glass in the alley, he punctured her throat with the pocket knife, blood squirting from her neck. He let the body fall to the greasy pavement and she was dead. Nelson stood there bewildered and thoughtless, as he had struck again, but really not convinced he knew why he did what he did. He looked at her lifeless eyes, she truly didn’t deserve what he had just done to her but her life was going nowhere he told himself. Then he knelt down ready to carve the star into her chest as he always did to his victims but suddenly lights hit him from head on. He saw a car had pulled into the alley. So he rose and scurried to his car while the other car seemed frozen, probably stunned by the sight they had just witnessed. Nelson began to worry because he didn’t have a gun and he had always envisioned himself being apprehended by police without a gun. 

He methodically started his Jag and he slowly drove off. The headlights were still on him and now he wondered if it were the police calling for back-up. After he made a couple of left turns he noticed the car was not behind him anymore. Now, he headed back to El Monte to cool off for the rest of the night.

Morning arrived and Detective Lucas was at the scene with Detective Shields as they humbly recognized their near miss with their surveillance the night before. They were a couple of streets away from this alley and the revelation that they were almost at the right place at the right time encouraged them that they were getting closer to the Midnight Star and his treacherous crimes.

While Detective Lucas investigated the body and the surroundings, Detective Shields was interviewing a couple who had come in contact with the event, from a distance they saw the perpetrator dropping the victim to the ground and they were eager to give their version of the events that they witnessed. The couple was in their mid- thirties, middle class working folks who were returning to their home after coming from a movie. So he took their disturbing account, noting everything on his notepad, ever so aware that they needed to see the sketch artist so they could get an accurate description of this suspect.

Once they were done giving the detective their details of the events they witnessed, Detective Shields gestured over to a uniform officer and then he directed them to go with the officer downtown to the police station. Then Detective Shields approached Detective Lucas, he looked a little puzzled.

He said, “They must’ve come up upon him before he could carve the symbol in her chest. But a lot of this doesn’t make sense. They say he was at the dumpster about to dump her in when they saw him; they saw him dumping her body in the garbage. So if, they didn’t interrupt him while he was carving his signature in her chest, could this be another individual?”

Lucas didn’t give him much of a response, he only squinted his eyes. Then he said, “DNA should be found inside of her. She wasn’t even clothed, so he must’ve had sex with her. If the DNA isn’t our guy, which I seriously doubt, we give the case to another set of detectives. But I’m telling you, this is our guy.”

“Sounds good,” replied Shields, “if it is our guy we were close last night. He’s so out of control, he has to kill nearly every week.”

“It’s him, I know it is. This is his M.O., dark alleys. And she’s a prostitute; I bet the DNA comes back as our suspect, whoever he is.”

Days had passed since Nelson’s last murder. The days seemed like an eternity, his conscious was getting the best of him. He was struggling within himself; at the monster he had become. He had never done what was right and if he did, he only did so for some selfish reason. He couldn’t be real with himself, certainly not about his feelings of empathy and compassion for others. There was a sinister way about him that he didn’t like. He had sought self-assurance in religion for no gain, realizing his commitment wasn’t sufficient. He had portrayed the holy man when studying to be a priest and that didn’t work out his little idiosyncrasies. His life had been full of destruction. He saw the direction he was headed down, realizing his own destruction was imminent. Rachel had returned from Chicago, she had entered the bedroom, lying beside him in the bed. He wanted to escape the intense emotions he was experiencing so he rolled over her and kissed her. Rachel gave him kiss back.

She said, “You have been thinking a lot. Do you want to talk about it?”

“I don’t want to bother you with my problems.”

“Baby you need to talk about your problems with me. Even, if you hold some of it back, tell me something. You need to do this,” replied Rachel.

“Remember Mark and Karen? How they criticize my commitment to the church and God. They were right. When we were at the picnic, remember how they said they were leaving the church because I had become so distant?”

“They don’t know what they were talking about. You shouldn’t…”

“No, Rachel, they were right. I’m not any preacher. I’m a mess,” replied Nelson.

Rachel didn’t know how to respond, so she listened.

Nelson continued, saying, “I feel like the walls are closing in on me. I feel like I’m in a huge cage and can’t get out. I’m not supposed to be leading any congregation. I’m thinking about just teaching at the college.”

“Let me get this right. Are you suggesting you’re going to quit ministering,” asked Rachel?

“I can’t preach anymore. I feel like a hypocrite,” replied Nelson. He turned away from Rachel and he just stared up at the ceiling. 

“Nelson, if that’s your decision, I support you in it,” said Rachael. She didn’t attempt to change his mind and deep inside she knew Nelson wasn’t the ministering type. The ministry was Father Paul’s influence on his life, more his dream for Nelson. When they had been in New York at the Catholic Church, she realized Nelson didn’t have the patience and temperament for ministry or priesthood. Now, some twenty years later he was finally catching on.

For Nelson, the partial confession was a little liberating but he was still confused about himself and what he had become. He still had a lot of issues to work out in his mind. Issues he couldn’t reason out quickly. Then Rachel brought up another issue by saying something that caught Nelson off guard, “Father Paul asked us to meet him at Antonio’s tonight for dinner. I told him we’d be there.”

Father John Paul was like his favorite person in the world besides Rachel. He adopted Nelson at his fourteenth birthday and took him to Fort Lauderdale, Florida where he raised him. The story went deeper. It was there in Fort Lauderdale that Father Paul began to push the Catholic ways and ministry upon young Nelson. It was a good time but somewhat trying at first for Father Paul with Nelson still clinging to atheist ideas. Eventually, Nelson gave in to the overbearing hand of Father Paul, who was a good man in every way. But for the most part, Nelson still felt obligated to oblige the Father because he had such an endearing countenance, a subtle and easy way about him. He had a hard time saying no to Father Paul.

Nelson replied, “I guess we can see him tonight.”

“Good, I’ll call him and let him know we’ll be there. Now get a shower, I’ll fix some breakfast.”

Nelson got in the shower but he was still dwelling on the old memories that disturbed him. Then he wasn’t getting the satisfaction he wanted killing women. He hated himself for the killings because he didn’t want to be that person. His own failings and idiosyncrasies were the cause of his anger at the world, he knew that deep down inside.


4. Her Friend.

 

 

Antonio’s, the Italian restaurant, was moderately packed. Customers were enjoying their dinners and mingling. When Nelson and Rachel arrived at the establishment they approached the booth. The waiter behind the booth greeted them.

“Do you have a reservation,” he asked? 

“Yes, in Paul,” replied Rachel.

“It appears he has already been seated. Please follow me.” So the waiter escorted them to their table where Father John Paul was sitting. Nelson pulled the chair out for Rachel and she sat down, giving Father Paul a smile. He leaned over and kissed her on the cheek. Then he stood-up and he and Nelson gave each other an embrace before they took their seats.

“So how have you two been,” asked Father Paul?

“We’ve been good Father,” replied Rachel. “I’ve been very busy working, traveling and doing the flight attendant thing. Nelson here has been debating about his choice in the ministry. Maybe he’d like to tell you about it?”

Nelson squirmed a bit in his chair for Rachel had done it again. She had put him on the spot. He replied, “I’m doing fine Father. But I’m thinking about a career change.” This was an uncomfortable revelation for Nelson to admit to his mentor that he wasn’t strong enough to continue in the ministry. He knew that it reminded Father Paul of his shortcomings with his priesthood tries, he knew it would depress Father Paul to hear such news. It was at the suggestion of Father Paul that Nelson had attempted his hand at the priesthood some years ago. He didn’t want to expound about this new revelation any longer but he couldn’t change the subject.

“It’s alright,” replied Father Paul, “maybe the ministry is not for you. But why are you deciding this?”

“Oh, I really couldn’t explain it. It’s just not for me, Father. I think teaching school is enough for me right now,” replied Nelson.

“Is there anything going on, or anything you want to confess,” asked Father Paul?

“I’m a hypocrite Father. I’m not really devoted to God as I should be. And to be in front of a congregation expecting them to accept this faith, faith in something I can’t be certain of, is just not right.”

“Wow Nelson, I didn’t really know you felt this way,” said Father Paul.

Then the waiter came with menus and he placed each menu in front of them and then he asked them if they wanted anything to drink. They each ordered their favorite beverages as they browsed through the menus. Father Paul and Nelson each ordered white wine, an appetizer of sorts before their meals came. A minute or two later the waiter returned with three glasses and a bottle of white wine. He poured them each a glass and departed.

Nelson said, “I guess they want us to drink the whole bottle,” as he reached for the bottle and poured himself another glass of wine. Then he realized that he was making himself look like an alcoholic, so he sat the glass of wine down. Then he looked over to Father Paul and he asked, “So what brings you to LA.”

“A convention, the Archdiocese is appointing several priests to different locations. I’m up for reassignment,” said Father Paul as he sipped his wine. Then he looked over to Nelson and he said sharply, “Why haven’t you remarried this pretty lady?”

Rachel interrupted, saying, “It’s not his fault. I’m the one who isn’t ready.”

“No, no,” said Father Paul, “he’s been taught the right way to do things. And what has it been…ten years now that you two have been divorced?”

Rather than get into an argument with Father Paul, Nelson conceded by saying, “You are right. We should get remarried.”

“O.K, now I should ask, when?”

“Don’t, I have a say in this,” spoke Rachel timidly?

Father Paul frowned because he knew it was up to the man in these situations to do the right thing, but he said, “You want to marry him again, don’t you?”

Nelson feared what Rachel might say, so he interjected, saying, “Rachel could do better without me Father. Like I tried to tell you years ago, I’m not the marrying type.” Nelson braced himself for he didn’t know how that answer would come across.

Father Paul didn’t know how to reply to that answer. He didn’t want to believe someone he should’ve had a profound effect upon could be so confused. Then the waiter bought their plates. Father Paul simultaneously shoved a napkin in his collar as the waiter placed the plates before them. The rest of the evening seemed awkward, the conversation was meaningless, just idle talk about nothing. Father Paul couldn’t help but rewind the statement his adopted son had made, ‘I’m not the marrying type,’ he took that as a sign of infidelity. So the whole evening became uncomfortable. But Father Paul wanted them to think about what he had said, so he left them with these last words, “You’re living in sin. I hope you both change that and get remarried.”

Rachel gave Nelson an interesting look which expressed disappointment. These were probably her real feelings; at least Nelson took it that way. Father Paul saw the expression on Rachel’s face, he was sorry he had to say such a condemning thing but that was his job. When dinner was finished, they walked to the parking lot, to Father Paul’s car. Father Paul wanted to lighten the moment so he had something else he wanted to say.

“I still want to be a part of your lives. I have a confession to make.”

“What is it Father,” asked Nelson?

“I’ve been in an affair myself. She’s a pretty lady, a sweet lady and I like her a lot,” said Father Paul.

“A sexual affair,” asked Nelson?

“Yeah, a sexual affair,” he replied. “She’s Spanish. I don’t even know how it happened, but it did. But now I’m with her all the time and I just can’t quit seeing her.”

“So I take it no one knows about this” asked Nelson? 

“No, I don’t think so.”

“So what are you going to do? Quit the ministry,” asked Nelson

“Maybe son…I don’t know what else to do. But I want to be with her, you know. I’m nearly sixty-five; I’ve never been in love until now. I’ve done the work of God over the last forty-two years. I’m praying He’ll forgive me for this mistake.”

Rachel interjected, saying, “He will Father. He will.”

“Do you think we could catch a Lakers game at the Staples Center before I leave,” asked Father Paul?

“You want to see Kobe, don’t you,” asked Nelson? “Sure I guess we can do that.”

“In a couple of weeks we’ll go,” said Father Paul as he climbed in his car. “I’ll buy the tickets,” said Father Paul as he started the engine.

Three weeks had passed since the Midnight Star had struck. The DNA from the last victim was a positive match to the suspect. Detective Lucas was sitting behind his desk trying to tie the clues together. He had figured out a pattern of sorts. It was a pattern that the suspect would not have noticed because it was unintentional. But it was subtle and he wouldn’t notice his pattern. The pattern was the frequency he chose prostitutes with respect to regular girls. Now that his last victim had been a street walker, a prostitute, if this killer were to follow the same pattern, his next victim would be a regular girl.

Detective Lucas took three crime scene photos and their individual files and he analyzed them. He pulled out the pictures as he sat there pondering each and every crime. The first crime scene he studied was a nice looking woman, a receptionist for a financial consulting firm. It was not known where the suspect may have picked her up. She was dressed in the nicest clothes. So, they had surmised that she may have met him after work, at a ritzy establishment or maybe at a night club. Her throat was cut like all the others. That was one common thread of evidence in each and every case, which was disturbing. He wanted to know what he got out of cutting their throats. He wondered if the guy was really that demented to want to see their blood drain from them or was it routine inadvertently. This murderer had killed all nineteen of his victims that way. What was puzzling was the way he lured these intelligent and in som instances sophisticated girls with idle conversations. This was the baffling part of the perpetrator, his savvy way of misleading these girls. It made him unique from the common serial killer who was usually confined to a certain type of girl. By this the investigators knew the killer was articulate and had a certain organization that kept him in the dark; he had a secret life he was concealing from someone. This murderer had a chameleon like personality; he could change his appearance and deceive the victims into believing he was something he was not. They realized their profile of the suspect was somewhat vague; they needed a break if they were to apprehend him. But he had this rage and it was increasing. He was getting sloppy, not even trying to cover up his crimes or his identity. He may be the victim of extreme child abuse or a victim of some sort of violence. Even worse, they feared his wrath was not ending but increasing and they needed o stop him. The Hollywood Police Department had asked the F.B.I. Behavioral Analysis Unit for their assistance in the profile. It was hard getting cooperation from the F.B.I Behavioral Analysis Unit because they didn’t like sharing their ideas or information with local police.

When Detective Lucas expressed ideas of luring a trap through the newspaper to the F.B.I. supervisor, the supervisor objected to the idea, saying it might stir the perpetrator up to commit more vicious homicides. Once Detective Lucas thought about the idea he realized it was too risky, and that he was probably right.

The second picture was of Amy Spruce. After an investigation it turned out Amy Spruce was unemployed. She had been divorced for two years and detectives didn’t know how she made a living. First impression they got was she was either a kept woman or she was just another hooker. But there had to be an explanation for her upscale lifestyle because she lived well; living in a twelve hundred dollar apartment. But Amy Spruce had been divorced two years and it appeared her income might be the result of alimony. However, Detective Shields felt Amy Spruce was a kept woman possibly turning tricks on the side to support her lifestyle. For Detective Lucas, the particulars were not that important; there seemed no point in digging up her life or the way she supported herself because of the star carved in her chest. All that was important to Detective Lucas was that she was the victim of a serial killer. Detective Lucas was searching for insight, a clue of some sort that would crack the case.

He had to see what the killer saw in these victims that set them apart from any other girls out there. There was something he was missing. He needed to know how the killer thought if he were to predict his next move because there did appear to be a trend in the killer’s murders. Ironic as it may seem, a good number of victims were wives, married to men but they were lured by this serial killer…away from the safe haven of the public into secluded areas where the Midnight Star took their lives. This was a troubling fact of this case. It worried the public at large and it disturbed the hierarchy…the captain was stressing the importance of capturing this suspect because of the sure panic it struck at the heart of the public. Captain Maurice Jones had guaranteed a promotion for the two detectives that solved this case and apprehended this killer.

Detective Shields came out of Captain Maurice Jones office frustrated by the captain’s insults and criticisms. He was pissed at the two detectives but as far as Detective Shields could gather he really didn’t have a specific grievance he could point too.

Shields said, “The Captain says we need to use a female cop to bait this guy. What he’s proposing is crap. What do you think?”

“It might work partner, we have to do something. But on the other hand you might be right…this guy is analyzing his victims as he talks to them. He’s a studier of the mind, of people’s emotions and actions. He’s not dumb. So we can assume he might realize the undercover cop is indeed a cop. We can’t forget that. But, I think we have no other choice but to try the Captain’s idea.”

“O.K., then, do you have any ideas on who’d be good for this assignment,” asked Detective Shields? While Detective Lucas considered the question and the perfect cop to work this assignment he saw Captain Maurice Jones approaching his area with a cop he knew.

“Gentlemen, this will be your new partner,” said the Captain as he gestured over to the female cop.

Detective Lucas knew this officer only in passing but he had heard she was a good cop and brave. Her name is Officer Mears-Joyce.

“Hi, gentlemen, it’s nice to have made our acquaintance a formal pursuit to capture this bastard. Wouldn’t you agree,” asked Officer Mears?

Detective Matt Shields just looked at Detective Lucas, he was not using to working with an undercover female cop and thought the idea jeopardized her needlessly. All he could image was this serial killer getting a hold of this pretty cop and killing her, the shame it would bring the department. But it wasn’t his call so he held his peace.

That night, Detectives Lucas and Shields were out patrolling the streets of Hollywood until they decided to hit a hot spot. The spot was The Gentleman’s Club in Hollywood, a trendy spot for the twenty through and thirty year old crowd that frequented the night club scene. As they headed toward the night club Detective Shields seemed to prepare the middle-aged undercover cop.

“What would you do if this man approached you and you suspected he was the killer?”

“I’d get your attention,” she replied.

Detective Lucas had thought his undercover resembled a hooker, slash desperate woman because she wore this extremely high yellow mini-dress and she stood out like a neon sign. She was strikingly beautiful. She had the most toned, tanned legs and she knew how to strut. He had the feeling that they may attract the killer with her on their team. They exited the black Escalade and entered the dimly lit club.

Meanwhile, Nelson was sitting alone in a chair watching the ladies dance on the floor. It was a festive night; the crowd was a little crazy. In one corner there were two females enticing the men with their seductive strip tease. The two blonds were rubbing each other on their voluptuous breasts and simultaneously tugging on each blouse, as they shook their hips back and forth. Nelson wasn’t interested in the fast girls or in the seductive strip tease. He wanted a real woman, someone a little more mature and easy to lure away from the crowd. So, he continued to step passed the crowd of pretty girls searching for his type of girl.

Meanwhile, Detectives Lucas and Shields entered the establishment with their extremely attractive undercover officer Joyce Mears. They decided to split-up, the undercover cop going her own way and detectives Lucas and Shields keeping close watch. Detectives Lucas and Shields found a booth in the corner of the night club and they sat down. Then Detective Lucas began to search the room for anyone that sat alone, remembering the M.O. of the suspect. He knew the suspect would not select a girl gathered in a group, because she would be too difficult to lure away. It was an easy deduction. So as he searched the room, he found about five or six women that seemed alone in the establishment. Two, of the women sat alone at a table, at least they had each other to lean on but there was another very attractive lady sitting beside them that had no one sitting with her. She had a thick black mane, she was wearing black stockings and her legs were seductively toned like most men like. She was in her late thirties maybe early forties and she was sipping on a Martini. Then a man approached her, he appeared to be asking her if he could buy her a drink or sit down.

Nelson asked, “Are you alone tonight,” as he gestured to a chair. “I guess not now,” she replied. She sipped her drink as Nelson took the empty seat and sat. Nelson than summoned the waitress over to the table and she came over with her round serving plate.

“What will you have to drink,” asked the waitress?

“I’ll have a Jack and Coke, please,” replied Nelson. “Would you like something else?”

The lovely brunette shook her head and just peered deeper into Nelson’s eyes. The waitress left the two alone until she returned with the Jack and Coke.

“So, what brings you out tonight,” asked Nelson? He felt a little stupid because that was the oldest line in the world.

She replied, “I needed to relax. Too much work and no play are no good for the spirit.”

“I guess you’re right. I feel exactly the same way, funny isn’t it,” replied Nelson. “I find sitting in the house all alone weird. So, what better way to relieve stress than to go to the most crowded club and let yourself go a little bit?”

“Wow,” she replied as she gave Nelson a confusing look, as if she really didn’t relate to the comment or found the comment weird. Then she replied, “I guess being all alone in the house can be a little nerve racking. Hi, I’m Monique,” said the lady as she extended her hand.

Nelson shook her hand, saying, “I’m Nelson, nice to meet you. It’s a little crazy here tonight.”

“It’s always a little crazy here; believe me you’ll get used to it. Just keep coming back,” said Monique.

The waitress came and set Nelson’s drink down and then she vanished into the crowd leaving them alone again.

Meanwhile, Detective Lucas leaned over to Detective Shields but he wasn’t there. Where the hell did he go? But then Lucas saw him in the crowd talking to some men. He was probably seeking some type of information for the case. So Lucas sat there studying the subject, a large dark haired man, who appeared a little athletic. He appeared confident in himself, even cocky, always making a shit-eating grin as he talked to this middle-aged lady wearing the black mini-skirt and high heels.

Then Detective Shields returned back to the booth and Lucas pointed in the direction of the stranger he was watching at the moment. So they watched the couple at the small round table exchanging conversation about what they didn’t know.

Nelson crept closer to Monique whispering in her ear and flirting with her. Monique listened attentively not wanting to miss a thing he said about himself. Then a great classic song hit the air waves, it was Super Freak by Rick James.

Monique asked, “Do you dance?”

“If you want to, we can dance,” replied Nelson as he stood reaching for her hand. She took it and they hit the dance floor to dance as the music pulsated through their bodies.

Meanwhile, Detective Lucas became mesmerized by the dark skinned lady in the black mini-dress as she danced seductively with this man that approached her. Her dark legs and posture were very tantalizing and that caught the detective in a web of seduction. He couldn’t take his eyes off of her.

Then Detective Shields came-up to the table, he grabbed him by the arm and then he pointed over to Officer Mears who seemed busy with some guy in the corner of the nightclub. He said, “I think our undercover is in a little trouble,” as he went over to Officer Mears.

Nelson danced closer to the seductive dark skinned lady, their hips barely rubbing and arousing them both as their dance became a seductive tease. Then Monique turned her rump toward Nelson and he started to grind himself against her. She squeezed her body next to his and the two danced connected like that for minutes.

In the corner of the club, undercover officer Mears began to resist the advances of the intoxicated man making too many ridiculous comments and feeling on her without her consent. Now Detective Shields stood steps behind the man, he was close enough to help his officer if she needed. But the situation began to deteriorate with the man ultimately reaching for Officer Mears one more time and Detective Shields grabbed the man and put him in a head lock. The bouncers saw the whole thing, so they took the intoxicated man from the undercover detective without so much as inquiring of Detective Shields.

“Are you alright,” asked Detective Shields? 

“Yes, I’m fine,” she replied.

Detective Lucas then noticed the large lanky man and the dark skinned seductress kiss on the dance floor and they appeared to be leaving the nightclub. Detective Lucas didn’t want to lose them, so he bolted over to his partners and grabbed Detective Shields arm, saying, “Let’s go. I think we have our man.”

Detective Lucas kept a close eye on his target as Detective Shields and Officer Mears followed close behind him. When they reached the parking lot, Lucas gestured to Shields to hurry and get the Escalade. A couple of seconds passed and the Detective drove up and picked them up, then they pursued the suspect.

They watched the lanky man and the dark alluring woman enter a Jaguar and leave the establishment. The Jag turned left and they followed them from a couple cars back unnoticed.

Shields asked, “Who are you following?”

Lucas didn’t reply immediately, as he tried to focus on the suspect and the situation unfolding. Then he said, “I don’t know but there’s something about him. I can’t figure it out but he fits the description of the suspect and he has dark hair. So let’s see where he takes her. If they hit a motel and he attempts to do whatever, we’ll be right there to catch him in the act.”

“Sounds good Lucas,” said Detective Shields.

Ten minutes later, the Jaguar turned down Vermont into a cheap motel. Detective Shields kept on driving past the motel, he made the first left hand turn he could while both Detective Lucas and Officer Mears kept an eye on the motel entrance. A half minute later they were parked across the street watching the couple entering the motel office to get a room. When they appeared to be lodging, Detective Shields re- parked the black Escalade and they sat waiting on what they believed the killer would attempt.

Once inside Monique methodically undressed herself until she was completely naked. Nelson was sort of taken back by her sure beauty, and when she took off all of her clothes, he was just mesmerized by her perfection. She approached the frozen man she only knew as Nelson and she began to undress him. When Nelson noticed she was ready and he was naked he hoisted her onto the bed and they engaged in foreplay and kissing.

Meanwhile, across the street Detective Shields wanted a closer look so he exited the black Escalade and he crossed the street. He walked slowly towards the room. When he came to the room, the curtains were drawn, except for a small slit that allowed him to see what was going on. He really didn’t see too much of anything the first time he passed the room and had to double back and look again. When he peered in the room, he saw Nelson engaged in sex with the woman. He sat there frozen for a moment when another man coming out of his room saw him and said, “Hey what are you doing?”

“Oh nothing,” said Detective Shields as he hurried away from the window a little embarrassed. Then he walked over to the Jaguar and he wrote down the license plate number. Once he had the number, he returned back to the Escalade where his partner and Officer Mears were sitting. He opened the door and jumped inside; immediately, Shields punched the license plate number into the computer installed in the Escalade.

“The car is registered to a Nelson Spears. He has no criminal record,” said Shields. “It’s possible he’s our guy.”

Lucas didn’t respond, he was quiet and evaluating the situation. Then he said, “Go see again.”

Detective Shields scurried out of the Escalade and he walked across the street back over to the motel room. In the room, Nelson was becoming so involved with the beautiful Monique that he had lost interest in killing her. He was driving himself into her so hard and she was responding with a rush of ecstasy that the two were completely engaged in sexual acts of human nature. By now, Detective Shields was watching them and not leaving the window for any reason. He figured he’d flash his badge if the man appeared again.

Then Nelson’s mind became possessed in another realm where there was only darkness and a flood of voices. He knew he had lost sight of Monique and this bothered him. He fought to see her again; he didn’t want to listen to the voices and didn’t rightly know what they were saying. He began to mutter to himself, he was telling them to leave him alone. But the sounds of the multitude of voices were over- powering and they drowned out his thoughts. Then Monique tried to figure out why her lover was squeezing her arm so hard. She opened her eyes and when she saw Nelson, it was as if he wasn’t there. As she began to shake Nelson’s arm trying to wake him from his trance she noticed her shaking wasn’t helping the situation. So she changed tactics and she whispered softly into his ear, “Its Monique, baby. It’s Monique.”

Suddenly, the trance Nelson was in disappeared and his eyes were on her to his delight. Detective Shields stood there watching the whole situation but he really didn’t catch on. He was wondering if the man was just so much into the sexual experience that he had a moment where he had to stop or he had just climaxed. He didn’t know. He just stood there a moment waiting and watching.

Nelson collapsed in the bed next to Monique panting heavily. She rolled over on-top of him and the two just laid there smiling and back in conversation. When Detective Shields noticed the two were just talking and rejuvenating for the next round, he left the window and returned to the Escalade.

Shields hopped in the Escalade and said, “They’re just having sex. Maybe this isn’t the right guy?”

“Maybe you’re right,” replied Lucas as he rubbed his forehead. “We’ll wait here another hour or so and if he’s still in there with her we’ll leave.”

A few hours passed and Detective Shields walked back over to the motel room one more time, while enroute he saw Nelson Spears and the lady leaving the room. It looked like they were finished with their night. Detective Lucas said it was a waste of time, nothing meant nothing and the suspicions he had, he had forgotten.

A couple of days passed and they met at another club and they left to another sleazy motel having the kind of torrent sex that most couples wished for. The two were connected by magic or chemistry or just pure animal desire. Whatever it was they had a passion for each other that they each longed for. For both Monique and Nelson it was pleasure beyond measure, a sort of release from all the troubles they were both separately facing. Then the meetings began to become more frequent. Two weeks passed and Nelson hadn’t murdered anyone. Now at dinner in some restaurant where Nelson felt safe from the witnessing eyes of his neighbors, he took Monique out to eat. As they sat at the dinner table waiting for their food, Monique began an interesting conversation with Nelson.

“So do you like me Nelson,” she asked?

“Of course, I do. Why do you ask,” replied Nelson? 

“Where do you see us…say in a couple of months?” 

“Together, but I’m not sure if you’re seeing anyone else?” 

“I’m not seeing anyone else. Are you,” she asked? 

“Monique, I have no one. You’re all I have my love.”

Monique’s eyes became sharp and piercing. Then she leaned forward saying, “I think you have someone else Nelson and you’re not telling me about her.”

“Sorry, but yeah, I do have someone. She’s special to me. I don’t want her to know about us.”

Monique’s posture completely relaxed and then she said, “I understand. It’s not like we have a commitment. But we don’t even really know each other Nelson. For all I know you could be a serial killer or some con artist.”

“I’m not a con artist…I’ve never asked you for money, never will.”

“I still don’t know anything about you. Like where you work or just normal things a girl should know about a man.”

Nelson knew this was coming but he wasn’t prepared. Then he decided to just tell her the truth except of course not about the murders. He told her he was just a college professor with a modest income. He was no knight in shining armor nor could he fix her problems or offer her this fairytale life. Then he relaxed, sitting back in his seat. The waitress brought them their desserts. Monique hadn’t said much since Nelson told her he wasn’t rich, nor had a financial consultant job like he had first told her. He figured she would cut him off, so he sat quietly hoping she’d accept him just the way he was.

Monique reached for her wine. She sipped it like an elegant aristocrat, with her hand delicately holding the wine glass. Then she said, “I have this friend I want you to meet before we continue in this relationship.”

Nelson didn’t respond because he was trying to figure out what she was up to. He didn’t want to meet strangers…that could be disastrous. Then he weighed the request, he had to admit Monique was worth the risk involved. He replied, “I guess I could meet your friend.”

“She’s my best friend Nelson. If, she doesn’t like you I probably won’t see you again. It’s a girl thing.”

“When do you want me to see her?”

“I’ll give you her phone number. You can call her and she’ll set the time. Is that fine with you?”

“Yeah, I guess so. Give me the phone number and I’ll call her.” 

“Good,” replied Monique as she pulled out a pen and wrote the number down. When she finished she handed Nelson the number, saying, “She’s the nicest person you’ll ever meet.”

“Great,” muttered Nelson as he took the number.

“What did you say,” asked Monique? “Take this serious my love, I want to see you again…if everything goes fine with Beth.”

A couple of days passed when finally Nelson built up enough courage to call this mysterious woman. He waited on his cell phone for the mysterious lady to answer and she did.

“Hello, this is Beth. Who is calling?”

“Yes, I’m Nelson. I’m Monique’s friend. She wanted me to see you.”

“Oh yes, do you know where Echo Park is?” 

“Yeah, I know where it’s at,” replied Nelson. 

“O.K., then please write this address down.”

Nelson wrote the address down and then he replied, “So when do you want to see me?”

“Is today fine?”

“Yes, of course. What time?”

“How about in a couple of hours, it’s ten o’clock right now. Is one o’clock alright for you?”

“It’s fine. I’ll see you then,” replied Nelson as he hung up.

He was driving down O’Shea counting the number of homes when he finally read the address he was looking for. It was Beth’s house. He found a parking space in front of her modest home. He was relieved that this woman didn’t have some real expensive piece of property; his ego couldn’t take an uppity type of person. He exited his old Jaguar and he walked up the nice stone walkway until he knocked on her front door. Seconds later, he saw the silhouette figure of a healthy woman answer the door.

“Hello, you must be Nelson.” 

“Yes that would be correct.”

“Come on in,” said Beth as she opened the door. As they entered she asked, “Would you like something to drink?”

“No, no thank you,” replied Nelson.

“Don’t be silly. You’re not always like this are you?”

“No and what are you talking about,” asked Nelson bewildered at her comment.

“So shy, don’t be afraid, I’m not going to poison you. So what would you like…I have iced tea.”

“That’d be fine, Beth.” So Beth disappeared into the kitchen area while Nelson sat on a thick, cushy couch waiting for Beth to return. Beth returned with two glasses of what appeared to be iced tea. Nelson took the glass and he sat down, ever so mindful of watching his manners.

“Relax,” said Beth, “I’m not going to bite you I promise.”

“Sorry, I didn’t realize I was being so obvious but I’m a little nervous.”

“Oh, don’t be. I’m sure you’re a good person, right?” 

“Depends on what you call good. I’m not the perfect guy and I don’t have a lot of money. But for the most part I’m a good person.” 

“So tell me about you,” asked Beth?

“Well I teach at the El Monte Adult School and at Azusa College. It’s not much but it pays the bills. A few years ago, I came into some money, suspiciously. Well that’s a long story…”

“Please tell me why you think it was suspicious?”

“Well, when I was about eight, I was involved in a head on collision. A semi hit us and it killed my mother. I watched her burn to death and could do nothing to save her. So I guess the trucking company felt guilty or something and they passed me some money for the accident.”

“It doesn’t compensate for the loss of your mother. I understand your grief and I know it’s hard. Do you have anyone else, like grand- parents or any relatives?”

“If I do, I don’t know them. It’s weird how the system treats orphans. I just haven’t had the time or maybe the nerve to investigate my family tree. Maybe I’m afraid of the letdown. I don’t know.”

“Let down…by that you must mean you feel they might reject you?”

“Really, I don’t care. I just moved on,” replied Nelson as his expression changed to frustration and annoyance.

Beth saw that Nelson was a little agitated so she changed the conversation. “So how do you feel about Monique?”

“She’s the best thing that ever happened to me. She’s like a breath of fresh air.”

“Do you love her?”

“She’s beautiful, and she’s exciting.”

Beth noticed he avoided her question. Maybe it was too soon for love, but it disturbed her that he just didn’t be honest and let her know that it was too soon to tell. She could’ve respected that but now she gave him a minus for being deceitful. “Have you ever been married?” Nelson hesitated to answer this question, he was thinking about which approach to take. Then he said, “No, I don’t think I’ll ever get married. I’m not the marrying type and I like my independence.”

“So you don’t see any future with Monique? If not, please let her go.”

“I can’t…I love her too much. She’s got this way about her. She’s…”

“Attractive,” blurted Beth?

“Not just that, we have chemistry. At least I think so. If, we stay together, I would marry her. I don’t know where our relationship is going right now. You understand don’t you?”

“I think so…it sounds as if you’re a little afraid of being hurt?” 

“No, I don’t think that’s it. Monique is used to nice things. I can tell by the way she dresses and how she carries herself. I think I’m out of her league.”

“Monique’s husband is rich. But she wasn’t use to that kind of money before she met him. She’s a little more down to earth than you give her credit for. She’s getting older now; I don’t think money isn’t, as important to her as it was a couple of years ago, and her husband is controlling and a little abusive. So you might have a chance.”

“I hear you. That’s good because we might get there…” “Get there? Do you mean happiness? That’s what women want…happiness. So, are you a happy person ,Nelson?” 

He replies, “Of course, I am a happy person.”

“Good, everybody needs happiness. So, why don’t we get along with it. Please follow me,” said Monique as she rose and gestured to Nelson to follow her. Nelson rose to his feet and he followed her down a short hallway into a room. When Nelson entered the room it was bluish lit by a fluorescent light, the room had a strange mystic feeling to it.

He noticed some simplistic pictures of wizards in ancient times and he wondered what Beth was into. Then he noticed, a unicorn picture in a blue mystic background sitting on-top of a dresser, along with a picture of Beth and some people Nelson didn’t know.

“Nelson, what’s the matter?” You’re not scared of me are you?” 

“No,” replied Nelson.

“Well sit down,” replied Beth.

Nelson sat down and Beth sat directly across from him. She said, “Give me your hands.” Nelson stretched his hands out and Beth took hold of them. Then Beth began to whisper questions to him. At first the questions were easy. But when Beth began to question him about his mother, his body became rigid and his grip tightened. But Beth had put him under hypnosis and it was common for her clients to become agitated when re-visiting the past, which brought on painful memories.

He began by saying, “I had it hard when my mother passed away. I was stuck in different foster homes. I hated them. One foster parent was brutal; he would burn my hands in boiling water to punish me. He would beat me with whatever he could pick-up, like it was the thing to do. Finally, I got tired of it and I ran away. I ended up in an orphanage. It was better there. I met Rachel my ex-wife. I wish I had treated her better but we’re still friends. She wants to get re-married; the priest wants me to get married. I’m not ready; I have things I got to fix first.”

“What kind of things Nelson,” asked Beth?

Nelson started to shake frantically and he didn’t answer the question. Beth realized he was thinking, trying to figure out how to answer the question. But usually she took that to mean that a person hadn’t figured out the right solution for their problem thus the subconscious couldn’t make an answer it had yet to figure out.

She wanted to probe his mind a little more.

She asked, “Do you blame your mother for leaving you?”

“I blame the truck driver. I still remember his breath smelled like alcohol. I think the truck driving company knew he was drunk when he killed my mother and father. The money was an insult if you ask me. It didn’t do anything, I wanted my mother back.”

“Are you talking about the way you were raised? Is that what bothers you?”

“Yeah sometimes it bothers me. I think my life would’ve been different had she been there. She would’ve raised me right. Instead I was taken from one foster home to another. They never love you; they’re in it for the money you know. Mr. Jones was a son-of-bitch. He hit me with extension cords and the pain he inflicted, it was hell. Then his wife would put my mother down. She would say my mother must’ve not have wanted me or else she wouldn’t have left me. I hated her for that.

She would say my mother abandoned me…she knew my mother was killed in a car accident. She did it purposely, to aggravate me. I hated that woman so much, sometimes I wanted to…well we won’t talk about that. Then they would starve me. There was nothing good about living with them.”

Beth was use to these kinds of confessions, hypnosis brought out the melancholy of one’s soul, unannounced to the one speaking. For Nelson the melancholy was the untimely death of his mother and a little self-pity. Beth sensed the disturbance lingering deep in his soul because of the emotion he had in his words. She understood the foster system as being over-worked and underfunded. If she could, she wanted to help Nelson cope with the agonies of his troubled childhood. Beth took a brave step and she went deeper into his pain.

“There is more to the story isn’t there Nelson?” 

“You mean with my foster parents?”

“No, not really, I mean with Mrs. James. Did you want to kill her? It sounded like you were going to say that.”

“Always, I always wanted too, her and him.” Then he fidgeted around in his chair and his face became distorted. His shoulders hunched backwards and the blue light started to flicker. Beth was startled by the flicking light. She began to worry as she saw images flying at the ceiling. The figures were translucent and angel-like. Then she realized the angel-like figures were spirits, feminine spirits that flew around the top of her ceiling. Beth shook her head frantically, she thought for that instance that she was imaging things but she realized that what she was seeing was actually happening. There was no mistake about it; she was watching these white translucent figures sail through the air like some séance from beneath.

Then she heard a multitude of voices ringing in her ears and she couldn’t figure out if what she was hearing was demonic or heavenly. She tried to make out the telepathic messages but the voices were too cluttered. Then the sound of the multitude became enraged and she knew the voices were from beyond this realm. She figured out that the voices were demonic by the essence of their words. She began to focus on the multitude of the words until she realized she was hearing the agony of the dead. But what really spooked her was when she opened her eyes to see what state Nelson was in, her eye-sight was darkened and she couldn’t see Nelson. She tried to open her eyes again but she feared they were already opened and that some unseen force had blinded her. Then she heard some distinct voice, it sounded heavier and more determined than all the other voices. Suddenly, she began to panic a little because she had lost control of the séance and had invited some evil spirits into her sacred room. Just then, a heavy voice said, “You have trespassed into the soul of my vessel. His thoughts and his ways I command,” said the demon.

Now Beth was sure she had conjured up an evil spirit. When she thought to inquire of the spirit, the spirit said, “I will come back through this vessel called Nelson and he will kill for me. He will kill and destroy.”

Beth yelled, “Why, why will you come back?”

“I am the next ruler of mankind. I was, I am and I will be again. I am Detuth, a dragon.”

Beth wished she could see this dragon and thinking how and why Detuth summoned her.

“Do you want to see me,” he asked?

Before Beth could answer she began to see this mystical realm, it was purplish with two oak trees hidden in the background. There was a grey haze that drifted in the air but Beth could see him and another creature flying next to him. They appeared to be flying by the force of wings and had they had these small skeleton bodies that were probably a hundred and fifty pounds. Then one of the dragons stopped and hovered in one spot and this dragon looked at her, saying, “I am Detuth.” Suddenly, a horrific force threw her away from Nelson’s grasp and she fell onto the floor. She quickly realized the spell had been broken. When she began to get up, Nelson stood up.

“What did you do to me,” asked Nelson?

Beth was at a loss for words, so she didn’t answer him, only walking over to him and grabbing him by the shoulder. She said, “You need to go. Come on let’s go,” said Beth as she tugged on his arm.

Nelson resisted her and he pulled his arm away from her grasp, saying, “What did you do to me? You put me under hypnosis, didn’t you?”

Beth snapped back saying, “Call me tomorrow and I’ll tell you. But now you have to go.”

Nelson’s muscles relaxed and he allowed Beth to pull him out of her séance room until she reached her front door. He said, “Beth…,” but she gestured for him to leave. So, he didn’t say another word and he exited through the front door. Beth slammed the door literally in his face. Nelson left her front porch and went to his car wondering about what Beth had seen and if she knew about his demons.

Beth scurried over to her cell phone, she pressed Monique’s number in and she waited. Three rings later, she heard Monique’s voice on the other end, she sounded as if she expected her call.

“Monique, this is Beth.”

“How did it go? Is he alright to go out with or what?”

……………………………………….

While Nelson drove home he was so confused but he knew that Beth had put him under hypnosis. Now all his secrets might be out, he had no idea what he may’ve said to her. He was worried that he might’ve talked about some murders he had committed. This bothered him the most as he began to hit the dash-board angry at himself. He had slipped, trusting these women. Now, he wondered if he had told her specifics about these heinous murders he had committed. If he had any concerns about losing Monique, those concerns quickly vanished when he thought about losing his freedom. He didn’t want to rot in jail. So, he drove his Jaguar thinking about how he was going to find out what Beth had learned. He needed to know fast.


5. He Couldn’t Help It.

 

 

Now it was evening. Rachael was in the house and Nelson’s stomach was turning with anxiety. He was beyond nervous, as he walked back and forth pacing the floor. Rachael had asked him something but it was like he couldn’t hear her because he was so distracted because of his ordeal with Beth earlier.

She asked, “Is everything alright?

Nelson practically ignored her, only giving her a nod as he ran out the door and climbed in his Jaguar. He drove down to the corner deli market and he placed a call. He waited two rings and then she answered.

“Is this you, Nelson?”

“Yes my luv, it’s me. So I was wondering what Beth told you?” 

“What happened honey,” she asked?

“I was hoping you could tell me. Who is she…a psychic?”

“Not exactly…she’s a spiritualist. She said you are possessed by evil demons.”

“You don’t believe that do you,” asked Nelson?

“No, I don’t. She got really upset when I told her that.”

Nelson took a sigh of relief and now he felt like his old self again. Then he asked, “So where do we go from here?”

“My husband is back from his business trip. I need to devote my time to him for now. I need to be a better wife to him. You understand where I’m going with this, don’t you?”

Nelson didn’t respond immediately but she appeared to be ending their relationship. He replied, “Do you think Beth will talk to me again?”

“Why, do you want to talk to her again? Did you hear what I said?”

“That’s fine Monique, work on your marriage.”

“O.k., just as long as you understand that we can’t see each other anymore. Sorry honey,” said Monique as she hung up the cell phone.

“Why did she hang-up,” muttered Nelson? Well, at least he didn’t have to worry about Monique thinking he was some deranged man out killing defenseless woman. Whatever it was that Beth saw in the séance, Nelson realized it didn’t convince Monique that he was bad. He just needed to get a hold of Beth. He was satisfied that, if he, had told her about some of the gruesome murder scenes trapped in his mind that Monique would’ve had a much more solemn voice when speaking with him. Now, he had only one loose end to fix and that was Beth.

Meanwhile, Beth had made some calls to her mentor. Roland Harris was her confident as much as her mentor. She had been trying to reach him for the last hour and had been unsuccessful. She hung up the cell phone and was agitated by the whole ordeal with Nelson. She had this weird feeling that he would want an explanation. She didn’t know what to tell him. Her worst fears were that he might return. All she had to comfort her was Monique’s promise that Nelson was a nice guy. But Beth didn’t trust Monique’s judgment and she realized Monique was smitten and thus personally involved. She couldn’t be objective about the matter and Beth would have to figure this one out alone. Then she remembered what she had told him, and she’d tell him what she had seen tomorrow. So she had twenty-four hours to be ready.

She picked the cell phone up again and she pressed in the number.

“Hello, this is Roland.”

“Roland, this is Beth. I’ve been trying to get a hold of you.” “I got your messages. What is it Beth?”

“I had a strange encounter with this man, a supernatural encounter with the dark side.”

“What kind of evil?”

“Evil, Roland…very evil. He said he had been the ruler over men and that he was returning through this man I had in the séance. What does that mean?”

“I don’t know,” replied Roland as he rubbed his forehead, “he says he’s returning through this man, I wonder how?”

“I guess that’s the question. How does one re-enter our realm from the bottomless pit and become ruler over men? Tell me that, Roland.”

“When will you see this man again? I’d like to sit in and listen to see if I receive the same thing you did.”

“That’s exactly why I’m calling. He should be here tomorrow...” “But tell me…does he know about the evil spirit he has, did you tell him,” he asked?

“No, I don’t think he does…how could he? This thing is evil Roland, he revealed himself to me. I saw this demon with my own two eyes. He’s green with two ram horns coming out of his forehead and he had these yellow serpentine eyes. He looks completely wicked.”

“My God Beth you got to be kidding,” said Roland, “are you sure?”

…………………………………………

Nelson found himself in some sleazy bar with more depressed and dreary people. The wooden bar was rotting and the old sports pictures were twenty years old. The bartender was an older lady, she was over-weight and sloppy. She had this slur in her voice like she had been sipping the booze behind the bar. In the corner were some biker types playing pool and Nelson decided to join them. He took his drink, a gin and tonic with a lemon twist, over to the pool table. He set his quarters down and he waited his turn. A few minutes later he was racking the balls. Then he asked the amount they were playing for. The biker laughed and replied, “You can play for fifty dollars.” “It’s your money guy,” said Nelson confidently.

“Just rack the balls guy…you’re lucky I haven’t robbed you yet,” said the bushy haired biker dressed in stinky leather. Then the biker broke the balls and he hit one in. He shot two more solid balls in before he missed.

Nelson walked up to the table and he was chalking his stick. He lowered himself and in a split second he shot the length of the table, hitting the eleven ball in the pocket. He would shoot two more balls in before he missed. So the biker approached the table, he had a serious look on his face now, having seen that his opponent had a good stroke he needed to clear the table if he could. He hit the three remaining balls in before he barely missed hitting the eight ball in. So Nelson walked up to the table realizing he was looking mighty stupid if he lost this game with three balls on the table. He stroked the stick through his index finger and he fired the cue ball, it hit the nine balls in the corner. One down and three more to go, he told himself. He had to bank this shot and when he did, he would have an easy run at the last two balls. So he gently struck the three balls in and he left the cue ball in perfect position. He leaned over and he hit the next ball gently and the cue ball lined up perfectly to hit the eight ball in. He did precisely that and he hit the eight ball in the corner pocket. The game was over. The biker welched on the bet when he placed twenty dollars on the table and Nelson took it without arguing because he realized the debate wasn’t worth his time. There was no one left to play, boring as this bar was Nelson found his mind wandering off, until an old friend came in the bar. Immediately, Nelson noticed the biker named Gunner, which he was. Gunner was a hit man for the bikers that frequented this bar.

Nelson and Gunner had had a dispute over a drug transaction. A couple of years ago, Nelson arranged an oxy-cotton drug deal with Gunner and he short changed him a couple thousand pills. Gunner accused him of ripping him off, which Nelson did, but he reasoned that his services were worth that much. Now Gunner would see him and sweat him again.

Nelson tried to duck out of the bar but it was too late…Gunner saw him and he walked towards him. Now, Nelson began to get a little nervous, so he crouched down and began shooting pool to cover-up his nerves.

“Hey, Nelson my man, what’s the fuck’s up with you-dude?”

All the while Nelson continued to stroke his stick, he hardly wanted to acknowledge him but he did. “Fuck you Gunner,” himself said Nelson never taking his eyes off of the cue ball and firing his shot. The ball missed the pocket. Gunner laughed and took a sip of his beer.

Gunner said, “You’re lucky we’re in this bar. But, one day dude, one day real soon, we won’t be.”

Nelson took his pool stick, he chalked it, and leaning over the table he fired another shot. He missed again.

“Dude, do you know how to play this game,” said Gunner half- jokingly?

“Put your money down if you want to talk trash,” said Nelson as he began to sneer back at him.

“I’m not going to play you when you owe me twenty thousand dollars,” replied Gunner. Nelson realized Gunner was definitely serious about the debt. But, he couldn’t show Gunner that he was afraid of him. So he continued the tough guy act. Then Gunner snorted and said, “Why, don’t you just cough-up the money?”

Nelson grunted and replied, “That will be the day,” as he chalked the stick and bent over and shot the ball.

Gunner replied, “You think I’m just talking, don’t you? Alright, we’ll see tonight if I’m just talking,” as he turned away from Nelson and went over to the bar.

Nelson figured Gunner would wait until he planned to leave and he would follow him out. Nelson also realized that Gunner always kept his gun on him, thus, he would wait on Nelson, never letting him out of his sight. That would mean trouble, if Nelson didn’t think of something fast. Nelson threw his pool stick down in frustration and he approached Gunner.

“I got fifteen thousand right now for you. You take it and I owe you nothing.”

“Tell me where and when and I’ll be there,” replied Gunner. 

“Do you know where Venice and Barker meet? I’ll meet you there in two hours.”

“Yeah, I’ll be there dude, you just bring that money and we’re straight.”

“Meet me in the old alley…at say, 8:30pm tonight,” replied Nelson.

Gunner took another swig of his beer and then he nodded, diverting his attention to a young bar fly that had approached him. Then Nelson left the bar calculating his next move, which most certainly had nothing to do with paying Gunner. Nelson went to his Jaguar and he pushed the automatic trunk key on his alarm and the trunk swung open. When he saw the brief case he knew he was in business. While waiting near the alley, Nelson read today’s newspaper. There wasn’t an article anywhere in the paper on any of his murders, which baffled him. He was tracking the police and its detectives’ investigations, which was unlike him. He reflected on the last murder when he saw Gunner sitting behind the wheel of an F-150 Ford pick-up heading in his direction. He picked-up the empty brief case. He was extremely nervous and he feared Gunner might shoot him after the exchange or during the exchange. He saw Nelson’s Jaguar, he had a shit eating grin on his face and his right hand wasn’t on the steering wheel. Nelson checked the alley for witnesses and he saw none. Then he lifted the briefcase up and he held it outside of the car window.

“Now this is over once I give you this,” said Nelson. 

“Yeah, man, now give me the cash,” replied Gunner as he waited. Nelson extended the brief case over to Gunner who took hold of the case, when Nelson brandished a Smith & Wesson .38 caliber revolver and Gunner’s eyes lit-up.

“No!” sounded Gunner…Bang, bang, sounded the .38 as Nelson fired off two shots that blew Gunner’s face into oblivion.

Then Nelson threw the empty brief case into the backseat and he opened his car door and got out. He went over to Gunner’s limp body and he began to carve his signature star into his chest with his six inch pocket knife. When he finished carving the star, his cell phone began to ring. He answered it right there.

“Hello,” said Nelson, “are you going to tell me what happened?” 

“Yes, of course. That’s why I’m calling you. When will you be available,” asked Beth?

“Tonight,” replied Nelson.

“O.K., Nelson, tonight will be fine. I’ll be open until midnight,” said Beth.

Nelson discontinued the call and he walked over to his Jaguar while giving Gunner one more look. He climbed in his Jag and left the scene, this time without anyone seeing him. While he drove off he knew the message he was sending the police was that he kills men too. Then he thought, “I can’t help it, I’m a killer.”


6. Séance

 

 

At Beth’s house she and her mentor Roland Harris waited on what they expected to be the most fascinating séance of their life. Roland was fifty-seven years old, and he was a spiritualist just like Beth. He had experiences with contacting the dead. Some called what they did forbid, while others admired his contribution to society.

Whatever the case, the controversy didn’t slow him down a bit. His work intrigued him and he met the most interesting spirits, some unable to find rest. Usually some tragedy in the way that the spirit contacted him had lost their life, trapped them in an internal agony that they could not escape. These spirits often traveled through the universe seeking vessels to bother the spirits that were unable to carry out their wicked desires on mankind.

Roland had heard of other spiritualists who swore of events that were paranormal when making contact with the damned. They all seemed stirred and distressed by what they witnessed, and the cosmic forces of evil they encountered. Therefore, most of the spiritualist that dabbled with the damned could tell a story of which was chilling.

Roland brought with him two young lads named Steve and Johnny. They both had psychic abilities but they had little experience with contacting the damned. Of the two pupils, Johnny was the most gifted student. He had a unique gift of relating to the spirits of either the good side or of the wicked side. Johnny was a scrawny guy only weighing about a hundred and fifty pounds and standing five-eight, therefore, he wasn’t a domineering person. Steve, on the other-hand was larger and taller. They were seated on Beth’s couch in the living room going over their duties while the séance was taking place. The plan was for Johnny and Steve to listen on the intercom in her back-house while the séance transpired. Beth had electronically connected her séance room to an intercom for occasions like these. It was her hopes and the group’s hopes that the connected energy of them all, would find out what this spirit that called itself Detuth.

It was midnight when Nelson finally pulled into Beth’s driveway. He parked and got out of his Jaguar. While he walked up the stone walkway he noticed a Chevy Malibu parked near the house, a hot rod type car. He became suspicious about the car but it didn’t trigger a nerve as he continued to the front door. As he knocked on the front door a passing thought was did Beth invite anyone else into this séance? Then he saw the silhouette of a feminine figure and knew it must be Beth about to answer the door.

“Come in Mr. Spears,” said Beth as she cracked her door all the way open.

When Nelson entered he immediately saw a man in his early fifties standing and waiting for him to enter. His instincts were right, he said to himself.

“Nelson, this is Roland, he’ll be joining us tonight, if you don’t mind.”

Roland approached him before he had a chance to object, extending his hand and saying, “Good to meet you.”

Nelson shook his hand and said, “Who is it you’re trying to connect with? My mother or father,” asked Nelson?

“Actually, both my dear,” said Beth really concealing the matter. “From the reaction you had the other day I wanted to know, what it is that you hope to gain from this séance? You did more than just contact my parents, Beth.”

“Well, that’s why we’re all here. What I saw, I’m not really sure of. I kind of would like a second opinion, Nelson.”

“You still won’t tell me what you saw. But if you want to try again, I have no problem with that,” replied Nelson.

Beth asked, “Do you know every member of your family?” 

“No, I guess not, why?”

“Then let us find out who has intervened between you and your parents because quite frankly Nelson, I can’t contact your parents. Come…let’s go into the séance room. Beth led the way while Nelson followed and Roland followed behind in the rear.

Beth entered the dimly lit room; the room was illuminated by the same bluish fluorescent light as before. Beth walked behind the wooden séance table, she gestured towards Nelson to have a seat and he did. She seemed so comfortable in this environment. Nelson could see the serenity it brought her, as she slowly seated herself into a chair. Beth extended her hands as before and Nelson took them. Roland then united with the energy flowing in the room and between Beth and Nelson he joined them by taking hold of each one of their forearms. Now the séance was beginning.

Beth began by summoning Detuth. She continued for a couple of minutes until her bluish-light began to flicker. Roland immediately noticed the light flickering. Beth asked Nelson the names of his parents and she began to hum a tune mildly, as she waited on Nelson to answer. Then she told him to count backwards for ten seconds, as she simultaneously held up a medallion that waved back and forth in her hands before Nelson’s peering eyes. In a few seconds, Nelson was back under hypnosis and Beth began her search.

Meanwhile, Steve and Johnny listened on the intercom, they could hear everything. Now they knew Nelson was under and they began to connect their own psychic abilities with the underworld they envisioned.

Then Nelson’s eyes flew open startling both Beth and Roland, but Nelson wasn’t there. His face became contorted and his hands clinched Beth’s hands harder and firmer. Beth realized that her conjuring of Detuth may be working and she ignored the pain Nelson was inflicting on her. She continued to summon Detuth by saying his name repeatedly.

Beth realized her conjuring was working and she hoped it was Detuth answering her. So Beth asked, “Is this Detuth?”

“Yes, this is Detuth. You seem to want me. But you don’t want to know me,” replied Detuth.

Roland was so shocked he almost let go of their hands, as he jolted backwards in his seat. He got control of himself and reconnected with the séance.

Beth asked, “What is your business with this vessel you have chosen, if I may ask?”

“To come back amongst all of you and dwell. This vessel is going to bring me back through the sacred door that connects earth to hell,” replied Detuth.

“Detuth, I saw you. You showed yourself to me by your own power but why haven’t you revealed yourself to him?”

“In time my darling, in time,” replied Detuth.

“Why do you want to come back to this realm great master,” asked Beth?

“To destroy and to kill…when I come, the world will know of great evil,” replied Detuth.

All of a sudden, the bluish light blew into pieces and a fire broke out from the bluish light. Beth and Roland were stunned by the exhibition as they remained connected to Nelson. Then a supernatural force blew them  off of their seats and they were all thrown to the floor. Beth didn’t hesitate and she jumped onto her feet and she went for the fire extinguisher inside her séance room. She grabbed the fire extinguisher and she pointed it at the fire and she squeezed the handle. The foamy fire retardant flew onto the fire and put it out. After, the fire was out, Nelson seemed to be coming around but he still looked confused, symptoms from the hypnosis. He shook his head and began to focus in on Beth who was standing in front of him.

Nelson said, “What is going on Beth?”

She replied, “You are possessed…by some dragon, Nelson.”

Nelson gave Beth a skeptical look, which she expected in some odd way. She was hoping he’d accept her word but she realized it was too hard for him to figure it out. But she distrusted him because she knew Nelson was cunning and deceiving.

Nelson replied, “Is that what you believe?”

“Nelson, I’m telling you the truth. You are possessed and I don’t know what to do for you,” replied Beth.

Nelson suddenly turned around and headed for the door. Beth and Roland followed him down the hallway. When Nelson came to the front door he stopped and he addressed Beth once more.

“For what,” replied Nelson, “why would some dragon want me?” “I don’t know why, other than he thinks he can use you.”

“You’re not telling me something Beth. What is it,” asked Nelson?

“Well Nelson, know this. This creature has revealed itself to me. It’s strange I guess, but he hasn’t revealed himself to you. Maybe, you need to think about that. I think this dragon or whatever it is, but it’s depending on you to bring him back from hell.”

“How, the hell am I going to do that,” replied Nelson?

“Nelson, how would I know? You’re not practicing evil are you?”

Nelson didn’t answer her. But a part of him knew she was right because he saw the dragons in his sleep and he saw them when he committed murder. But the revelation was still shocking. He stood there a moment contemplating what she had said until he noticed he was thinking about her story a little too much. Then he turned away from Beth, reached for the door-knob and opened the front door. He walked out onto the porch as Beth followed him.

Beth said, “You should come back.”

Nelson replied, “For what, so you can tell me this stuff again. I don’t think so Beth.” This time Nelson didn’t give Beth a chance to reply, as he entered his Jaguar and started the engine. A few seconds later, Nelson was gone and on his way back to El Monte.

While Beth and Roland were entering her home, they heard Steve calling for them. They became startled by the tone of his voice and they ran through the hall to the spare bedroom. Steve met them at the entrance, his expression dire. Beth leaned over to one side, she saw Johnny in a fetal position.

“What happened,” asked Beth? 

“I don’t know,” replied Steve.

Then Roland stepped past Beth and he went over to Johnny. Johnny was mumbling something but what he was saying was incoherent. Roland began shaking him and calling his name, he shouted, “Johnny wake-up!” 

But Johnny wouldn’t and he continued to mumble. Steve said, “He’s imagining things, right?”

“Of course, but on second thought, I don’t know.” replied Roland. Then Roland looked over his shoulder, he located Beth because he wanted her to say something. He wished she explain this but he realized she was just as confused as he was. He wondered if Nelson had done this and if Nelson was capable of doing this evil. Then he shook Johnny again, repeating, “Wake-up Johnny!”

Suddenly, Johnny woke-up, his eyes focusing in on Roland’s eyes and he said, “I see this beast. It’s like a black beast, bear-like in the face but it’s demonic. His eyes…”

“Johnny don’t look at it, it’s not here. It’s just a dream and you have to wake-up,” said Beth.

“That’s right Johnny. Just come back to us,” said Roland as Johnny stood to his feet.

“Yeah, snap out of it ole’ buddy,” said Steve.

But Johnny bolted past Roland and Steve heading towards Beth standing in the door well, Steve and Roland grabbed him in fear of him doing something to Beth. But Johnny pushed both of them away, using some supernatural power hurling them feet away, they crushed into the plastered wall, falling on-top of each other.

Then Johnny slowly passed by Beth, his eyes still not himself, he left them in the back house alone.

Beth stood there frozen because she witnessed Johnny’s amazing strength as she wondered what great evil had entered him and her precious home.


7. The Pitchfork

 

 

Detective Joey Lucas and his partner Matt Shields were not at all surprised to discover their serial murderer had killed this dude instead of another woman. Serial killers in general were never limited to one gender. They could snap on anyone in the blink of an eye. However, the rap sheet of Robert Horn, AKA Gunner, was lengthy. It ranged from low level drug dealings, to assault with a deadly weapon, to robbery and then to voluntary manslaughter. So, the victim was no angel.

The question the detectives had was, is this homicide random or premeditated? If this was a random homicide, the trail to the perpetrator could be hard to find. However, if this homicide was premeditated, someone out there might know the identity of the suspect, which could be the break in the case. The suspect had left his signature carved into the chest of Robert Horn, maybe as a challenge to law enforcement or just a change in his method of operation. Or was this carving made to alert the investigators, a sort of precursor to signal the types of victims the serial killer was about to begin killing.

Detectives Lucas and Shields pondered the idea for a few moments but reasoned that it really didn’t matter because of Horn’s past and criminal activities. They summed-up that this homicide could be the work of Horn’s own doing. He was an intimidating man that most men would fear if Horn had threatened them. Thus, it was their belief that there could be a chain of evidence out there and some person who knew of the motive for this murder.

A uniform officer approached Detective Lucas telling him that he knew where Horn’s girlfriend lived. He gave them the address. An hour later both detectives arrived at her apartment. They walked upstairs to the second floor and knocked on her door. Then a young lady, maybe in her early twenties and skinny from using drugs, answered the door. Her eyes were cheerful, she obviously hadn’t heard about Horn’s untimely death.

“Laurie Bosh,” asked Detective Shields? 

“What do you want,” she asked?

“Do you know Robert Horn? Word is he’s your boyfriend?” 

“Yeah, I know him. Where is he?”

“Ma’am maybe we should come in,” asked Shields? 

“No, tell me what you want,” she snapped.

“Robert Horn AKA Gunner is dead, shot in the head,” replied Detective Lucas.

Laurie fell into a trance slowly backing away from the door as fear grabbed her; she started to shake her head. Then a tear ran down her face as she collapsed on an old ragged couch while placing her face in her hands. Then she looked-up and said, “He just left here last night to go meet someone.”

“Who, did he say,” asked Detective Shields?

Laurie was hesitant. She appeared to be calculating her response, which most detectives had learned to evaluate potential witnesses for their credibility by their resolve and forthrightness. Her reluctance to give a quick response caught their attention. 

Then Laurie blurted out, saying, “I don’t know his name. Do you think he knows me?”

“We wouldn’t be able to know that Laurie, sorry,” replied Shields.

“Do you need protection Ms.Bosh,” asked Lucas?

“Yeah I think so. Gunner ran with a rough crowd and I’m a little nervous. I don’t want to be here,” said Laurie.

“Go get your things. You can come with us,” said Shields.

Laurie went into the bedroom and she gathered her meager belongings and put them all into two trash bags. Then she returned to the living room and went with the detectives down to the police station.

Meanwhile, Nelson had kept his promise to Father David Paul and they went to the Lakers game. They had nice seats at mid-court, only five rows back as the Spurs were leading in the game with three minutes left. But, the Lakers rallied back tying the game with a jumper by Fisher. With twenty seconds left in the game, Tim Duncan was on the line trying to sink his shots. He hit both his foul shots. The clock was running and Fisher was dribbling the ball down the court, he was looking for Kobe who was caught between two defenders, so Fisher passed the ball down low to Bynum. The Spurs knocked the ball out of Bynum’s hands. The ball was loose as Parker scrambled for the ball and he hit it up in the air and Kobe grabbed it. In one quick motion, Kobe lifted and fired a three pointer and the ball hit nothing but net as the buzzer sounded signaling the end of the game. The Lakers had pulled out another close game against the world champion Spurs.

Father Paul nearly jumped out of the Staples Arena when Kobe made the shot, as did about half of the other fans pulling for the Lakers. Nelson wished in some odd way that he could enjoy the game and the simplest things in life as watching the Lakers win a game. He played sports and once in his life, a long time ago, he found joy in rooting for his favorite teams. But those days were long gone as he just sat there, while Father Paul had the most joyful look on his face.

After the exciting night of basketball, they parted ways and Nelson returned back home. Rachel was sleeping when he returned home so he undressed and joined her in bed. Hours later while he was asleep, Nelson had a vision.

He was watching his spirit, which was lifted out of his body, and taken to another realm, a heavenly realm. In this heavenly realm was great majesty and a sense of security, a cloudy atmosphere encircled him as if he were in the heavens. Then he saw a dot in the distance, which slowly spread into tornado like energy. The darkness spread and it engulfed Nelson so that he could not even see his own hands in front of his face. Then he looked up and saw something descending, it was glistening and as it lowered he could see all the gems and rubies embedded in the chalice of gold. He reached for the chalice of gold and when he did; his arm moved without his own power and took the chalice. The unknown force moved his arm and his hand until the chalice of gold was in his mouth and he tasted warm blood poured into his loins from the chalice.

Then he felt three sharp points pressing against his back and the points pressed him into a direction he knew not, as he stepped through the darkness of this new realm. Worry and anxiousness crept in his soul, as he stepped through the blacken atmosphere. In the distance he saw something flickering. It turned out to be a small flame. As this three pointed instrument pushed him into this utter darkness, the flame became larger and larger until the flame was upon him. A sharp pain speared him in the back and a great pain shot through his body from the pitchfork as the fork lifted him through the flames of fire and he was in hell. Now his body became a frantic, uncontrollable convulsion, his body traumatized by the fire, the pitchfork plunged into his back; as almost symbolic of his own ways, he was speared in the back by someone he didn’t know.

Then he heard a quiet voice ringing in his ears. He couldn’t tell where the voice came from until he searched the flames and saw a man sitting on a throne. He was at peace on his throne; this man was bald with horns coming-out his forehead and he was addressing him. So Nelson paid closer attention to the voice for he surmised the voice came from the man sitting on the throne and obviously immune to the flames of fire. Nelson desired the same immunity; he desired the same tolerance to the excruciating pain he was enduring. He longed to unite with the man on the throne in some strange way, for he knew he could not tolerate the heat and burning of the flame tearing at his flesh and ripping at his soul. But he realized the man was probably the devil and he needed some help so he summoned the man on the throne to hear his cries for mercy and help.

Then the man on the throne draped in this sheer garment, the one who resisted the flames of fire, nor was consumed by the flames, stood from his throne and he spoke telepathically to him, saying, “I can give you peace in this sea of torment but first I must give you my reality. The reality and perception that you will need to follow me. Will you accept my offer and my perception?”

Nelson was so overwhelmed with agony and torment he really didn’t weigh and consider the question and in one quick moment he blurted out, saying, “Yes, I will accept your perception.”

“Then I will grant your request, for this your hour of Redemption, and of sorrow. This is your hour of shame and of torment. This is your hour of murder and of death. All of these commandments I have granted unto thee. To do my will,” said the Devil. Then the Devil raised his arm and the pitchfork speared Nelson in the back deeper until it spread his chest open exposing his pulsating heart, as a flame of intense fire spewed out of the pointed finger of the Devil. The lightning rod flame then burned those commandments spoken by the Devil into the heart of Nelson and he awoke from his dream disturbed. He saw Rachel laying there next to him and he wondered if what he just dreamed was real or something he just couldn’t explain.


8. Revenge

 

 

Johnny sat in a jail cell with five others charged with murder. They were all awaiting their individual court hearings on their charges. He was very distraught and confused because his last memory was listening to Beth in the séance attempting to conjure up Detuth, the dragon. While he sat there rehashing the events of the séance he remembered seeing the dragon, in its greenish scaly skin and yellowish serpentine eyes and he wondered even more what happened to him. Even a far- greater concern was he- is charged with murder. Then a deputy sheriff approached the cell calling Johnny Jones. Johnny raised himself off of the concrete slab and followed the sheriff into the court where a judge and his court appointed attorney waited for him. He really wanted to hear who the hell they were saying he killed.

“Your Honor, the People have charged John Jones with two counts of First Degree Murder on Holly Barton and Martha Short. The People request two million in bail and remand until such bail has been met,” said the female prosecutor.

“Holly Barton is my girlfriend and Martha is her mother…I didn’t kill them!” blurted out Johnny. Johnny’s appointed counsel restrained him because Johnny couldn’t believe it. They were charging him with the murder of his girlfriend and her mother, which he thought was crazy. The female prosecutor didn’t mention how he had killed his girlfriend and her mother and he didn’t remember doing any such thing. A perplexed look came over his face as the deputy sheriff came up from behind him and escorted him back to the holding cell with the others. When Johnny entered the holding cell he isolated himself as much as he could while putting his face in his hands because he couldn’t believe what he just heard. Then he wondered how did this happen.

Nelson discovered a noticeable change in his strength. He also still wondered about the vision he had saw, he remembered it so vividly. The words the Devil had said stayed etched into his mind, as a recording of something sinister and evil, he couldn’t escape the reality of this vision. He knew deep down inside that he had met with the Devil in this vision and he wondered where the commandments written in his heart would lead him. It wasn’t as if he thought he had lost his soul because he realized he lost that a long time ago. He just wondered and contemplated about his destiny in this time, in this journey he had embarked upon years ago. He sat there laboring and anxious about his new agreement with the Devil; a different agreement than he expected, if one could predict the ways of the Devil.

He quickly realized he had given a big part of himself, if not all of himself to the Devil and his pursuits. If he had a role in something unknown to him, he had no idea the role he was about to play. All he saw was this reality of evil he unconsciously succumbed to last night and maybe even years before with his own twisted version of religion and worship. For Nelson realized he had slipped into the dark hole of doubt and craziness a long time ago.

All of a sudden, something resembling a whisper, a low demonic voice, began to speak to him. It said, “Go to your car and open the trunk.” So Nelson followed the command and he went to his car and opened the trunk as ordered. There he found a black robe and a championship belt of some kind. The belt was sparkling, like the chalice of gold he saw in the vision. This belt was exquisite. The belt was also black except for the rubies that were embedded into it, in a circle. Then the quiet, low voice said, “Those represent the circle of fire that we all must travel through.”

Then Nelson took notice of the diamond pentagram that sparkled, it was inside of the circle of fire. Then he heard the quiet voice say, “The diamonds represent the element of earth, like the trials of man, the diamond represents harden hearts.”

Then Nelson took notice of the green emeralds. They lined the upper and lower border of the belt. Then he heard the demonic voice say, “there are forty emeralds, twenty on top of the belt and twenty below. They represent our triumph, the forty years we confounded the children of Israel in the desert. From this day forth you are commanded to wear this belt and robe when you commit murder in the name of Lucifer, the Morning Star.”

Nelson took hold of the garment and belt and he returned into his home. When he entered he had an epiphany and decided to act on it. So he walked over to his dresser and picked up his cell phone and dialed. He called LAX airport to purchase a two-way ticket to Chicago. He would be boarding the flight in four hours and had to prepare.

Meanwhile, Gunner’s girlfriend Laurie Bosh felt the pain of her loss, her boyfriend and protector was gone and here she sat in a shelter. She knew more than she let on, she knew who Gunner had went to meet and didn’t tell the police. She regretted that now and she wanted justice for Gunner. So she found someone with a cell phone and she called Detective Lucas on his personal phone.

“I think I know who may’ve done this,” she said. 

“Who,” replied Lucas?

“I think it was a man named Nelson Spears. All I know is Gunner kept saying he owed him money. On one occasion he mentioned he owed him thirty-thousand dollars. He was supposed to pick it up the day he was killed.”

“That’s a lot of money. Did he tell you he was going to meet him,” asked Lucas?

“Yes, that’s what I’m telling you. He mentioned that the guy was finally going to pay him off. Then you showed up telling me he was dead. That’s what I know Detective,” said Laurie.

`“O.k., Laurie you did well. We’ll look into it,” said Detective Lucas as he hung up.

Detective Lucas remembered the name; it was the guy they had under surveillance, the pick-up guy with the voluptuous brunette at the club. The guy who had no criminal record and the guy that Lucas initially thought might be the Midnight Star. Now, maybe they had the break in the case they needed. Then he told his partner what Laurie had told him. They ran Nelson’s name through DMV and they found his last listed address. It was in El Monte.

Hours later, Nelson had arrived in Chicago. He had wanted to pay his foster parents a visit for some time now and had just never acted on the thought. He remembered the area, which had changed quite a bit because it was more modern. But the inhabitants of the city and this area hadn’t changed. He saw a group of street thugs similar to the thugs back when he was growing up. They were still perched where they had been, at the bottom of the steps of the eighteen story projects. They seemed to be dealing drugs and doing hustles. Nelson ignored them as he opened the rental car trunk and pulled out his garment and belt. He returned to the rental car and he got in and put on this black robe and sparkling belt that the Devil told him the basic meanings of the gems embedded into it.

He walked methodically passed the thugs as they gave him the most fearful of stares he felt his immense power welling-up inside. He entered the building. He walked to the directory and located the name of his lifelong foes; animals he concluded that deserved what he was about to do them. He decided to take the stairwell where he would have some privacy and a moment of clarity. While he ascended up the stairs he reminisced his past with Raymond and Annie Hertz. Now he was at the fifth floor and he exited the stairwell and proceeded to the apartment of his foster parents.

Nelson knocked on their front door and waited. As expected the wicked foster parent, Mrs. Annie Hertz answered the door. She had aged and her winkles were more profound. She had lost a significant amount of weight since the last time he had seen her. However, that didn’t matter to Nelson as he stood there waiting for her to recognize him.

“Want do you want,” snapped the old woman. 

“Where is your husband old lady,” replied Nelson?

“He’s here. Is he expecting you?” she replied. Nelson cracked a smirk and shoved her inside her apartment and then shut the door behind him.

“Hey, what do you think you’re doing? Get the hell out of my house,” she cried.

“What is it honey? Is someone bothering you,” asked Raymond Hertz, her husband?

“Why, don’t you come and see Raymond,” replied Nelson.

Raymond Hertz got his lazy ass out of bed; he was still hung over from the alcohol he had drunk earlier that evening. Now it was eleven O’ clock when Raymond saw the time and he was hot. He didn’t know who had addressed him because he didn’t recognize the voice and he didn’t like the tone in the stranger’s voice. So he grabbed his old .38 revolver and tucked it in his trousers. Now he would face this fool and show him a thing or two about coming into his house uninvited.

Nelson saw the man he hated entering the room and he saw the gun in his trousers. His adrenaline hit its max and he was pumped. He wanted to finish him off right there but then he changed his mind.

“You can’t hear or is something a matter with you,” asked Raymond?

“Is this how you treat an old friend?” replied Nelson. “No hospitality, no compassion.”

“Who are you and what do you want,” he asked?

“You don’t recognize me? What a shame. I lived here with you…well I ran away from you too. You don’t remember,” asked Nelson?

“Nelson is that you,” blurted out Raymond. “What the hell do you want boy?”

“First off, yes it’s me. And I want revenge,” said Nelson smiling.

“You’re a fool. You were always a stupid kid. You paid a lot for that, remember boy.”

“Yeah, I figured you’d say something like that. But I’m not the one who is stupid you dead son-of-bitch. You are,” replied Nelson.

Then Raymond reached for his revolver and he pulled it, pointing it at Nelson’s face. He looked Nelson coldly in the eyes and said, “You want me to kill you, don’t you.”

“You couldn’t kill me if you wanted too. So put the gun down and let’s talk.”

“Hell no, you think I won’t pull this trigger and blow your head off?”

“Try it, try it and see if it works. I’m not going to move.” 

“Nelson, I don’t have time for this, just get the hell out of my house and leave us alone,” replied Raymond.

Then a strange howling of sorts echoed through the apartment and the spirits came and began circling the ceiling. Raymond and his wife were perplexed when they saw the way the room darkened and heard the disturbing howling’s. The lights in the apartment began to dim as the shadows of their own bodies shone on the walls of the room. Then the dimly lit room became filled with a stench of a rotten odor as this hazy element entered the room. The element began to take shape. It was illuminated in green and became the picture of something inhuman.

“What the hell. What are you wearing and what is this? You turned to the dark side Nelson, didn’t you,” asked Raymond?

“Something like that… Now, it’s time for you to disappear, Raymond. Remember I owe you this one.”

Raymond had heard enough and he squeezed off two bullets, he heard his revolver blast twice and he expected his enemy to fall dead before him. That didn’t happen.

“Is there something the matter,” asked Nelson?

Then Raymond became enraged because he couldn’t figure out what had just happened. He was sure he shot this idiot but he put his finger on the trigger again and fired two more times. Then he looked up and he saw that Nelson was still standing there smiling.

“What the hell…what have you done to my gun,” shouted Raymond?

Then the color of the room changed into darkness with only a purple tint to illuminate the room, and the feminine spirits began circling at the top of the ceiling. As the spirits circled the ceiling a howling of sorts radiated from the spirits and Mrs. Hertz covered her mouth in terror.

She remembered how verbally abusive she had been towards Nelson when he was a child and now she regretted it. She stood there worried she might not get a chance to apologize and from the looks of the situation it looked like Nelson wasn’t in the mood for sympathy.

Suddenly, the old man attacked Nelson throwing punches and hitting him in the face. Nelson laughed again as he backhanded Raymond backwards into the wall. The blow dazed Raymond and he could barely stand upright as Nelson approached him.

As he leaned against the wall, cloudy from the force of Nelson’s mighty blow, he saw something paranormal taking place with Nelson’s right arm. The arm appeared to be transforming at mid-forearm into something resembling iron and sharp. He pushed himself off of the wall and he gathered whatever strength he had left in his old loins and he began another assault, throwing blow after blow at Nelson. But Nelson vanished or moved away without Raymond seeing him. Then he felt the most excruciating pain shooting through his chest and he looked downward and saw that he had been stabbed through his chest with a sharp iron rod. Now he was in great trouble as his life slowing began slipping away from him. He mustered up enough strength to gesture at his wife.

Nelson lifted the flopping body above his head, as it trembled frantically and uncontrollably on the iron rod stabbed through his chest, and the howls of the demonic feminine spirits increased in the room.

Nelson then let the dead body fall to the floor and Mrs. Hertz turned for the front door. She had to escape this man from hell. So she reached for the doorknob and began to turn it. The door opened but only for a brief second because Nelson waved his arm and by force of the unseen, the door slammed shut enclosing Mrs. Hertz in her home with a madman. She turned and faced Nelson, now she was pleading for her life. But Nelson advanced forward, not listening to her and only concerned with his revenge.

She had to try again, so she turned around and attempted to open the front door but this time iron bars came down from the ceiling and she grabbed hold of those bars; awaiting to suffer the same fate her late husband just suffered. Nelson approached her trembling body and he softly rubbed her shoulders before he covered her mouth, as a symbolic gesture, until she gasped her last breath.


9. Johnny

 

 

It was a waiting game until he returned home. Then the detectives and police could arrest Mr. Nelson Spears for committing several homicides as Detective Joey Lucas and Detective Matt Shields sat in an unmarked squad car awaiting his return. The police chief requested a SWA team and they were on tactical alert, while a smaller team of police circled the home as a surveillance method.

Detective Lucas had served Rachel with an arrest warrant for her ex-husband. She was told not to assist him or aid him in any way or else she would be charged as an accessory to the various crimes. 

She didn’t understand much, only what they had told her. She heard the detective say her ex-husband was the serial killer they’d been looking for. She shook her head no but she even doubted her rash judgment.

She knew Nelson had a dark side and in the recent years he had changed. He had become so distant and evasive. He bottled up his anger and wouldn’t let her in. She was very worried that the police were right about her ex-lover, and the news bothered her to say the least. Still she waited at the house for his return. He had only told her that he would be gone a couple of days. She expected him home sometime today. She wondered how this all might go down. Were the police close by and would they barge in, kicking in the door and pointing guns, which would completely embarrass them with their neighbors. She didn’t know. All she knew was that she wanted terribly to confront Nelson about these wicked accusations and hear his side of the story.

Nelson turned down the last street and now he was almost home. He had finally finished the Hertz’s off, something he had wished to do a long time ago. He pulled his luxurious Jaguar into his driveway and cut the engine off. He would get a shower and relax, he thought. He climbed out of his Jag and he began to approach his house. He saw a neighbor named Marshall, an older man that usually spoke to him. He turned away from him as if he didn’t see him. This alarmed Nelson. He thought Marshall’s sudden change was strange but he didn’t dwell on it. He continued towards his front door.

Meanwhile, Rachel saw Nelson approaching the front door as she peered out her window. Then she saw what she had dreaded. She saw police with automatic weapons drawn and running up from behind Nelson and shouting, “Get down!”

Nelson turned around confused but quickly realized the police were serious and had guns pointing at him. Some of the police were pointing their guns directly at his head. He threw his hands up and he knelled to his knees until one of the tactical police officers pushed him in the back of his head to the grass lawn. Then he felt another set of hands on him. The police were applying so much pressure on his legs and arms it was cutting off his circulation. He began to resist and fight back but more and more police arrived and handcuffed him. Now he was in custody, something he had feared the past couple of weeks.

Then he looked upward, still prone out on the lawn and saw Rachel standing there.

“Don’t believe a word they say, I didn’t do anything,” said Nelson.

Rachel didn’t want to believe it, that Nelson was the murderous Midnight Star, but she did. She believed he was guilty almost instinctively. She didn’t want to believe it but she knew Nelson. Then the multitude of police officers gathered around Nelson and they picked him up and escorted him over to the patrol car. That’s when the whole world came crashing down on him, when he realized he was going to jail to rot forever.

Nelson had been in county jail three days before his arraignment, which was scheduled today. He was sitting alone in his holding cell. Because of his size, strength and crimes they considered him a keep away. So, he could not have any contact with any other inmates. Nelson was considered high-risk and dangerous. Then the jailers came to his holding cell. They pulled the bars back and ordered him to stand- up so they could handcuff him. There were five Sheriff’s assigned this task, all of them weighing over two-hundred pounds and ready for Nelson if he should try them. He had no power to resist them; nothing like the supernatural powers he had when he killed the Hertz’s. He wasn’t wearing his strength…his black robe or the pentagram belt he received after his initiation into the dark side. So he had no choice but to cooperate.

When they escorted him into court, he saw his defense counsel. She was a brunette and could not have been more than twenty-eight years old. That kind of upset him. She obviously was not experienced that much in criminal cases such as these. She was simply too young. Then he looked over to the prosecutor, which was another female. She was brunette and very pretty. She was wearing this black pin-striped suit, no skirt but instead she wore pants. Which might say something about her personality? At least that’s how Nelson interpreted her outfit.

She was demonstrative in her presentation of the case and the facts they were using against him. He could sense she had prosecuted several cases like this, of the homicide version by the way she handled herself. She had self-confidence about her. She was both professional and strong.

Judge Jay Sorenson was an old grey haired man with grey eyes of a cold nature. He did not say but one sentence. “The defendant is remanded into custody without bail.”

Now Nelson sat in his cell without any idea about tomorrow. He wasn’t really depressed and in despair. Instead, he wondered if he would regain his powers. If he did, he would break out of this hell hole and kill again. He knew he did not have his robe or the pentagram belt, which he believed contained the supernatural powers. The he wondered if the belt would magically appear in his cell. He also wondered if the feminine spirits would assist him in escaping. He wondered about a lot of things that he had no control over. Still, he fumbled idea after idea in his head. None of them seem even remotely possible. So, he laid himself down on the cold steel slab and he eventually fell asleep.

Nelson rested a few hours, then a guard shouted, “Chow time.” So Nelson rose out of his bed and when the guard racked the cell doors he came out of his cell and got in line with the other inmates. While standing in line with the other inmates, Nelson got agitated by the sheriffs because they repeated the same commands over and over again. The sheriffs had this arrogance about themselves that Nelson despised. So he began starring at the three sheriffs that seemed to treat men like they were their children. All three of the sheriffs had budging muscles. Their muscles budged every time they shouted an order.

Meanwhile another inmate, a white guy, who appeared to have done a lot of time because he was covered with tattoos and his aura was criminal. He leaned backwards towards Nelson and whispered, “These assholes think they’re God when they get this power. They are not and one day they’ll get theirs. They just haven’t run into the right person.”

“Yeah, I think you’re right. They’re goodie goods with a dick up in their ass. Fuck ‘em,” replied Nelson.

“Hey, who’s that talking in line,” shouted one sheriff. Then all three sheriffs approached Nelson and his new acquaintance. They circled them and the same sheriff peered into Nelson’s eyes, saying, “Shout your mouth dumbass.”

Nelson refused to budge and he stood there purposely ignoring the sheriff to annoy him.

“Oh, we have us one, don’t we guys,” said the sheriff, “a real tough guy.” Then he pushed Nelson into line saying, “This is our house. Do you understand me? If I, or one of the other sheriffs tells you to do something, you do it, no questions asked.”

Nelson tilted his head back smiling arrogantly, as the typical inmates do when time had hardened their ability to use common sense.

“Oh, you think this is funny, don’t you,” said the sheriff? “We can show you funny right now if you don’t wipe that smirk off your face.”

Then another sheriff already standing beside Nelson, leaned into his ear and said, “Do you have a problem?”

“Yeah, I have a problem. Your breath smells like shit,” replied Nelson as he spread a larger smile across his face.

“That’s it. You’re going to the hole. You need an attitude adjustment,” said the sheriff. Then the three Sheriffs converged on Nelson and they grabbed his arms and began hauling him away from the chow hall. Nelson tried to break free, but he could not, because the officers combined strength was too much. So, they led Nelson down the hallway while the first sheriff began to speak to Nelson while he started wrenching his wrist so hard, Nelson felt the pain as if he would break his wrist. But Nelson had no strength in which to stop the sheriff if he should decide to snap his wrist. Then a sheriffs’ Sergeant with three other sheriff deputies came up upon them and they started making derogatory comments about the subdued Nelson. Nelson didn’t so much like the comments, but he was helpless as they men basically laughed about him in his face.

The lights in the hallway began to flicker on and off. And the familiar sounds of howling’s stirred the jailhouse halls, and the sheriffs became puzzled. They started looking all around and they couldn’t figure out where the howling’s were coming from.

Then the Sergeant said, “Get him in his cell.”

As the sheriffs converged on Nelson this time, all of a sudden he broke loose from their restraint and he punched one sheriff square in the jaw breaking it and sending him to the ground unconscious. The five other sheriffs attacked Nelson simultaneously striking him over the head with their flashlights. Nelson covered his head from the blows but they hurt and he collapsed to the concrete dazed.

“What the hell. Where is all that howling coming from,” said the Sergeant?

“Don’t know Sergeant. It is probably Josh and Newton playing some kind of prank. I wouldn’t worry about it.”

Now the sheriffs hoisted Nelson upon his feet and they threw him into his cell. All, of a sudden, the ceiling of the jail became the haven of demons as the feminine spirits dressed in their sheer light blue garments began to fly at the ceiling in a circular fashion. This time the Sergeant figured out the place where the howling’s were coming from as he looked at the ceiling in awe of the demonic sight he was witnessing.

“Look, Sarge, do you see that” asked a sheriff?

“Yeah, of course I do. I don’t know what the hell it is, but it driving me crazy.” As soon as the Sergeant finished saying that, he saw his deputies flung out of Nelson’s cell and landing on the ground at his feet. When he looked up, he saw Nelson coming out of his cell directly toward him.

“Hey, you can’t hit my guards, man. There are serious consequences for that in here,” said the Sergeant.

“Well, I’m standing right here Sergeant and I say different.” 

“You can’t…you can’t win son. We will just call more men. I don’t care, so get back in your cell.”

By now the five guards had risen to their feet and they huddled around Nelson ready for the second round.

“Sergeant, do you know what I like about this situation,” said Nelson?

“No, what do you like about it,” replied the Sergeant?

“What I like about it is you don’t know what you’re about to get yourself into. That’s what I like about it.”

Then the Sergeant gestured over to his remaining men, all of them came and they attacked Nelson again. But this time Nelson had his supernatural powers and he hurled the first two sheriffs threw the air, crashing head first into the concrete wall, they fell unconscious to the ground. Then Nelson plunged his iron rod into one of the sheriffs’ abdomen and he fell in excruciating pain and bleeding to death.

Then the other two sheriffs looked over to the Sergeant, seeking some type of instructions but receiving none, Nelson attacked the two sheriffs plunging each one of them with the iron rod that metamorphosis at his arm, right before his eyes. In seconds he had speared all the deputy sheriff’s with the iron rod and left only the Sergeant standing. Now the Sergeant was both perplexed and frightened because he saw the way in which Nelson had killed each and every one of his deputies, fear crept in and the Sergeant was frozen stiff. Then Nelson confounded him, the illusion trapped in his mind long enough for Nelson to plunge his iron rod into his chest and kill him.

Now Nelson looked up at the demonic spirits, a gesture of gratitude embraced his soul as he continued down the hallway. He had to find Johnny. Nelson knew he was being held for the murders of Margaret Short and her mother were murders he had actually committed. So Nelson started walking down the halls of the L.A. County Jail while the lights in all the hallways were dim. The howling of the damned souls howled throughout the jail hallways. He had also started a riotous atmosphere because the inmates caught wind that there had been an inmate that had killed some sheriffs; which some of the inmates had a hard time putting into words exactly what they had saw. Most of the eyewitnesses told other inmates that this white dude must have hid a knife on him and held his own court of law. They humored saying, “He must’ve ordered the death penalty, because he killed them without so much as giving it a second thought.”

So the inmates that were loose began to run the halls and released the others out of their dorms, that now men ran the halls of the jail free and seeking blood. Now the whole jail was in frenzy, men running everywhere and the guards running for their lives. Nelson continued on his way past the running inmates until he heard a small voice in his head. The voice told him to descend down the next hallway and he did.

When Nelson entered the cell block, he sensed Johnny caged in his cell. He softly said, “Johnny,” and in his telepathic transmission, Johnny heard the transmission in the depths of his tormented soul. Johnny rose to his feet and he waited for Nelson to appear. On cue, Nelson appeared right in front of him with his smirk on his face when he saw Johnny. Then Nelson waved his arm and the cell latch broke and the cell door unlocked. Johnny stepped out of the cell and he followed Nelson down the hallway, past the running inmates until they reached the transport room.

The sheriffs suited up in battle gear, holding steel batons in their hands with helmets that had plexi-glass eye guards. The seven sheriffs saw Nelson and Johnny attempting to enter the last line of defense, which was the transportation room which was secured by a man at the control of the door. Nelson could see the seven sheriffs standing on the other side of the tempered glass door, ready to engage any suspected criminal that breached the threshold.

Nelson gave the sheriffs on the other side a shit eating grin, as he waved his arm, and the secured door broke loose exposing the men to Nelson and his evil.

Then the sheriffs attacked Nelson and Johnny. Nelson began plunging his iron rod into each of their stomachs or chests until they all fell dead, except for the two cowards that stood there watching. When the two cowards saw the supernatural strength of Nelson, they ran the other way and Nelson let them go.

A minute later, Nelson was sitting behind the wheel of a sheriffs’ van, Johnny riding beside him. Nelson drove the van up to the twenty- five foot steel gated door and he waved his arm again and the tall steel gate crumbled as if it was crushed by an unseen hand. Now Nelson punched the gas-petal. He and Johnny were out of L.A. County Jail, in the sheriff’s van rolling down the streets of Los Angeles.

Three days had passed since the great escape. Nelson lounged in a recliner, his feet kicked up in the air as he sipped an iced-tea. Johnny had the key to a log cabin in Big Bear, a mountain range about sixty miles from Los Angeles. The log cabin was his uncle’s and he had told Johnny to use the log cabin when he wanted. Johnny had never imagined being on the run and having to use the cabin for this purpose. But now he had a few choices and he needed time to think. He really had only a few choices. His conscience bothered him, and he didn’t know why this madman found his presence necessary. Johnny had witnessed this animal’s super-human strength and he knew it came from the underworld.

For Johnny, the escape was a mixture of emotions that he needed to figure out before he got caught up in something that might send him to hell. He could see that was where his new friend was heading and he didn’t want any parts of that. But it wasn’t like he could turn himself in and explain his side of what had really happened to him. He already knew the police and district attorney wouldn’t really give a shit. He did not know what to do because he was stuck between a rock and a hard place. He was at odds with explaining what he saw during the séance. He wanted to tell the authorities about the green skinned dragon looking creature he had seen during the séance but had reservations.

Meanwhile, Beth struggled with the events she had witnessed. She was upset emotionally and challenged although she enjoyed the intrigue of the mystery. The stirring events attributed to Nelson and his treachery were compelling, so disturbing she longed for answers. She meditated in her séance room trying to reunite with the spirits of goodness, which she believed existed as protectors over the fragile human mind. She also wanted to meditate as an exercise of repossessing her own space in this universe; especially in the sanctuary of her own home. She believed in herself, not violated by a lunatic enraged by tragedy. She thought her latest encounter as a trial of the spirit and she was the student in this whole scenario.

Meanwhile, Roland, her mentor, worried about Johnny and his extreme reaction to the séance, sat on her sofa. When he turned on the television and there was story of the jail break and Johnny’s face splattered all over the news. Now, he made irrational conclusions blaming himself. He wished he had known of the great demon in possession of this man’s soul before-hand. If he had known of the great psychic powers of the man they sought to cure and the great dragon that appeared to possess his soul, he could have made intercession. Now he was scrambling to find answers to the wicked mystery that caught him by surprise. Finally, Beth entered her living-room where Roland paced the floor.

“I think we need to go to the police Roland,” said Beth.

Twenty minutes later, Beth and Roland were exiting her car and they approached the control booth where a sheriff sat behind the counter. Beth expressed her wishes to speak with the lead detectives on the case of Nelson Spears, the alleged murderer of twenty-one women. Then another set of sheriffs’ deputies escorted Beth and Roland to separate interrogation rooms.

Beth waited in the room maybe two hours before anyone saw her. A couple of detectives named Norman Ross and Walter Kaas interviewed her. They said they would follow up on her ideas that supernatural powers of this killer had enabled him to kill the sheriffs as he did. Then Detectives Lucas and Shields entered the interrogation room. They began their observation of the witness, which in this case was the psychic Beth.

Detective Shields asked, “They say Beth is fine. Is that right?” 

Beth replied, “Yes, Beth is fine.”

“So, tell us your story. How did you meet this man and what do you know about him? Please share.”

“I met him through a friend. She referred him to me. We have this little agreement going on…girl stuff that is all. Anyway, Nelson, Mr. Spears came over twice and we him put him under hypnosis. It was the strangest thing…the first séance.”

“What happened,” asked Shields?

“Well, this is going to sound crazy. I already know. But you need to understand this. And I did not tell this to the other detectives,” said Beth.

Automatically, both detectives’ ears rose with interest because a detective always wants a clue that no other detective had. If Beth had something that would give them the information that might lead to his capture and prosecution, they wanted to hear it.

Beth continued, “I saw this demon in this séance. He spoke to me, telling me that he had possession of Nelson’s soul…”

Detective Shields gave Detective Lucas a skeptical look, which Beth saw and was not surprised.

“How do you know this wasn’t just something you were imagining,” asked Lucas?

“Never have I imagined anything remotely close to this. I’ve been doing this for eighteen years now and nothing like this…like what I saw has ever happened before.”

“O.k., we’re listening. Continue, please,” said Detective Lucas. 

“It was during the séance, like I said earlier, Nelson was under hypnosis. We encountered Detuth the demon. In the first séance he told me Nelson was his vessel and that Nelson was going to bring him back into our realm.”

“Why…why does this demon want to come back into our realm,” asked Detective Lucas?

“Supposedly, he’ll return to kill and destroy. But he said something that greatly interested me. He said he would be back and that he controlled empires. That is what really stayed with me.”

Detective Lucas appeared gripped by her story while Detective Shields still found the story hypocrisy. He really never accepted the idea of conjuring- up the dead and interpretations of the psychics who did this. He stood there finding it hard to digest.

“So you expect us to associate this man’s treacherous rampage to the evil we can’t even see,” blurted out Detective Shields? “Do you understand what I’m saying?”

Beth replied, “Detective, thirteen sheriffs are dead. This man did this with his bare hands. Has anyone you know of been able to accomplish this feat, if I may call it one, this manner of killing trained sheriffs?”

Detective Shields cleared his throat as he searched for his rebuttal.

Beth continued, “Then he’s taken Johnny twice; once by confounding him during the séance and now by leading him out of this jail. He confused him and Johnny did not even know where he was or what he had been listening to. Then he found him here and they escaped together. You don’t find that odd and different?”

Detective Shields replied, “Yes, it is different, extremely different, all of it is. I am not saying I don’t believe you. We just cannot approach it that way. The fact that this guy is killing is reason enough to arrest and jail him for life. We don’t need to know the ins and outs of his soul. If, he is damned, that’s his problem.”

“I understand…I’m not trying to excuse his conduct. He is responsible for his actions yes, but the thing is he’s winning. He’s getting his way; don’t you see that?”

Detective Shields gave Lucas a frustrating look and he couldn’t argue with Beth’s candid opinion. He just found the comment unnecessary.

“I think the man is just a devil worshipper,” said Lucas. “I’m not so certain he’s possessed as you say.”

“That could be the biggest mistake here. Thinking, you are just dealing with another man. But hell and its’ angels follow him. They danced in my room, in the spirit form, of course. But I saw them.” Then Beth lost her thought for a second, and she began starring at nothing.

“So again, from the top, you say you, speak with the dead, is that it,” asked Shields?

“Yes, all the time. I can conjure up the dead and have done so for years. Like, I told you, eighteen years now.”

“So, explain this…why is he killing? Do you think it is solely because of the demon’s power? What is it you expect us to do,” said Detective Shields?

“I do believe it is solely because of the demon’s power that he kills. But that’s not why it matters. I am telling you this so you can better prepare; and then see the unexpected. Like use you own psychic abilities, so to speak.”

`Detective Lucas scratched his chin as he inventoried her and her posture. He observed her passion, evaluating her sincerity.

“I think you give this demon to much credit. And demons lie. I don’t think this Detuth, or whatever you call him, can re-enter our world again.”

Beth interjected, saying, “I’m not new at this. This is strange and it’s bizarre but that doesn’t mean you discount it. Keeping in mind that this man you call Nelson has some supernatural powers. Powers beyond your control and comprehension, I think you’d be better served if you kept an open mind. If you do not take this approach Detective Lucas, he’ll kill you. That I’m sure of.”

“He’s not going to kill anyone Miss Anderson. I can assure you of that,” replied Lucas.

Detective Lucas and Shields sat at their desk engrossed in the case files and studying evidence. Hours had passed since their meeting with the psychic. Miss Beth Anderson’s version of events was disturbing and compelling, garnishing further thought. Detective Lucas sat there rehashing her words about the satanic connection, something he already surmised from the evidence concerning that carved star in the chest of all the victims, he really considered her interpretation.

Maybe, Beth Anderson indeed had confirmed a suspicion that he had about the case. Strangely, this new information fit the ideas he had already formed but it was a bitter-sweet revelation Beth spoke on. He had wished in some strange way the accounts she talked about could be explained without the supernatural connection. He realized that the accounts and events, especially the jailbreak, support her ideas and his but he wished otherwise. The evidence left no doubts in his mind about the evil loose in their city. Still Detective Lucas needed evidence, other than a psychic’s mysterious séance and sight of a dragon, which supposedly talked to her.

On the other-hand Detective Lucas had some evidence of the evil and the demonic side of these crimes. Still, he was contemplating leaving these stories out of his reports. He had heard the accounts of the only eyewitness to the murders of the Sergeant and ten other deputies who was deputy-sheriff Howard Carney. Mr. Carney decided to tone down his reports, leaving out the spirits that flew at the ceiling and the metamorphosis arm, that is, how Nelson’s arm became a sharp stabbing instrument. Beth, the psychic, knew of none of these details of the demonic side of the story because the department had gone to great lengths to keep that stuff secret. Which the accounts of flying spirits in the stories of eyewitnesses’, witnesses’ being Deputy Carney and now Beth Anderson collaborated each other. The furthest he could take this information was limited to his own memory, he also decided not to report the demonic connection in his files.

Now the investigation had to switch to apprehension and imprisonment. However, the information and collaboration brought forth a whole set of different protocols that Detective Lucas had to think about. But he was lost in this area of spiritual warfare. He had no training in how to deal with demons coming back into this realm and committing murders. Then Detective Lucas thought about Johnny and the scenario Beth had explained to him. If, what Beth was explaining about Johnny’s delusion or delusions into the realm of darkness, where he no-longer had the ability to reason for himself, then her analogy might be correct, he suddenly realized the manipulative power this demonic energy had and that worried him. That presented a whole different situation that he had to figure-out soon. When one thought about the power of manipulating someone to undertake the murders of people, this scenario Detective Lucas found dangerous and disheartening.

“What are you thinking about,” asked Shields? 

“I’m thinking about what the psychic told us.”

Detective Shields gasped, saying, “I think it’s a little farfetched. I am not sold on the whole idea. All we need to do is catch-up with this guy and put the handcuffs on him. If, he can stop a bullet, I want to see it,” said Shields.

Detective Lucas could sense his partner was not buying what Miss Anderson was saying, so he backed off. Lucas picked-up a file and he studied it, trying to find a clue to the case. He was searching for a new perspective if one could be found. However, the main position of his partner was entirely correct, which was they needed to apprehend Nelson Spears now. That was a cops’ main duty, to protect and serve. To protect they needed to apprehend this subject before he kills again. Suddenly, Detective Lucas had a brilliant idea.

Meanwhile, Nelson stood in the mist of tall trees, in the mountains where they had escaped too. He stood in a camp area and the clearing was perfect for what he expected tonight. The moon majestically lit the camp and night so that the light- lit the area moderately. While standing there Nelson pondered his past, seeing each and every murderous rampage in his mind. He knew he wasn’t finished murdering and his appetite for murder had heightened. Then, in his mind he started to see flames as a flame appeared right before him in the clearing. The flame was approximately 2 feet from him and standing about four feet. Nelson became intrigued by the sight, anticipating the events to come. Then a small voice in his head told him to step towards the flame and hold it. Nelson ran his hand through the flame and like something magic, the flames gravitated to his hand as the sphere, alive and burning in his hand. When he realized the flames were not consuming his hand, he figured he had become one with the flame when the Devil burned the six commandments on his heart. He remembered the Devil telling him he would be able to withstand the fires of Hades, and thus this wonder dissipated into the revelation of power.

Then he got the urge to flash the flaming sphere at a tall tree, he did. Then pieces of tree bark flew everywhere from the force contained in the sphere of fire that exploded against the tall tree. Suddenly, another flaming sphere began forming in his hands. He searched the sphere for answers. He felt a magnetic energy, the sensation of the energy running through his body. Again, the urge to throw the flaming sphere came to mind and he threw the sphere of fire into another tree and that tree exploded and burned, as it illuminated in the nights sky.

Meanwhile, Johnny sat behind a boulder, hiding from this madman below. He watched in awe at this wonder he had never seen or imagined possible. He knew this man was evil and had some connection with the underworld, but to this extent he could not have imagined. Johnny sat there worried out of his mind that he could not escape this great evil that took control over his life. He sat there shaking his head because he was confused about his future.


10. Undercover Agent

 

 

In the nightclub, Detective Lucas sat in a dark corner concealing his presence from the would-be killer. He would be able to see him enter without being seen. Tonight, the surveillance seemed odd because Nelson called Detective Lucas at his desk and told him to meet him here. Not only was Lucas unnerved by the gesture, but he was also on heighten alert because of the gesture. He was increasingly anxious for the excitement to begin as if the summons were an invitation to something sinister. At least that was what he felt.

Detective Shields stood at the entrance but he was well concealed in an architectural wedge of the night club where patrons entering the club could not see him. From this vantage point he could see Nelson and Johnny entering and alert his partner on the microphone headset he was wearing.

Meanwhile, Nelson and Johnny circled the club in the sheriff’s van and he noticed the large police presence in the immediate area. He wondered if the large presence was to apprehend him and Johnny or was it just normal protocol for the police to be out in such force. Ultimately, he didn’t care because he felt invincible tonight. He and Johnny arrived at the club he told Detective Lucas they would meet at. They got out of the ragged sheriff’s van they had stolen in the escape. Nelson had torn the Sheriff’s emblems off the side doors and he scratched up the sides to make the van appear as if they had bought it at a police officer auction. Nelson needed no time to calculate, he already knew what he wanted to do tonight.

Detective Lucas had also enlisted the duties of an undercover officer named Sandra Peters. She was tough, smart, and gutsy. She was dressed as if she was single and looking for friendly company. She wore a tight red miniskirt and high heels. She had some of the prettiest toned legs in the club tonight. Since Detective Lucas personally suggested to the Captain the need for her service, so he paid close attention to her every move and encounter with men. But only a couple of men had been brave enough to spark up conversation with her. She seemed a little nervous though, and maybe felt a bit out of place. Lucas could not tell, so he just watched her even closer. He was also thinking about Beth’s insight and rationalization of the events unfolding at her house during the séance. He had to be prepared for any scenario, if that be possible. The mystery sounding Nelson might throw them.

Now Nelson and Johnny were standing in line waiting to enter the establishment. There was a slow adrenaline flowing through his veins as he waited in line behind some very attractive ladies. He and Johnny were on a mission of sorts tonight. He had to be spectacular he thought.

A couple of minutes later Nelson and Johnny were entering and passing through the luxurious club finely decorated in maroon curtains and gold carpet. The dark maroon drapes enhanced the luxurious feel with their soft-silk appearance. As the suspects unsuspectingly passed Shields tuned on his micro-phone headset and began communicating with Lucas telling him they were about to enter the club. After, he radioed his partner he followed them close, never allowing them to see him following. All Shields could think about was the extreme danger everyone in the establishment was in, not knowing the extent of this man’s evil. When Nelson and Johnny entered the dance floor area the cover of dim lighting concealed their faces as most clubs do in Hollywood. They found a nice spot next to the dance floor while Detective Lucas spotted his partner gesturing toward their suspects. When Detective Lucas recognized his perks in the club, immediately he became a little worried because they were standing directly behind undercover officer Peters. Detective Lucas became a little antsy, he wanted to draw down on Nelson and Johnny at that instant, but he reserved that thought for a later time. So, he just waited. A minute later Nelson had started a conversation with the undercover officer Peters. She obviously knew who it was that was addressing her, as her eyes shifted to find her partners.

Meanwhile, Detectives Lucas and Shields were communicating by their expressions and uncertainty crept in. Then Nelson seemed to brush up against officer Peters and he was whispering something that the two officers couldn’t possibly know.

Nelson whispered, “It’s a nice night for adventure, wouldn’t you? say?”

Officer Sandra Peters gave Nelson a nervous smile and replied, “If, you say so.” She really didn’t want this creep this close to her but it was her job. At least that is what she told herself.

Nelson replied, “Half the things I say you wouldn’t understand officer.”

Now Officer Peters was really nervous as she frantically shifted her eyes to her partners who saw her nervousness in her glance towards them. Then she replied, “What do you want with me, Nelson?” As soon as she was finished saying that she felt a sharp object pressed against her rib cage and now panic shone in her expression.

Nelson said, “You better come with us or else he’ll gut you right here.” Then Nelson grabbed her arm and he led her through the crowd and to the rear exit.

Suddenly, Detectives Lucas and Shields realized they had a hostage situation with the most notorious killer to Los Angeles in quite some-time. They attempted to follow their suspect and their undercover officer through the crowd but as fate would have it, Nelson and Johnny appeared to exit the establishment before they could catch- up to them. When Lucas and Shields busted through the rear exit door, they looked in both directions and could not see their officer or Nelson.

“We gotta split-up,” said Lucas. “You go that way and I’ll go this way.” So, they both broke out into sprints and they ran down the alley in opposite directions extremely worried for their undercover agent.

Nelson and Johnny were in the night, the streets were dark, only lighted by dimly lit street lights and fleeing the detectives they knew were following them. Detective Lucas came to an intersection which had four possible escape directions. It was a guess from here on out because he had lost his visual on the suspect-Nelson. So, he ran west- bound down Morgan Street which was a residential area just off the Hollywood strip. He was beginning to worry he might lose his undercover agent if he didn’t locate her fast. Then Detective Shields radioed Lucas, saying, “Do you see them?” “No,” replied Lucas. “Don’t give up, we have to find her,” shouted Lucas as he increased his run into the unknown.

Meanwhile, Nelson found a secluded area near a trash dumpster. He looked at Johnny and said, “Stop right here.”

Now Officer Peters began to struggle with her assailants, twisting and attempting to break free from Johnny’s grasp, she said, “Let me go.”

“That would defeat the purpose of tonight Officer. You wouldn’t want to destroy our plans, tonight would you?”

“What do you want with me Nelson,” she demanded.

“Oh, my dear you sound like the rest of them…you don’t trust me,” said Nelson.

“You’re a sick bastard. You know that” asked Officer Peters? 

“Yes, my sweet, I am. And you are my prize tonight, my sacred surprise,” said Nelson as he gave her the coldest look. Then he told Johnny, “You’re up my man.”

“What? Do you want me to kill her,” said Johnny?

Suddenly, Officer Peters broke away from Johnny’s grasp and she was free, and running in her high heels. She had to get away she thought as she ran for her life. But Johnny caught her and tackled her in the alley. They struggled with each other rolling around on the ground. Her body scraped-up from the black tar pavement and her hopes shattered, she began to realize that this might be it. Then Nelson walked-up to them, as they rolled on the ground wrestling with each other.

“You can’t control this little lady, you idiot,” asked Nelson?

Johnny started to realize it was either her or him, and if he didn’t obey Nelson’s orders, he would die instead of her. So, he gave Nelson a reassuring look and he hoisted her onto her feet. Then Nelson gave Johnny a slight nod and Johnny began to plunge his knife into Officer Peters’ side. She began to shriek, her screams wretchedly spearing through the night, as Johnny continued to plunge his knife into her body, sending excruciating pains through her loins as she struggled to stay alive. She found herself helpless though, her life’s blood draining out her, like a raging river. Then Johnny gave her a mortal wound by stabbing her in the chest, and instantly all the strength in her body vanished as Johnny dropped her lifeless body to the ground.

Now Detective Lucas rounded another corner, where he saw a trash dumpster. Suddenly, panic tore at his soul because he had recovered so many of Nelson’s victim’s from trash dumpsters. He ran across the street and he immediately looked in the trash dumpster, and he cried, “No! No!” as he reached for Officer Peters.

A few moments later, Detective Shields was running-up to Lucas who cradled Officer Sandra Peters in his arms. He had tears running down his face and Detective Shields just stopped in his tracks and he could tell from the extent of blood and the bloody clothes of Officer Peters that she was gone.


11. My Sanity

 

 

For Detective Lucas it was three tremendously difficult days that passed since the horrific murder of Officer Sandra Peters. Lucas was in charge that night. He had the most experience and training. He was the eldest officer in the field that night, so morally he knew better than to hesitate, as he did. He regretted not apprehending Nelson the minute he appeared in the club. He re-rolled the tape back in his mind over and over again. If he had the chance over again, he would’ve used more back-up. He should not have been so far from Officer Peters during the surveillance. He awoke from an agonizing slumber in which he barely slept that night. The guilt he had was overwhelming, tossing and turning the whole night long. He laid there suspended in time, caught in that last moment chasing after Nelson and not being able to find him. How quickly her life passed away, a bright smile and wholesome personality, just ripped away from them. Lucas couldn’t understand it, he didn’t want too. He couldn’t understand why the good die and the evil exist. For three days Detective Lucas tried to wrap his brain around the idea of her passing and he could not agree with the answers he found. He looked over to his alarm clock, it read 4:00 am and he still had three hours until he reported in for work. He would face more questions today, Internal Affairs was investigating the actions and methods used by the two Detectives in charge of this surveillance, slash, apprehension. Internal Affairs appointed Investigators Nick Reynolds and William Shaw to investigate the techniques used by Detective Lucas.

Two days earlier, such an investigation was conducted by IA Investigator Nick Reynolds who shouted, “You idiot, you are fucking idiot,” so loud that every head in the station looked over at Lucas being chewed out. Lucas realized it was IA Investigator Reynolds’ plan to turn other officers against him by shouting so loud. He also realized that a lot of the anger Reynolds had was appropriate for the stupidity involved, that Detective Lucas had to accept his part in the blame. His conscious was sore, filled with doubts about his abilities and preparations. As Detective Lucas ran the words of IA Investigator Reynolds through his head and he realized most of what he said was true.

Another comment IA Investigator Reynolds said, in a lower tone, was, “It makes no sense.” After he said that, Lucas dropped his face in his hands, attempting to cover his shame. Those words bit at Detective Lucas’ soul and now he was heading into work to face that same madness. Lucas whisked his sheets back and he grudgingly climbed out of the bed. Then he walked over to his mirror above his dresser, and he just looked at himself in frustration. Then in anger he grabbed a ceramic figurine of a bear, laced with gold flake design and he threw the figurine into the mirror. The figurine bear shattered instantly on impact, leaving hardly an indentation in the mirror. Then he relaxed if one could call the temper-tantrum a relaxing gesture. It worked for the moment.

Hours later, he found himself back in that same chair; he was in the interrogation room awaiting Reynolds arrival. Then IA Investigators Reynolds entered, followed by Shaw, who seemed a bit more serious than the previous times. Investigator Shaw had a folder in his hands as he entered. He was thumbing through it while his partner found a corner across from the table and he leaned against the wall.

Detective Lucas could already tell that IA Investigator Reynolds was agitated. Then IA Investigator Shaw threw the folder in front of Lucas.

“Why, do you have this,” asked Lucas as he picked his file up?

“It’s, part of the investigation,” replied Shaw. “Tell us why you have him down here as narcissist and reclusive? You also write he is disconnected from the homicides. Please elaborate.”

“The murders are random. They’re not his enemies or people that necessarily have harmed him. He appears to be killing one person from his past…but the evidence is not there to support that claim. It’s just my opinion,” said Lucas.

“Most serial killers are strange. Why does any of that matter,” asked Shaw?

“It matters. Everything matters about him and his method of operation. I just wanted to look into every angle so we can catch him,” replied Lucas.

Then IA Investigator Reynolds pushed himself off the wall, his eyes lit-up, he said, “It didn’t matter because it didn’t stop him. What happened to Officer Peters Glock? Why didn’t she use it? Or did he take it from her? Don’t tell me you don’t know Detective.”

“Officer Peters…I don’t know why she didn’t use it. Her Glock was in her purse, I believe.”

“Guessing? What is it with you, Lucas? Do you think your above scrutiny?

“No, of course not, I wish I could bring her back, but I can’t.” 

“That’s right,” shouted Reynolds. “But I’m here to see that this doesn’t happen again.”

Detective Lucas fell back in his seat, he was frustrated with trying to explain this to IA Investigator Reynolds. He figured however he put it to Investigator Reynolds he just wasn’t going to accept it. But he replied, saying, “My first mistake was allowing him to enter the nightclub. We should’ve never allowed him entry.”

Then IA Investigator Reynolds came toward Lucas, he was angry and beaming. He asked, “What was your plan Detective? I mean we already knew what he looked like and who he was coming with. So, you didn’t need an undercover.”

Again, he was right. What had he been thinking? He knew the suspect was a loose cannon and unstable. He had no right risking Officer Peters’ life in such a way. That finally dawned on him as he heard IA Investigator Reynolds calmly ask him these questions.

Then IA Reynolds grew a snicker across his face. But the snicker wasn’t haughty. Then he said, “I got some news for you. In my report, I am writing you were derelict in the performance of your duties. I’m also writing that if it wasn’t for your miscalculations and dereliction of duties Officer Peters might still be alive. How does that sit with you?”

Lucas said nothing as he gave IA Investigator Reynolds a rigid stare. Then Investigator Reynolds lunged at the table, striking the table with his fist, he shouted, “You know better than this, Lucas.”

Detective Lucas couldn’t look him in the eyes because he was too humiliated. He just sat there dwelling on the whole situation and the multiple ways he could have prevented this.

“Don’t give me that puppy-dog look. I do not feel sorry for you. You contributed to the death of this fine officer. You know that don’t you?”

“Yeah, I screwed-up. What can I say? I screwed-up and we lost her. I am sorry. That’s all I can say.”

Then IA Investigator Reynolds relaxed as he backed away from the table. He seemed satisfied with the confession.

Then Reynolds headed towards the door until he turned around, saying, “That’s what I wanted from you Detective.” Then he left the interrogation room while IA Investigator Shaw remained.

Investigator Shaw said, “They’re blaming you on this one, Lucas. You’re gonna take the fall on this one.” Then he left the interrogation room, leaving Detective Lucas all alone to stew over the whole ordeal.

In the hidden log cabin, on the mountains at Big Bear, Johnny sat at the fire- place thinking. He seemed to get lost in the fire as the flames flickered and the fire crackled. While watching the embers burn and fly off towards the high eighteen foot ceiling of the log cabin, he began to wonder about his future. He was dazed and extremely disheartened about his part with Nelson. He couldn’t figure it out; the homicide of that undercover girl troubled him. He had mixed emotions, about his homicidal actions but figured he had no choice. Other emotions told him that he should’ve stood-up to Nelson. He wanted his life back but knew he might have lost the life he once knew. He told himself that he was through with trying to rationalize this episode. He thought about Margot Short his ex-girlfriend and how he was the main suspect in that heinous crime. Then he thought about the séance. He still hadn’t figured out how Nelson confounded him. As he sat there in front of the fireplace¸ he wondered if he could escape this evil man. He knew the answer was in his psychic, and that he had to develop a defense to Nelson’s telepathy. He figured that Nelson had achieved his plan of understanding, beyond the understanding of mere mortals. He also figured that Nelson’s understanding may have been gifted by the Devil himself. But that didn’t matter because at the present moment, Johnny felt his life slipping away from him. If ever he had lost control of his life, it was now. But it wasn’t his fault, so he told himself. He wondered if he could end-up in hell for this…whatever it was. Was his mind possessed to do evil? There was a large gap of time…time he could not remember or get back. He wondered if he had really killed his ex-girlfriend while under the influence of some evil-demonic possession. All he knew was he was not a killer until the séance. A simple conclusion he made-up in his head was Nelson made him do it.

Suddenly, Nelson appeared standing behind him as the flames flickered in the fireplace. The dimly lit cabin barely illuminated Nelson’s wicked face, which Johnny could hardly stand to see.

“You seem so distant…thinking?”

Johnny just turned around, he hardly wanted to say anything to this lunatic. But he had to play Nelson’s game if he wanted to stay alive. So he mustered-up enough strength and replied, “I’m loyal to you master. Please forgive my weakness.”

Nelson frowned and reached for Johnny’s shoulder, saying, “We need a final act. I am thinking of a reunion with Detective Lucas.

You’re gonna go on stage on this one,” said Nelson, as he methodically walked away into the darkness of the log cabin.

Johnny thought about the words, “You’re gonna be on stage.” Now he had to wonder about Nelson’s intentions. Stupid he thought. He knew of Nelson’s intentions because they were becoming obvious. He wanted to destroy Johnny’s life and Johnny knew it.

Meanwhile, Beth sat in her séance room with the purple light lit dimly. She was meditating, still thinking about the encounter with Detuth. She knew deep in her gut that Detuth was real and the reason behind all this great evil. She wondered if she could stop him and his ascent into this realm. Detuth explained his demented plans to her, his desires to rule in this realm. Now she had to figure out if she could impede him. That was her strategy. Then a vision came to her as she meditated. The vision was of Johnny. She saw him standing beside Nelson holding a long knife in his hand. Then she saw Nelson encouraging him to stab this helpless lady dressed in a red miniskirt. Beth could see her eyes, and they were filled with dread, like the moments before a person realizes their life is about to tragically end. She was so disturbed by the vision that she inadvertently woke-up from the meditation.

Immediately, Beth walked out of her séance room heading to her guest room where Roland was probably sleeping. She pushed him vigorously until he woke-up. He could see that something was bothering her, he had a certain feeling Beth was about to devise a plan and wanted to tell him.

Beth said, “We can find them. I know it.”

That evening, Detective Lucas was so depressed, and his head wouldn’t stop spinning. He was consumed by so much regret, so overwhelmed by the death of Officer Peters and his incompetence in handling the surveillance and apprehension of Nelson that he couldn’t think of anything else. He didn’t know what was worse, her death or the possibility he wouldn’t have the chance to redeem himself. He wanted badly to atone for his mistakes and be the one that captured this evil man. Fortunately, Captain Maurice Jones kept him on the case until further notice. But, the Captain mentioned that they only had a couple more days. Now, he needed to get his head together and find this bastard. Lucas did not know where to begin until suddenly he heard his cell phone-ring. It was almost 1:00 am in the morning. He wondered who would be calling him at this time. He saw the cell number trying to connect with him and did not recognize it, but he answered it anyway.

“Who’s calling me at this hour,” he asked?

“It’s Johnny Jones. You’re looking for me, right now.”

“What do you want and why don’t you turn yourself in. Then we can talk.”

“Why don’t you shut-up and listen,” snapped Johnny. He waited a second, for he wanted to see if this detective would let him talk. The he said, softly, “I didn’t kill my girlfriend or her mother. And they can’t prove that I did. So, look, I can bring you Nelson. But I need something.”

“No bargains…not just yet. You do yourself a favor…” “What’s that,” interrupted Johnny.

“Get us Nelson like you promised, and I’ll make sure the D.A hears about this tip. Now, do you have his whereabouts?”

“I’m with him. He told me I need to lure Beth to him. I can’t do that. But I’m certain he’ll move on her tonight. So watch her house and you’ll find us. Remember, what you told me…I want no parts of this evil that Nelson is doing. I got to go before he finds out about this,” said Johnny as he hung-up.

Detective Lucas might’ve found the break he needed in the case. He and Detective Shields would shake-out Beth’s residence tonight as Johnny tipped them. While he called his partner to tell him the news, he contemplated the case against Johnny and realized they were assuming Johnny killed his girlfriend. They really didn’t have any solid evidence against him.

Hours later, while he slept, he dozed-off into a dream. It was pitch-dark and he was trying to protect and serve. Detective Shields was with him, as they appeared to be standing in alley, waiting. Then a mysterious fog developed in front of them, so severe that they couldn’t see through the fog. Then he placed his left hand across his crucifix, praying he would live through this encounter with Nelson. He put his hand on his Glock 9mm and he anticipated the unknown. Detective Shields leaned over and said something to him but he couldn’t understand him. His voice was muffled by the semi-conscious state he was in. Then Detective Shields started walking down the alley, as if he were in some kind of trance. Lucas felt his partner was heading into a trap laid by Nelson. The fog increased the danger because it covered the surroundings so well. Soon thereafter, Detective Shields vanished in the cloudy fog and Lucas tried to see him and couldn’t. Then a swift breeze blew past him clearing the area of the fog and he saw both Detective Shields and Nelson standing facing each other. Detective Shields raised his Glock 9mm and he told Nelson to assume the position.

He saw Nelson laugh at the command, as the wind blew Nelson’s black robe flowing and his expression appeared confident, maybe even cocky. When Detective Shields saw that Nelson appeared to be laughing at him, it angered him, and he attempted to discharge a bullet.

At this point Lucas became concerned that the forces of evil jammed the pistol so that it wouldn’t fire. He tried to advance, as he wiped the sweat from his brow, he held his Glock out pointing it at Nelson. Then he saw Nelson’s arm at mid-forearm metamorphosis into what appeared iron, like a rod stabbing tool. It was the exact description that the sole survivor witnessed from the jail break.

Now Nelson advanced towards Shields while the Detective attempted to fire off a shot, but his gun appeared jammed. Now, Nelson was on top of Detective Shields, as he attempted to defend himself by throwing a punch. Nelson side stepped the punch and he plunged the knife into Detective Shields stomach. He saw Shields fall to the pavement, and he was trying to stop the blood from spewing but the blood ran like a river from his wound. Then Nelson methodically walked into the dense fog until he disappeared, he looked back at Det. Shields whose eyes were frozen open. He looked dead.

When he woke-up from the dream, it was 6:00 am in the morning. So, he reached for the phone to call his partner.


12. Redeeming

 

 

Beth had these crazy ideas running through her head. She was nervous, like something bad was about to happen. She knew the cosmos were talking to her, possibly warning her of some impending danger. Her friend Roland wouldn’t leave her side. He was protective of her and she respected him for that concern. But she reminded him it was her that brought him in to this twisted cat and mouse game with Nelson. She half-heartedly told him he could leave it to her. She knew Roland wouldn’t leave her side, and she just thought about the whole scenario, feeling confident about her interpretations of her visions and she felt empowered now.

Meanwhile, Detective Lucas and Shields were out front of Beth’s home, playing maybe the final card tonight. Johnny’s tip if it came true would be Lucas’ last chance to redeem himself. It was approaching midnight, Nelson’s signature time for his heinous crimes. Detective Lucas had anxiety. He was so nervous like never.

Detective Lucas and Shields sat alone in an unmarked watching Beth’s house, as it was approaching midnight. They were alone tonight, no back-up, and no tactical team. Just the two Detectives having their final chance at retribution; they staked-out the house on a hunch that maybe it was a trap.

“What’s a matter,” asked Shields, “It’s just fog. Hopefully, it will pass, don’t worry about it.”

Lucas was not in the mood for small talk or understatements. He knew better. So, he didn’t reply but instead kept his eyes on Beth’s house.

“I think we should check the back, there’s an alley and he can enter Beth’s house from there,” said Shields as he climbed-out of the car and was gone.

“No, let’s wait here,” said Lucas. But, it was too late he vanished into the dense fog. So, Lucas collected his thoughts but he realized he had to back-up his partner. So he left the car and followed him to the alley.

As they were driving in the reconstructed sheriff’s van, they each drifted off, maybe contemplating their own unique end, the terrible fate they knew would come. Johnny was stoic, almost zombie like, peering out the window observing nothing. He had found himself on a whirlwind, out of control and swept up by the hidden forces that ruled the underworld.

Nelson pulled the sheriff’s van into the alley behind Beth’s house, just up the alley, where he expected to work his magic. He pulled the keys out of the ignition and he and Johnny got out of the van. Nelson led Johnny through the alley, in the dense fog that loomed low this Friday early morning. Detective Shields decision to exit the unmarked was his instinct calling him into action. He felt his gut and reacted. So, Lucas followed the spirited Shields as they circled around Beth’s house. They were having difficulty seeing through the dense fog, which thickly loomed before them. While Beth was pacing in the living-room, Roland was in the kitchen pouring some coffee. She had received a psychic message from the other side. She knew the message was real and not some strange dream that did not make any sense.

She was drowsy and cumbersome, as she staggered to her feet. But she focused and she replayed the sequence of events, which she saw about to unfold in back in her head. She ran to Roland who was eating in the kitchen and she grabbed his hand.

“Come on, I think something awful is about to happen,” said Beth. Roland did not argue he just followed her outside into the fog. 

Meanwhile Detectives Shields and Lucas were walking in the dense fog in the alley behind Beth’s house and a clearing of the fog spread and before them there appeared Nelson with Johnny standing behind him. Detective Shields drew his Glock and he pointed it directly at Nelson’s head.

“Don’t move shit head, I’ll blow your goddamn head off,” said Shields. 

Then Lucas drew down on Johnny as he advanced forward with the weapon. Detective Shields kept advancing, ultimately losing sight of his partner. But he kept a steady aim on Nelson’s forehead, he inched his finger tighter on the trigger, tempted to blow Nelson’s head off.

Nelson peered back towards Shields in defiance, until he smiled. Then Nelson said, “Do you think that piece is going to stop me?”

Detective Shields was beginning to worry, wiping the sweat from his brow, he focused in on Nelson. “Assume the position,” demanded Shields.

Then Beth and Roland came into Detective Shields view, as he tried to keep Nelson in his sights. Beth saw Johnny as he stood frozen, seemingly paralyzed by fear or uncertainty but he stood motionless.

Detective Lucas said, “I don’t know how you got yourself all caught-up in this stuff young man, but this isn’t the guy to be kicking’ it with.”

As soon as, Detective Lucas finished speaking, the fog loomed over Nelson surrounding the area. Now, Shields was having trouble seeing Nelson in the mist of the fog as the fog rolled in. So Shields by instinct crept in closer towards the area he last saw Nelson and he began to notice Nelson had vanished. So he spun around trying to locate his partner.

Detective Lucas could not see Nelson either. He still had Johnny in his pistol sights standing right before him, but Nelson was gone. Then he felt his skin crawl, he felt him behind himself and he began to turn around when Nelson plunged his iron rod spear threw his back.

Shields turned around and he saw his partner suspended in the air and dangling from Nelson’s iron rod. Nelson let out a growl as Lucas wriggled uncontrollably on the iron rod protruding out of his chest. Shields fired his weapon five times and he watched the muzzle fire blast from his Glock but he didn’t see Nelson. After he fired the shots he searched for Nelson but he didn’t see him. He turned around in every direction and he saw nothing, except his partner laying on the ground bleeding profusely and gasping for breath. Shields rushed over to his partner’s limp - bleeding body and he held him as the blood oozed out of his chest and ran down the wet black top and into the gutter. Then Beth approached him, and she shook him.

The next morning Detective Shields sat at his desk confused and angry. He had lost his partner to this lunatic. Now, Detective Shields witnessed the supernatural side of this case, as his partner had once asserted. He remembered what he said to Joey about Beth and her ideas Nelson had supernatural forces behind him. He was a little dismayed because he told officers he fired his Glock five times when in fact he only fired it two times. This was disturbing, coupled with the fact Nelson got behind him and he does not even remember seeing him pass him. The fog was not that dense, he should’ve seen him, he kept telling himself.

Then Captain Maurice Jones came to his desk, he was not angry, he looked over-whelmed, worn with grief and he told him he’d be getting a new partner. Detective Shields knew the man, it was Detective John Cole. He was the best detective in the city, and he was known for solving the most complex crimes in the city.

Then he saw him across the police station, their eyes meeting for the first time, as he walked through the room full of officers doing their job. He had a profound walk about him, as if, his reputation proceeded him. He came and sat in Detective Lucas’s seat, his freckled face stern and serious as Detective Shields had come to know of him.

Detective Cole said, “They say Johnny Jones turned himself in a couple of hours ago. We will go interview him in a couple of hours. You wrote in your report that you remember firing off five shots. But as it turns out you only fired two. So, what makes you think you fired off five shots detective?”

“Like, I’ve said. It was the fog,” replied Shields.

Detective Cole’s eyes were revealing, he was not accepting that answer.

Detective Shields understood the silence, and replied, “The gun bucks when one fires it. Now, you seem to be confused about this, I don’t understand?”

“No, it’s more than that. Do not underestimate this guy. I’m telling you he’s wicked and he has some supernatural powers working for him.”

“Supernatural powers…I question that. I am searching for a logical answer to this and I can’t find one. Your answer here is beyond comprehension. I think…”

Detective Shields interjected, saying, “He confused me somehow. I don’t know how he passed behind me and then stabbed Lucas in the back, he used sort of illusion to deceive me.”

“O.k., if that’s what you believe we’ll look at it,” replied Cole, “but we have to apprehend him nevertheless.”

“It’s not going be that easy. He jammed our guns. I’m telling you, we had him in our sights, and he wasn’t going to get a trial. Not after what he did to Officer Peters. I tried to pull the trigger, but it wouldn’t budge.”

Detective Cole stood, and he paced the floor, while sighing, he turned around to say, “What about Officer Lucas? Did he have his?

pistol out at this time?”

“Yes, he had Mr. Jones and my gun was trained on Nelson,” replied Shields.

“So, he had his gun out I presume?”

“Yes, he had his gun out, pointed at Mr. Jones. We were at a standoff really. Then he just vanished when the fog rolled in, it covered his face and body, I couldn’t see him for a brief second, when my eyes adjusted, I heard Joey holler and turned around and there was Nelson stabbing him in the back. But that is not all. The fog worked as a distraction, but it wasn’t that dense. I should have been able to see him and I couldn’t. I’m still trying to figure this one out.”

“I’m reading here from your report that Johnny called Detective Lucas and the two of you followed that lead.”

“What are you getting at Cole,” asked Shields?

“He could’ve set you two up…now he’s here, turning himself in. I don’t know about that…it appears, he set you two up and that Detective Lucas was the target.”

“It does appear that way, I agree,” replied Shields.

“That means this Johnny Jones can’t be trusted. He is probably here to tell us something misleading. All I want to know is where is Nelson Spears? We need to get down there and interview him.”

“Where is he?”

Hours later, Detective Shields pulled the unmarked squad car out of the entrance of the Parker Police Station. Then the tall steel mesh gate to the parking garage rose slowly allowing the two Detectives entry. Detective Shields was anxious to say the least, he wanted to hear what Johnny had to say about the murder of Detective Joey Lucas.

Johnny sat on the cold steel bench; he was shackled and cuffed tightly. He wore a red jumpsuit, given those accused of murders. He had a little bargaining chip he was about to play. He knew where Nelson was held out, now he was about to give him up. He wanted as much distance from him as possible. He knew the prosecution had a flimsy case against him. They had no real evidence, only circumstantial and motive. So, he had to think carefully. Detective Shields entered first as he walked to the corner of the cell and leaned against the wall. Then Detective Cole, the massive and intimidating Detective entered.

“You told deputies that you know where Nelson Spears is held up.”

Johnny nodded but remained silent. 

“Where is he,” asked Detective Cole?

“That’s simple but what are you going to do about it,” said Johnny? “I mean it’s not like you know how to arrest him. So, what good will it do… if I tell you?”

“Look kid, aren’t you in enough trouble? Why, don’t you just cooperate, and everything will go fine for you in here?” replied Cole.

“No way, right now I have nothing to say. I’m facing the needle for murders this lunatic committed. And I didn’t kill my girlfriend or her mother. So, when I tell you where he is I want something in return.”

Detective Shields pushed himself off of the wall, and he approached Johnny and said, “Right now you’re facing the death penalty for killing my partner. You made the call that brought us to Beth’s house…”

“And you people couldn’t apprehend him. Do you think I want to be held up in the mountains with this devil worshipper…I don’t? And it is not like they have a lot of evidence against me. I can prove my innocence…”

“You’re not innocent,” shouted Cole. He stepped forward and stopped right in front of Johnny’s face. Then he said, “A detective was killed, you were part of that. You think you are just gonna walk in here and ask for a deal. We don’t need you.”

Johnny fired back saying, “Right, now none of that matters. You do need me, I tell you. Move out of the way so I can see Officer Shields.”

Detective Cole moved.

Then Johnny said, “He confounded you Officer Shields. I saw it. He passed right behind you and your eyes never followed him. You thought he was standing right in front of you when you began firing and all the time he was standing behind your partner.”

“Detective Lucas?” said Shields. “At any rate, how did he do this?”

“I don’t know…but he communicates with me through my mind. It is crazy but he can’t dominate me. I hid myself from him and his prowling thoughts.”

“You’re not falling for this shit, are you,” said Detective Cole. “Look, young man, there is no tomorrow for you now. You’re locked up, you don’t want to cooperate there are ways to fix that,” said Cole as he exited the cell block.

Detective Shields stood there briefly then began to exit also until Johnny spoke.

“I’m connected with him, Detective. I see his every move. He’s in the mountains, at a log cabin owned by my uncle.”

Detective Shields heard the statement, but he had other ideas rolling around in his head, so he just left to catch his partner.


13. Just Reason

 

 

It was time for morning chow and Johnny climbed out of bed and waited by the door for his breakfast tray to come through the slot. He could hear the guards opening the tray slot just in front of him, they were almost to his cell, and then they passed by.

“What about breakfast. I need to eat,” said Johnny?

“We’ll get your breakfast, don’t worry. Now cuff-up,” replied the brawny sheriff.

They lead Johnny through the various halls until they reached a holding cell that had other inmates. Then they opened the cell block door and told Johnny to enter. He did and they un-handcuffed him.

Meanwhile, a group of Detectives stood in front of a LCD monitor, the camera was on the holding cell Johnny just entered. The fifteen Detectives that woke up extra early to see this, they gathered around the LCD monitor watching Johnny meander around the cell not really making eye contact with any other inmates and completely out of his element.

A white inmate who was covered in tattoos and tall and skinny approached Johnny. He gestured over to his friends as they encircled him.

Johnny worst fears began unfolding, he didn’t know prison stuff and he was skinny and couldn’t fight. Now these inmates were honing -in on that, so he believed.

“You’re the guy who killed Margaret and her mother,” said the man covered in tattoos.

Johnny replied, “I didn’t kill anybody…especially not my girlfriend.”

“But they think you did, right.”

“They don’t know what they’re talking about,” replied Johnny.

Then out of know where, another white inmate blindsided Johnny, punching him in the head and then pushing him to the ground. Johnny attempted to get up but the other inmates were on him, throwing punches and hitting him back to the floor. Then they began to stomp him, kicking him in the head and in the ribs. Johnny, covered his head with his arms, but he still was getting pummeled by the heavy barge of kicks. Then he felt a devastating blow to his head, and an excruciating pain shot through his head. Now he thought he was going to die because he could not protect his head from the kicks.

Then he felt himself lifted, his eyes were still closed, and someone pulled his arms down while another inmate punched him squarely in the face. Johnny collapsed to the floor again, now fearing he was going to die.

Meanwhile, Detective Cole and the others watched the beating with admiration and just reason. This man was responsible for the deaths of two officers; Officer Sandra Peters and Detective Joey Lucas. It was their brand of justice, the kind that could not be bought off. Then Detective Cole waved over two sheriff deputies, who awaited his order, and they left the small room, entering the cell block and dispersing the inmates. When the inmates dispersed, Johnny laid comatose, he was barely conscious. The two brawny sheriffs picked Johnny up and they carried him over their shoulders, out of the holding cell and back to his cell where they laid him on his bunk. Johnny was too sore to move and his head to swollen to scream or holler. He just laid there until he fell asleep.

Father David Paul sat at a mahogany table sipping coffee and reading a newspaper. He was staying in a luxury hotel some fifteen stories high, over-looking Hollywood and the neon lights. He had read the headlines about the Midnight Star case. He had so many concerns, how he raised such a terrible man who could do such heinous crimes.

He thought of Nelson as a son, for he adopted him, and nevertheless, raised him ever since he was ten. He thought he instilled good values in Nelson. In fact, he was sure of that and he knew that Nelson was just a bad seed through and through. He had so many mixed emotions about Nelson’s second personality, this one he obviously kept hidden from the world. The way Father Paul saw it, Nelson had crossed the line, and there was no explanation to explain killing innocent people.

Father Paul picked up his cell phone and he dialed Rachel at Nelson’s home. He hoped she answered. The phone rang several times then suddenly she answered.

“Hello, who is this,” asked Rachel? 

“Rachel, I’ve been trying to call you.”

“Father Paul, I’m sorry, I’ve just been so depressed…”

Father Paul hadn’t even considered her inevitable pain and he felt stupid because he should’ve known Rachel would be depressed about the news of Nelson. So, he just listened to her.

“…how did he do this father?”

“I don’t know, but I want to find out. I apologize for not calling you Rachel. I should have realized you’d be upset… my apologies, Rachel.”

“I need to leave here father. I can’t see him anymore.”

“No Rachel. No, I shouldn’t say that…do what you need to do,” said Father Paul.

“Why, should I stay here? Nelson was living a double life, fooling me, and killing women. I need to leave now father.”

“Do, what you need to do…just do me one favor,” asked Father Paul?

“What, is it Father,” asked Rachel?

“When Nelson calls you, find out where he is for me. Can you do that much?”

“Why, father? You are going to stop him, aren’t you?”

“Rachel, he has to be stopped. He is obviously out of control. We need to find him and fast. Are you with me Rachel?”

“Yes, father I’m with you on this. When he calls me, I’ll call you. Now I need to pack. I’ll call you as soon as he contacts me…o.k. father.”

“Sounds good, you be careful with him. We cannot underestimate him. He was always troubled about a lot of things growing-up, I guess he succumb to those things with evil. Bye Rachel.”

After, Father Paul hung-up he dialed an old friend named Father Namon Crawly. He was an exorcist and the best in the Catholic Church. He had several exorcisms with those possessed by the damned. Father Paul waited as the cell phone rang, then he heard it answered.

“Hello. Is this Father Namon Crawly,” asked Father Paul? 

“Yes, this is he. Who am I speaking with?”

“It’s, Father Paul.”

“Oh, Father Paul…I’ve heard the disappointing news about Nelson. I suspect that’s why you’re calling me.”

“Most certainly…we have to find him and stop him,” replied Father Paul.

“I was thinking the same thing. You tell me where and when and I’ll be on the next flight down to southern California.”

“I’m staying at the Biltmore in West Los Angeles, Room 1552. When can you be here,” asked Father Paul?

“Give me a couple of hours and I’ll be there. I’ll catch the next flight and be there sometime today.”

“Good, I’ll look forward to seeing you.”

Meanwhile, Beth meditated in here séance room, she was searching her own peace. She meditated on different ways she could assist the police with the apprehension of Nelson. She wanted to stop Detuth if she could, but she did not know how. So, she meditated on the situation until she heard her door-bell ring. When she arose from her meditation she had a suspicious feeling it was the police, probably detectives who wanted some insight.

Beth approached the front door, she peeped through the peep hole, saw it was Detective Shields and another detective she presumed. She opened the door.

“Good morning officers, will you come in,” said Beth.

Detective Shields entered first, followed by Detective Cole walking behind him. Detective Shields was eager to understand and question her about certain things. He turned around and said, “What, do you think about the homicide of Detective Lucas?”

“It’s a lot more complex than one might think. I saw him confound you, Detective. You were staring at nothing, and you didn’t see him pass you. Nelson is demonstrating his demonic power of illusion. You must be careful on what you allow your eyes to see, because he seems to have access to our perceptions, something real weird, weird and spooky,” she replied.

“So that’s how you’re explaining my deception,” asked Shields? 

“For now, yes, except I don’t fully understand it. What, I do want to tell you is-I see him-Nelson. He’s in the mountains somewhere.”

Then Detective Cole interjected, saying, “You figure this Nelson deceived Johnny one of your pupils?”

“Yes, of course. I already explained that…Johnny was incoherent and delusional when we conducted the séance with Nelson. He became confused and did not know where he was. Then we hear he killed his girlfriend Margaret. I doubt he knew what he was doing if he did it.”

“So, you doubt he did it,” asked Cole?

Beth replied, “I don’t think Johnny did it. I believe that Nelson did it. And I think he wanted everyone to think he did it. What I am about to tell you is very strange. I had told Detective Lucas, before his sudden passing, well, I told him Nelson seems to be possessed by a demon named Detuth. During the séance that is the communication with this Detuth, he asked me if I wanted to see him. I said yes, so he revealed his face to me. He is a dragon with horns, Detective Cole.” Beth continued saying, “So, if we apply that same possession of the soul, and the events occurring to him, I’m saying Johnny is possessed too. To, what extent we do not know. I’m hoping he has the nerve to fight him back.”

“You should know Johnny Jones turned himself in,” said Cole. 

“He did. What did he tell you,” asked Beth?

“Interestingly, enough, he mentioned Nelson was hiding in the mountains, same as you seem to believe,” said Cole. He continued, “But I remember from Detective Lucas’s notes, notes he had hidden in his desk, notes that he was beginning to believe in the demonic issue here, Nelson was under the power of the devil. It’s odd that you feel the same way.”

“Yes, that’s exactly what I’m telling you. There is more here than meets the eye. This Detuth opened my third eye; in my mind he revealed himself and his appearance to me. If, he can reveal himself visually in my mind, something I couldn’t imagine, then he must be the one who is able to invade the sanctuary of our mind and our souls. You should understand this. Watch what you perceive to be…because what you see may be an illusion,” said Beth.

“What are you saying…that we can’t even trust our own minds,” asked Cole?

“Yes, that’s exactly what I’m saying. I am sorry I have to say this but it’s for your own good. He confounded you right before our eyes. We saw you shoot at nothing while you thought you were shooting at him. He was standing behind your partner. It’s just the truth, you didn’t see him Detective,” said Beth.

Detective Shields replied, “Johnny says he knows where Nelson is. Do you think we can trust him…or do you think he’ll lead us into a trap?”

“Johnny wouldn’t…but I can’t be certain. Like, I said before, there is a lot going on here,” said Beth.

…………………………………………………

It had been nearly a week since Johnny was beaten. It had also been a week since he told detectives he would like to help capture Nelson. Now he sat in his cell, still bruised and sore from the beating he knew Detective Cole arranged; he began to wonder if this was it. That his whole life would be incarceration, caged in cells doing a life sentence. It disturbed him because he knew he could not do it. All sorts of crazy thoughts raced through his mind, like committing suicide. He was trapped in this hell, in a situation where he didn’t have any control. For either the sheriffs would control his life from now on, or else it would be Nelson. Sometimes, his thinking would convince himself he was better off with Nelson on the run. At least he would not be caged like an animal. Then he heard the main entrance cell block gate swing open, and he heard foot- steps coming in his direction until they stopped just in front of his cell door.

It was Detective Shields standing beside a sheriffs’ deputy. He looked stunned and worried, like something was bothering him. He approached the cell door as the cell door mechanism was activated, the cell door opened. Johnny got up and he approached them.

“You’ve decided to take my offer,” asked Johnny?

“Yes, we have. We kind of have no choice. But this better not be a set-up boy. If it is, I will shoot you myself. Get ready we’re leaving right now.”

Nelson stood on the edge of the terrace of the log cabin, overlooking the tall forest trees and mountainous range. He was elevated some five stories above the ground. And the ground below sloped downward and then leveled off. He turned around because he needed a running start, and he ran to the edge of the terrace and jumped. As he fell, the sensation of falling so many stories increased his adrenaline deep into his veins. When he hit the ground, he was running and broke out into a sprint. As he sprinted through the woods, he started breaking branches as he passed through the woods at supernatural speed. 

He noticed his senses were heightened because he seemed to see every living rodent such as possums and rabbits. Then the deer scattered, as he ran through the woods and the birds leaped from their perch flying into the night sky, where the moon illuminated the ground around Nelson. Finally, Nelson reached his destination, resting in the plateau, his lungs expanded from exhaling the cold moist air.

He began to meditate on the appearance of the beast and tht e dragons that met him here for their communion. They had been talking to him through his mind, speaking to him about his duty to them. He did not quite understand the prior meetings other than they were the prophetic messages of their coming. In some-way, he had not figured out that he was enlisted to do their bidding. Tonight, he wondered what awaited him.

Meanwhile, Detective Shields drove as Detective Cole sat beside him and Johnny was sitting in the back seat, while they were traveling in a caravan. Detective Cole made sure he had back-up, so he arranged to have the SWAT team accompany them and if possible, capture Nelson. That was their plan.

Detective Shields leaned backwards, and he asked, “How much further?”

Johnny replied, “Another two minutes we should be there.”

In the SWAT tactical van, Sergeant Max Rubenstein went over the planned assault of the log cabin with his squad leader Thomas Butler. The Sergeant Rubenstein ordered the squad leader to assault the log cabin from all sides, so they could surround Nelson, so he couldn’t escape. The orders also were to shoot first, and they’ll fill in the blanks later. They all wanted Nelson dead, not captured alive.

Johnny pointed to the log cabin that sat alone on top of the highest point in the mountain community. The SWAT team heard Detective Shields over the intercom telling them they arrived at their final destination and then they pulled into the long dirt drive way and parked. The thirteen members of the SWAT team did a security check on their weapons and gear as they awaited their orders. Then Max gave them the order and they barreled out of the van in two groups and they surrounded the log cabin. Johnny sat in the squad car, already aware that Nelson was probably in the woods. There stood a four-foot flame in front of Nelson, slowly burning, as if, the flame had an identity. Nelson had never seen a flame such as this, because the flame was fueled by its own power, not consuming anything for its life, it burned, and formed like an image unrevealed to him. But he had the strangest feeling the flame had a great significance and in remembrance of his nightmares, he wondered, if he, would learn the identity of the image forming in the mist of the flames tonight.

Then a swift wind passed beside him, alerting him that they had arrived. The feminine spirits began to swirl above as the howling began to ring through the woods.

The SWAT team members charged the log cabin, kicking in doors and running inside the dark cabin searching for Nelson. The SWAT team searched through each room with their automatic machine guns ready to pump this suspect full of bullets. But after the tactical assault, they met in the living room, waving their assault rifles and finding nothing.

Squad leader Thomas Butler radioed Sgt. Rubenstein telling him the situation. He told him the house was empty. Immediately, Max hopped out of the tactical SWAT van, then he marched over to Detective Shields and he waved him out of the car. Johnny sat in the backseat watching Shields communicate with the SWAT leader.

Detective Shields turned around and began walking toward the squad car. He opened the front door and looked at Johnny.

“He’s not there, do you know where he is,” asked Shields? 

“He’s in the woods, I know where,” replied Johnny.

In the woods, Nelson was still engrossed in the flame that stood before him. The feminine spirits were no-longer flying, but they had fallen to the ground and began to prance. Nelson watched them prance before, it was usually just before the beasts and the dragons rose through their bodies. The sight of it all, he had dreamed for years, and now in reality, at least the one he knew, the sight of the beasts and dragons was astonishing, as they enclosed him in their circle. Then the beasts rose, from the transparent spirits loins the beast, passed through and sat on their thrones. When the assimilation was finished, there was one beast not sitting in his throne. Nelson immediately recognized the missing beast as the black grizzly bear beast that he most admired.

Now, as in previous dreams, rose the demonic looking dragons, with their icy cold eyes and wicked looking horns, these green and blue dragons were ages old, seeing mankind evolve; maybe over centuries. Now the séance was about to begin, as the howls turned into a shrieking melody mixed with string instruments playing a wretched acid tune created by the ungodly angels of death. Nelson heard the wretched acid music ringing in his ears, like an energy it charged him. Then the music died down to a silence. Slowly, the sounds of fire crackling raised louder, the fire increasing in size and energy, as Nelson awaited the next phase. Now, the flame began to grow taller and more profound, it began coming toward him slowly. Nelson stood there frozen, maybe even mesmerized by the mysterious sight. He wondered if the flame would consume him. As he thought about the approaching flame, he wondered about the image burning inside the flame.

Meanwhile, Detective Shields and Johnny led the SWAT team and its leader, Max Rubinstein through the woods. Detective Shields followed Johnny’s suggestions as they hiked through the shrubbery until Johnny told Detective Shields they were almost there.

“When we climb this hill, we should see him on the other-side,” said Johnny.

Johnny and Detective Shields began to ascend-up the rocky hillside, their footing giving away while they climbed as they were approaching the summit of the hill. Johnny wondered, if he would die tonight. Johnny knew if, Nelson saw them with him, he would automatically assume Johnny showed them where he was. He also wondered if the SWAT team could arrest him tonight. In the back of his mind he figured they couldn’t.

Johnny reached the summit and Detective Shields came to rest beside him. Then the SWAT team lead by Sergeant Rubenstein reached the summit, they were breathing hard and were tight. Then Johnny saw Nelson standing in the middle of the beasts and dragons, he relished the sight of the beasts and dragons because now he could prove Nelson was possessed by the demons below. Maybe, now they would believe him, and he could escape the death penalty.

As Nelson stood there, the four foot flame began approaching him. He knew the flame would engulf him but as he observed the breasts and dragons, he notice the black grizzly bear demon stood and began coming his direction. Then the flame of fire engulfed Nelson as Barouch simultaneously stepped into the flame. Nelson began to holler in agony, tortured by the possession of his flesh. The agony of the fire inside him began consuming his soul into damnation, but like a trial of faith, he latched on to the idea that the demons sitting on the thrones before him endured such agony. So he pinned up his agony and he dealt with the pain not hollering out loud anymore. Once he understood the torture of the flame and the possession of his soul and body, his entrance into evil was maybe the beginning of his last thought. So Nelson dealt with the intense pain which began to strengthen his mind while fortifying his body, similar to forging steel. Now, the tolerance he built up against the fire that burned inside of him gave him hope that he could tolerate the agonies of hell began to fuel itself with more energy. His eyes opened to see the other-side of his new found duties. His eyes becoming extremely red, and his skin toned changed from greenish to reddish, as his veins colored greenish and protruded out of his forehead.

“What in God’s name are we witnessing,” said Officer Malik Anders?

“I don’t know but we have orders to apprehend this subject and that’s what we’re going to do,” replied Max. 

Max then gestured toward his Squad Leader Thomas Butler, who in return waved to Officer Harry Shell, the Assault Team Leader, and four men began to descend the hill toward the plateau. Then, Harry pointed in the opposite direction, dispensing another four SWAT officers, as the others got down in prone positions ready to fire.

Nelson started feeling his body change, as it strengthened itself to the immense pain that he was enduring. He looked around the circle and took in the gaze of the beasts and dragons as he burned. He could see from their expression that the burning of his flesh was symbolic of something greater than himself. Then the sky darkened into midnight as it moved quickly above him. A vortex was opened to the underworld and the wind came from the mysterious vortex as the satanic music played in the air. Nelson then roared like a beast and his face changed into something the resemblance of a black grizzly bear.

From above Johnny and Detective Shields witnessed the paranormal events and were amazed by the sight of Nelson on fire and not consumed. Now Johnny became convinced it was a bad idea to have bought these cops into their slaughter. He watched as the two groups of four approached the plateau where the séance was taking place.

Now, Squad Leader Butler crouched low with three others, they were standing feet from the spiritual sight that confounded them, their assault pistols ready. On the other-side, Harry led his group as they neared the spiritual séance. Harry was not impressed by the paranormal sight, nor did he care about satanic worshippers who conjured up the spirits. All he knew was he had a suspect in sights and he had to apprehend him.

Nelson came to himself, something he could never have imagined. He found this enormous power from within and his muscles tightened with this underlying power. He raised his arms in triumph and he exalted himself before the beasts and dragons.

Detuth sat on his throne with the other twelve dragons admiring Nelson’s strength, knowing their possession of his soul was the possession they desired. Thus, Detuth figured his assent into the realm of life would come through Nelson’s soul and body. He telepathically conveyed that to Nelson, and he heard it in his mind. Nelson took his hands and in between his hands formed a ball of fire. Then he hurled the ball of fire into the mountain and it knocked down several trees.

Officer Harry and his squad reached the top of the plateau and without warning they opened fire into the thirteen dragons but the bullets passed through their spiritual bodies. Now, the dragons started to dematerialize until they were completely gone. Then the thirteen beasts vanished themselves. Now, Butler and his squad ran onto the plateau and Nelson was surrounded by the SWAT team.

Again, Nelson formed a fire ball in his hands and hurled it in the direction of the SWAT officers and the ball of fire ignited them into flames. Squad Leader Butler saw Malik on the ground trying to put the flames out and he turned to Nelson and fired bullets into his loins. Now, Nelson spun around and fired another fireball at SWAT Officer Harry, but he dodged the fireball.

Johnny and Detective Shields stood on top of the cliff watching Nelson hurl fire balls at the SWAT officers while they scrambled for cover. They watched as Nelson ran down two SWAT officers and plunged his iron rod into their backs and blood squirted onto his black robe. SWAT Officer, Diane Santucci figured Nelson’s powers were in his belt, as she turned around to face him. She fired bullets into his belt, but the bullets ricocheted off it. When she noticed the bullets had no affect on their suspect, she froze, staring into Nelson’s intense eyes.

Flesh ripped open at Nelson’s forearm and the iron rod straighten to full length as he approached her. She didn’t know what to do; she had fallen into a haze and was removed from the event. Nelson crept closer, methodically approaching her as Squad Leader Harry ran up to Nelson from behind, he leaped shoulder first knocking Nelson to the ground. The other SWAT officers circled around the scene while Nelson regained his stance. Harry pulled his automatic pistol and pointed it at Nelson’s head and was about to pull the trigger. Nelson extended his arm and another fireball shot out hitting Harry in the upper torso and scalding his flesh. He stumbled back in pain, frantically grabbing at the flames that began to consume him, in vain, he thought, for the fire was moving too fast.

Standing from the cliff above were Detective Shields and SWAT Sergeant Max, who were becoming anxious and confused whether or not to engage this horrifying event. Max became frustrated with the sight of Harry’s face being burned right before his very eyes, so he quickly ran down the cliff and engaged in the fight. Now Johnny looked over to Detective Shields with worry written all over his face. He had serious doubts about the apprehension of Nelson, he feared he would be killed himself if the SWAT team were unsuccessful.

Nelson faced the six remaining SWAT officers, his fireball spinning in his hands, and Officer Harry’s charred face still shone with an insane determination not to lose to this demonic foe, as he remained standing only two feet away from him. Harry lunged at Nelson throwing punches at his face but Nelson plunged his iron rod into his sternum and Harry fell dead. Immediately, Nelson began to march back towards the remaining SWAT officers, when the twelve beasts rose from the ground and the thirteen dragons rose from the ground and encircled the SWAT officers in their arena of evil. Now the SWAT officers panicked when they saw the return of these inhuman figures and they also saw that they were all trapped inside their circle of evil. Nelson then hurled the spinning fireball that was in his hands into three of the SWAT officers and they erupted into a ball of flames as screams of imminent death echoed throughout the wilderness.

There was this energy force that restrained SWAT Sergeant Max from proceeding unto the plateau where the action was unfolding. He saw how Nelson just burned five of his best men with these fireballs and there he was standing at the bottom of the clearing not able to do anything.

The last three SWAT officers spread apart, one moving to Nelson’s right, one moving to Nelson’s left, and one standing right in front of him. Maybe it was an act of desperation when SWAT Officer Steve Morris charged Nelson but he was plunged through with Nelson’s iron rod and hurled through the air like a rag doll.

Then Officer Kerry Smith searched the ground for an escape or a gun or ammunition, he did not know what to grab. He only saw this beast of a man that resembled the graphing of a black grizzly bear with superhuman strength, approaching him with his iron rod extended. He scrambled away from this grizzly bear beast of a man, heading for the cover of the wilderness. If, he could only make it down from this platform maybe he could hide himself from this evil that killed his buddies. But Officer Smith didn’t make it very far, he ran into the invisible force that surrounded the séance and he fell to the ground. Immediately, he jumped up, and there was Nelson standing right in front of him. He reared his arm back and before he could throw the punch, Nelson speared him with his iron rod and Officer Smith died instantly.

The last remaining SWAT Officer, Walt Warren opened fire with his automatic pistol sending a barge of bullets into Nelson’s body. Nelson turned around while the bullets bounced off his supernatural body and flew in the air. Then Officer Warren dropped the magazine clip to the automatic pistol and reloaded while Nelson looked downward at SWAT Sergeant Rubenstein with a sneer, he ran his finger across his neck and he charged Officer Warren striking him to the ground. Officer Warren crawled away from Nelson fearing his death was imminent. He had no more desire to live and wished Nelson would just end it all for him. Nelson came to stand over his injured body and straddle him as he thrust his iron-rod through his back instantly killing him. Then some magnetic force flashed through the sky and Nelson growled as Sergeant Rubenstein watched in horror, the beast of a man hollering like some crazed creature, he turned and ran.

On the cliff, Detective Shields felt his Glock 9mm which he knew was useless. He looked down to Sergeant Max Rubenstein who was climbing the path back to them. He knew it was about a mile or more back to their squad car and if this tale of horror went as he predicted Nelson would meet up with them somewhere along the path. He looked at Johnny while they waited for Sergeant Rubenstein to climb the last part of the mountain. When SWAT Sergeant Rubenstein reached the summit they hurried into the dense shrubbery, heading back to the log cabin.

Johnny was leading them through the last patch of scrubs just before the log cabin when Nelson appeared in front of the three. He no longer had the appearance of the black grizzly bear but was in his flesh. His iron rod was extended, covered with flesh and dripping with blood. His eyes were softer and even human as he stood there. He appeared to be summoning Johnny to come with him. Then Nelson sent a telepathic communication to Johnny asking, “Will you hide from me?”

Johnny looked over to Detective Shields and SWAT Sergeant Rubenstein and he said, “I gotta go with him or else he’ll kill us.”

Nelson waved his arm at Johnny who followed his master’s order and proceeded toward him. In seconds, the two vanished into the woods.

Meanwhile, Detective Cole shined his flashlight on the walls of the log cabin. He walked into each room shining his flashlight when he came to a wall written in blood. He came closer to the blood wiped on the wall but he have to wait until sunrise to read the blood spread on the wall. He turned flashlight some more and there in the corner he saw a boars head severed and resting on a wooden stump. His eyes remained fixed on the boar’s head as he crept closer. Just then, he felt a breeze blow past him. He was stunned and unnerved by the swift wind, but he speculated that something had entered the room. He felt almost sure someone, or something was standing behind him. So he twisted around as fast as he could and he pointed his pistol but nothing was there. Then he heard the sliding glass window opening, so he left the room to see who it was. He entered the next room and saw Detective Shields entering with Sergeant Max Rubenstein, a depressed look on both of their faces.


14. Michael

 

 

In the luxurious lobby of the Swiss Hotel, Father David Paul sat in the lounge sipping on some cappuccino and tapping his pen on the cherry wood table. He was waiting on Father Namon Crawley, an expert with demonic spirits. Then he appeared standing at the entrance, his eyes still icy blue and his once black mustache was profoundly grey now and neatly trimmed. He wore a shaved head and his stature was sturdy. He saw Father Paul and he approached the table.

Father Paul stood-up and the two embraced. Then they sat and caught up on the recent events. Father Crawley ordered a brandy with pasta and then they began discussing Nelson.

“The death toll of the sheriffs is eleven and friends told me that they believe something evil and possessed came into that jailhouse. It caught my attention…I was wondering certain things,” said Father Crawley.

“About what,” replied Father Paul. “You don’t think that I have something to do with this, do you?”

“I don’t know, I haven’t seen you in some time. People change.” Father Paul was a bit surprised; he felt a little insulted and he couldn’t blame the parish for his concern.

Then he said, “Do not worry about me, of course I don’t have anything to do with Nelson’s murderous behavior. I called you to help me.”

“Father, I don’t think you can blame me for asking,” replied. Father Crawley. “No one is above scrutiny in this, including you. But we are past that now. I want to meet Nelson as quick as possible so we can bind those evil spirits if they exist in him. Do you know where we can find him?”

“I don’t off hand, but I have one idea, maybe it’ll work.”

Father Crawley sternly and confidently replied, “He’s in the moment, caught in his rage, from something evil and demonic, we need to know the entity of the demon in charge. You mentioned a psychic, do you remember?”

“You’re talking about Beth…she claims to be able to talk to the dead. Who knows, maybe she has a connection in this whole process.”

“You think she knows where he might be…if so, don’t hesitate to say so?”

“It’s worth a try. I say we go over there today and visit her.”

Father Crawley searched the lounge for someone as his eyes shifted from Father Paul. When he saw the person he was searching for, he waved him over to the table. Seconds later, a young man wearing a black tunic with the hood over his head approached the table, his brown eyes showing determination and courage behind his youth. He wasn’t a big guy, but he looked sturdy and agile. Father Paul looked over to Father Crawley and smiled.

“You must be Michael,” said Father Paul.

In the police station, Detective Cole listened to every horrifying account of his partner’s experience in the wilderness and how the SWAT team was dismantled. Next to Detective Shields was SWAT Sergeant Max Rubenstein who seconded every account of Detective Shields. But now Detective Cole began to believe the supernatural element of this case all the more, especially since police were having a hell of a time bringing this murderer to justice.

Then Detective Shields blurted out, “We’re not ever going to apprehend this dude with mere guns. I don’t think we know what we’re going to use to stop this individual.”

“From what I saw, we can’t be sure he’s acting alone,” said SWAT Sergeant Rubenstein. “What I saw in this man is a larger scheme and something way more sinister, is taking place. If, it wasn’t so, why were those demons seated on their thrones rooting him on?”

“I agree whole heartedly,” seconded Shields. “This is what I’ve been trying to tell you all along. It seems like you’re coming along.”

“When I saw the writings on the wall, drawn in blood and the boars head severed the way it was, it symbolizes the satanic connection you were pointing too. So yes, I am convinced of the supernatural powers that are at work now,” replied Detective Cole.

Detective Shields continued, saying, “There’s more to it than just that. There are other things we saw, more than just demons. We saw dragons and a beast sitting on these thrones, as if they were initiating Nelson into the cult. They engulfed him in fire, which has the significance of hell-fire I believe. I also think Nelson got his supernatural powers from this séance or what have you. I don’t think we can defeat him until we figure all this stuff out. We must separate him from these dark forces, if we’re able to succeed in doing so.”

“O.k., I get the message,” said Cole. “I only have one thing I want to change, and that’s Beth.”

“What’s a matter with Beth,” asked Shields?

“We have our own psychics at our disposal. I think we need a second opinion,” replied Cole.

“I have no problem with that, just as long as they can tell us our next step, I have no problem with this at all.”

In a remote area, still in the mountains and living in an abandoned log cabin Nelson sat on the wooden floor in the middle of candles that lit and illuminated the room with natural light. He was meditating, maybe even over thinking, but he was astonished by what he done to the SWAT team. He knew that a lot of the power came from the underworld and therefore he knew they had his soul in their powers. That was a frightening thought, to realize one’s strength others had control over. He wondered if he would ever think for himself, or would he be used in some twisted game of good versus evil.

Johnny sat in front of the fireplace, he was depressed and feeling hopeless. He observed Nelson from the corner of the room who was sitting Indian style with his arms folded. Nelson’s mood changed ever since his escape. He seemed more organized and sharper. Johnny wondered if he was waiting for the right moment, like a ceremony that entailed sacrificing him to the dragons of the underworld. He remembered the dragons from the mountains, and he knew they held the key to Nelson’s powers. He also knew in the flash that they could order Nelson to sacrifice him and he would be dead.

Father Paul and Father Crawley saw Beth early that morning. She told them she saw Nelson at a pool hall. Then she described the events that unfolded in her vision and the result was morbid.

So, Father Paul and his associate Father Crawley traveled to the place tucked in an industrial area, it was late and quiet. Then they heard rap music playing in a warehouse and cars were parked outside. Michael popped up from the back seat and he asked Father Crawley if he should bring his sword.

Father Namon Crawley nonchalantly turned around and replied, “Of course.”

Michael sat back in the dark shadow and he awaited his next command.

In the after-hours spot the roughest of characters enjoyed the festivities which were plentiful. On the stage danced strippers and on the floor were pool tables and gangsters gambling. Most everybody in the warehouse knew Dirty Dee. He was the main man in the establishment, now legit in shipping and receiving. He transported drugs for years under the disguise of truck deliveries and he was by definition a hustler and brawler.

Dirty Dee and his guards were tucked in the back room gambling and drinking, while some girls danced exotically for them entertainment. A nemesis to Dirty Dee in gambling was G Rue. He was incredibly lucky and was winning all the paper tonight. Dirty Dee was frowning as G Rue pulled another pot over to himself. He was grinning which showed off his gold teeth and laughing about his amazing luck. Behind G Rue stood his bodyguards holding Mach-10’s with silencers attached to them.

As well, Dirty Dee was also protected by the men standing beside him holding stolen police issued machine gun pistols. This was the thug life from the ghetto; living large and still with the violent business.

Nelson and Johnny hid on the roof calculating their entrance with so many people in the warehouse. Johnny wondered how Nelson was going to subdue everyone that might attack him. There were about hundred fifty or hundred sixty people in the warehouse and below Tiny Loc was winning in pool. Next to him was his ace Milky, a killer from the hood. Tiny Loc had a real grudge against the man he was playing pool against for the turf in West Los Angeles. T- Bone was the nigga Tiny Loc wanted dead. He just had to wait for the right time to murder him. But T-Bone was grimy, and he had rose up in the crime syndicate from making hits on the contracts his mob bosses wanted. He would not hesitate to let loose with his trademark Glock 9mm’s he had tucked in his waistband. It was a money thing and the survival of the fittest issue.

Tiny Loc sneered over at T-Bone as he grabbed the hundred- dollar bill on the edge of the pool table, then he said, “Nigga that’s pool shooting, no luck in this baby…nothing but skills, my nigga.”

“Nigga, that isn’t shit. I ain’t finished, I want my seconds back my nigga,” replied T-Bone. Then T-Bone put his index finger behind his back, which was a signal to his gunmen to shoot Tiny Loc and his posse. Suddenly, three thugs came into Tiny Loc’s eyes, they were pointing UZI’s at him and they sprayed. Tiny Loc’s cap was peeled and his chest opened up like Swiss cheese. He fell to the floor dead as T-Bone’s men continued to fire on the rest of Tiny Loc’s men, shredding them to pieces.

Dirty Dee and his guards jumped up wondering about the gun fire and who was shooting. It was a dirty game said Dirty Dee, and he trusted no one. When he looked at the surveillance monitor, he saw T- Bone smiling into the camera. He intentionally blocked the camera from showing them what exactly happened. Immediately, Dirty Dee grabbed his Glock 40 caliber and he turned around wondering what T- Bone and Milky had done. He raced out of his upper-level office and he looked down at the commotion. As he watched the end of the gun- fight, which some of T-Bone’s men fired some last shots into the men still breathing, he saw Milky and T-Bone holding their Mach 10’s and beaming with elation. Then for some mysterious reason, Dirty Dee decided to look upward, and when he did, he saw this crazy sight of a man descending from the rafters, without any ropes. When he saw this man descending from the high-rise ceiling without any ropes, he was baffled and scared, for there were spirits flying underneath the man descending from the rafters.

Now he was about his level, and his men pointed at Nelson, wondering how he was descending without any thing visible aiding him. Now the men dressed in the black robe touched the ground, as Dirty Dee and his men beside him grew anxious to see what was about to transpire below them on the ground floor.

Below, T-Bone and Milky watched as Nelson descended and slowly landed on the ground to stand just before them. Now the lights in the background began to flicker on and off, and the translucent spirits that proceeded this unholy being vanished, leaving them to wonder what the devil had brought in.

After Nelson landed, he peered into the eyes of T-Bone’s men, whom pointed Mach-10’s in his direction, as he brazenly stood there matching their sneers and waiting. But the criminals pointing their weapons at him seemed unfazed by the entrance of Nelson, and they simultaneously fired their Mach 10’s, as shells spit out their gun slides, the smoke in the warehouse clouded their sight and they couldn’t see what they were shooting at. Nelson moved in a flash, and was now standing behind the men shooting in his direction. Then he speared T- Bone in the back and lifted him high for all to see. When Milky and the other men saw the great feat they dispersed, each dropping his weapon and running, and they didn’t turn back. Dirty Dee had seen enough and he descended the stairwell following his five men and he ran to hide. His men each found themselves large steel containers or trailers in the warehouse, using almost anything they could find to hide. When Nelson finished laughing, he realized there were plenty of men to draw strength from and he thought to start with Milky So Nelson focused his attention, he began searching the area, by over-turning crates filled with fish and throwing wooden pallets until he sensed Milky hiding behind a steel container just ahead of him. He waited patiently, using his extraordinary senses to sniff out Milky, walking methodically towards the steel trailer ports used to transport large cargo, he gestured towards the steel container and it flew away uncovering Milky.

Nelson said, “You’d be horrible at hide and seek.”

“Who the fuck is you,” said Milky as he shifted his position behind the steel container?

As Nelson proceeded forward toward him; Milky stood-up with his Mach 10 cocked and ready to fire.

“What the hell are you doing,” said Milky as he pointed his Mach 10 at Nelson, “I’m about to blow your head off and you keep coming.”

“Searching for blood, human blood and you look like a reliable donor,” replied Nelson. Nelson continued to advance toward Milky, who attempted to squeeze the trigger as Nelson advanced, he came to rest just inches away from his nose and stabbed him through his chest and he died right there. Then Nelson gingerly turned around to face Dirty Dee and he smiled.

Dirty Dee said, “I know you don’t expect a payment for this,” as he hid and watched behind another steel container. But he knew hiding was not the answer. So he uncovered himself and so did some of his men. They gathered around Nelson each still holding his own firearm.

“Why, not, I just eliminated your competition.”

“I know you. Where, do I know you from,” asked Dirty Dee? 

“We crossed paths about two years ago. You should remember. You had your men stomp me unconscious,” replied Nelson as he sneered at Dirty Dee.

‘Yeah, yeah, I remember you. I told you if I ever saw your face again, I would shoot it off. Why, didn’t you listen,” said Dirty Dee as he raised his Glock and pointed it. “What is your problem? You have a death wish.”

“Death…you know nothing about death. That, I can assure you,” replied Nelson.

“Shoot that nigga,” said Dirty Dee. Then his men opened-up on Nelson. As his men fired on Nelson, Dirty Dee ran back upstairs to his office as the bullets seemed to ricochet off Nelson’s thick black robe. Nelson turned faster than lightning, crossing the gap between him and the gangsters and he engaged them, stabbing each of them with his iron rod until all the mobsters were dead. Now only Dirty Dee was left as he ran in his office. When he reached his office, he knew exactly where to find his sword for it hung right above his desk. He pulled the sword off of its holder and pulled the sheath back exposing the shiny edge. Dirty Dee waltzed around the desk wielding his shiny sword and he began to swing his weapon at Nelson.

Nelson dodged the edge of Dirty Dee’s sword while considering the possibility of being stabbed by his opponent, he wondered if he could die if he were stabbed. Then he realized he could suffer a mortal wound that would end his reign of terror. Nelson searched his thoughts, thinking this opponent had armed himself with the perfect weapon. But for Dirty Dee he realized the sword he had begun to wield could possibly destroy the supernatural man standing before him. So he charged the stranger again, while hurling sweeping sword strikes at this evil looking man.

Dirty Dee’s assault kept Nelson reeling backwards in retreat as he threw his furniture from one side to the other trying to get to Nelson. Now, his courage abounded and he saw his intruder as nothing more than a mere man armed with some supernatural force. But he wasn’t the type to shy away from the dark side because he had risen through the ranks of the mob to get to where he was at doing dirty deeds for the mob. That was how he earned his name. Now, he advanced toward Nelson with a renewed confidence as Nelson composed himself realizing his fate rested in his own ability to defeat this man the old fashion way.

Johnny stood at the entrance secretly pulling for Dirty Dee to kill Nelson. He wasn’t going to help this evil bastard that killed his girlfriend, and her mother and somehow pinned the whole thing on him. Then an idea struck him and he entered further into the office as Nelson retreated behind a metal file cabinet that he thought to launch at Dirty Dee and did so with his mind. Dirty Dee was struck by the file cabinet forcing him to the ground as Johnny scurried over behind Dirty Dee’s desk and grabbed another sword. Now, Johnny turned against Nelson and he blocked Nelson’s iron rod as he attempted to plunge it into Dirty Dee.

Nelson’s eyes lit-up when he realized Johnny betrayed him. Now Johnny began his own assault and while Nelson dodged the assault, he launched a fireball at him. By now, Dirty Dee had regained his stance and he engaged Nelson, bringing ferocious swings down upon Nelson’s head. Then Johnny engaged the fight and he plunged the sword into Nelson’s right rib cage and Nelson felt it. Nelson pivoted artfully as the two men took their turns assaulting him. He could feel the blood dripping; his rib cage soaking his robe and that baffled him for he felt he had died. He had reasoned that when he was sent to hell in the dream, he had with the pitchfork and the branding of the six commandments that he couldn’t bleed or die anymore. Now, he realized he was wrong. He had to take these two men seriously and he drew on his inner spirit, launching yet another attack on his adversaries.

Meanwhile, Father David Paul and Father Namon Crawley entered the warehouse, Michael following behind them. They followed the natural pathway through the pallets of merchandise and they came upon the security forces that lay dead in their own blood. Father Crawley knelt and ran his index finger across the chest of a wounded man. He evaluated the wound, concluding that he had been stabbed with some sharp object. Then a shrieking scream came from the second floor and the three looked upstairs and they saw the office where the loud scream had come from. They ran upstairs and when they came to the door, they saw the young man named Johnny dangling from the penetrating rod of iron. His eyes had no life in them as Father Crawley came face to face with the serial killer. Nelson pushed Johnny’s lifeless body off of his bloody iron rod and he stood there facing Father Crawley and his mentor Father Paul.

Father Crawley stepped towards Nelson raising his crucifix and muttering ancient words of the high priests as Nelson cringed. Behind Father Crawley followed Michael as he pushed past the priest, withdrew his sword, and advanced toward Nelson.

Meanwhile, Dirty Dee beamed with angry eyes as he rushed Nelson still trying to kill his adversary. Michael watched the two blocking each other’s strikes and how Nelson wielded his iron rod. Then Nelson went into hyper-speed and he plunged his iron rod into Dirty Dee’s chest, Dirty Dee wiggled frantically until his eyes closed into the everlasting darkness.

Nelson looked at the smaller young kid, who was dressed in a black tunic. The youth appeared agile and willing. How, willing he wound soon find out. Michael stood strong never allowing this demon to scare him.

But, to Nelson the kid did not shake him. So, he walked past Michael and he took inventory of the priests he knew concealed the real exorcist in the Catholic Church. He remembered his youth in the priesthood, he remembered these exorcists very well. These exorcists had such an intimidating and serious demeanor that set them apart from the other Catholic priests it was unmistakable when one saw them.

His graying black hair and thick gray goatee expressed a determined and dignified man. As Nelson thought about the meaning of this meeting, he looked into the eyes of Father Paul who appeared stunned. Immediately, he shook it off, he did not want to have a conscious, or sympathy. He had changed from the inside out, now he was a beast searching for his prey.

Nelson spoke, saying, “Where did you get him from,” as he evaluated the kid standing before him.

Father Crawley snickered and walked up behind Michael saying,” He’s the soldier of God, your nemesis.”

Nelson turned away from them. Turning his back, he rounded the desk as Michael stayed close following behind him. Now, his iron rod disappeared as he sat in the chair and kicked his feet up on the desk while folding his arms behind his head. As he sat, he drew an imaginary circle with his index finger and another fireball appeared.

Michael stood there unfazed but very ready, holding his trusty sword in both of his hands. He was standing just three feet from his adversary while he observed the fire ball swirling in Nelson’s hands, Michael reached in his black tunic pocket and he grabbed a sacred pouch filled with blessed spices.

Nelson said, “Welcome to my house of hell,” as he hurled the fire ball directly at Father Crawley. Michael took the pouch of blessed spices and he hurled it at the fireball striking it in mid-flight and exploding the fireball. Nelson was stunned as Michael advanced forward coming down with his sword upon Nelson’s head, as he turned away from the swing and hit the floor hard. Michael rushed in, again coming down upon Nelson’s head with the sword and Nelson rolled over on his shoulders, trying to dodge the sword strikes until he was on his feet. Now Nelson stood eye to eye with the hooded Michael who was still approaching him with caution. Then as Nelson began to raise his iron rod, Michael closed in until he charged and leaped and they broke through the drywall into the warehouse, falling twenty feet until they hit a fourteen foot stack of wooden crates filled with fish. When Nelson’s head hit the crates, the impact dazed him. Michael began to punch Nelson in the face, but the punches only awoke the evil in Nelson. He thrust his iron rod towards Michael’s abdomen but the thrust hit only air.

Nelson looked for the courageous soldier of God, believing now this hooded warrior came to take his life. Then Father Crawley’s face popped into Nelson’s sight, he could barely make out what the man was saying. Then he looked upward seeing Father Crawley standing in the break of the broken wall. Nelson decided to escape the scene and he began running through the rows of crates when he was struck by Michael and thrown into an old Chevy F-250 used to haul fish. Now Michael began locking unto Nelson’s arm and he had a two foot dagger in his hands. Nelson caught the dagger before Michael could push it into his chest. Nelson struggled to keep him from thrusting the dagger in him, as they twisted each other’s bodies, fighting to subdue one another. Nelson’s superhuman strength unfolded and he took the leverage over the smaller, weaker Michael bending him backwards- he threw Michael fifteen feet into the steel toolshed.

By this time, Father Paul and Father Crawley had left the office, descending the stairs they approached what appeared to them as a man burning inside his own skin. Nelson was standing ready in position as Michael lay conscious but unable to move. When Father Paul and Father Crawley stood there searching the soul of one assuredly possessed, the reddish skin was obviously radiated by the flames of hell.

In one fast motion Nelson hurled objects through the air at the two priests who dodged the objects. Suddenly, Nelson magically lifted a larger object, a refrigerator, and he hurled it at the running priests, which landed against empty crates that exploded into pieces from the force of the blow. Father Paul thought he found a safe place behind a steel fishing basket some fifteen feet tall but when he saw Nelson lifting a motorcycle with his gestures, he prepared to run. He had a chance to see Father Crawley crouched down behind a trap door descending to the sea. He ran to him and descended down the rope latter onto a floating dock.

Meanwhile, Michael regained movement in his arms and legs and he got to his feet but he didn’t see Nelson. Michael looked for his mentor, Father Crawley, and like some instinctive insight he began running trying to figure out where his mentor disappeared too. Then he came upon his mentor and Father Paul, as he stood above at the trap door that led to the small dock below. He jumped off the ledge and landed on the floating dock. He picked Father Crawley up and Father Paul rose and they looked across the dark sea into the midnight blackness of the Pacific Ocean. Then Michael saw Nelson standing on the shore and he was looking directly at them. Michael began to cross the floating platforms when Father Crawley noticed Nelson walking into the black midnight air.

“Let him go Michael,” said Father Crawley. “You’ll fight him another day.”


15. New Blood

 

 

The sun was barely breaking through the clouds hovering over the docks, as the coroner loaded bodies into ambulances brought to carry away the victims of Nelson’s wrath. On the docks were Detectives Shields and Cole listening to Father Paul explain what he witnessed. While, Detective Shields listened, he wondered who it was that was standing beside another priest whom appeared to be uncooperative with the investigation. The young man was wearing some medieval tunic, all in black and concealing his face from the head cap he was wearing. He looked so ready for a war from hell.

“Who’s that standing over there,” asked Shields?

Father Paul knew who he was talking about, but he needed to keep the mission secret. Then he replied, “That’s Michael.” Before he could react, Detective Shields and Cole walked over to the interesting looking warrior, who obviously held his sword in the sheath to use it against Nelson. Father Paul followed the Detectives over to Michael and Father Crawley.

Detective Shields stopped right in front of Michael, whose face he could hardly see because of the head cap he was wearing. But he could see enough of his face to tell he was incredibly young and very strong. He appeared trained for combat like a Marine is trained for combat. His eyes were brown and piercing as he studied the Detective who stood in front of him. Another thing noteworthy about the tunic wearing soldier was his stature because he was not very big but appeared very agile.

“Who are you,” asked Detective Shields?

“I’m a student of the faith,” replied Michael. “Why?” 

“Is this your teacher, and are you a vigilante?”

“I work for the Church,” said Michael as he turned his head away from the Detective. He had his orders which he kept to himself.

Suddenly, Detective Shields reached for the sword, but Michael caught his hand and Detective Cole advanced forward until Father Crawley interrupted him.

“We appreciate your service to us, but we have a handle on this, please step back Detective,” said Father Crawley.

Detective Shields knew better than to upset a Catholic priest in such an instance. Then, he could tell from the Father’s demeanor that he was a dignitary with influence. His long grayish goatee and receding hairline expressed wisdom and intellect. Therefore, he stepped back and allowed them to pass. Father Crawley led Michael to the Lincoln Town Car, and they departed from the scene of Nelson’s murderous rampage.

Hours later, Michael sat on an old wooden locker contemplating the events with his foe as they unfolded and he was searching for an answer. He hadn’t experienced anything like what he had experienced with Nelson and his superhuman strength. The basement wine cellar was nippy but not too cold. The cellar was large enough for Michael to practice with his blessed sword. So, he rose from the wooden locker and he began to take short, sharp cuts with his trusty sword, as a way of gaining confidence in himself and in the task at hand. He performed the sword movements he had learned but he had no formal training with the sword. He had no instructor to teach him the way to swing his sword. He had only his faith and Father Crawley’s guidance to lead him.

Meanwhile, Father Crawley sat in a maroon leather reclining chair. He was meditating, searching the Spirit to find the way. He was a devoted mediator, as much as he was a devoted student of the underworld and the spirits that rule down in hell. He saw the superhuman strength of Nelson and the way he metamorphosis into something unholy.

There was something amiss with the way Nelson appeared, his black gown and his satanic pentagram meant more than just some man’s twisted idea of evil. He didn’t think any man could dream up such evil and the significance of the pentagram. He figured all men were led away from doing righteous deeds by the combination of self will and the evil one down below.

While in meditation, he found himself receiving visions from the Holy Spirit about the demonology of the man he sought to know. In these visions he began to see a barbarian riding on a large black horse and draped in heavy fur hide. The barbarian was in front of a large convoy of men similarly draped in fur hides and heavily armed with swords and spears. This barbarian’s name was Barouch. Barouch was a brilliant man, very astute in combat. He led thirteen thousand men in the plains and mountains of Europe. His army crossed regions now known as Balkans and they pillaged and plundered the small tribes that lived in their way, the Goths multiplied their army as they recruited the strongest of their captives. But the Gothic barbarians wanted war with the Roman Empire that they had fought against for ages. So they mounted their sturdy steeds and travelled towards Rome. Barouch was the son of a German father and his father was treacherous. He had been killed in combat when fighting Roman soldiers. A group of Romans surrounded him, and they speared him through with their spears.

Barouch was sixteen when his father passed and he fought his way into the leadership, it wasn’t handed him because of his father’s ruler ship. In combat he was the fiercest of barbarians, using his bulky size to overwhelm his foes with the most powerful overhand blows that came crashing down upon his foes with such force they welted to his sword.

Now, in command Barouch led his Gothic barbarians down one of several of the Danube Rivers into the Roman region Gaul. There, his barbarians slew various Roman tribes, securing food and crops for themselves and plundering them of their wares. The age was 375 A.D., at the beginning of the Gothic versus Roman wars. But the two peoples warred for ages: seemingly from the earliest of time.

Father Crawley watched as this barbarian leader cut men into shreds as his men also cut men in half, men running crazily through this hut type village, barbarians raped and pillaged the weaker women that fled for their lives.

Then Father Crawley saw this brawny barbarian dismount his abnormally large black horse, like a victorious commander, he had a presence about him. His men brought this meek family before Barouch and the children were clinging to their father’s arms, tears rolling down their cheeks and tremendous fear spread upon their faces.

Barouch seemed to joke with the man, who was a farmer and sheep herder. He was a small man and there was no way he could fight this force that came into his village. Barouch became more ridged and stern, his voice changed and he took the small man by the collar. Now the small man struggled to break loose from Barouch’s grasp but could not. Barouch hoisted the small man off of his feet, his wife’s eyes barely showing any emotion, the carnage of the village already embedded into her soul forever. Then Barouch thrust the smaller man into the ground as he pulled his dagger and plunged it into the man’s eyes. The small man hollered in agony, as his soul became everlasting torment having lost his sight, he knew he would be blind for the rest of his life. Barouch made the small man his servant and his wife his concubine.

His dominance in the region became quickly noticed by the surrounding tribes, and they appointed themselves a new leader, a neighbor’s son named Vicar. These tribes farmed for the Roman Empire. Then the tribes bound themselves together under an oath and they attacked Barouch’s castle that was built into the side of the mountain. A wizard named Merlin gave the tribes his extraordinary power to overcome the nomad barbarians that conquered the tribal king before them. In the battle, Vacgar’s men scaled the walls without any trouble from the larger awkward barbarian’s, with nets and robes tied to the ends of the nets, the smaller tribal men threw the nets over the heads of the larger barbarians who succumb to the craftiness of the band together. The tribesmen killed a large number of German-Goth barbarians before Barouch’s men regrouped and launched an attack at the rebellious tribes.

When Barouch engaged in the fight inside his palace auditorium, with the fight lying in the balance, neither side really having the edge, he blocked swords with his massive forearm bracelets. He grabbed two tribal warriors with each hand, lifting them off their feet and slowly he choked them to death. Then he reached down and picked up a sword out of the hands of a dead enemy and he used that sword to kill several men fighting against his men. Barouch began another assault on a fight involving his men and four other tribal men, and his finesse in the confrontation carried him through, until he turned the tide. He subdued one of the men and used him as a shield as he plunged the other three men, one after the other. When he had finished killing all four of them he saw an image of a man in some type of purple robe standing behind him. When he took a second look he recognized the silhouette figure to be the image of the wizard the tribes spoke of that would save them. For a split second, Barouch feared the wizard but he quickly got over his fears and like his aggressive nature, he assaulted the image, swinging his sword through the transparent image to no avail. The sword only travelled through the illuminated image but he could see the icy-cold blue eyes of the wizard, his blond hair shone as if the image were real. In fact, the image was Merlin’s transcended spirit that he sent through time zones, from region to region.

Then Merlin snickered as he began to speak. He said, “The Empire is at your hand and the land is full of wicked men that come to kill you. I can help you…but you got this little problem,” as he stood over the palace floor, standing on the upper level.

Barouch contemplated Merlin’s statement, as if, it were a prophecy, or some type of message he had to hear. He wondered if this Merlin was planning a trick, maybe lead him into a trap. He did not know what to do and he figured that Merlin knew how to hide from him. Then he said, “What, do you want from me?”

Merlin’s eyes squinted and his expression became very serious. He raised his arm swiftly, a magical red and yellow rainbow appeared before Barouch to his astonishment.

After the feat, Barouch calmed down and he said, “You want to live, don’t you?”

“Yes, my lord. I have no hidden agenda except to serve you the best I can,” replied Merlin.

“Then come down here and greet me, if you are my servant,” shouted Barouch. So, Merlin came down from the upper ledge and he bowed before the victorious leader.

The empire grew immense while Merlin advised Barouch. His barbarians became acquainted with cast iron weapons and shields, as they invaded neighboring Roman regions and subdued the weaker regions, subjecting them to the harsh and inhuman conditions of bondage. Now the barbarians had iron helmets, as their skills in iron casting advanced into art form and they became the dark tide in the region. That was until the Romans found out about the region and the only adversary in the region was Barouch’s army.

The Roman leader was Brutus, a masterful General who was very familiar with plundering and killing. He was eager and ready to challenge Barouch in his own territory, at his mountain castle. He led his men through the treacherous mountain range where the bitter cold tested man’s will to survive. When he and his fifty thousand troops arrived at the mountain fortress, they were very surprised to find that the nomad barbarians had lost their security patrols and the castle was basically unpatrolled. So, he ordered his men to quietly hike up the mountain range from both sides. His men besieged the compound, as archers sent a multitude of arrows into the grounds.

Meanwhile, Barouch heard the commotion while he drank himself drunk and enjoyed the company of several of his concubines in his quarters. He was in no condition to fight but he mustered up the strength to climb out of his cot and engage in the defense.

When he entered his palace floor, where he remembered seeing the king in all his glory fight for his life, the revelation that he was now in the same place and half-drunk stirred him and he became angry. He started by beheading two enemy Romans’ heads, and he entered into the battle by himself, as of old, he began in a frenzy of skill, killing everything that got in his way. But he could tell the invaders were very skilled in their swordsmanship as well as superior in numbers. Then he saw his security forces scrambling in the mist of the fight to organize his men and form a line of defense by the entrance doors. They were pushing with all their might to close the tall wooden doors while the enemy tried to open them. But Barouch had other ideas and he fought his way through the crowd of men, finally reaching his security, they began listening to his ideas, obeying his commands.

While the Gothic security forces circled around the bulk of Romans, more Romans pushed their way into the palace and the barbarians began to fall to the swords of the Romans. Then the security forces, acting on Barouch’s orders, took hot coals out of the furnaces where the coal smiths forged iron and other precious metals and they started hurling the hot coals in sacks at the faces of the Romans instantly burning their faces and permanently removing them from the fight. In minutes, the Roman numbers decreased due to their scorched eyes, they lost the edge they had and began searching for the exit. Barouch’s men were relentless, chasing the Romans through the palace and slaying them in every footstep. Throughout, the castle were tunnels into various chambers, as the barbarians regrouped and began thinking on how to trap the fleeing Romans.

Striker, a General, under the command of Barouch, approached the king with the idea of luring the Romans into the snake pit, into their place of death and torture. Barouch granted the request and the barbarians opened the entrance into the snake pit area, which the Romans followed in hopes of fleeing. Barouch and Merlin watched from a floor several stories high. Merlin was young and strong in his mid-thirties and many said that he was phony. 

But also, there were many barbarians that said Merlin had special powers. They regarded him as a master in illusion and wisdom. To Barouch he still had to prove himself.

Merlin said with authority, “My lord I wish you well in all things, you know that my lord.”

Barouch turned to Merlin, his eyes nervous and fiery, he said, “Is there something I should know Merlin?”

“Yes my lord there is. If I may…” “Speak and tell me what you see Merlin.”

“There will be more battles in the next days. You will be victorious in your ways until the day one will betray you.” Barouch’s whole demeanor changed from the confident leader to one whose fate was sealed. Barouch paced the balcony as the Romans ran into the snake pit and the barbarians closed the doors trapping them in a dungeon full a vipers. Barouch watched as many of the Romans started these most wretched of screams as the vipers tore into their flesh, spewing their deadly toxins into their veins.

“But that’s not all you have to tell me, is it,” replied Barouch?

Merlin gave his lord an interesting look, one that didn’t fool Barouch because he had been enlightened in his dreams of his destiny and he believed in what was revealed from the Perfect One. So, this news Merlin said to him was sort of strange and he wanted to figure out Merlin’s agenda. If there was one Barouch wanted to know it now, for trust was that proof of loyalty with Barouch.

“How will this end happen to me,” asked Barouch?

“You will defeat this foe but someone will rise against you and give you great trouble,” replied Merlin.

“That’s to be expected. So, tell me, who is this betrayer,” he asked?

“The gods and the cosmos don’t always have a reason…they just act as they will and we’re just the pawns in their world of games. But, if you want my help and promise me half of your kingdom, I will tell you my lord how you will survive this great general seeking to take your empire.”

Barouch grabbed Merlin by the neck and he started to strangle him, saying, “You live by my hand and my blessing. You will never rule my kingdom. For there can be only one ruler and one king and that is me,” finished Barouch as he released Merlin.

Merlin began grasping for air while he calmly began to mutter but his words still needed air, so he caught his breath, then he said, “The General on-top the hill is Brutus and he has many thousands of troops outside, ones you haven’t killed.”

“Will he descend down the mountain and attack us,” asked Barouch?

“Yes, my lord. And this fortress will be burned to the ground. You have only one chance to survive this and you will need my help.”

Barouch just eternalized the situation; he drifted into a trance, running on-in imaginations of his own mind. He knew Merlin was right he could feel it deep inside. He just didn’t want to admit it but this could be the end for the barbarians. Then Barouch swallowed his pride and admitted to Merlin he could use his assistance. Merlin told his leader the best way to defeat this well-known conqueror Brutus. Merlin promised him he would deliver the Romans into his hand if he trusted him. Merlin never told Barouch what he had in mind, or how he was going to accomplish this task. He only requested the king set-up a strategic front at the west-end of the castle which was the area where they expected the next assault.

Steven marched alongside his brave troops, armored in silver fighting armor, he closed the mask to the iron helmet he wore and he led his troops into the castle. When the Romans entered the palace, floor was covered with dead Romans and dead barbarians. Brutus deployed his men cautiously because the palace was barren, and he figured the barbarians had retreated into hiding within the palace in secret passage ways dug by the barbarians.

From a small peep hole Barouch could see the Roman General Steven, who was set apart from his troops because he wore a red feather that draped over to his left side of the shiny helmet he wore. He held a great presence and moved magically, waving his arm with supreme authority and his men carried out his orders diligently. Therefore, if Barouch was to die today in this confrontation he at least wanted a chance to kill this Roman Commander, a man who sought to take his palace and empire. So, he ordered his men to travel down the hidden tunnels in the east direction which Steven and his security travelled.

Meanwhile, Merlin took his magic scepter into his hands for he hoped this illusion would spare his own life as well as the lives of the barbarians. Merlin buried himself inside a secret compartment he had dug in his chambers until the time was right.

Suddenly, the Roman troops encountered the barbarians who threw nets over the heads of their invaders and then they repelled down ropes from the upper level of the castle. The barbarians chopped the snared Romans with their swords and spears until the Romans numbers decreased to a fair proportion.

Steven came to the dungeon area and he could hear the screams of his men coming from the area. He gestured to his Captain who had his men find the chamber that held his men captive. Suddenly, Barouch and his men stormed the dungeon area and engaged Steven and his troops. Barouch was several yards away from the target so he and his men fought through Steven’s troops killing them as they passed.

Moments later Barouch was feet away from Steven’s security guards and his men began killing Steven’s security guards. Then Barouch saw his chance and he took it. Now, he and Steven were face to face with only their swords separating them.

Steven charged first with powerful overhand blows and Barouch blocked the blows with his sword as he waited for his opportunity. However, Barouch found himself out-classed by the battle-ready Steven and he was being pummeled by the Roman leader while the barbarian troops diminished in numbers and the Romans vast numbers were overpowering the remaining barbarians that were scattered and hiding. Some of the barbarians however continued fighting to the death, as few of the most skillful groups of barbarians were still standing.

Barouch began to regain his composure as he leveled powerful blows against Steven who was retreating now. Then Barouch’s security guards killed all of Steven’s security guards and now he had three men swinging swords at Steven. Finally, Barouch thrust his sword into Steven’s abdomen and he collapsed on the stone floor. Barouche, went over the slain leader and he tore his helmet off, and he slew him by cutting his head completely off. He raised the head high and shouted to the remaining Romans. The Romans stopped fighting turning to see their leader beheaded. The Romans were stunned and paralyzed as they watched the barbarian leader gloat as he held the head of their leader.

The Romans remained calm only long enough to appoint another leader, which appeared to be another long-bearded man. The long-bearded man had been a captain in the army, and they began to fight but the edges of the barbarian swords slew them one after another. Now Barouch started to believe in his destiny as the Romans fell in this brutal confrontation.

Merlin stood on a ledge high above the fighting men below. He saw Barouch valiantly killing his enemies, his overwhelming power in sword fighting prevailing against the more sophisticate soldiers he faced. Merlin raised his arms, then he began calling upon the spiritual realm he knew existed from his communications with the other-side and the atmosphere in the castle changed. The air became a purplish color that was intertwined with yellowish streaks and the serenity of nature vanished. Then Merlin cast a spell on the Romans that confounded the troops so that they saw illusions of spirits in their minds. Merlin yelled down to the Goths below who saw him perched high above directing them to engage the Romans.

In minutes the illusion, Merlin cast on the Romans turned them into delusional men lost in the horrors of their own minds. Now, the barbarian Goths killed the Romans without mercy, they turned the tide as they killed the Roman soldiers one by one until they took control of the invasion. After all of the surviving Romans were rounded up and put in the gallows of the castle, the barbarians remembered how Merlin cast the illusion on the Romans and they rallied together hailing Merlin as a magician.

Suddenly, Father Crawley awoke from this vision and he struggled to find the meaning of the message God sent him. He sat up on the couch and his shirt was soaked with sweat. So, he went in the bathroom and washed himself off, still contemplating the meaning behind the message. Somehow it related to Nelson, but he had no idea how. When he walked into the living-room where Father Paul was in, studying his Bible.

“How was your nap,” asked Father Paul?

“Interesting…I think I saw a vision of Nelson. God revealed something to me, but I don’t know what He’s trying to tell me. I figure He’ll reveal the rest to me soon.”

“What did you see?”

“I saw barbarians fighting Romans and how Merlin confounded them with an illusion.”

“Merlin is a myth, folklore, he’s not real,” replied Father Paul. 

“He’s more than a myth in this vision…he’s up to something with Barouch.”

“Who is Barouch?”

“Who is Barouch is what I think we need to know. Who he is and how he fits into this scenario?”

The police had few leads on the whereabouts of Nelson. They had had some tips that didn’t work out but they were lost, seemingly their man had found another hiding place. But for SWAT Sergeant Rubenstein there was this tip he found credible and the source seemed sure. The source informed him Nelson appeared to be hiding in deserted home within the city limits, Hollywood Hills. Max found some dedicated officers who were willing to chance pursuing this individual without any formal authorization. Three officers decided to follow Max through the mountains to a location that a caller mentioned in describing their suspect to a tee. They were minutes from another confrontation with Nelson and they hoped they were ready for his supernatural strength. Max figured on the supernatural powers when and had them bless the weapons they planned to use, so all of the assault machine guns were blessed by a priest.

As the caravan of rouge officers drove into the mountain range, following a tip from an anonymous caller that gave them a cell phone picture of the suspect, which in fact looked very much like Nelson Spears, these rouge officers started calculating their strategy.

Raymond Rawlings, they called Double R was known in the department as one of the dirtiest cops in sticky situations. He was a small slender man with a bushy dark mustache and dark brown eyes. His size often made him vulnerable to bullies growing-up and the force gave him an outlet to vent some of those childhood challenges.

Double R checked his AR-15, pulling the bolt back and checking the chamber for safe measure. Then he checked the sight and started adjusting the sights. He realized every SWAT officer that engaged this beast of a man, died in the exchange. Max explained this to them in great detail. But his dedication to justice and the brotherhood of cops compelled him to join this tactical assault and subdue this man from hell.

Kevin Nash was a youngster, and he was only twenty-seven years old. He was very new to the police department. In fact Max played on the man’s ego by explaining to him that he would rise in the ranks of the department if he rode along for this mission. He was number one in his class in the sharp-shooter exercises and the best marksman in the department. Max genuinely liked the young man but not enough to exclude him from this dangerous mission. Nash carried a 50 Cal. Carbine he used for hunting bears and elk in the Montana mountain range. He imagined blowing a hole the size of a watermelon in Nelson’s dome and leaving him completely defaced. Hate was not the word Nash would use to describe his feelings for Nelson. Although he felt so, he detested the thought of Nelson living to face the State in prosecution. He did not deserve a trial or the spectacle that would come with all the notoriety of the case.

Then there was Randy Smalls, a black cop. He was very experienced in cleaning-up police debacles. He was a burly, bearded man with deep set eyes and very serious about enacting justice, even if it called for drastic measures. Smalls decided to carry a few weapons for this mission. He brought along two .357 Pythons he cherished that had armor piercing tips and could shred a man into pieces upon impact. He also brought along a stolen Mach-10 he took from a young man dealing drugs. He had the reoccurring notion he would initially empty the sixty- round clip-on Nelson, then pump him full of holes with the .357 Pythons.

As Max pulled the undercover car up to the address, the anonymous caller identified, he inventoried the large luxurious home and noticed the lights in the home were very dim. A prophetic sign that the occupier of the house was quiet and was probably winding down at the late hour, as Max looked into the luxurious home, he felt a disturbing thought that he kept to himself.

Nelson sat in the candle lit illuminated darkness. He was meditating in the circle of his insanity. He was in a state of mind far beyond, in some imaginary world where he saw young adults playing an Oujia board and calling for a name. The name was unfamiliar but the young adults thought the name meant something evil. They were dressed in all black as the youths of this day dressed when they worshipped the devil. Nelson wanted to transcend into their little séance and render them their wishes but he heard a branch break and sensed some company. As he began to rise from his squat, Randy Smalls entered the room bearing his .357 Pythons pointing them directly at Nelson’s head.

Max also entered the room pointing his AP-24 automatic assault pistol and waited for the satanic man to metamorphosis into the black bear beast he remembered shredding into pieces his men nights before. While Max pointed his AP-24 at Nelson’s head he clutched the crucifix of Jesus hanging on the cross, as he prayed for the supernatural force of God to intervene in this traumatic affair. As Max unraveled the long chain attached to the crucifix he yelled “You son of Satan, I’m here to slay you in the name of the Most High.” As he stepped closer and approached Nelson, he said “We’re gonna send you back to hell, you son of a bitch.”

“You enter my dwelling and challenge me,” snickered Nelson? “You dare me with trinkets of faith, but do you believe in what you preach?”

Then Smalls, the black cop, peered over to Max searching for orders but he saw Max completely fixed on Nelson. Smalls’ finger itched on the trigger, he wanted to pull it and begin the affair. Why, wait he thought. But it was not his rodeo.

Nelson could see the fire and determination in Max’s eyes as he crept ever so close, but Max did not budge as he planned his next move. Nelson slowly raised his left arm pointing at Max he snickered and said, “Fire I cast at you.”

Max jumped, frightened, he clutched the AP-24 debating on whether to fire it as he realized Nelson was playing with him.

“Like a puppet I can make you dance,” said Nelson with a snicker on his face.

“You son-of-a bitch,” replied Max as he fired his weapon spewing bullets out of his automatic pistol. When the smoke cleared, he couldn’t see Nelson.

“Where did he go,” yelled Smalls. Smalls proceeded to search the room for the Satanist, but the darkness obscured his sight, so he thought.

“I don’t know but watch your back,” replied Max as he felt something or someone standing behind him. He spun around quickly as Nelson came crashing down upon his head with his iron rod. Max saw the iron rod in the corner of his eye, and he pushed himself away from the deadly weapon.

Nelson became frustrated when he saw Max had dodged his iron rod, as bullets began hitting him in the head. Randy Smalls had fired four bullets straight into his dome and the bullets didn’t faze him. Nelson spun around to face Smalls who was astonished and frozen with fear. Then he squeezed the triggers of the .357 Pythons one more time, as he anticipated, the triggers wouldn’t budge. He pulled his sword from its sheath. Now Nelson was confronted with a man armed with a weapon that could kill him. He turned to find SWAT Sergeant Max who had disappeared into the shadows. Smalls saw his opening and charged Nelson wielding his sword with aggression and purpose. Nelson swiftly side-stepped the swings of Smalls, while he searched for an opening, he blocked one of Smalls swings and attempted to thrust his iron rod threw his neck. 

Smalls ducked as he plunged the iron rod at him. Smalls regained his fighting stance and Nelson stood right there, so Smalls charged again and thrust his sword at Nelson’s abdomen. The attempt was in vain as Nelson successfully dodged the thrust and swung at Smalls’ head. He caught the veteran cop with his fist instead and Smalls crumbled to the floor dazed and blurry. Now he was disorganized, his eyes were blurry and he was crawling on all fours. He needed to get back to his feet and he was frantically running his hand along the floor, searching for his sword. When he found it, he grabbed the sword and joy overcame his spirit as he began to climb back to his feet.

“Max, behind you,” yelled Smalls as he ran with his sword above his head. Nelson withdrew his iron rod from over Max’s back and he turned, just in time to block the sword of Smalls. Nelson then proceeded to grab Smalls’ sword arm. With all his might, he grabbed his arm and broke it. Smalls collapsed in excruciating pain.

Meanwhile, Max got to his feet and he ran to Nelson until he hit him shoulder high. Nelson flew into the wall and Max charged him while he clung to the thin wall. Then, the two of them burst through the wall and fell onto the cold dirt.

Raymond Rawlings saw Max engaged with the black robe wearing subject. They were to shoot only when they got a clear shot. Double R pressed the button on his intercom, “Kid…kid…over here. Come over here.”

Nash heard the message over the intercom, he rose from his prone shooting position and began running through the shrubs and he ran up the ravine until he reached Rawlings. Then the Kid got into a comfortable prone shooting position, he loaded the .50 Cal. Carbines and he cocked it. Then Nash scoped them in infra-green and the images became literally bigger and easy to see. All Nash had to do was drop one in Nelson’s neck or head and he could drop him. He methodically peered deep into the lens as if he were attempting to send Max a telepathic message and on cue Max saw Nash in the bush. Nelson was on top of him and he had his shoulder pinned to the dirt, grinding the shoulder as he raised his iron rod ready to thrust him. Nash had to shoot and he did, as the .50 Cal. Carbines bucked, the echo of the shot rang out loudly.

Nelson felt the bullet tear through his skin and pass through his rib cage. The pain was real and sapped him of his strength like he was some ordinary man. This disturbed him and he began to panic. He could not move and he felt his blood-seeping out like a river. He kept telling himself that he had to get up, but he could not. He was stuck to the dirt in a pool of his own blood and wandering in a world of darkness trying to find his surroundings. Then Nelson’s eyes came into focus and there was an image standing above him. The image was blurry but coming into view. When the image appeared, it was Max standing above him. 

“We got him,” yelled Nash as he tucked his .50 Cal. Carbines under his shoulder and padded Rawlings on the back. They descended the ridge of the ravine to stand above Nelson.

“Look at him, he’s just a man. He doesn’t look so powerful now,” said Rawlings.

“He’s not going to make out of this one. Are you? You son-of- bitch, you’re dying,” shouted Max. “I say we leave him here. Let, him bleed to death.”

“I think we should report this Max,” said Rawlings.

“I think so too Max. This guy has no one that cares about him. So, there’s no one to question this shooting and the Captain can cover it up like we were on a tip,” said Nash.

“O.k., we’ll take him in. The way he looks, he is not going to make it,” replied Max.

“Where is Smalls,” asked Rawlings, “he didn’t make it?” 

“Inside, go help him, alright.”

However, Randy Smalls came out of the home staggering and clutching his arm. He collapsed again but he saw what he wanted. He saw their subject shot and bleeding to death. That gave him complete satisfaction.

Nelson lay there stunned and confused because he thought he was invincible. Now that he saw it was all coming to an end and he worried about his destination into hell where he would burn for the rest of eternity. The thought brought on a deep sorrow and he wallowed in his misery unable to change his circumstance. He was dying and he could not figure why. He thought he was immune from any type of bullets. Now. he found out otherwise. Then he heard the demonic spirits he had always heard before he committed his murders, as if they were taunting him, he didn’t want to hear them now. But, there was also one voice that seemed to speak and it was low and deep. The voice was saying, “I am Barouch.”

Nelson heard the name, a name he had never heard before but one he’d never forget. Then he whispered to himself, “Barouch, save me.”

…………………………………………….

The high- rise luxury hotel had a fantastic view of the city lights at the twenty-third floor. It was evening as Father Paul and Father Crawley sat on one of the fine hand-woven sofas. Michael also sat in the mist of the Fathers as they discussed the vision Father Crawley had seen.

“I wonder about the man Barouch, I think the vision is more about him than it is about Merlin. The vision is too obscure for us to decipher yet, but I have a feeling the Lord will reveal the whole truth about Barouch to me in time.”

“Do you suppose he’s not a demon,” asked Father Paul? 

“What do you think we’re here for Father? Yes, of course he would be the demon the one behind all the madness.” Then Father Crawley stood and paced the luxurious room pondering the message he believed God had sent him. “This, Barouch is a barbarian by nature, but he has ambition. He is more than just a barbarian; he’s a conqueror, a man, that lives for the fight. At least that’s what I gather from the first vision. For now, we are not prepared to fight him. Not until God has finished the vision. Then we will be ready to fight him.”

………………………………………….

He could feel himself inside of the ambulance, he could see the intravenous line in his arm, and he had the EMT working on his wound, he was putting bandages on his rib cage. He could still hear the voice low and it was troubling his mind. The messages were overwhelming in nature and so fast coming that Nelson couldn’t decipher the messages at first. Then he had his agony and shame to deal with, seeing the end coming, he would decompensate quickly into a hopeless state. Sometimes the thought of his own misfortune completely blocked out the demonic messages the underworld communicated, but he was beginning to listen carefully to the low voice. This voice seemed a million miles away, like it travelled through a long hollow cave, passing through the ages of time. The voice was beastly, indeed and it had a grip on Nelson’s soul because it hailed words of evil and triumph. Nelson found the voice endearing and their beliefs in victory were one of the same. He drew nearer to the spirit behind the voice.

The voice said, “The time is not over. You will rise again Nelson, right here and right now. In death you have reached this immortality, in the realm of the underworld and you have my blood, my spirit and soul transferred to your body.”

Nelson pondered the message and then he felt his arm gaining life and strength. He felt his veins filling with blood and his heart began to beat, beating rapidly every second until he felt his supernatural power upon him. Now he dared to open his eyes, he did and saw the ambulance EMT sitting straight up and looking bewildered. He had noticed the vital signs returning to normal, even maybe beyond that of a mere human, the EMT then saw Nelson’s eyes wide open. Nelson lunged for the EMT who rose from the long seat and tried to run. Nelson snatched the running EMT and stabbed him through his chest.

“Dave, what’s going on back there,” asked the driver? Then the ambulance driver turned around and Nelson was standing right there and speared him with his iron rod. Then Nelson opened the ambulance door and threw the dead driver out, his lifeless body tumbling on the pavement. Now Nelson was driving the ambulance.

SWAT Sergeant Max Rubenstein swerved to miss the body of the ambulance driver, saying, “Did you see that?”

Officer Smalls mustered up enough strength to cock his .357 Python getting ready to fire the weapon at Nelson. Max sped down the city streets of Los Angeles dodging pedestrians that were out for a night of fun, as Nelson drove the ambulance like a maniac.

The adrenaline racing through Nelson’s veins was elating. He pressed the pedal to the floor with reckless abandonment. He had nothing to fear as he hit cars beside him, and they crashed into shops and stores.

Max began to catch-up to Nelson pulling alongside the ambulance. Max’s side swiped the ambulance sending it out of control and into a telephone pole. The ambulance literally crushed from the impact and Nelson was thrown out of the front window. He slid down the pavement for twenty yards hitting the store fronts’ cement wall. The wall did not faze him. He rose immediately and like a man possessed he walked stoically from the wreckage through the crowd in the streets.

Smalls shouted, “We have to go after him.”

“Call Nash and tell him to bring the rifle,” replied Max. Then Max stopped the car. He jumped out and gave pursuit as Smalls struggled with his broken arm but then labored out of the car and followed.

When the sharp-shooter, Nash, received the call, he and Officer Rawlings heard the summons. They turned the squad car around and headed towards the scene.

Meanwhile, Nelson entered a closed retail store and crouched down between the isles of clothes seeking cover. He knew that two officers were on his trial and he would face them right here. Seconds later, Sergeant Max entered the retail store with Smalls bringing up the rear. Max gestured to Smalls to take one side as he went the other way while Nelson crouched down under racks of clothes and other merchandise as they pursued him.

Nelson could see the black cop approaching him and could tell the cop did not sense his presence. So he waited for the cop to get a little closer and with lightning fast speed he was upon the black-cop and thrust him through and viciously pulled his iron rod back. Smalls collapsed to the floor without so much of as a gasp. He was dead the instant he was stabbed. Then Nelson knelt and like a predator, he smelled the scent of fear and he heard the tiny footsteps of a man trembling. He peered up and he saw the nervous man looking in the other direction. But, as he continued closer, Max heard him, and he turned around and saw his adversary. Nelson arose from underneath the racks. He charged Max, knocking him over onto the floor. 

Now, Nelson overwhelmed Max by pinning his shoulder to the floor. Nelson raised his iron rod and Max fired bullets into Nelson’s abdomen. The bullets blew Nelson off him and he rose and ran for the door. He busted through a door into an alley. He was short of breath and nervous. He wanted to find his foe, for he knew how fast he moved, and he had remembered the woods. He searched the alley in every direction, pointing his .45 cal. automatic in every direction and seeing nothing.

Nelson hid in a crevasse in the structure beside him as the shadows concealed his form. He could not approach Max right now because he might see him. So, he waited.

Max then spotted his partners, Nash, and Rawlings. They were driving up the street when they saw him flagging them down. Now Nelson had all three men to deal with and he felt hunted. He had self- doubts about his strength against the weapons these men brought with them. He sensed they were blessed and spoken against him in the name of the Lord. Therefore, those weapons could kill him. Suddenly Nelson noticed that Max had spotted him. He was pointing at him and to the others in the squad car. Nelson turned from the wall and he ran down the sidewalk pushing people from side to side. He came to McDonald’s and The Coffee Bean establishment and he burst through the doors running from one establishment to another. Max was running in his direction and gaining. Nash sped through the streets ultimately turning the corner and screeching the tires, he closed the distance too. Nelson hurdled some shrubs then began running through a deserted parking lot, which was long and wide. Now Officer Nash sped past Max and began speeding through the parking lot until he came side by side with Nelson. Officer Nash clipped the running Nelson and knocked him to the ground. Nash slammed on the breaks and Sergeant Max broke down his running to a jog, while waiting for Nash to grab the .50 Caliber. Nelson saw the weapon as he climbed to his feet. He did not hesitate. He ran away from the dangerous weapon as Nash wrapped his arm around the sling and put the rifle in position. Nelson knew he couldn’t outrun a bullet. So he turned around while fueling a fire-ball with his loins and he aimed the fire ball at Nash. Nash saw the fire ball coming his way and he had to dodge it. He ducked under the fireball and rolled on the ground holding the heavy rifle safely. But Nelson had fueled another fireball and flung it at the laying Nash and this time the fireball hit him and he was on fire.

Now Nelson grew in his old confidence and he fueled another fire ball and Max began firing bullets at Nelson. The bullets didn’t faze him as he fueled a larger fire ball. Rawlings wanted to help the young Kid but it was too late, the Kid was unconscious, and the fire had burned his face. He was dead. But the .50 caliber lay just inches away from Rawlings. He wondered a moment if he should leave it and run. Then he looked up and saw Nelson aim a fireball towards Max. The fireball ignited Max in flames and he started screaming as he pawed at the flames that consumed him. Then Nelson looked over to the only remaining cop who stood trembling and confused. Raymond Rawlings debated the situation. The .50 caliber was sitting inches away from his fingers and Nelson was standing twenty feet away wondering if he would pick it up. It was as if this were a quick draw. Rawlings chose to lunge for the .50 Cal.,lifted the long heavy weapon into position, Nelson began running towards him. He was gaining fast, in a split second he would be on him. Rawlings wasn’t going to make aim, he was there upon him lightning fast and he felt the edge of Nelson’s death tool penetrate his chest and he fell. He was done and he couldn’t move but he thought they had killed him. He wondered how he did not die. Then he saw this bastard’s face kneeling over his mortally wounded body, and he had this sinister smile. He couldn’t even call him a son-of- bitch because he didn’t have the strength as Nelson reared back and thrust him through again.


16. The Sacrifice

 

 

In the hospital room, Detective John Cole watched and waited as the Acute Burn Trauma team worked vigorously on SWAT Sergeant Max Rubenstein. He had third degree burns all over his body and was in critical condition. His face had been severely burned. It was a blackened peeling mess and he had been hollering for hours because of the excruciating pain. Then the nurses sedated him for the third time and finally the tranquilizer took effect and now he was resting unconscious in the Intensive Care Unit.

Captain Maurice Jones entered the hospital room with Detective Shields, their faces expressing the same humiliating disappointment that Cole felt.

“Is he going to make it,” asked Captain Jones?

“They don’t know…but it doesn’t look good Cap,” replied Cole. “They didn’t even get clearance for this apprehension and they went in by themselves,” replied the Cap.

“But we were at the abandoned house where they shot Nelson. There were massive amounts of blood loss and it appears to be that of our suspect. It is hard to understand how this man could be shot, and if he was, sustain such a blood loss? For the suspect to remain alive after such a blood loss is baffling, if not disturbing,” said Shields.

Detective Cole raised his eye-brow. The information peeked at his interest as he considered what the whole scenario presented. He had heard from Sergeant Rubinstein before the tactical- assault took place that they all agreed to keep it off the books. He didn’t want to tell the Captain about his foreknowledge of the move on Nelson for obvious reasons.

Cole asked, “So how will this go down on record Cap?” “We gotta cover them, of course,” replied the Captain. “Then there is some good news. We’re finding shell casings all over the place, one in particular. A .50 cal. shell casing was found at the scene. We believe the Kid, Nash, used this .50 cal. on Nelson and for some reason, it worked. Now we need to figure out how and why they were able to shoot this demon from hell. If we can at least obtain this information, we can capture this individual and bring him in.”

“That’s good if it turns out to be true. Maybe we can dispatch a hundred guns and kill this son-of-a bitch now. Bringing this son-of-a- bitch in is not my idea of justice Cap,” said Shields.

“That’s your youth speaking Shields. We have to bring him to trial if we can and resort to deadly force if we cannot. Remember that,” said the Captain.

“Are you sure they will be able to fire the weapons,” asked Detective Cole?

“Quite sure, Spears doesn’t use a firearm. And because we retrieved the .50 cal. in the McDonald’s parking lot next to Officer Rawlings, we have to believe they fired the 50. cal. at Mr. Spears. Now, if the blood at the log cabin is Spears, which we’ll know in a couple of hours, then we have to find out what happened. Like why he didn’t die?”

“I almost don’t wanna hear why,” said Cole. “There are so many surprises in this case and I think we’re approaching it all wrong.”

“What do you mean,” asked Shields?

“We need someone able to fight this demon on the spiritual plane he fights on. We can’t defeat this demon with mere bullets. There’s something missing in our strategy, something very important. We need to pursue other options. What do you think, Cap?”

“What do you suggest,” asked Captain Jones?

“We need to trust the priests right now and we should probably have some priest evaluate this case. I have one in mind. The priest should be able to direct us to the answer for this supernatural element we face. What do you say Cap?”

“I think those are all good ideas. Still, we have to find out if that much blood came from Spears. I want answers as to why the .50 Cal. fired and wounded Spears.”

“Our only living witness is lying right there. He may not wake- up. He would know why the bullet penetrated Spears, if indeed that’s what happened,” said Cole.

Detective Shields stepped into their circle, he looked frustrated and weak, as he said, “This case is going nowhere. We’ve been fumbling around these ideas and they don’t work. Bottom line is this Spears guy kills us and we can’t stop him…”

“You’re not losing your nerve are you son,” asked Det. Cole? “I might be. But I have a job to do and I’m gonna do it. But I don’t think guns or .50 Cal. rifles are the answer. I agree with the supernatural aspect and I agree with pursuing the evaluation of the priest. A psychic can only see the future and that’s if we believe her. Right now, we need to be able to defend ourselves from this superior force and we can’t. That bothers me,” said Shields.

“It bothers all of us,” said the Captain, “but as you said, we have a job to do. So, don’t let these blanks we have yet to fill get you down.”

………………………………………

Nelson made the journey through time to the ritual of the Gothic members. They had conjured him up by using by Ouija board. He was ordered to this séance by Barouch, a spirit he had become familiar with these last few minutes and during these trying moments. Barouch had instructed him to enter the run down hotel and go to the top floor which was the thirteenth and wait in room 1314 for further orders.

There were fourteen members in the Gothic séance, sounding ohms unto the extremely eccentric man in his mid-twenties and determined to fight against the forces of righteousness. He wore a completely shaved head with horns tattooed on his forehead and tattoos all over his arms and body. He appeared as evil as the images tattooed on his body. He had these wicked eyes that could frighten the most courageous of men and he had bulging muscles everywhere. He had these rituals that his followers had to perform as an initiation into his occult. He decided the underworld would hear his summons and give him orders to perform, but he kept most of his followers in the dark when it came to the rule of conjuring up spirits. If, his séance was found worthy enough to be recognized, he hoped to be promoted into the ranks in hell once he descended into the depths of Hades.

Among the Anti-Christ were five other young-men and the majority of his followers were young women. Among the young women were three new recruits named Emily, Sharon and Mary. These three young ladies were dressed in red sheer garments, while the others wore black or red tunic garments. Mary felt the difference in garments meant something very sinister; hoping they were not going to be the sacrifices for the occult. The Anti-Christ knew very well what the spirit conjured-up would require from the group of followers but the Anti- Christ lied to his new recruits when confronted him with that question.

Now in the middle of the ohms, Barouch, the spirit, rose from the depths of Hades and he answered the ohms, saying, “I am Barouch, your master and beast of the underworld. I am here to rule through your hand if you are worthy.”

The Anti-Christ answered saying, “What, will our master have us do to prove we are worthy to rule under your hand, great one.”

“You should know the ways of the underworld, lad. You call yourself the Anti-Christ, tell me what I am thinking lad,” replied Barouch.

“If the beast tests me, the beast Barouch will find it pleasing to his soul, for I know the ways of the underworld, and I have prepared for this test long before.” Then the stocky bald-headed leader rose from his seated position and the others rose simultaneously with him. They were all attentive and some were very nervous. The new recruits seemed very uncomfortable, as if one of them could be chosen to be the sacrifice. The Anti-Christ reveled in the moment, the moment in which he played God and decided life or death. He inventoried the three new recruits carefully.

There was Emily, a tender soul, who longed for attention. She wasn’t really evil or demented by nature. She was a follower and naïve, she was rebellious, but she could never devise of evil on her own. She needed someone to compel her in the ways of wickedness. In the group of three, Emily seemed the most nervous and unsure.

Then there was Sharon, who was really into the Gothic movement. She was evil at heart and she did evil things daily. She was a con-artist and hustler before she came into this Gothic community. As the Anti-Christ deliberated, he quickly ruled her out of the equation.

So he moved on to the one he thought would satisfy the demon they summoned. He looked at Mary who was symbolic because of her name. The mother of Christ, and it was fitting for the Anti-Christ. He wanted to prove his loyalty to the Wicked One below and he needed the sacrifice to mean something.

Anti-Christ said, “Sharon step forward.” Immediately, a look of bewilderment overtook her face but she stepped forward. The other men in the group were also confounded because they thought Mary would be the Anti-Christ first choice.

Mary stood there looking very confident, but in her heart she knew that she didn’t belong in this group of evil. She murmured unto the Lord to save her from her wickedness and the Lord heard her prayer.

Then the Anti-Christ spoke, “Sharon, grab her, for she is our sacrifice.”

Sharon didn’t hesitate as she approached Mary who had begun trembling. She grabbed her viciously as Mary resisted. Then the others joined Sharon as they pulled Mary over to the inner circle that they called a circle-of-fire. They painted her with the blood of a lamb that they slewed in this same hotel room. They threw her onto the floor and she cried unto them. Then, the Anti-Christ pulled out a long dagger that had emeralds and rubies embedded into the handle and looked very ancient. Mary became frantic as she attempted to run, but the others restrained her while simultaneously punching her in the face to knock the fight out of her. She fell and laid there, dizzy and worried that this was the end.

“Mary is such a holy name, my love. Why did you come into this group with such a holy name, my lady,” asked the Anti-Christ?

Mary cried because she was raised in a Christian church and she knew better than to follow the wicked. She felt so stupid and ashamed. She lay there speechless and wondering if the Lord would forgive her for her sin.

Nelson heard Barouch’s voice order him upstairs into the séance of the Gothic group. So he ascended up the stairs and Michael followed him. Michael hid in the shadows where Nelson could not see him. He followed him to the thirteenth floor and he saw Nelson enter a room. He went to the door and waited.

When the Gothic group saw Nelson enter they immediately bowed and submitted to the Wicked One that entered their presence. Then the Anti-Christ took particular notice of this demonic individual, for he couldn’t figure out the purpose of this man in his Gothic séance. In his morbid heart was pride and he wanted the moment to shine on himself.

He asked, “Who are thou?”

Nelson laughed and his voice sounded like the depths of some hollow darkness, deep and demonic. Then he said, “Do you have an objection?”

Anti-Christ bowed immediately saying, “Forgive me, Great One, I spoke out of turn. I’m your servant Great One.”

“There’s nothing great about me. I am the damned. There is no glory for us…only this lost way of evil.”

Then the young Mary started whimpering as she wiggled on the floor. The Anti-Christ clutched the dagger as he approached her. He knelt on his knees, holding the dagger above her chest as he simulated thrusting the dagger into her. Her eyes got big and she realized that the end was coming soon. She closed her eyes and yelled, “Save me Lord, save me.”

Now, the Anti-Christ raised the dagger one final time. All of a sudden, Michael burst through the door. Nelson saw Michael, he remembered him from the warehouse, and how he defeated him. Nelson began to come after Michael but Michael tore away a golden medallion of the Ten Commandments that he wore around his neck. Then he waved the medallion before Nelson’s eyes. Nelson was blinded by this Glorious Light that emanated from the medallion. Michael threw his own dagger at the Anti-Christ and it struck the devil worshipper in the neck. He fell over clutching his bleeding neck and choking on his own blood.

Michael went to Mary and he pulled her up off of the floor. He asked, “Are you alright?”

“Just get me out of here. I’ll be alright,” replied Mary as she clutched Michael’s hand. The followers of the Anti-Christ were confused although they saw Michael taking their sacrifice they were astonished by the brilliant light and awesome power within the room that they surrendered Mary without a fight. Michael led her out of the room as Nelson began to regain his vision. Nelson searched for the invader, the man draped in the black hooded tunic. When Nelson reached the stair well, he saw the two approaching the staircase and he pursued them. In his ear he could hear Barouch telling him to catch them and kill them. So Nelson pursued the two with a raged determination that was unholy. He reached the stairwell and descended. But Michael sensed Nelson and he knew Father Crawley and Father Paul were close by and would help him secure this young misguided lady.

Michael led Mary down the columns of stairs until they reached the bottom. However, their escape was for naught, since Nelson descended the stairwell faster than they, and he stood there statuesque with his iron rod exposed. Michael released Mary’s hand, he pulled his blessed sword from its sheath and he waved it vigorously.

“There’s a place for you, son of Satan. I can send you there now if you’d like,” said Michael as he continued to wave the blessed sword.

Nelson began to fuel energy for a fireball. He stayed motionless, building pressure in the fireball as Michael advanced. Mary crouched behind the corner of the stairwell, she was amazed, confused and wondering how her prayer was answered. She still wondered if this man dressed in the black tunic could defeat this evil man with the sharp iron rod. Nelson let the fireball go and Michael raised the hem of his black robe to shield himself. The fireball hit the black tunic and caught fire, but only for a second. Nelson stood there anticipating seeing the young man burnt by the fireball. But, when Michael uncovered himself, not a hair on his head was burned.

“If, you’re no coward, fight me with your rod of iron,” said Michael. “Come to me, Nelson. The Lord awaits your head.”

Nelson had never heard such words of confidence. He began to question his weapons and this mighty man of God standing before him. Then he realized he had no other choice but to follow the words of his Master Barouch and he attacked Michael. Michael engaged the beast from hell as he understood the beast dwelling inside of this man. He had prepared himself for this day for years under the tutelage of Father Crawley. As the two exchanged thrusts and swings of the swords, Father Crawley and Father Paul appeared and they grabbed Mary and took her away from the fight. They ran down the hallway until they were outside. There, Father Crawley left Mary in Father Paul’s hands and he returned to the fight with Nelson. When he returned they had vanished.

Michael began chasing Nelson up the stairs. He had pierced Nelson in the side, and the wound began to sting, like something worst than anything Nelson had ever experienced. He found that the sword used by the tunic warrior had some extraordinary powers. Then the Gothic men from the séance came out of the room into the hallway and they positioned themselves between Nelson and Michael. There were four of them holding long swords while one of them appeared repentant. He shouted to the others to forsake their rebellion and come with him before it was too late. The three made sarcastic comments at the once lost Gothic follower, as they tightened their grips around the swords they had. That man left his fellow Gothic worshippers, running down the hallway.

Michael looked at them, saying, “Do not stand against me. I am not here for you. So, depart from this place and let me have Nelson standing behind you.”

Dominion, a Gothic member replied, “It’s too late for us…and it’s too late for you. You should leave while you can. Or you can stay and we’ll gut you,” finished Dominion, as he spread a sinister smile across his face.

The other two Gothic members lowered their weight preparing to fight. Michael frowned for a second and then they attacked. Michael moved with quick precision. He simultaneously blocked blows while he returned strikes at the heads of the devil worshippers. Michael pivoted around while swinging his sword backwards. The swing cut one of the devil worshippers and he clasped.

Dominion attacked Michael from his blindside and Michael sensed the overhead blow coming down upon him. Then he dodged the blow and composed himself. Now the two devil worshippers stood smiling in front of him, and Nelson disappeared. Michael looked over his shoulder and there was Nelson coming down upon him with his iron rod. Michael ducked under the blow as the two other devil worshippers came at him with their swords. Michael plunged his mighty sword into one of the devil worshippers, instantly killing him.

Dominion attacked Michael and had a more advanced attack. He came with shorter and more precision swings in which he covered himself better than the others. Dominion spoke with extreme arrogance about his skill in sword fighting, as he swung his sword with expertise. Michael found himself in a real fight and Nelson smiled as he saw his chance to lose Michael. So Nelson fled and pursued the sacrifice.

Father Paul and Mary waited in the car alone. Mary was shaking and still very afraid. She managed to ask Father Paul about Michael, the unknown stranger that saved her. Father Paul gave her a judgmental look and kept quiet. He had ideas about Mary. Mary could tell that the Father found her appearance strange. She felt insecure about addressing him any further.

Then Father Paul heard a smashing sound in back of him. He jumped and looked. He saw Nelson, eyes full of fire and his skin still glowing like it was literally on fire. He detested the appearance of Nelson. He hopped out of the car, saying, “Haven’t you done enough?”

Nelson pushed the Father away and said, “I’m not the son you once knew. You should forget what you knew about me. I’m gone Father. I’m gone forever.” Then he grabbed Mary and she began crying. She struggled and fought with this supernatural being, with this beast of a man. Nelson backhanded her and she collapsed to the ground.

Now Father Paul reached for Nelson and he pulled away from the reach and raised his iron rod high above the Father’s head. It was then that the Father restrained himself and Nelson laughed in his face.

Father Crawley returned to his comrade to find himself at the mercy of Nelson. He yelled, “Nelson…Nelson stop your madness in the name of the Lord.”

“That bullshit you watch on T.V. won’t work, Crawley.” 

“You know my name?”

“I’ve known you before you ever existed. I’ve seen you and your type many times before. You can lose your soul dealing with me,” said Nelson.

Father Crawley knew now that Nelson hadn’t seen others like him and he figured the demon spoke through Nelson in this message. 

So he said, ”If you know me then you know what it is I can do,” finished Father Crawley as he threw this blessed net over Nelson’s head. 

The net confounded Nelson. It sapped him of his strength so that Mary could escape and run. Nelson flung his arms wildly trying to lose himself from the grasp of the blessed net, except he could not break free. Mary ran to the car and got in.

Meanwhile, Michael fended off swings from the swordsman, Dominion, as the two continued to tussle. Then, Dominion over swung and Michael grabbed his arm and ran his sword into Dominion’s torso and he fell dead on the hotel floor. Michael left the room as quickly as possible and when he reached the parking lot, he saw Nelson. He was staggering from the Majestic forces of the net. Michael ran past Nelson towards the moving car. The blessed net that Father Crawley had thrown over him began to disintegrate.

Father Crawley looked at Father Paul and said, “His strength is too much for the net. It’s not going to hold him.”

Father Paul started the engine and he put the car in reverse. He punched the gas pedal, as the net above Nelson’s head melted into ashes and fell to the ground. Michael ran and jumped in the moving car and Father Paul spun the car around, threw it in drive and sped out.

Nelson tried to run the car down but he could not catch them as they fled.

When they were out of Nelson’s reach, Father Crawley looked behind his shoulder and he said, “Michael, are you alright?”

“Yes Father, I’m alright.”

Then Father Crawley looked at Mary and he asked the same. Mary replied, “God heard my prayers, Father.”

“Yes, Mary, He did,” replied Father Crawley.

Father Crawley wondered immensely about the way Nelson knew his name. He was one-hundred percent positive the supernatural element of this case told Nelson his name. Therefore, the premise of their belief is that Nelson was acting on the instructions of the underworld that alerted him to the priests. Father Crawley wanted to know the identity of the demon and he prayed on that. If, he were to defeat this demon and send him back into the depths of hell, he knew that he had to know of him. He sat alone in the only hotel room. He was serious about his ambition to exorcise this demon out into the open and destroy his plans. He knew only the Spirit of the Lord could reveal these questions and so he meditated on the topic seeking the Lord’s wisdom and enlightenment. He fell into a deep sleep and this was the vision the Lord bestowed upon him.

Barouch, appeared on his steed, in the mist of battle. He appeared aged now and grey. He had a burning in his eyes and he commanded his troops with raw authority. He looked the part of ruggedness and un-kept with his bushy beard, as if the success of many battles had not affected his pleasure in warfare. He still wore his iron bracelets on his forearms and he wore little armor. He wore nothing shiny or gaudy, and no crown was worn on top of his head. He loved his men and the fight more than anything else. Maybe, this is why his men gave him their devoted loyalty. Now, his regiment appeared larger and was intermixed with foreigners. These men rode miles of territory in the plains of Gaul still heading for Rome; seeking their spoils and plunder. There were twenty- thousand men at his disposal and they were now flying their own flag. Among, them was Merlin, who rode on his horse at the back of the cavalry. He was relegated to the back of the formation as Barouch commanded. Merlin did not like Barouch and he despised the king for degrading him, which he understood as an utter refusal to acknowledge his supernatural powers.

Then Father Crawley saw a band of travelers. They were humble families traveling in the valley with no arms. The men in the caravan appeared meek with farmers and herders. They seemed harmless. But the men in Barouch’s army desired to take the women for their wives. Barouch didn’t disappoint his men. He ordered his men to assault the small caravan and to kill the men and take the women for wives.

Barouch and the majority of his troops waited on top of the hillside as a small band of barbarians descended the mountain and charged the small group of men. In minutes, the larger, more barbaric band of men cut the small band of farmers and herders into pieces. Then the whole group of twenty-thousand men descended the mountain to take their possessions and the women.

Barouch was the first to pick his bride, which Merlin found disgusting. He was appalled by this menace, this tyrant and his evil ways. Merlin always believed in the good of man, and he was taught by the spirits of good that men should do well unto others.

Days passed on this expedition and the men became restless. Barouch saw his regiment of men becoming restless. He worried that they would leave his side, and depart going in fractions amongst one another. A leader amongst the barbarians was emerging. He was youthful and brilliant. His name was Jeremiah. His mother named him after the prophet and she blessed him before the Lord in Heaven. He spoke with sense and the Goths were listening to his ideas. Little did Barouch know of this danger to his throne because his followers kept his words secret, waiting on their time to revolt.

Jeremiah was also a Captain in the king’s army and he was the most skilled swordsman of all the troops. He was known by the king and the troops as having the most complex sword-fighting skills of the men. In war, Jeremiah was quick and powerful. He was an expert with his sword and disguised his fighting attacks very well. Like his sword fighting, he kept his skills secret. He wanted to civilize the group of men that the king led and bring them under the submission of the Most High. But, he realized that, if Barouch, found out about his teachings to this band of followers, he would have his head.

Merlin had a servant named Chuy. He summoned his servant to bring Jeremiah to him. So the servant went to Jeremiah’s tent and he told him that Merlin wanted to see him. Jeremiah thought about the visit at great length. For days, he labored about the visit with Merlin. For all he knew, Merlin might wish to put him on the throne. He didn’t know if he could rally that many men against Barouch. But, he had an idea.

Jeremiah approached the king’s tent and he was allowed access to him.

“My Lord,” said Jeremiah, as he knelt before the king while simultaneously bowing his head.

Barouch ate a piece of turkey, tearing the meat from the bone. He filled his stomach and drank wine. He was blitzed, his eyes showing the affects of the wine. He had concubines dancing in scantily dressed garments that exposed their breasts. The women in the tent bided the king’s every desire. Then the king rose from his high chair, which was embedded with emeralds and precious stones that the spoiled king took from the Jewish temple in Gaul. Now, the king stood over his servant, a place where he often spoke to his servants and even captains as they addressed him with their desires.

“You may look up lad,” spoke the king.

“My Lord, I have some news I want to share with you.” 

“News…news of what nature,” asked the king?

“Patrols, My Lord. The men are in need of adventure and they are growing restless. We are in need of some more women for the men who desire wives.”

“I see lad. And whose idea is this? Yours, Jeremiah,” he asked? 

“Yes, My Lord, it is my idea.”

Barouch turned away from Jeremiah, and he began hoofing loudly. Jeremiah didn’t know what to expect next. He prayed the king would not find his request a ploy, which it was, and have him beheaded. Then the king turned around and he addressed Jeremiah, saying, “You have no wife as of yet lad?”

‘Yes, My Lord, I do have a wife. I have three, My Lord. But we need the men…”

“I will decide what the men need,” shouted Barouch. Then he grabbed Jeremiah by the leather strap-wrapped around his shoulder and he lifted him to his feet. He looked the Captain deep in the eyes. His eyes were filled with distrust and he surprisingly said, “O.k., my boy, do as you wish. You take the first patrol and you get the men without wives some women to bare their offspring.”

Jeremiah could barely contain his pleasure at the king’s word but he spread a smile nevertheless, happy the king didn’t take his life.

Barouch saw the youth smile and he laughed momentarily, turning his laughter into a serious look, he said, “Take two thousand men to the camp of the travelers and invade them. They will have plenty of wives for the rest of the men.”

When Jeremiah left the king, he went straight to Merlin’s tent and he requested him to come before him. When Merlin appeared outside of his tent, Jeremiah sat on his brown stallion, dressed in his battle armor. Jeremiah sat between his most loyal men which were his guards and when they were out on patrol, they were devoted Christians.

Merlin exited with his magical scepter in hand. He was draped in his white-purplish robe with quarter moons stitched into the sleeves. It was laced with gold flakes along the hems…for gold purified his spells. He approached the young man and his band of men stood quietly until addressed.

Jeremiah said, “Speak wizard and tell me why you sent for me?” Merlin humbled himself by bowing his head and giving the youth a small smile, saying, “The throne would be better served with your leadership, young man. I’m at your service, should you decide you may need a wizard and magic.”

Jeremiah searched his soul, debating the proposal, he said, “I thought as much. I remember you, wizard. You are a magician of great magic. I will need you in battle. So what do you propose?”

“My Lord, you will defeat Barouch and bring your people security in these parts with your ways and wisdom. If thou shall let me join you in battle, in the revolt against Barouch, thou will defeat him, in the name of the Lord Almighty.”

“Wizardry is a sin, that I consult the works of magic. I could not let you ride with our caravan. I’m sorry,” said Jeremiah.

“Wait, My Lord to be. There is a dark side to Barouch. Something you have never seen and he will destroy you if …”

“If what, wizard?”

“If I’m not there to battle this dark side, the forces of evil will prevail against you, My Lord.”

“You will be my undoing wizard,” said Jeremiah with pleasure, “I will bring you with us. I may have need of your illusions as you say.”

Seconds later, Michael burst in on Father Crawley while he was dreaming and he shouted, “It is Mary, Father. She’s talking in her sleep. Something is not right.”

Father Crawley rose quickly and followed Michael outside of his room to an adjacent room and they went into Mary. She was sweating and trembling while her eyes were wide open. She had no consciousness in her eyes, only the delusion of some dream and some evil spirit that had her under its spell. Father Crawley grabbed hold of her arms and he began to shake her gently while whispering her name. In seconds, she began to address him as Father. It was then that he knew his subtle approach was working. So, he continued, saying, “Mary, what is it that’s bothering you.”

She replied, “I don’t know Father, only that he is ugly… and evil. He wants me to tell you something.”

“What does he want to tell me, Mary?” replied Father Crawley as he looked over his shoulder at Father Paul and Michael.

Mary’s eyes turned dark, like a beast of the field, which Father Crawley noted and associated with the demonic invasion of one’s soul. He looked over his shoulder at Michael nodding at him while he turned to Father Paul to teach him the symptoms of demonic possessions. Then he reached in his coat pocket and he pulled out a vial of olive oil and began to anoint Mary in the name of the Father, Son and Holy Ghost. As he anointed her head, he began to speak calmly to her.

“Mary you are in the hands of the true and Righteous One, and no one can hurt you, darling. Do you understand?”

“No…no, that’s a lie,” replied Mary. She began to quiver and shake her head as Father Crawley continued.

“Mary, you have not answered me. I know this. You are running Mary; and God wants you to come back. Come to Him Mary, and He will receive you.”

“You are a fool and you tell lies. I am her provider and I will keep her safe,” replied the demon in Mary. Then Mary said, “I will come to you Lord, please receive me.” Suddenly Mary awoke from her demonic dream and the demon was cast out by the Lord and Father Crawley.

Mary sat up and scooted over to the edge of the bed. She momentarily put her head in her hands as she lifted her head and said, “I messed up. I should’ve never associated myself with that satanic group. I feel so stupid.”

“Mary, you have your whole life ahead of you. You know the cost of leaving His ways and following the wicked. You’ll lose your soul, not just when death has come, but now, in this life. You understand that, right?’

“Yes, Father, I do. I won’t do this shit again, Father. Excuse my French.”

“It’s excused. Now Father Paul will attend to you. We will keep you here until we know it’s safe for you to go home. Is that alright, Mary?”

Mary nodded her head, as Father Crawley rose from his knees and left the room. He summoned Michael to him, saying, “Watch everything. I don’t know exactly what is going on, but we can’t be too careful.”

“Yes Father.”

Meanwhile, Detective Shields was in the kitchen while his wife washed the dishes. He was talking to her about this strange case. His wife, Joann, was an unbeliever and for the most part, so was Detective Shields.

Shields spoke, saying, “I’m not sure about anything now Joann. I don’t know if it’s worth me losing my life in this case.”

“We have two daughters to feed Matthew. So what are you talking about?”

Shields hit the counter top and he approached her with a clinched fist before he caught himself. She had a confused and shocked expression on her face.

Shields said, “I’m sorry, honey.”

Joann pulled off her apron, went to her husband and began to hug him. Then she said, “This is not like you. You’ve always held up good under pressure…”

“This is more than pressure, this is beyond comprehension.” “It’s not real, Matt. They are illusions…”

“No, you’re wrong baby. This is the supernatural at work, and the war between heaven and hell. I tell you, we are like pawns and we have no defense to this beast.”

“So now you believe in heaven and hell? I thought we were going to raise our kids without such madness.”

“Joann,” said Shields, as he shook his head, “This is not about how we’re going to raise the kids. And I don’t believe we should deny them the right to make their own decisions in the matter.”

“What are you suggesting, Matthew?” 

“We need to take them to church.”

“Church…you got to be kidding. This case has really got…” 

“Stop, Joann. Just stop.” Then he went to her and he took her hands and said, “We gotta do this right now. I want you to take this serious. We need God right now. Whatever you believe, baby, let the kids believe too. That’s all I ask right now.”

“In something that’s not true, no, I won’t do it.”

“Joann, this thing will destroy us. It has no mercy. This demon is real. We need to get right with God… right now. Stop resisting me. This is how it’s gonna be Joann, believe me,” finished Shields as he turned away from her and left the kitchen.

It was approaching midnight and Detective Shields slept with his wife in bed when Joann heard their daughters calling for them. She awoke, pulled the sheets back and went to their bedroom. When she entered the room she saw both her daughters sitting up and crying. She stood at the entrance, perplexed a second until it dawned on her that her daughters never cried. Then she saw her youngest daughter point to something behind the door. So she entered the room and when she looked behind the door she saw what she thought was an abductor.

She yelled, “Get the hell out of our house.” As she spoke, she noticed the peculiar attire the man wore and the long black robe disturbed her. She looked even closer and then she said, “Who the hell are you?”

Nelson cracked a sinister smile, then, said, “I’m the man your husband is looking for.”

Nelson put a finger over his lips, signifying his desire that she remain quiet. She seemed to get the idea, as her expression turned very cold and defiant. Something Nelson found different. She had nerves of steel. Nelson slowly pushed her aside as he proceeded over to the two little girls. As another sinister smile spread over his lips, he stepped behind the two little ones. Then he began to run his fingers through the hair of the oldest girl while saying, “What means the most to you, Joann…these two little ones, I suppose?”

“Don’t hurt my little girls. I’ll do whatever you want.”

“Yes, Joann, you will. That, I know. Don’t worry…I’m not here to hurt them. I want you to deliver a message for me Joann. You can do that, can’t you?”

Joann didn’t know what this man was up to, but she wanted him out of her house. Then she wondered why her husband had not awoken. It wasn’t like him to sleep very hard. Then she replied, “I’ll tell him whatever you want. Then you leave.”

“Yes, Joann, I will leave. But you tell your husband that I said I want to meet him in Lake Tahoe at the mission. Tell him to pray.” Then Nelson stepped away from the two girls and he raised his iron rod for Joann to see. His eyes changed right before her, as they became unnaturally red. He walked up to her while putting his iron rod next to her neck and said, “Make sure you kiss him goodbye, Joann.”

Joann couldn’t believe he put his hands on her, and she seemed so removed from the whole event, but when she looked for him, he had vanished. She spun around searching the room for this man and she couldn’t find him. Then she went to her two young daughters who were trembling, and she knew she wasn’t dreaming. After she tucked them back in their beds, she went back in her bedroom. Matt was still sleeping and she shook him.

“Why, are you waking me up? I need…” 

“Baby, he was here.”

“Who was here?” 

“Nelson.”

Detective John Cole knelt at the altar in the finest Catholic church in Los Angeles on Wilshire Boulevard, where he seldom came to pay his respects. But on this occasion he felt compelled to seek some spiritual guidance. He realized times were trying and his faith would be tested soon. He looked up at the sculpture, the Christ hanging on the cross and he wondered if he was worthy. He didn’t want to become a victim of this devil let loose on mankind. So, he prayed and then he left the church feeling much better.

The next day at the precinct, Detective Shields sat at his desk. He was pissed and worried about his family now. The last thing he wanted was something to happen to his family. He knew now that he couldn’t protect them. He wanted to end Nelson’s life so bad, he could taste it. He looked over at his old partner’s desk, which was where Detective Cole would eventually sit. He couldn’t wait to tell him what happened the night before. He wanted to call on some dirty cops, but they already had an all points bulletin out on Nelson Spears, something he knew was useless. Then he wondered about the message he left with his wife. He didn’t know anything about Lake Tahoe or what that signified. He only knew they had some leg work to do.

Meanwhile, Detective Cole went to the hospital, he needed answers and he knew SWAT Sergeant Rubenstein might have them. He entered the hospital and it was just so dreary. He seemed to see only dreary faces, but of course, there were people dying in there. He tried to ignore the solemn faces when it dawned on him that death and illness were a part of life. He began to sympathize with those feelings so bad and he acknowledged them the best that he could. He knew he might be there one day very soon. He didn’t know what might befall him, especially under the circumstances. He felt a soothing sensation in the hospital as he traveled up the floors until he reached the floor of Sergeant Rubenstein. He exited the elevator and while passing the nurses desk, the head nurse stopped him.

She said, “He’s very weak, Sir.” 

“You know who I am?”

She ignored that comment and said, “I don’t think he’s going to make it, Detective. I know you want to speak with him, so go right ahead. But he’s in a lot of pain, so don’t be too long.”

“Yes Madam.”

Cole entered the room where he saw this once vibrant man laying in a gurney, burnt black and fighting for his life. He saw the intravenous tubes in his arms and the bandages over the burns on his arms and chest. He thought to himself, ‘Oh my God, what if, his were me.’ Then he approached the dying man, a tear coming from his eye, he leaned over the dying man hoping he could find out everything they needed to know.

“Max…Max. Are you awake? Please, Max, I need to talk to you.”

Max turned his head over and their eyes met. Max reached for Cole’s hand and Cole took it. Then Max, in his low tired voice, said, “Did we kill him?”

Cole didn’t want to disappoint the SWAT Sergeant but he needed to get to Nelson. So he had to come straight, “no.”

Max turned his head away, saying, “It didn’t work then.” “Not really Max. You shot him. He lost a lot of blood. How did he come back? Do you know?”

“Hell, if I knew, do you think I’d be laying here, half dead. The Kid shot him with the .50 cal., we thought we killed him. We wanted to do it by the book so we called it in. We were certain he was dying. But somehow he came back to life. I don’t know what to tell you Cole. We did the best we could.”

“But how did you shoot him? That’s never happened,” said Cole.

“We blessed the rifles. That’s what we did.”

Then Cole leaned his head back over and he looked very sad, his eyes were swollen and he seemed withdrawn.

Then he said, “What happened to the others?” 

“They’re all dead Max. I’m sorry.”

“I’ll be joining them soon Cole, I’m not going to make it. Don’t want too. Don’t try to take him alive, but if you get the chance kill him, do it, Cole. That’s where we messed up. We should’ve finished him when we had the chance. Don’t make the same mistake.”

Detective Cole left the room, and while he was passing the nurse’s desk, the head nurse shouted out, “We have a cardiac arrest,” as she and others ran to Sergeant Rubenstein’s room.

Cole hesitated for only a moment. He watched the whole thing go down while he realized his fellow officer was leaving them forever. He continued to the elevator not looking back; a fate he realized he might face himself. A couple of hours later, he found out that Max had expired. Detective Cole finally made it back to the precinct where his partner sat at his desk drinking orange juice.

“Max is gone,” said Shields. “I got something to tell you. That bastard showed up at my house while I was asleep. He threatened my daughters; the goddamn bastard threatened my two little girls, John.”

“You’re kidding me.”

“No, I’m serious. We have to get this son of a bitch and send him to hell John. I got something else too…h said he wants us to meet him at some mission in Lake Tahoe. Why, I wonder?”

John rose, walked over to the coffee maker and poured himself a cup. He was obviously pondering something as he stirred his coffee. Then he looked at Shields with an intense look and he asked, “I read your file Shields, a while back. I remember it noted no faith. Do you believe in God, or are you an atheist?”

“I believe John…I just don’t practice any religion. I’m not the religious type but that’s about to change. Why?”

“As you have probably figured out, we’re in the middle of some spiritual war. We may not be the target in the larger scheme of this spiritual war. We’re in the way, that’s all. We’re like pawns in the game of Nelson. But, we’re not the prize.” Cole began to tap his pen on the desk, again he was thinking. He took another sip of his coffee and said, “Max said they blessed the .50 Cal. and that it had initially worked. He said they had the chance to finish him, but played it by the book and called it in. We know he ambushed the EMT’s while enroute. He wanted to know how he came back.”

“The blood did turn out to be Spears’s blood. It was enough blood loss to kill any man. Myself, I’m wondering how he survived.”

“That’s the one question we need help with Shields. I don’t think we can defeat this man or demon, or whatever we call him, until we understand more about this whole thing. We’re not priests or holy men. We need someone with this understanding and we need them fast.”

Suddenly, the psychic, Roland, entered and he seemed to search the room for some help. Shields noticed him and he pointed the psychic out to Cole. Shields remembered the psychic very well. He had interviewed him on a couple of occasions and wondered what he wanted now. So, he and Cole walked over to the psychic and they addressed him.

“You are Roland Harris, correct,” asked Shields?

“Oh, there you are. I’m looking for you,” replied the psychic. 

“I’m wondering where you are with the case?”

“That’s not an easy question at the moment. We’re still working on capturing this individual. Is there anything you have to offer,” replied Shields?

“As a matter of fact, there is. Beth has been having these strange predictions. She thinks Nelson is about to depart. She says he’s about to change his killing ground.”

Detective Shields looked at Detective Cole raising his eyebrow in curiosity. Then he turned back to Roland and said, “So what, killers do that. Does she have anything else to say?”

“Yes, she does, but she wants you to visit her at her house, Detective. That is, if it’s alright?”

Twenty minutes, later Detectives Shields and Cole were pulling into Beth’s driveway. If there was any information this psychic might have that may help them, they needed to obtain it. Detective Cole had his suspicions about Beth and her abilities. He wished Shields would resort to conventional detective work and drop the bullshit. He saw Beth as a many people see psychics… that they are all phony. But he came along for the ride. After all, he might learn of something, he told himself.

When they entered the home of Beth, she appeared eager to shed some light on what she called her visions from the other side. She sat before the two Detectives and when they sat down she looked at Cole compassionately, saying, “You’ve seen a lot, much more than you would like,” Beth began.

“You can’t play my head, madam. I’m here to listen to what you have to say. I don’t need a reading. Just tell us what you have. If, I believe it, I’ll tell you. If I don’t, I will also tell you, o.k.?”

Beth frowned and then she began by saying, “There’s a reason for his strength as you well know. It’s the spirits of evil, one in particular, it’s the dragon named Detuth that is in him. That spirit will come up to earth from the underworld soon. But, first you will have to deal with this beast, a barbarian having great strength. This appears to be the beginning of an uprising from the depths of hell coming into our realm. I wish I could tell you how to destroy these two wicked demons, but I have no idea. I will continue to meditate on it, but my vision tells me they will meet you in some resort area. I don’t know the exact destination, but I’m sure you’ll find out soon…”

Detective Shields already knew the destination, he wondered how she knew all of this and he began to accept her visions as prophetic. So he listened carefully until he said, “Have you ever seen this demon as he is? I know you told us, me and Detective Cole here, that you had seen the dragon, Detuth. Now, you mention a beast. Tell us more if you can.” “Baby, I wish I knew more about this whole thing, but I don’t. I only know what is revealed to me from the underworld.

And how can you trust such visions? I don’t know what these spirits really want with me. I wish Johnny had never got caught up in this whole demented ordeal, now he’s dead and I want revenge. I want to solve this whole thing and see Nelson cast into hell. That’s why I meditate and seek answers.”

After the disturbing message from Beth, Detectives Cole and Shields decided the missing piece to the puzzle was the Catholic priest named Crawley and his warrior Michael. So, they proceeded to the only place they figured they might find them, at the Catholic Church.

Detective Shields pulled the un-marked squad car into the church parking lot. They exited and headed to the entrance.


17. Mission

 

 

Michael happened to be standing at the window, he was concealed behind the curtain, but he knew this day was coming. He closed the sheer curtain and returned back to his studies. He was reading books on evil spirits and their most used tricks and traits. He was in all respects, Father Namon Crawley’s pupil and he needed to know everything about this demonology doctrine. Father Crawley completely crafted the study, selecting the books of the ages, some that were centuries old for him to learn. Michael had a picture of a demon that resembled a dragon on a horse and carrying a lance. The demon’s name was Baal, which was originally the god of the Canaanites and later adopted by some Hebrew kings. Father Crawley wanted Michael to learn everything about this demon Baal because some said he lead the demons in hell against the holiest of mankind.

He read the ancient book, which was a reproduction of the old book translated into English. He learned that many Hebrew priests believed Baal was one of the fallen angels, transcending from the depths of hell to deceive men into the world of murder. It was Father Crawley’s belief that the demon possessing Nelson’s soul and body belonged to the ranks of Baal, the murderer of men. Obviously, Nelson was a murderer, thus, he must belong to the ranks of Baal. As the Catholics believed and taught it, demons had certain traits, such as sexual immorality or lust for wealth or death.

But each demon had their own sin and they fooled men from within, the damnation of their souls being the guiding darkness for these demonic beasts. The trick was in the weapons in which the priests chose to cast these demons back into the depths of hell. They were all different and the way that the weapons were used was tricky itself. Thus, the first mission of the priests was to identify the demon possessing the soul of the individual who wanted to challenge the priests, so that the right weapon and right application of the weapon may be used to render that demon disarmed of all evil and its supernatural powers rendered useless.

Now that Detectives Cole and Shields had Father Crawley in their presence, it was time to ascertain everything they could, that’s if this priest would cooperate. Shields remembered how difficult Father Crawley had been on the docks when they were attempting to ascertain information about the episode with the gangster, Dirty Dee. If there was some sort of secrecy to the pursuit of men possessed by demons, they thought it a crime for these priests to keep that vital information to themselves. For all, of the Hollywood Police Department and Los Angeles Sheriffs had suffered severe casualties, to the tune of over twenty good men and one woman. It had to end and if that meant the Catholic Church had to share some secrets with them, they were determined to garnish them from Father Crawley now.

Detective Shields thought of a question and asked, “Beth is this lady that says she saw this demon when she put Nelson into a trance. She said the demon called itself-Detuth. Does that name ring a bell?”

Father Crawley walked around this eight foot table that had ferns and other flowers on-top of it. He pondered sharing the truth with this Detective.

“Yes, I’ve heard of Detuth, the dragon. What did she say about this demon again?”

“She said that Detuthis coming back to kill and destroy.” “That’s what he always does,” said Father Crawley as a worried look came over his face. “He’s one of the most evil, if not the most evil demon in hell. Some say he is actually Baal the devil.”

“Is Baal the devil? What do you mean by that? There’s more than one devil?”

“Actually there is, some demons are named in the Bible, but no one knows their true identities. They have their own agenda, but they have one common goal. They want to destroy man and his faith in God. They didn’t follow their Creator when they were in heaven and they fought against the Father and Michael, the Arch-Angel. They insisted on deluding their minds against God for their own selfish purpose. So, the battle in man’s heart and mind stems from obedience to God; either to follow His Commandments or to follow the will of one’s own self. Thus, when the angels rebelled against the Father, they placed their will against God’s will and Commandments,” said Father Crawley.

Father Crawley finished circling the large oak table in the finely fashioned temple and he faced Detective Shields, saying, “This is disturbing news gentlemen…”

“Why,” interrupted Cole?

“Because, these are the last days, the coming of the end, gentlemen. It’s the demons last stand and the signs that the end of time are coming.”

“How do you know such things,” asked Cole?

“I can’t tell you that. The Church has kept that a secret for ages. But if Detuth is coming back into to this age, our time is running out.”

“He’s trying to place the Anti-Christ into power,” asked Cole? “Some believe he is the Anti-Christ incarnated. I believe the same,” replied Father Crawley.

Detective Cole began to get some understanding of the magnitude of the entire murderous rampage of Nelson. He gave the Father an interesting look and said, “So Nelson is just a vessel in a larger scheme. But why was he chosen?”

“I don’t know. It doesn’t matter to me or us why. What matters is we have this demon about to rise into our realm and he will bring death upon many if we don’t stop him.”

“How do we stop what is prophecy,” said Cole?

“There’s an end described in our Bible and there is the coming of the end. Let’s hope this is just the coming of the end. Do you understand what I’m saying? We can change this end, but the other we cannot.”

“But you just said if this is Detuth, he really is the Anti-Christ incarnated. What does that mean, if not the end of time,” said Detective Shields?

“You are most certainly right. Some things just cannot be explained,” said Father Crawley as he paced into another room while waving the two detectives to follow him. They did, and the Father led them through a courtyard of the vast monastery until they reached another holy temple. This temple was more elaborate with arches of the finest oak wood that had engravings of biblical times. The ceiling was ceramic tiles of light-blue and crimson. There were pictures of roses in the ceramic which enhanced the temple ceiling, where Mother Mary held the Son of God in her bosom. There was a large podium and stage for the papacy which was similar to that of the Catholic churches and there were five high chairs in the pulpit. On the luxurious walls there were more immaculate carvings that appeared intricate in detail and very old. On the isle below, was a red embroidered rug with imprinted impressions of angels harmoniously performing their holiest of duties. Father Crawley walked them through the vast church just before they reached the alter they stopped.

“I’m truly sorry for your gentlemen’s loss. Probably you have figured out you can’t kill this thing let loose from hell with your pistols.”

Shields understood the matter, of course only to a certain extent, but he avoided commenting on the matter because it was all new and he knew he didn’t know shit.

As for Detective Cole he had begun seeking another rationale about the whole matter, believing something only supernatural could destroy Nelson. He heard the father in the subliminal way he came with his apology. He expected the father to tell them what it would take to destroy this man/demon. He weighed in on the edge of his curiosity for Father Crawley to continue.

“You see the forces of evil have always sought to disrupt the vision of God,” said Father Crawley. “There’s been an internal struggle for the sons of God, one that has been waged for centuries upon centuries. And they’re after this one empire which had drawn man into their internal struggle for supremacy. We’re, the pawns as well as the prize for their tiny war,” finished the Father with a frown.

“So why would Nelson want to go to Lake Tahoe to some mission there,” asked Detective Shields?

“How do you know this,” asked Father Crawley? “Did he visit

you?”

“He invaded my house when I was asleep and he threatened my girls,” replied Shields.

“You must put that anger away. He’ll use it against you. That’s what he wants…you rattled. Tell me what happened and when?”

A couple of days later, a caravan of interested parties packed their belongings and they headed for Lake Tahoe where lodging was prevalent. In the first car were Father Paul and Father Crawley. In the next car was Detectives Cole and Shields. And in the last car were psychic Roland Harris and his pupil Steven who witnessed Johnny becoming possessed by Nelson months ago. Michael travelled alone as a hidden protector, one never really knew when or where he would appear.

The trip was wet and rainy as the clouds in heaven released their cleansing water on the ground man dirtied. It was a perfect trip through the majestic mountains and beautiful forest; something they all needed. The trip gave them a chance to refocus themselves on what was really important in all of their lives.

For Detective Cole, the trip helped him with his depression because he had five more years to retirement and his health was failing. For Detective Shields the journey helped him think about his future without any faith. He began to figure the Lord had purposely brought this case to him to demonstrate something he had ignored for years. He hoped he didn’t die an unbeliever. For Roland Harris, the trip was his chance to meet with the dead. On several occasions he had spoken with the dead in his own séance. He had communicated the last wishes of those that died, before they could tell their loved ones something very important. His work was rewarding in that regard. But this scenario with Nelson was so vastly different, with the mystery of events to come, and those events that transpired intrigued him. The intrigue was like an adrenaline rush as well as very compelling. He had to ride this one out to the end. Then he wanted some revenge for Johnny but he had mixed emotions about him. He wondered if it were really Nelson or Johnny’s own hidden ideas that snared him in the insanity of a twisted soul. For Roland saw Johnny’s inability to overcome the voices of the dark as his fault. He imagined himself in the same position and he figured he would be strong enough to resist the Devil in all his lies. For Steven the same type of emotions existed, but he didn’t really have the same desires to try himself in a duel with some satanic lunatic, but he felt pressured by Roland to join this mysterious venture. If, he had his own way, he would not have come but instead he would be listening to heavy metal music at home.

They reached the mission in a day. The mission was modern with new stucco, painted beige on brown with an old adobe feel. The structure had new weather window resistant glass and thick window seals. The windows were square with no stained- glass. The structure looked five stories high and had beautiful grass with some yellow flower beds and roses that lined the yellow flowers in the front. They drove to the right side of the stucco structure, and down a red brick drive-way that rose upward to another large structure and it appeared to be some type of housing. When they reached the nice looking building, three monks walked out dressed in brown tunics. They took some of the bags of the visitors out of the car and entered the nice building.

A couple of days passed and no signs of Nelson appeared. Detective Shields and Cole decided to take a hike through the scenic mountains that surrounded the lake until they came to this clearing with an old survivalist type fireplace. To their right was a laying log that they decided to sit on. The sun was out and it was mildly warm with a cool breeze after it rained the night before.

Detective Cole began a conversation with his partner.

“There’s something larger than this case stirring…I’m somewhat pleased to be a part of this, but things like this don’t come that often. It’s like a challenge in a fight that you can’t avoid. You’re pulled into it with no warning and then its survival of the fittest.”

Detective Shields thought about his comment, he couldn’t really relate, but to some extent he had too. Drawn into this twisted scenario wasn’t his type of wish no matter how he spun it. He had two daughters to raise and his life was fine until Nelson came into it. He felt comfortable enough letting the specialist’s like Father Namon Crawley handle these demons. But, the simple fact was he had a job to do and as fate would have it, he was a part of this no matter what he wanted.

He replied, “I’m stuck on what the priest said. The Anti-Christ stuff I don’t even believe in all that. Now I find myself having to understand it, and then having to be a part of it. It is a little much for me right now.”

“I’m not sure he knows what he’s talking about…maybe I just don’t have enough information on it. I don’t even think it’s necessary to understand all of the end coming shit. We have a job to do here…it’s simple. We kill Nelson no matter what. Agreed,” asked Cole?

“Agreed,” said Shields.

Seconds later, they heard the bushes being whisked from side to side like someone was approaching. Then the individual popped through the bushes. It was one of the monks and he had his hood over his head covering his face. He walked methodically toward them, as if, he didn’t know they were sitting on this log, until he flipped his hood backwards exposing his face. It was Michael the soldier they saw on the docks.

Michael said, “The mountains are so peaceful and relaxing. You really get another focus here. You understand,” asked Michael as he found a tree stump and sat on it? “I love the serenity up here…away from the smog and corruption of the world.”

Detective Shields gave Cole a strange look, as if he thought Michael was too much, and Michael saw it. He knew he was different from the city slick types, he found around him. But Michael realized he had a purpose, one which was very important to the survival of man. So he didn’t feel strange or uncomfortable about being a little different.

Detective Cole took close inventory of Michael. He analyzed everything in a case, seeking whatever insights he could and reasoning his decisions on sound judgment. He didn’t underestimate this youth, and in fact he felt the youth might be holding back.

Cole asked, “So where were you staying before coming to this place?”

“I’m from Baltimore, Maryland. I guess you want to know what brought me here to this monastery.”

“If, it’s not too much to ask, tell us,” replied Cole.

“I was raised by my father and mother and have two sisters’ and one brother. My father was evil and twisted. He led a satanic cult.’’

“Really…that’s interesting, very interesting. So how did you end up here,” replied Cole?

“I ran away from my father. I left him when I was sixteen and I joined the church. They took me in when they heard my story and saw my scares.”

“What scares?”

Michael lifted his tunic over his head and he exposed some burns that scared his stomach and ribs. Then he said, “He did this. He would use me as an object of his torment, throwing gasoline on me then lighting me on fire. He did this to prove his loyalty to evil before the other Satanists in the community. One time he let the fire burn on me intentionally, and this is how it scared me,” said Michael as he dropped his tunic back into place.

Shields locked eyes on the horror he had just saw. It was indeed a disturbing story. Now, he figured Michael fought against evil because it personally affected him in a profound way. Shields wanted to know more about Michael.

He asked, “Where is your father now?”

“I don’t know…I don’t care. I’m here doing the will of God the best I can. I live to please the Lord now and I’ve forgiven my father. He’s lost…in the world of delusions.”

“Why, do you say that,” asked Shields?

“Delusions are placed in our minds by the works of the evil. We have liars in life with secret agendas. My father just wanted to prove himself worthy of leading the satanic cult. He wanted the power and influence for leading the satanic cult.”

“Do you think our murderer uses delusions,” asked Shields?

“I don’t really know …I’m not the one that figures that stuff out. Father Crawley figures out the capabilities of our adversaries, not me.”

“Can, I ask you this…it’s not important but I’m just curious,” asked Cole?

“If, I can answer it, I will. But, if I can’t talk about it, I can’t answer it,” replied Michael.

Father Crawley said, “You were chosen to be the soldier for God. Why?”

Michael was evasive at first…shying away from personal psychology and turning his eyes he seemed unable to answer the question. But Cole waited patiently, he wanted to see his reaction rather than hear his explanation.

“Father Crawley raised me to do this work. I have never questioned it. If this is what He or they want me to do, I’ll do it. My life is no longer important. I try to do the will of God, who I believe speaks through Father Crawley.

Cole rose from the log and he proceeded toward Michael saying, “You’re a very interesting lad. You come here from a satanic cult, and get filled with the Holy Ghost, and now you are a soldier for God. Let me ask you one more thing?”

“What will that be,” replied Michael as he fidgeted a little bit nervous of Detective Cole.

“Will you kill Nelson if told too?”

Michael smiled shyly and then he turned away from Detective Cole’s eyes saying, “I don’t kill detective. If I do something, it’s by His will I do something like that.” Then Michael vanished into the woods where he came from.

The night was brisk and breezy as Michael and the monks finished their chores. The monks numbered seven including Michael, and they devoted themselves to the ordinances of God and the priests who taught them. They had been building another housing unit for more fellow students wishing to learn about demonic spirits and how to destroy their works. That was the only way a student could be accepted into this community in Lake Tahoe according to the priests that ran the show. They were all fit men and very strong spiritually in the ways of catechism. Now the seven monks began cleaning up their excess materials and throwing it into the garbage. They had midnight studies to begin, a time when the spirits of evil roamed the air seeking whomever they may devour. At eleven, these young men would come into a sanctified chamber, lined with ancient candles that provided only natural light, and they said many prayers for the lost and suffering…the suffering of those trapped in between righteousness and evil.

The priest’s used an old adage. That the crossroads between good and evil have a meeting point set for a day of trial. The day of trial could happen at any time in a person’s life , and if, that person wasn’t prepared, he would fail at the crossroads. So, the students of these priests continually prayed and prepared for the spiritual warfare they were about to embark on with the Devil and his demons.

The seven young men bonded very well over the last twenty-four months as they studied together and worked hard together, learning each other’s strong points and weaknesses, as if, they were like a well tuned unit ready to battle at anytime.

Butch Redding was Michael’s best friend in the mission. He was a very stocky and powerful young man, standing 6’2” and weighing 230 pounds. He was the biggest man in the group, and sometime the clumsiest. Butch was a simple guy and pure hearted. He gave a person his all and then some. That’s, what Michael liked about him.

The other young man of worth mentioning is Mark Warren. He was quite the opposite in character, and if there were a wise evil, he possessed it. He played the meanest pranks on anyone in the group and laughed about it in the end. He loved to watch people be humiliated and embarrassed. But Mark was brilliant, very much the smartest in the group. He did most of the talking and leading in the group, for he was appointed to direct the group by the priests.

Michael was surprised by Mark’s serious demeanor the whole time they worked, Mark didn’t say one joke or play any pranks. He noticed Mark had taken this whole mission to exorcise Nelson of this demon very serious. One thing about Michael was he seldom joked around. He had such a boring personality, which he blamed on his isolated and disturbing upbringing. He had withdrawn so much from society and he had found himself out of touch with much of society. He didn’t relate to the same things most people did, except for football and basketball.

After cleaning-up, the seven monks headed up the hill towards the small housing building they lived in. It was time to shower and get ready for midnight prayer.

Meanwhile, Detective Cole spoke on the events and suspicions he had while secluded in the mountains. He and Detective Shields sat at a wooden table, the legs were rotting, and the lacquer was peeling.

“There’s something I can’t figure about this set-up. Which I believe it is,” said Cole, “why would this man, and if possessed, why, would he want to meet this Father in his own backyard, where they exorcise demons such as him. What is this demon trying to accomplish, I can’t understand it.”

“Why, do you ask me? You know I don’t understand this shit. I just want to see and hear that this bastard is burning in hell. I don’t care about all the in betweens.”

“I know but I think it’s very important. I tried to get an answer from the priest, Father Crawley, but he seemed to ignore the question. I got the sense he didn’t care. Or maybe he just figured it was the way the demon wanted it and left it at that.”

“Maybe that’s what you should do. I think you’re over-thinking this. We have to wait and watch…I don’t think we should interfere with these men in any way.”

“I’m not trying to interfere. I just want answers,” said Cole.

Midnight was approaching, as the monks said their prayers for those afflicted with the ailments of evil and spirits of the underworld. From the tall redwoods came Nelson toward the mini house of the monks.

Butch sneezed, the monks broke from their praying knees, taking notice they stood and a swift wind blew the front door open. Some of the monks were clueless as Mark and Michael sensed something. They looked at each other like sending a message with one’s eyes. They both approached the front door. Mark reached the door first and he stopped in the door-well for some reason.

Butch said, “It’s just the wind, don’t worry.”

Mark decided to exit the mini house while Michael stood there and watched. Mark walked out of Michael’s sight and finally Michael walked out the door. He looked around and saw nothing but the night. Then he searched for Mark and when he saw him he saw this image standing behind him. It was silhouetted and translucent with no flesh. Michael shook his head while Mark was looking elsewhere.

Mark looked back at Michael, saying, “There’s nothing out here.”

Michael became entranced in the image that loomed behind Mark, seeing the size of the individual. He was larger than Mark in height and width making Mark look dwarf size. Mark began to wave at Michael comically because he noticed his buddy staring.

“Mark, come back.”

Mark put his head down and he began to walk toward him, as the image in the background began becoming larger and looming over Mark that Michael could tell the image was more than light illusion. There was a life in the image although it wasn’t flesh. Michael ran toward Mark while seeing the face of the image which appeared a barbarian. This barbarian looking image had a thick bushy beard with dark hair and he was a big burly man. The man looked like a savage.

When Mark reached Michael, he recognized his empty expression and he turned around to see what he was stuck on. But Mark couldn’t see what Michael saw.

“Come on Michael let’s get back to our prayers.”

Michael yielded to Mark, following him inside. For fifteen minutes the monks prayed until a weird knocking on the walls surrounded them. The knocking was hollow and deep and sounded depths away. The sound of the knocking was rhythmic, fast and repetitive. There was something disturbing about the knocking and now all the monks rose in suspicion. They gave each a look of dismay. Finally, Mark marched over to a closet and he grabbed one of the holy artifacts and he raised it saying, “You Son of Satan reveal, yourself.”

Again, the front door blew open and with it came a swift wind. All the monks jumped to their feet, looking side to side for something to grab. Mark pulled out an amulet of the Virgin Mary and Jesus cradled in her bosom. Mark walked past all of the monks searching for the intruder, and the intrude appeared.

“Nelson,” exclaimed Michael.

“The sons of the damned have sent this message,” said Nelson as the lit candles went out leaving them in utter darkness. Then the angelic feminine spirits appeared over head, swirling above and crying out with the horrors of the dead. The student monks became fearful and they began to rush for the doors and windows. Nelson laughed as the monks frantically shook the windows trying to get out; they tore at the door handle also trying to flee. The door was supernaturally sealed shut by Nelson and the windows he had assumed power over also.

Finally, the monks gave up and they turned around to see Nelson standing before them with a sinister grin. He walked methodically around the room as the feminine spirits still swirled overhead. The only light in the room came from the translucent spirits that flew above. Michael sat there realizing it was probably hopeless to fight Nelson now. He didn’t know what they needed to destroy his sorcery. He knew His day would come and he hoped he was chosen to do the service of God.

Nelson stopped pacing and he began to speak, saying, “The door will be opened right here, right at this holy place.” Then he carefully looked all the monks in the eye, personally connecting with them until he ended at Michael. Then he approached Michael with his massive height and weight, sending a chill down Michael’s spine. Nelson stood seven or more inches taller than Michael and he outweighed him by some fifty pounds. As Nelson approached, now only inches away from him, he looked Michael up and down then said, “We once knew one another, centuries ago. That was a day when we we’re united. You were always handy with the sword old friend.”

Michael replied, “I’m no son of Satan. You don’t know me.”

Nelson turned away from him briefly and then he faced him again, saying, “You don’t remember that’s all. But you’re him reincarnated.” Then the translucent spirits vanished and some illusion began crumbling the walls around them. Michael looked for Nelson and he was gone as the walls of the building began giving away and the ceiling crumbled on-top of the monks. Seconds later, Michael and the others found themselves buried under shredded pieces of wood and drywall, as they pushed the rubble off of them.

Meanwhile, Roland Harris meditated and spoke to spirits on the otherside. These spirits were in harmony with the universe and friendly. He found them in his intense imagination, and his voyeurism to the next plain of understanding. He reached this plain very rarely, maybe two or three times a year. He felt the presence of two friendly spirits as he dreamed. They were a mother and child killed in a car accident. They were riding on a bicycle now, in another dimension. It appeared that they were happy and Roland enjoyed their happiness. Roland noted the colorful lilies in the field and how this mother and daughter played. He could hear them saying, “We didn’t deserve to die so young,” as he communicated with the dead.

In the colorful background, he also saw Nelson’s image walking in the field of lilies and bringing an iron rod spear at the mother and daughter innocently playing. Suddenly, the mother became startled by Nelson’s appearance and she grabbed her daughter and began running. But the act was useless because Nelson magically appeared before the fleeing mother and daughter, he was grinning as he raised his iron rod high above his head and begun to thrust it downward on-top of the mother’s head. Her skull split in two like it had been cut by some sort of skilsaw. Now the daughter began crying frantically as she shaked uncontrollably. Then Nelson just vanished in a mist of black smoke leaving the daughter alone to wallow in her sorrow.

Roland sat up from this crazy experience mesmerized and wondered about the intended message of the dream. After pondering the meaning of the dream, he dismissed the notion that the dream had any meaning behind it other than Nelson trying to intimidate him. Suddenly, Steven popped in the room, he was very upset and he told Roland, Nelson said, “He was going to kill you.”

Meanwhile, in the fifth floor of the monastery was Father Namon Crawley studying a book wrote in the sixteenth century about demons and their traits. He was searching the archive scripts for any information on how to defeat this type of demon.

The rotted old book had illustrations of demons possessing their victims in sexual experiences with the description of the demon or picture. But there was no mention of Detuth in the book. So Father Crawley grabbed the only demonology book that had described some of Detuth’s most heinous crimes against mankind. While re-reading stories he was already familiar with, he stumbled upon a well hidden message in a story of war and conquest. As he read the story of Detuth in this period of war, he realized he may be on to something. He started to ponder the hidden messages in depth, thinking immensely. A few hours passed and Father Crawley fell into a deep sleep.


18. Merlin’s revenge

 

 

The mountainous range was bitter cold as Jeremiah lead two thousand men on patrol through the Iberian Peninsula. The men were loyal to Jeremiah and in cahoots with challenging the king’s throne. They had plotted this day of division out well and now they saw their plans coming into existence. Now the men camped out ten miles away from Barouch, as Jeremiah lounged in his tent and sthought about peace with the mighty Romans that Barouch had offended. As he lounged in his tent he figured the Romans would pardon him and his men if they helped deliver Barouch’s head on a platter. In his eyes and ears was the sound wisdom of the elders, making peace with the mighty Roman Empire was the only way to avoid annihilation.

Then the scouts returned with the word that the captain of the Roman army would hear Jeremiah. So he chose his best fighters as a display of bravery and they mounted horses in a small band. Thirty men rode with Jeremiah to meet the Romans. This band of Goths was very small in numbers but they were very serious killers. When Jeremiah and his small band of men approached the camp of the Romans, they saw a small number of riders mount and riding in their direction. From behind boulders and underneath rocks were more of the Romans who concealed their existence in the terrain. The Romans proceeded to surround Jeremiah and his men who sat on their horses.

The group of riders came upon Jeremiah and the captain sat tall on top of his steed and he said, “I am Dagon. Why do you risk your lives coming out here to speak,” he asked?

Jeremiah was taken-back by the arrogant comment, then, he said, “We seek a pardon from the Romans and we’ll join your fight against Barouch.”

Dagon looked even more agitated as he replied, “You think the Romans bury their dead and then forgive?”

Jeremiah looked dismayed and he didn’t have an answer. Then he looked at the Roman captain and said, “The captain may gain useful allies and we’re here to prove that.”

But the captain only scoffed, saying, “You are not Romans. You’re barbarians. Why should we bargain with savages?”

Jeremiah was insulted as were most of his men. He could hear his men grumbling in the background, wanting to leave against these civilized men. Jeremiah could not ignore their murmurs. He tugged on the reigns of the big horse and his men followed him into the forest. When the barbarians were out of the Romans sight they began readying their battle gear, fixing their light armor breast plates and sharpening their pointed weapons. Now the grumbles became a loud war-cry as several of Jeremiah’s men rallied now wanting war.

Jeremiah dismounted and he called a meeting with his most trusted men.

Dagon led his men through a small canyon of sorts, while the scrubs of the terrain concealed the barbarians. He wanted to tell Brutus, the Commander of the Romans, what the savage barbarian requested of him and his army. Dagon was sure he’d reach the presence of his Commander in a day when they marched through this pass. The pass had large rugged walls of lime stone where apparently the water hardened after years of running rain. The walls were forty yards apart and four stories high.

Meanwhile, Jeremiah and his men waited behind rocks. The men were divided into small groups of four and five. Some of the men had a specific task to accomplish during the fight, such as attacking the lower extremities of their adversaries. Some would launch battle axes at the Romans while others charged the men with swords and battle axes. The barbarians, while barbaric in life, possessed an uncanny war strategy in battle.

Jeremiah would lead the first wave into the left side of their adversaries, as his men huddled behind the hand made snow walls. When Dagon and his Romans entered the pass, Jeremiah and his group attacked the latter portion of the brigade.

Dagon heard the attack and he readied himself for battle. When he took one of his battle axes, he began killing the barbarians that attacked him. Dagon had earned his name from the evil force he possessed when warding off attackers and pursing his foes. And now many of the barbarians fell to the edge of Dagon’s sword. But, Dagon saw his men slowly diminishing from the aggressive war tactics of the barbarians and Jeremiah’s group of men finished off the last security force of Dagon. Only thirty of Dagon’s men stood before the multitude of barbarians. Dagon knew he was dead in a matter of time.

Jeremiah forced the multitude of his men to stand down as he and his band of men surrounded Dagon and his guard. The fight between the evenly numbered men raged and the barbarians overwhelmed the last of Dagon’s men. Now only Dagon stood there wounded but still very dangerous. 

Jeremiah called to him, “Dagon…Dagon, I salute you this day, as a great warrior. But now the time has come for you to visit the Creator.”

Dagon nodded his head, he was too tired to even speak and words were useless at this time. Jeremiah sent four of his best men at Dagon and they easily subdued him, cutting him at the knees, he fell down before the victor Jeremiah. Then a chain was wrapped around his neck as the Night-Slayer, a violent man with a long bushy beard, tightened down on the chain. Dagon was hopeless and his time was near.

Jeremiah approached the defeated Captain, and he asked, “Where is Brutus, your commander?”

Dagon scoffed and replied, “I’d rather burn in hell than tell you.”

Jeremiah replied, “You can die horribly or you can die with honor. You’re choice,” said Jeremiah as he approached the restrained captain and he raped him of his garments. He left him clothed in only under-garments. Then Jeremiah pulled out a long dagger and he put the edge of the dagger against Dagon’s testicles. He said, “You can bleed to death right here, and I’ll leave you half alive for the wolves to eat.” Jeremiah let that thought sink in and then followed up saying, “Or you can tell me and I’ll let you fight me to the death.”

Dagon’s eyes brightened up, he wanted the death of a warrior and he might defeat the younger barbarian. Dagon replied, “They’re here, in the Iberian Peninsula where your death awaits you.”

Jeremiah got what he wanted. Now he knew where to assault Brutus and his army. He nodded to Night-Slayer and he let the Roman captain go. Dagon rose to his feet and one of Jeremiah’s men gave him a sword. Dagon took the sword and he wielded the sword with expertise, swinging the weapon with precision. Jeremiah respected the captain’s technique and he also twirled his sword as a return to Dagon’s gesture of superior swordsmanship. Then the two engaged, swinging their swords, and the swords clanged, echoing throughout the mountains. Dagon was aggressive as Jeremiah blocked all of the captain’s blows. Then Jeremiah regrouped from the charge and he lowered himself for more power. Dagon attacked again but this time Jeremiah blocked the sword while running his sword down the edge of the captain’s blade until it ran up Dagon’s arms and he cut them open. Dagon dropped the sword as blood spewed from his veins profusely. Then Jeremiah approached the disabled warrior and he plunged his sword into his heart, instantly killing him.

Merlin stood in the background watching the whole sword fight as he realized Jeremiah was the future for the barbarians. He had to change his plans to include the young man.

Three days later, Jeremiah and Merlin had decided to return back to the camp of Barouch, they’re first plan didn’t work. Now, Jeremiah and the others would pretend they were loyal to Barouch and they decided to wait. Barouch had no clue what lurked in the mist of his army. Jeremiah came to Barouch’s tent and he was allowed entrance.

When he entered Barouch’s presence while the king was practicing his sword with captures Barouch had taken from conquest. The hostages were practice dummies for the king and he practiced on them furiously, as Barouch armed them with swords and they attacked him at his behest. Barouch was massive; his sword was enormous and built to break the sword of his enemies. Barouch made short work of the ten man group he killed, killing all of them with power and destruction. Then he turned to Jeremiah, with his usual grin and shit-eating expression. His pride was enormous. So was his will to kill.

“How did the patrol go,” he asked?

“My lord, we came upon Romans, led by Dagon and we ambushed them in a pass. We slew them all, including their leader, Dagon.”

“Good, young man very good. Detuth granted you victory this day. You should worship him and give thanks,” spoke Barouch.

“No, my lord…I do not know this being you call Detuth. I worship the invisible God, the God that roams the sky,” replied Jeremiah.

Barouch laughed, saying, “You fool…you worship a God no one has seen or heard of in centuries. The Christian God is a myth boy. Don’t believe in such fables. Now go and leave me to myself.” Barouch turned away from Jeremiah, as his men escorted Jeremiah out of the tent.

Barouch took travel with all of his forces, pursuing the lead given by the deceased Dagon, they rode after the Roman army led by Brutus. Barouch and his men came upon Brutus and the Romans at the wetlands of the Iberian Peninsula and they engaged them. Thousands of men engaged in battle including Jeremiah and his brigade. For hours, the two forces fought, hundreds falling in battle and the night closing in, the few Romans left to fight were dying fast. Brutus and his guard continued to fight valiantly but the superior fighters for the barbarians overtook his forces until they surrounded his guard. Now Brutus saw the great Barouch face to face, in the mist of his men, Brutus readied himself for battle.

Brutus took hold of his two swords that he simultaneously swung, as a tactic of assaults intermixed with defensive blocks; Brutus was a formidable force to be reckoned with.

Barouch approached the captain of the Romans with his men and they engaged them with their swords and battle axes. The scuffle became an art of war, for the memories as Brutus slew five of Barouch’s men with his expert swordsmanship and determination.

Now Barouch was at a disadvantage because Brutus had killed most of his guards. Barouch was about to be embarrassed by the Roman commander if he had to summon more men to aid him. So, Barouch and three of his guards twirled their weapons as a sign they would fight the ten guards of Brutus alone. Then, Brutus had his guards surround Barouch and they charged in swinging their battle axes until they reached they’re mark. The Romans defeated Barouch’s last three men, leaving Barouch standing alone.

This is when Barouch prayed to Detuth, the god he saw in his dreams and worshipped. And all of a sudden, his muscles swelled up and his face hairs grew out like some grizzly bear. Brutus and the others mumbled, “What demon has the Devil loose on us?”

Barouch had this supernatural strength now and he began breaking the swords of the Romans. The Roman security guards were defenseless to the massive grizzly bear looking man as he plunged his iron rod into their chest and abdomens. Now, Brutus and two of his guards fled, running through the vast bodies of men and Barouch followed them.

Meanwhile, Merlin watched the whole battle from a distance. He saw Barouch metamorphosis into one of the beast from the underworld just as his visions had foretold. His plans to isolate Barouch and his guard half-way succeeded. He had eliminated his guard, now he waved his arm, summoning Jeremiah and his guard to follow Barouch and kill him. Jeremiah did as Merlin had suggested and he and his eight elite men followed him through the crowd of fighting men as a bewildered expression over-took some of the barbarians that didn’t know about the assassination of Barouch. But they quickly caught on when some of Jeremiah’s men put spears and swords in their faces awaiting their choice. Most of the guards joined forces with Jeremiah and his revolting men. Yet to find out about the revolt, Barouch pursued Brutus through the damp wetlands, splashing water as he ran through the swamp area and chopping long branches as he went.

Barouch finally caught Brutus in the ravine by jumping on his back from the edge of the ravine. They both hit the ground and rolled. Brutus rose first and he charged the laying Barouch as he climbed to his feet, and he came crushing down with his sword. Barouch rolled away from the blow, narrowly missing being crushed from the blow. As Barouch rose to his feet, he saw two Romans charge his backside, he turned around simultaneously blocking their swords with his bear like massive arm and then he plunged his iron rod into their chest. Now he looked at Brutus face to face, Brutus was stunned and afraid of this massive beast standing before him.

About forty yards away was Jeremiah and his men battling through the Romans to reach their target. Jeremiah was agile and skillful with his sword as he chopped down Goths one after another. When he reached Barouch he joined the Roman Brutus in a fight against Barouch. Now, Barouch was fighting both, Jeremiah and Brutus as well as eight of the barbarians. Barouch began to suffer wounds to his bear like arms from the attacks of his once loyal barbarians. He couldn’t figure out why his men turned against him but now he was fighting for his life.

Merlin stood from a distance watching the barbarians attack on Barouch, who had insulted the wizard in front of the community. Merlin would have his revenge after all, as he watched the barbarians finally swinging swords at Barouch’s knees, he collapsed to the ground and Night-Slayer took a chain and he wrapped it around Barouch’s neck.

Jeremiah approached the fallen king and he swung his sword at his arm and began to hack at it until the arm was severed. The Night-Slayer let the fallen king go so he could roll around on the ground in the agony of the trauma inflicted. Now the effects of the demon spirit began to leave Barouch and his once hairy face and enlarged arms resorted back to his natural size. His expression was no-longer one of invincibility and pride but that of one defeated.

Brutus, the Roman Commander looked over at Jeremiah with approval and he began to shout at his men. Jeremiah then began to holler at his men to cease fighting. After the fighting men heard their commanders signaling to cease fighting, they did. Now the men huddled around the fallen king Barouch and Jeremiah began to speak.

“We who are called Barbarians have the same blood as the brothers we fight. We have hunted and killed each other in the name of God and Jesus. We have been the ones to reject the words of God and Jesus that today we make a change. We came here to battle not the Romans or their ways. We have come here to join the Romans in their conquest, to spread the words of God and Jesus. So this is our gift and show of loyalty. We rebel against our king and we deliver him into your hands of the Romans, alive.”

Brutus then stepped forward, saying, “We are one blood now, we have one empire and one religion. You men are no longer barbarians but now you are Romans.”

Three days later, Brutus brought his captured king before the council for judgment.

The once powerful barbarian was weak after several beatings, and he was still bloody and bruised. His eyes were swollen and the Roman guards were threatening to poke his eyes out after the judgment today. Barouch didn’t know whether to believe them or not. He envisioned being caged like an animal for life, for having his eyes poked out and living life blind was so overwhelming the stress really wore him down.

At the council were twenty-three elders, all having long grey beards and wearing all black robes. They were lined up in two columns, the back column raised above the front column and a twenty foot stage area that separated Barouch from these judges. In the middle between Barouch and the judges were the prosecutor and defense counsel.

The prosecutor shouted out, “He’s worthy of death. He’s taught against the Lord and he’s a man given over to evil. He’s even got a demon in him.”

The defense counsel looked over his shoulder at his pummeled defendant and without mercy he said, “Defense asserts no rights here for the defendant. If, not this man must be destroyed.”

Barouch heard the defense speak; he couldn’t believe he didn’t get a chance to speak for himself. But just as he thought that, and elder rose and said, “Barouch the fallen king of the barbarians, what do you have to say about your sentence? Speak or forever hold your peace.”

Barouch, with a timid and agonizing voice began saying, “I’m not a man with regrets. I got what I deserved, and I fought to the death. Yet weakness has been found among the Goths that torture me and won’t kill me. If there is any sentence to be passed today, let it be as defense counsel has said. Let it be death.”

Then the elder that was standing sat, while all the other elders began to side talk discussing the sentence about to be imposed. After a few brief moments, the elders stopped their side talk and were about to pass sentence.

The chair-person of the elders, waved to a sentry and the centurion took Barouch by the shackled latch around his neck and he hoisted Barouch to his feet.

“Barouch…the son of the dragon they call you. Tell us who this enmity is that you pray to?”

Barouch straightened up and then he said, “He’s a dragon alright. He’s a god in my book, which I know the scriptures of your God and I hate them. But my loyalty is to him--Detuth.”

Two of the elders burst into laughter. The other elders looked weary, their eyes narrowing as they judged this man to be a lunatic. Then they all voted and one by one the council spoke, saying, “The sentence should be death. For the practicing of witchcraft is an abomination to God.”

When they finished, every elder voted and they all entered death sentences. Then the speaker said, “The decision is unanimous. The council has voted and death will be the sentence.”

Then the two centurions lifted Barouch to his feet and he began to fight with them. He was weak and couldn’t break their grasp but he began hollering at the council. Barouch yelled, “The dragon has promised me a seat in his council and place on a throne. And he’s told me the end to come. Today, I meet my end. But, I will live on, through the ages, I will possess men and I will rise from the grave.”

The elders hardly acknowledged Barouch’s prediction and comment, as they methodically filed out of the court to attend to their daily affairs. Hours later the centurion guards came into Barouch’s cell where he laid awaiting death and they began to ridicule him. As they played their twisted game with a man sentenced to death, they wore these faces of pride and arrogance that Barouch once enjoyed wearing. They were strong men and fitted neatly with shiny armor. After they finished ridiculing him, the men entered the cell. The leader of the group was named Hargon.

Hargon stood above the kneeling king, and he said, “We told you we were going to poke your eyes out.”

Then four sentries took him and he began to struggle with them but he could not break free. Then Hargon took out this long thin pointed iron rod, something that would later become a fixture being permanently attached to his arm. Barouch held his breath; he would take this loss like a man and not yell out. Then Hargon poked both of Barouch’s eyes out and again Barouch hollered in agony, while rolling on the ground in pain. The sentries quieted, as they saw the once vibrant man reduced to nothing. Three days would pass before Barouch was killed in the gallows. He never received any supernatural powers back the whole time he laid in jail. He had made prayer after prayer to Detuth but he would not grant those prayers for the fallen king’s revenge.

Merlin stayed a wizard in the land, and the once barbarians took they’re grievous problems to him to solve. Jeremiah became a Captain in the Goth army and he converted to Christianity. He also led thousands of men against the heathens that didn’t know the God of the sky and his Son.


19. One Little Lamb

 

 

Father Crawley awoke from his slumber, and he recalled the prophetic vision he had received from the Master. He didn’t fully understand the meaning of the vision other than Nelson obviously has been possessed by the spirit of Barouch. He realized the demon in Barouch got overwhelmed by the superior force of fighting men even with his supernatural powers. He wasn’t sure his pupils could fight this demon if it grew like a grizzly bear and defeated it. He sat there pondering whether to allow Michael to fight this demon with the conventional sword and began thinking about other weapons to use against Nelson. Now he realized Nelson...which is also Barouch, was on his way to kill the Catholics. He wasn’t sure if he could successfully exorcise the demon without jeopardizing his own soul and life and the lives of the others. He had so many worries.

Meanwhile, Michael stayed in the woods practicing his sword techniques with Mark. They thought of the challenges ahead, and finishing Nelson was the primary plan. They practiced for hours using different striking techniques and practicing defense. Mark had a practical way of using his offense which was calculating and well planned out.

As for Michael, he had sure agility and quickness. He was elusive and countered almost every move Mark did with an uncanny precision. He had what Mark and the others coined a God given talent when it came to sword fighting. Michael broke all the rules in swordsmanship except for over-lunging which he never did. He used a short quick strike radius, and his sword movement was precise. He loved to run is sword down or up another opponent’s sword and apply pressure at that point. He loved to lock swords, using his upper body strength to overwhelm his opponents’. He brought on an onslaught of attacks that were very complex and always lead to the opponent’s loss of a limb if the assault had been real. Michael was also a head hunter, making powerful strikes to his opponent’s head area.

Nelson stood off at a distance, watching the two monks engage in this duel. He was studying Michael’s every move; he knew the day would come when he faced Michael. But Nelson had been given special orders when it came to Michael. Barouch had told him to save Michael for last.

Father Paul walked around in his room; he had drunk too much coffee and was irritable. He was also filled with anxiety. He had seen Nelson commit some heinous acts and he wanted to get him behind bars. He had felt so out of his element here at this monastery to exorcise the dead from the souls of the living until Father Crawley promised to teach him some of this exorcism stuff. That kind of gave him a mission up here, rather than being just s spectator. But Father Crawley knew his colleague felt some regret and inadequacy in raising such a person that he realized Father Paul needed to be involved in this somehow.

Father Paul decided the small chambers he’d been assigned were too stuffy. He needed air, so he left the small chambers; he descended down three flights of stairs. When he reached the bottom of the flight of stairs, his feet hit the snow. He looked over to the small tool shed and saw a light. Something in his gut told him to mind his own business and go the other way but his curiosity led him to the shed. While walking he instinctively searched the country side observing the tourist hiking with their lanterns. The convoy appeared to be fifteen tourists. The night was normal and the sounds of campers could be heard off in the distance.

As Father Paul came closer to the shed, he saw someone pass by the doorway but he couldn’t tell who the person was. He continued even more eager to enter the shed, he breached the doorway. There was a MP-3 player playing soft rock music on the bench in front of him. He saw tools such as drills and saws. He entered further inside, there was a blind spot he had to pass, which he did and he gasped. He was nervous for some reason; he didn’t know what to expect with Nelson on the loose. He figured he might run into him, and he wondered how that would go. He walked down an isle to another room within the shed. The room was dimly lit, and he noticed a large man standing in the shadows. Then it dawned on him that it was Nelson.

Nelson spoke, saying, “Is this still confusing to you?”

Father Paul replied, “No, it’s not confusing, it’s stupid. That’s what I think about it. You had it all. A good wife and home and you’re out murdering people. What part of the ministry did you get that from? We don’t murder, Nelson…but who do I speak with…you or the demon behind all of this?”

“Funny you ask, you think you’re not talking to Nelson? It is Nelson whom you speak with.” Nelson then walked into the light where Father Paul could see him. He then diverted away from him walking around a workbench. He turned around to face Father Paul and he appeared indifferent, he said, “There is one that guides me. He is dark. I often wondered if he had always been there in the depths of my soul. I often wonder if he compelled me to murder. I don’t know why I murdered all those women. I really don’t.”

Father Paul looked at Nelson as he explained himself. He saw the expression on his face and he wondered if he should believe him. He held his peace for now but the explanation Nelson gave him presented another dilemma of sorts. If, he were to believe him, that would relieve him of his deeds, and the extreme nature of his sin. He didn’t think that figured out. So Father Paul simply said, “If you believe this demon caused you to commit all these murders, then why don’t you simply repent and allow Father Crawley…”

“No, it’s too late for that. I have a mission to do. I can’t turn back the hands of time and undo what I did.”

“No Nelson, that’s not sound judgment. You can’t turn back the hands of time or change what you did. But I expect you…we expect…you to face justice and stop this madness.”

“Father Paul you talk as a fool. I would not spend the rest of my life in a cage. I’ve never liked prison or jail. There is no turning back now. I’ll finish this...what I started and wherever it leads me, is how it’ll end.” Then Nelson started for the back door and Father Paul became even more convinced he was going to have to kill his adoptive son to stop him.

In the morning at breakfast in the auditorium, the monks gathered along with several of the priests assigned to assist Father Crawley in this exorcism. The word around the table was about the appearance of Nelson. Father Paul told the group of priests and the monks who were essentially pupils to the priests about the conversation he had with Nelson the night before. He told the group that he asked Nelson directly if he had committed the murders because of the demon that was in him or was it because he just did those things himself.

A couple of the priests had quick answers for Father Paul. They said it didn’t matter, “We’re the caretakers of our own souls.”

“I’m not making an excuse for his conduct. Evil is evil and he invited it, that I agree on.” Father Paul became embarrassed and he sunk into his chair a little lower. He began to feel out of his element as the priests began to speak more intensely about the nature of this demon. They seemed to come up with all kind of ideas in which to defeat this demon. They rambled on about the purpose of the demonic force that had risen.

Then Father Crawley began to speak and the room quieted. “I think something larger than one man is at stake here. The purpose of this beast is not ascertainable ,as of, yet. But there was a reason he wanted to meet us here. I think the purpose is right before us and is not that complicated.”

“What would be that purpose,” shouted one priest?

“He’s after one of our souls to possess. This is the only purpose I would say he came here for,” interjected Father Crawley.

After twenty minutes of discussion, the group of priests dispersed and was deeply disturbed. It put a somber mood in their souls as they thought about the soul lost to this demon, if they didn’t succeed. They would all have something to ponder as they headed for their individual chambers to sleep for the night.

The night fell; the priests and monks had all fallen sleep, as had the psychics Roland and Steven thought about their roles in this morbid ordeal. The night was cold and a mist had come in covering the landscape and chilling the modern style structure. There was a howling wind in the air as well as a strange feeling.

Nelson approached the monk’s barracks where they lived and slept. The monks were sound asleep when the howling of the angelic spirits entered their barracks. A howling sound slowly seeped in the room and mystified the priests, and awoke them from their rest. All priests seemed to awake and observe their own rooms in which the angelic spirits flew over- head. They came out of their rooms and met in the large dining room, completely unnerved by the howling’s of the underworld. As they began to search the ceiling, they saw the many angelic spirits that circled above, multiple in numbers as if the spirits that flew in each priest’s room, followed them out and now flew in this large dining room. As the feminine spirits flew wildly over-head, the intensity of the howling increased. Little did they know Nelson was about to visit their young pupils in their barracks across the courtyard. He walked methodically towards the front door; essentially waving his left arm and opening the door supernaturally, he entered.

“You have surrounded yourselves around these relics,” shouted Nelson, as he hailed his arms high above his head.

The monks jumped out of their bunks, stunned and very frightened for they were deep in sleep.

Then Nelson stepped closer to the stunned monks saying, “These graven works will not hold back the gates of hell,” he said as he exalted his head.

Michael stepped forward bravely and replied, “You have faith in what you do, thinking it will prosper. Now you see yourself as some power, something from beyond but you’ll bleed like the rest of them.”

Nelson swung his powerful arm and when he hit Michael he went reeling backward until he stumbled over an end table. Michael scrambled to his feet as the monks retreated from this massive force of evil. Michael stood again boldly as Nelson slowly approached him.

Meanwhile, Mark had crept over to the closet as he reached in and grabbed a holy sword. Now Mark was approaching Nelson from behind and Nelson couldn’t see him. Michael began to retreat as Nelson advanced. There was a dead silence in the air, like the silence before the slaughter; the prey seems to sense the end coming from a calm silence. All of a sudden, out of thin air, Mark flew at Nelson swinging the holy sword at his head, Nelson ducked out of the way. Now Michael searched the room for a holy sword but he seemed to far from the closet. Nelson began to search for the sword wielding assailant as Mark raised the holy sword over his head and came crashing down towards Nelson’s head. Nelson could sense something behind him, he moved as the sword narrowly missed his head again. Now he had his foe in view as he raised his right iron rod arm to block the swords thrust. Mark’s eyes raced with adrenaline as he directed Michael to grab his holy sword from the closet.

Nelson began to fuel a fire within his loins. The intense rage he was experiencing began to ignite the flames within him, as he shot a fireball towards Mark that struck him in his shoulder blade. Mark had dodged the majority of the fireball only getting his hair slightly burned. He vaulted back his feet, a skill he picked up in gymnastics and he braced himself for another fall. Nelson suddenly came crashing into Mark and they tumbled to the floor, rolling on the tile floor, Michael finally being able, he grabbed his holy sword. Then he raced over to Nelson who was trying to thrust his iron rod into Mark’s head as Mark clinched his wrist trying to hold on until Michael could helped him. Then Michael thrust his holy sword through Nelson’s rib cage and the bear-like beast of a man, released his hold of Mark, as he hollered in agony. Now Mark was able to overpower Nelson for the moment, as he twisted his assailant around his waist until Nelson pulled him off his black grown and hurled him across the room.

“Thank you Michael,” he said as he regained his stance, he looked Nelson right in his eyes, ready for more.

“Mark, grab your sword,” yelled Michael to Mark.

Now the witnessing monks gained confidence as they surrounded Nelson who was still stumbling in the room while clutching his pierced side. Then he regained his stance and he surveyed the seven monks that seemed ready to behead him. They were showing no uncertainty and in that swift moment, he charged the middle of them as the monks flinched backward but still held their ground. Nelson began to move objects with his telepathic powers and the monks ducked to avoid injury, but they still held their ground. Michael saw his chance and he ran then leaped on this mammoth of a beast’s back. Nelson swung around with this additional weight hanging from his neck; in his reflexes he fired a fireball that struck two monks squarely and instantly dropping them to the tile floor. But Nelson could not shake this mysterious monk loose, as Michael slowly raised his dagger to stab him. Nelson reached behind his neck, his fingers reaching the thick tunic as he pulled the man away from his shoulder. Michael’s dagger had completely missed and now he was staring Nelson in the face while dangling three feet off the ground.

“You have such a destiny Michael…it would be such a shame to shorten it this way,” said Nelson as he slowly raised his iron rod to gut him.

Michael struggled to pull away but Nelson only snarled as his grip clinched down harder. Michael grabbed at Nelson’s massive hands trying to tear away from this mammoth beast, but to no avail, as Nelson snarled his teeth were dripping saliva. But as Nelson further searched the room of terrified monks, he saw Mark coming at him with a sword. He released his grip just enough for Michael to tear away from his grasp, Mark plunged the sword at Nelson. Nelson narrowly dodged the thrust as he had both Michael and Mark coming at him swinging their swords.

Some of the monks scrambled out of the small room, the only two that remained was Michael and Mark as they battled this tremendous force they worked in unison, like a well- oiled machine and attacked in a stutter attack. The timing of the attacks was designed to keep their opponent on defense as the two attackers took turns.

Mark thrust his sword at Nelson’s head, which he dodged, spun and backhanded Mark right to his jaw and he collapsed. Michael attacked Nelson from his blindside, as Nelson attempted to fire off a fireball at him, it missed Michael but it ignited the wall on fire. Now that the fire was quickly moving, consuming the barracks, Michael saw Nelson heading towards Mark, who was unconscious and still lying face down. Michael vaulted to his feet and he ran and jumped on Nelson’s huge back and he grabbed his coarse hair and yanked back as hard as he could. The yank halted the mammoth man as Mark began to shake his head, he began finally got to his feet and ran. When Michael saw that his partner Mark had escaped, he let Nelson’s coarse hair go and he fled the burning structure as it cracked and collapsed. Nelson laughed as he walked through the fire and back into the night.

The next morning, bright and early was Michael, with Mark back on their feet, walking toward the creek as they traveled through the white snowy wilderness. It was not their usual quiet time, of course, the night before was greatly on their minds. They hiked this trail many a time before, up the scenic route to a little bluff overlooking a waterfall. This is where they would meditate and pray. As they approached, Mark began to speak.

“It was amazing no one got hurt.”

Michael nodded then replied, “Thank God.” 

“I thought he had me last night, thanks man.”

“Yeah it was close; he’s so big and powerful…those fireballs are unholy.”

“I’m still wondering why he has come here? What do you think,” asked Mark?

Michael only shrugged his shoulders; he had a stoic look as he seemed to ponder the question. They were reaching the summit of the bluff and when they reached the top the majestic waterfall, the yellow tipped daises and light green ferns that covered the rocks became a sparkling form of life. The cool breeze off the water current cooled them as they caught their breath.

“Michael, I think we can defeat him if he tries anything else.” 

“He’s here to try it again. The thing is to prepare now. He came here looking for a fight…actually, something more than a fight, I dare say. I think there is something more sinister he’s trying to accomplish. What it is, I don’t know. But, if we don’t pay attention to his every move, meaning not just his fighting moves. I’m talking more specifically about his ways, his patterns, and then we can stay one step ahead. That’s all I’m concerned about right now. Father Crawley can figure out how we destroy him.”

Mark just looked into the wilderness over the waterfall; he didn’t need to add anything to what Michael had said. For right now, he knew he was right.

Detectives Cole and Shields sat on a homemade luxurious terrace that was very high up from the walkway below. The terrace sat on the limb of a tree, a tree among many that had intertwined limbs and had multiple small terraces, especially designed for dining. The patrons could walk down the limbs to meet other couples and enjoy the dimly lit white energy saving bulbs that were strung along the ropes of the walkway. The dining area had waitresses serving the sight-seers. Detective Cole looked a little better, his mood was quite optimistic about the situation.

“I think we’re in the right place. I can feel it in my bones. That bastard will meet his final fate here.”

Detective Shields lifted his orange juice and took a sip. He set it down and his expression changed in a flash and said, “You seem to think we’re on some reconnaissance mission. I’m not here to retrieve data or study the subject. I’m here for one thing only, Detective.”

“And what is that?”

“To kill him if I can. I care about nothing else right now partner,” replied Shields.

Detective Cole admired the conviction with which he spoke, he also realized the Detective wanted vengeance for his true partner. He knew that it must be a terrible memory to recount, a Detective unable to fire off a shot when the suspect was so close. He had seen men like this before; they had such closed minds and were the first to get ambushed. They let their anger cloud they’re judgment and then they fell prey to the deceits of their own quarry.

“I brought a little surprise for our friend,” said Shields as he pulled a ninja type sword from its sheath. Then he took a firm grip of it, Detective Cole could see the man knew what he was doing. Detective Shields whisk the sword around and around as he got a feel for the weapon. Then he leaned backwards and said, “My priest blessed the sword.”

Cole could see the younger-stronger Detective had prepared himself for this trip a little more than he had expected. For a split second, Cole figured he had been so stupid for his own oversight. Now he would be defenseless if this creature, this demon attacked him.

After dinner and the little exhibition by Shields, they returned to the monastery and while in the courtyard out behind the logging, Shields began to practice some more with his sword. While he was practicing he began a conversation.

“I figure this demon of a man can be defeated by faith…and this is like some sort of trial for me, an unbeliever.”

Detective Cole sat on a cement bench listening to his young partner as he rambled on, the whole time digesting every word. He could see the Detective was getting his vigor in the moment, and interestingly enough the things he was saying was making some sort of sense. Here was a man who hadn’t believed in the Christian way, but now gravitated to it because of these extreme circumstances. But Shields’ reasoning was rationale in some strange way. Shields saw this trial as his coming into the kingdom of God as God’s calling on his life. Now he was facing a foe from the other-side, a side which he never believed in and now he had to learn how to survive in the spiritual warfare he had been drawn into.

“…I’ve read the Bible and there’s this interesting story Jesus tells about the one little lamb that fell astray. I don’t know what it is about that story but I identify with the one little lamb. I guess because I see myself as the one little lamb that went astray. Well since the scripture says the Sheppard went after his one little lamb, I think this process I find myself involved in, is me as the one little lamb that went astray. Now I guess God is calling me back into the fold.”

“The way you swing that sword, I wonder if there is something more to it.”

Shields paused for second from his practice swings and he turned toward Cole saying, “Yeah, there’s a little more to it. I guess there’s this curiosity about the whole idea of God. My father despised the church and those that preached the gospel. His hate affected me somewhat…you know, hearing that all the time. It makes it hard to figure out the truth.”

“There are always trials we all must confront. Now this ordeal is making you confront some of your worst fears. You think you can destroy this demon with that sword. But it will take faith in the Maker for you to succeed against this unholy spirit.”

“I know. I’ve been thinking about this for some time. I talked with my wife about our faith and she’s not on board, but I am.” Detective Shields sat beside Detective Cole as he calmed down a bit, he said, “life is weird. Here I sit, a person with absolutely no faith in God and my partner Joey Lucas had all the faith in the world and he’s dead. That doesn’t make much sense.”

“Sometimes that’s the way it works out. Joey was a good guy who repented from doing a lot of sin. He was known to be a crooked cop. He’s sent innocent men to prison on evidence he planted. He was no saint.”

Detective Shields just nodded his head. Then he saw something very interesting off in the distance. It was an illuminated image, something like a figure he couldn’t figure out. He rose to see the great illuminated figure that was lit lightly in light blue and standing right before him. When he approached the statuesque figure, he noticed it was a large feminine figure. She looked very medieval, dressed in a long sheer night-gown and her hair pinned up exposing her long neck, she appeared to be innocent.

“Do you see that,” asked Shields?

“No, I don’t see anything. What is it you think you see?”

“Right there, is a woman standing. You don’t see her?” 

“Obviously not, what does she look like,” asked Detective Cole as he began to wonder about the emotional state of his partner. But he quickly dismissed that thought and replied, “What does she want?”

Detective Shields was listening to her speak. She appeared to be conveying a message telepathically, “Don’t kill him. He’s gone astray just like you.”


20. The Quarry

 

 

“I wouldn’t put too much thought into that message,” said Detective Cole as they left the courtyard.

“I saw her, she was some type of ghost,” replied Shields. “Did you see her?”

“Yes, I saw her; she was like a heavenly spirit…angelic in a way. She looked at peace; I don’t think she was here for evil. She was just so captivating, her elegance and beauty.”

Detective Shields snapped out of his temporary lapse and nodded his head. “I think you’re right, I shouldn’t read too much into this. After all they do exorcisms here, so I guess this place if full of wandering spirits.”

“I think you’re right to have the sword and have this new faith, but we have to keep things tight and neat. We don’t want the sups to think we’re crazy. This spirit, heavenly or not, let’s just keep it simple right now,” replied Cole.

“Yeah, you’re probably right. I’m getting a little out there.”

Later in the mid-afternoon, Father Crawley called the six exorcists together. They met in a large room with an exquisitely decorated wooden oak table, with long flowing maroon drapes and gold flakes that lined the hems. The exorcist priests quietly funneled their way down the sides of the large exquisite table and they took their chairs.

Father Crawley sat at the head of the table, as they rose up, they simultaneously raised their arms. He began shaking them vigorously, when all the priests were seated, he sat down again, as did they.

“Greetings… men of the cloth, we have this great challenge standing before us and we need to talk about it. I’ll open the floor. And I just like to say there is no right or wrong answers here today. We need a solution, not hurl insults back and forth.”

Father Crawley lifted an old transcript of the archives. This book was used to study demons and their powers. The fathers all knew what Father Crawley had lifted before he spoke. Now they all listened carefully as Father Crawley continued.

“This description of Detuth describes him as the second devil in hell, second only to Lucifer. This Barouch character is the demonic beast in which Detuth uses to accomplish this mission. I say that as one of many past and future missions, they have chosen this mission here as their sanctuary. I dare say there is one of us that could be in trouble. Or should I say that there is one quarry I think he’s after.”

Then Father Thomas, a very articulate and astute man spoke, saying, “Do we know the target?”

Father Namon Crawley lean forward while unfolding his arms and said, “I think it is Michael.”

“Michael, haw,” said Father Spurgeon, the mentor of Mark. 

“Yes, but I could be wrong. It could very well be that he is after someone else.”

“Such as Mark,” replied Father Spurgeon?

“Yes of course,” replied Father Crawley.

“Well Father, what do you suggest we do,” asked Father Thomas?

“We must bind him first. I think since we know his quarry and we’re going with the idea that it is Michael...so, we’re going to use Michael as bait.”

“How is that,” asked Father Thomas?

“We’ll build a net made out of vines and put the net in position to snare Nelson. The net will act as a purifier, it will deplete him of his supernatural powers and we will be able to subdue him.”

“Is there anything else? How will we keep him, for surely he will fight, they will fight?”

“We will play it by ear once we bind him. Right now I’m more concerned about his next attack. We’re at his mercy if he doesn’t take the bait. He could wipe us all out, and in some strange way I think that is his ultimate plan.”

The priests left the conference room a little stunned because the news was alarming and put all their lives in danger. Maybe, it was just the fact they all were at stake in this adventure that quieted them. Or maybe it was the magnitude of the whole situation and their inevitable roles in the coming of evil from the underworld.

Hours passed as the monks mended the net together. They were working in an old well, which had survived reconstruction from the early gold rush days of the mid-1800. While the youthful pupil monks toiled with the vine, inter-weaving it through carefully made knots designed to reinforce the net and strengthen it, they sang religious hymns. As they praised the Lord with their songs, Father Paul came into the well through a dug tunnel that was later cemented and fitted with lighting fixtures resembling oil lanterns but they were actually fake electric lanterns. Father Paul waved at Michael and he understood, so he rose and followed him. They left the buried well, which was some three stories underground as they ascended up to the surface and into the light of the day. The air was brisk, cool and wet from the snowfall the night before.

Michael had an eerie feeling that stirred his stomach. His nerves were racing a little bit because he didn’t know what he was about to hear. He had so many ideas racing through his head, so many that it clouded his thinking. He just wanted to get on with it. As they reached Father Crawley’s front door to his chambers, Michael got a hold of himself, he didn’t want his mentor to sense he was disturbed. So he straightened up his posture and he walked methodically in to the chambers.

Father Crawley was sitting behind his desk with his arms folded. He had a look of compassion in his eyes, something Michael was not accustom to. He took a seat in front of the dignified priest and waited patiently as Father Paul left them to themselves.

“Michael is such a strong name. It is a name given to you from birth, like a destiny on your life, my son. I think it is almost fitting that this trial has come upon you. Maybe from the day you were born this day was crafted by the Lord. I think so. And now you must face your destiny with courage, faith and strength…for this day is upon you Michael.”

“What are you talking about father?”

“I’m talking about you Michael and your destiny. You are the chosen one of God and the one Satan must want dead. I think Nelson has come to acquire your soul.”

“What…are you sure?”

“I am quite sure. The visions and everything I’ve read about this Detuth, his empires and his ways leads me to believe this. I have a plan for him and you’re at the center of it. We need you to be the bait Michael. You’re o.k., with that, right?”

“All I want to do is serve the Lord. Of course I’m o.k. with it.” “Good Michael. You go and continue your work with the others, and meditate on this, this mission set before you and you will be victorious,” finished Father Crawley.

Michael was standing underneath an arch column structure facing the inner courtyard. The rain was moderate as pools of water were forming in the un-melted snow and the night appeared unusually dark as the rain began to really pour. To his right, were Father Crawley and Father Paul looking from the third floor. They were hidden behind an arch column that overlooked the courtyard. His adrenaline was pumping, his nerves all in knots as he awaited his foe’s appearance, he tried to concentrate. This was the moment he had trained for. He had to keep his focus if he wanted the plan to work. Michael sensed someone standing behind him, he wondered if it were him, until he figured it must be him. He just lay motionless against the column structure, sort of ignoring his visitor. Then Nelson approached the humble monk from behind, and he was standing there apparently considering the upcoming events as if he knew something were askew. But Michael stood there with his back turned to him while he watched the rain-droplets fall into the puddles forming in the muddy courtyard.

“In some ways you remind me of my father,” said Michael. “The evil he was is you. You’re the son of the damned.”

“In many ways I am like your father. You’re like a son to me, like the one who got away, and found himself a new life. This is not your destiny Michael,” said Nelson.

“What do you know about destiny, you’re bound to go to hell?

What am I supposed to do? Come and follow you?”

“With your family tree rooted in evil, in the ways of the occult, you know where you belong. And this is not it. You need to come home,” said Nelson.

“Just because my father chose to follow the wicked, I don’t have to,” said Michael as he walked into the rainfall. Then he raised his arms and looked up to the heavens, saying, “Why would I give all this up, to come and follow you?”

Then Nelson walked into the rainfall and he mimicked Michael while mumbling the same sentence. Then he said, “I can give you the world and the wife you always wanted.”

Michael wasn’t persuaded and he stood there, only feet from the larger beast of a man. Then he stepped back gingerly, saying, “When I get married the Lord will pick my wife.”

Nelson became angry, he wanted to grab this kid and wring his neck but before he could grab him, he had spun and went to sit on the ledge of a well. Nelson followed the kid to the well where he stood above the humble monk. Nelson wanted to turn this Christian kid into a demon like himself, like he had been ordered to do. He had no instructions but only the command to accomplish this task.

“There is nothing for you in this sanctuary son. You have your destiny in the regiment of Satan.”

“I once believed that. My father taught me such things and I have repeatedly rejected them,” said Michael.

“You were a disobedient son. You have betrayed your true master,” said Nelson as he transformed his right arm into his iron rod.

Michael saw Nelson’s arm transforming right before him, and he knew he was getting to him. He fidgeted in his seat on top the cement ledge, and he wondered if Father Crawley had planned this out correctly. He knew the plan but he didn’t exactly have any faith in it. Now he had this monster standing before him and angry at him for his faith in God, he was becoming very nervous.

“I’m going to ask you one more time. Will you come with me Michael?”

Father Namon Crawley stood perched above the arch column watching and was on top of the situation as he motioned with his arm to the monks in the well. The monks got the ropes which were attached to the reel hung above the well. The ropes were designed to aid with the net.

“I’m not here to change my mind. I made up my mind a long time ago,” said Michael.

Nelson grabbed Michael by his tunic collar and he lifted him off of his feet. While looking into the timid eyes of Michael, Nelson raised his right arm over his head. He was threatening to stab him with the iron rod. Michael was dangling, suspended in mid-air; he feared this might be his end.

“You better change your mind son. Or you can die here for nothing; it is the law of the damned.”

Michael began to fight with Nelson, struggling to pull away when he heard the spindle of the well spinning. Then Nelson came down with his iron rod upon Michael’s head, as he braced himself. The spindle hit its measured length and the net attached to it ensnared him. Nelson struggled to get this net off of him, as he dropped his prey to the muddy ground. Michael looked up and he saw Nelson was entangled in the net as Father Crawley planned. Michael crawled away from the struggling Nelson, as the monks in the well pulled on the ropes and Nelson went falling over the side, into the well. Nelson hit the large wooden circle table and the monks pulled the ropes and tied them to the end of the circular table. Nelson continued to struggle with the powers of the net but his supernatural strength was sapped. He wondered what had happened to Detuth’s plan to capture this son of God. He found himself ensnared in a trap set by these priests.

Father Crawley and Father Paul descended the third floor and then they had to descend another three floors into the depths of the well. When they reached the well their youths had subdued Nelson; or as the priests would put it, ‘God came through.’

Twenty minutes later, Father Crawley had called a meeting with the two Detectives and the two psychics that made the journey up there to capture this evil man. He needed to let them know there was a lot more going on than meet the eye. He needed them to understand something even more sinister was at work.

“What do you mean something more sinister,” asked Detective Cole?

“I’m not at liberty to go into the dynamics of this evil or its mission here. It’s a matter within the jurisdiction of the Catholic Church,” replied Father Crawley.

“We’re not here to challenge the jurisdiction of the Catholic Church. We’re here to help if we can and understand what exactly has gone on,” said Cole.

“One question I can answer for you is…this individual got possessed by a dragon named Detuth. It appears this Detuth has implemented schemes that have conquered empires. It was to conquer at the expense of the weak and poor. He is up to something here and Nelson got caught up in this somewhere along the line. I don’t know the extent of Detuth’s plan or the empire he is trying to set up, although I believe it is the coming of his end.”

“The last days the Bible tells us about,” asked Detective Cole? “Something like that? We are a door, like a rite of passage for this demonic force that is coming up from the underworld. This place is symbolic to Satan and his ruler ship. We conquer his demons here. Now of course he wants to challenge us here. That’s why he sent Nelson. I think there is another quarry here in play. I think it is my pupil, Michael. We set a trap for Nelson and he took the bait. Now we have captured him and subdued him.”

As Father Crawley spoke Detective Shields thought about some of the ideas his old partner talked about. He remembered Joey talking about the satanic angle here and how the killer might not be aware of his carvings. Here it was that Father Crawley is not sure of the meaning of this unholy pursuit. But he finds the similarities striking, and he’s found himself in the middle of something larger than life. This mystery intrigued the detective like a vein of life, it fed his spirit. He wanted to answer his own questions about the other side, the next stage of life, if it lay beyond, he wanted to know.

Father Crawley continued, saying, “We will perform some exorcising rituals on him in the upcoming days. The goal is to extract the beast inside him. We hope this will deprive him of his supernatural strength…then you can take him back to Los Angeles to face the judge.”

Detective Cole scratched his head and then blurted out, “We can’t take him back. The demon you can’t destroy. You can only run him off for the time being. And it doesn’t sound like you can guarantee this demon won’t return while we’re transporting him. So, he could get his demonic powers back en-route and we’ll all be dead.”

“Of course, but we can’t have you kill him here. Not because of that,” replied Father Crawley. “We may have something else we can do. I thought it would probably be better anyway, but then Nelson must be ruled dead. You can…”

“Yes we can…we can have a coroner rule him dead. Don’t worry about that,” replied Cole.

“I want to change the subject,” interjected Detective Shields, “because I want to know why this man, this possessed man, would want to come here where you priests exorcise them out of their possessed souls. That doesn’t make any sense.”

“You’re absolutely right, that’s what we have been discussing over and over again. So we suspect the demon’s purpose is to kill Michael, the soldier of God.”

Detective Shields replied, “Why do you call him the soldier of God?”

“You would have to know him to truly understand. He is unique in his own ways but he has this fighting spirit in him. That’s why we call him that way. It’s no prophecy as much as it is our own idea of him as the soldier of God. But in the same sentence, we would say Michael is the soldier of God. I know it doesn’t make much sense.”

“So, it’s no prophecy. But why would the demon come after Michael?”

“Michael is the future warrior here and the demon Detuth wants him out of the way. There’s not much more to it. Now if that’s all the questions, I should be getting to work,” finished Father Crawley. As Father Crawley walked towards the door, he heard someone call him, so he stopped. “What is it?”

Detective Cole just had one question, and then asked, “Have you considered another quarry?”

Father Crawley’s eyes narrowed then he sharply said, “No.” Then he stepped closer to them, saying, “Michael has in interesting past and present. His background is one where his father is a Satanist and the leader of a cult. Michael was tormented by him because he is the first born. God once said the first born belongs to Him. The reason Satan would want him is to take what God has declared is His. So we used Michael last-night as bait, and it worked. We knew Nelson would come after him because of his past. Michael ran away from the cult his father leads under the curse of Satan. Detuth being the second in command is moving in on this, wanting what he thinks belongs to him.”

“That would be Michael?”

“Yes, of course,” replied Father Crawley as he spun and left them.

As Nelson lay paralyzed on the large wooden table, he realized the net had depleted his supernatural powers. He felt an ever increasing weakness and his muscles ached. He could hear the monks toiling with net latches and making sure they were secure. He could hear the birds chirping and the insects making noise but his power to escape capture was gone. He was stuck for now and he would wait on the voice to tell him the next move.

Mark was next to the wooden table assembling another net and watching Nelson. The two locked eyes for a second, Nelson’s burning with rage and Mark’s sensing doom. He had this agonizing thought that Nelson was really after him and his mentor, Father Spurgeon. The way Mark had figured it, he was the soldier of God the dragon was after and he couldn’t resist facing this evil face to face. So, he looked at Nelson boldly. It seemed to Mark, this evil character Nelson had just wanted to commit more evil, and while peering into his soul, he felt a certain satisfaction that he had never succumb to these evil forces.

For Nelson, he laid there figuring he would eventually be sent back to Los Angeles to face justice if he remained in this immobilized state. He hated that thought, like the thought of failure which wasn’t an option in his book, being behind bars scared him. His anxiousness got the best of him at times, laying there immobile and weak. He couldn’t change this circumstance for now, but he snickered because he had faith his master would change this circumstance soon.

In his chambers, sitting behind the large desk filled with ancient parchments and other written articles about demonology was Father Crawley studying the pictures of the horrors of Detuth. He had so many conquest and victories, that it was astounding he hadn’t taken over the world as of yet. Father Crawley started to debate the purpose of Nelson’s coming and, if he had it right with Michael. For a second thought he might have guessed wrong and there might be another target here at play. He wondered if he might be the quarry Detuth sought.

But the idea quickly passed because Michael was the future of exorcisms in the country. The new movement of exorcisms had become more final for the damned. Exorcists nowadays were less likely to just exorcise a demon from a vessel and more inclined to bind the demon in a specially made mausoleum especially designed to bind evil spirits. These were the last days to many across the country and a lot of exorcists popped up. In these tiny communities were Holy Ghost soldiers willing to risk their own souls for the cause against Satan.

In one artist account, was the picture of this dragon standing in a pile of dead bodies he had just destroyed, sometime in the earliest days. This dragon had wings on his back and was about five feet- eight inches tall with quite agile looking girth. The artist imagined the dragon as greenish with yellow serpentine eyes and claws for its hands. The dragon had a scepter in its hands and a group of warriors followed him. They were vicious men with no sense of right or wrong as they raped the women of the conquered and murdered the children. The men they captured were made to work as slaves while others were made eunuchs.

The dragon was the supreme ruler over the barbarian men that roamed the territory seeking pillage and plunder. His men were dark evil men given over to over-indulgence. Detuth was a savage warrior, his agility with weaponry and strategy against his foes made him an imposing specimen, using his skill and scepter to crush his adversaries, he ruled the mountains of Western Europe with an iron clad hand, in the ancient days of the Egyptian and Babylon empires. These were the days before Moses brought man the law of God. Detuth ravaged the territory with destruction of all the local tribes and at times, destroyed all his enemies single- handedly. In battle he was furious, using his speed and power to spear his enemies with his mighty scepter he plunged this magical scepter through his adversaries.

From reading the stories in the ancient books about Detuth, Father Crawley didn’t feel comfortable claiming Michael was the only quarry in mind. There could be a larger scheme in the mission of the damned at hand. He sat back in his leather recliner interlacing his fingers behind his head, he began contemplating this idea. He could be reaching this decision far too quickly, now seeing his foe’s history and era, he wondered if there was another plan up the Devil’s sleeve.

Father Crawley thought it odd to have such a demon present in this individual for the mere act of killing Michael, the chosen soldier of God. But on second thought he figured Michael could be just that important for the Devil to go after. So he rose from his seat and he looked out the window. He saw the snow-capped mountains as the skies cleared and the evening moon shone, he shook his head resolving to keep this all simple. They would protect both Mark and Michael from any harm, as this adventure and move made by the dark side were the quest for the souls of the righteous. As he finished these thoughts, he heard a quiet knock at the front door. He walked over to his front door and opened it, there was standing Father Spurgeon.

“Come on in. I was just thinking about you,” said Father Crawley. “What is on your mind?”

Father Spurgeon had a strange glow about him. He had this shit- eating grin on his face as if something sinister had overtaken him. Then he reached into his cream white night gown and he took out a golden English cross, engraved with hidden messages written by the high-priest of the eighteen century. This was a time when these priests performed exorcisms on the weak of souls to rid them of the demons that afflicted them.

The cross belonged to an English exorcist that was very successful exorcising the last dragon trying to enter this realm. That demon was Detuth.

“If, it worked once, maybe it will again,” said Father Spurgeon. 

“Two centuries have passed since then. You don’t think Detuth has unlocked the secrets behind that sacred cross,” mocked Father Crawley. “I think you’re taking your chances with that thing.” Then he walked over to his liquor and he picked up a crystal vase and he poured them each some brandy. Father Spurgeon took his brandy down in one sig, he was a raging insomniac and this was normal sleepless behavior for him.

“So what’s the plan,” asked Father Spurgeon?

“We leave him to his thoughts a couple more days. I really am concerned for Michael and Mark. I think they could become possessed or something really bad could happen to each one of them. So we as their mentors must be alert and even more careful how we proceed.”

“I have an idea. Not sure how you would like it, but here it is. Send Michael and Mark away.”

“We can’t do that. We would lose our edge. At least we know what the demon here is after. We must proceed now.”

“I thought I’d just throw that out there. I don’t think either of them would go for it anyway.”

“Father Spurgeon, I thought you were more game than that. We are at the end of time and now we have the opportunity to be part of that end, maybe even shake it. We can’t pass that up, can we?”

“No, we cannot.”


21. The Exorcism

 

 

Three days had fully passed while Nelson was strapped to the large wooden table under the well. All the monks had prayed and worshipped the Most High and the Son for long hours before coming into the well to perform these rituals. They were focused and well- disciplined men who had devoted themselves to these exploits with the damned. They were trained youths and four of them were sitting in on their first exorcism. This was an experience they would have for the rest of their lives, if they lived through it.

There was a stoic and optimistic mood between the monks as they entered the well and surrounded the subject for exorcism. Then the priests filed in, stoic in their entrance and very composed, they took their positions as Father Crawley began tinkering with sanctified trinkets designed for the occasion. Father Crawley took an incense jar made of tin, he raised the jar strung to a chain and he lifted the jar of incense. This was one of the preparations of the ceremony at hand, to draw the Godly forces from above, to this place in time. Then the priests began to prepare themselves individually, as they were all assigned a specific duty in the ceremony at hand. These six men were aids to Father Crawley, who generally conducted the exorcisms under his discretion. He had no instruction book per-say to follow. He had no specific set to rules he used, either spiritual or written. He had no governing authority to stop him and tell him he was wrong. He only had himself as a guide in this venture into wickedness or righteousness. He had faith and that was it. Father Crawley knew this very well as he performed these exorcisms, the responsibility was entirely his.

Nelson had awakened. He could sense the presence of many but he couldn’t see them. He knew they were there and he wondered what was about to happen to him. He also realized that he hadn’t heard a word from the underworld in the days while he had been strapped to this wooden table. As he looked upward at the reel of robe used for pulling the water to surface, he felt the water drip to his face and refresh him. He hated that, it was annoying and a constant reminder of something cool. He had lost all hope in good as these wise men had him in their bonds. He hated that even more, being captive to these holy men. Now, it appeared to him that they were trying to fix him. He didn’t want to be fixed. He tried to figure it out, his responsibility here. He had ideas of breaking this vine wrapped around his arms. The vines looked weak but they were filled with some mighty powers that he could not break. He wondered if he would be the same person after these priests were finished with him.

If, he were, he swore he would rise and kill them all. That’s what he told himself as they began to hum hymns. There was this agonizing righteousness in them, like a righteous shield they wore, and that he despised. He had not seen them in this light when he was a priest and now this revelation enlightened his desire to live at least one more day, and take vengeance against them.

He told himself he had a destiny to fulfill and now he felt his spirit coming back to him. He heard the voices from beneath as a multitude and he knew now he wasn’t alone. The voices were satanic and the messages were more profound. Now he could feel his bones and they had strength. He could fell his muscles and they were getting stronger. He just needed to wait for the right time.

Mark stood there speechless and awed by the ordeal. He had envisioned this whole ordeal as he saw them carrying Nelson’s body in a gurney to the jail. He had this in his mind from the beginning and now it was time to accomplish this task.

Michael stood there focused on the subject and the rituals being performed. He could sense this was the beginning of something larger than himself. There was a lingering thought that his role in this ordeal was about to come forth or perish. He had heard the predictions of the priests about him and the support of the monks but he had still to journey down the road himself. So he had a little anxiety.

Then, Father Crawley took some holy water from a tray that resembled a vial with mere water in it. The water had been blessed in the name of the Father, Son and Holy Ghost. Father Crawley took the holy water and he raised it above Nelson’s forehead. Nelson could see it, dangling high above his head; he dreaded the water because it would purify his soul. He struggled with the vine net, trying to tear it away and cursing the entire time. It wasn’t his spirit talking but his exact feelings. He just wanted to be left alone. He wanted to be free from this torment and these holy men who were imposing their will upon him. The priests began to restrain him by putting pressure on his legs, as they became concerned that he might break free. They braced him down as Father Crawley began to pour the holy water on Nelson’s forehead. The water initially didn’t do anything. It didn’t turn to steam at first but now, through the Holy Spirit the water did turn to steam and melted the flesh of Nelson. He began to holler in agony as the water literally burned him. Now he was shaking frantically as the priests held him down. His legs were shaking uncontrollably in every direction and his mind was racing with terror. He saw himself cremated by these same priests and then carried away in a coffin. He couldn’t stand the thoughts he was having as he continued to tear away at the vines that bound him. But his thoughts didn’t make sense and he was just scattered.

Michael couldn’t believe his eyes; he was the first to see it. The inner demon rising out of Nelson’s sternum was now hovering above his convulsing body. Father Crawley and the others saw the great wonder as the spirit of the demon was exhumed. The priests and monks backed away from the sight, as if mysteriously held in time by the troubling sight. They were mesmerized, in awe of the magnificent sight as the demon stayed in position. But this demon had a life, it was evolving right before their eyes, and they seemed captivated by it. Then the bear-like spirit began to slowly hover over the pupil monks as they hurried away from the translucent spirit. The priests restrained the youths and told them to be brave. So the monks held their peace as they watched this wonder as it unfolded before their eyes.

Then the beast-like spirit came to rest between two monks; as if predicted it was Michael and Mark. The beast was like a skeleton but huge in size as it came to life, in roars and howls. The monks again attempted to escape but the priests once again restrained them as Michael and Mark stood there frozen stiff. They were really afraid at this point because the demon was moving on its own and they realized that.

Father Crawley waved at them to move. Like slow motion, they began to move away from this demonic energy, alive in their realm and mad at the world it once knew. As Mark and Michael crept away, the beast slowly continued to roar as its braided hair flung across its face, covering its tormented eyes. The large skeleton beast began flinging its arms as Michael ducked out of the way. Mark wasn’t so lucky and was hit by the beast’s flinging arm. He was hit and propelled across the room and the priests ran over to him. Mark was knocked unconscious as Michael noticed Nelson tugging on the net. He had to act fast but he didn’t know what to do. While he debated, Father Crawley ordered the priests and monks to resume their positions. Now the translucent beast began to waltz through the monks flinging them across the room as sacks of light potatoes.

Michael withdrew his mighty sword and he attacked the larger translucent beast with mighty strikes to the beast’s upper torso. But the beast-Barouch dodged the sanctified sword, and flew high above escaping Michael’s attack.

Now, Nelson had broken free from the net and he was sitting upright when Father Crawley shouted out, “retreat.” The monks and priests fled the well and ran up the staircase until they reached the ground above. Michael stood there alone with the translucent beasts and Nelson standing right in front of him. Now, he had two opponents that were disturbed, and coming back into this realm against the will of the priests. But Michael continued to fight this translucent spirit named Barouch, but his strikes at the translucent spirit were ineffective. Nelson began climbing off of the wooden table and Mark was still laid unconscious on the cement. When Michael turned to see the spirit of the bear-like demon, it was moving towards Nelson and he received the translucent spirit with a tremendous roar. Michael ran over to two, of the fallen monks, and neither one of them were breathing. He didn’t have much time, as the spirit that grafted itself into Nelson, began to contort his body and face into something inhuman. Michael quickly ran over to Mark and he lifted him unto his shoulder, like a fireman’s carry and he exited the well while Nelson continued to roar. As Michael began his assent towards the other priests and monks, he heard Nelson holler to him.

Then Nelson scoffed, saying “Sometimes it is better just to wait and fight another day.”

The night had covered the ground with blackness as the priests conducted head count. After calling out names they discovered four missing. They counted all the priests but four of the monk’s pupils were missing, and worry crept in because the priests realized it was Michael and Mark that were still below with the demon they had just exorcised, it dawned on them it was Mario and Ronnie. Now Father Crawley’s worst fears crept in thinking the beast might have finished them by now. That thought overwhelmed him and he collapsed to his feet thinking he proceeded too quickly. He began to sob on the ground as the priests watched. They gathered around him and lifted him to his feet. As they were lifting him, they saw Michael. He was exiting the tunnel with Mark draped over his shoulder and stumbling. Mark appeared to be alright except for a large bruised-cheek where the beast had hit him.

“Mark,” yelled Father Spurgeon. “Help them.”

The three monks ran over to Michael and they took Mark out of his grasp. Michael had to catch his breath as he bent over breathing very hard.

“You should go check on Mario and Ronnie. They are stuck down there,” spoke Michael.

“Where did Nelson go,” asked Phil?

“He’s gone. He left with the demon, it’s safe,” replied Michael.

The priests lead the way through the tunnels back to the bottom of the well. When they reached the bottom of the well, they began to remember the events that just unfolded, as they picked up the ripped net that they believed would hold, but obviously that was not the case. Now the priests began to wonder what Father Crawley had done, as they murmured it was too soon.


22. Seeing the Truth

 

 

Father Crawley finally fell asleep after losing two brave young men to this villain. The breeze off the Lake was brisk, and chilling, and he left the window half cracked so he could feel the cold. He had so many worries to face, thinking his project with Nelson would fail without some sort of instruction. He had no manual he could honestly trust to work against the forces behind Barouch and Detuth. He had no ideas on how to send Barouch back to hell and Nelson to state prison. He didn’t know if he could separate the two, but all he knew was he needed to try. He had to lead these men, including the monks who were mourning the deaths of their comrades and there was nothing more important to him. All these worries consumed him until finally he fell into a deep sleep; he wished he’d see the truth tonight.

Sixty days had passed since Brutus the Commander of the Romans had Barouch killed. Now Barouch had returned in the form of the evil spirit; some Christians at the time called Baal, the wicked one, the fallen angel of death. He was in the spirit and like a demon he flew in the spirit, through-out Brutus’s chambers relishing the time at hand.

Barouch had risen into this realm by the help of the underworld and its exploits with evil. Now, that he had risen, it was his time to exact his revenge.

Brutus was romancing one of his wives as they lounged on the bed which was draped with a sheer sheet that covered their nude bodies. Barouch could see his quarry just in front of his eyes and that almost satisfied him. He had the urge to destroy this Roman leader that ordered him tortured in his gallows. He had an insatiable desire to quench and, in time, he would accomplish his revenge on Brutus.

Two days passed as Barouch flew through the atmosphere searching for the perfect vessel to take, until he saw the man he would enter. His name was Articus, a master with the sword and brave soldier, proven in battle. It was a cool summer night when Brutus called his security before him to discuss battle tactics. The thirty security forces stood before the Commander in his palace, in the center court, which was beige marble. The security guards all stood in refined shiny gold armor with their swords strapped to their waist and their lances in hand. Each of these men had worked the front lines and understood battle tactics, achieving the most kills in their respective units. Now, Brutus planned to leave his palace and roam the ranges of his vast territory in search of foreigners not pledged to his command. Brutus wanted all the tribes within his borders to pay their spoils to his command, as citizens of Rome.

In the mountains rode Brutus and his forces, some five thousand men. He had patrols that acted as scouts and rode ahead reporting back to him, their findings. In the mountainous range of Western Europe, near what is now Germany, called then Germania, Brutus found some tribes that refused to recognize him as their leader. He was determined to quash any revolt, whether real or uncertain, to secure his command in the territory.

But the tribes were numerous and fielding more men in armor. They were a formidable opponent to the Romans. The Romans found themselves too far from their fort to retreat and too far from their home to send for more troops. They were circling the region where the rebels to his command lived in secret and were not paying taxes to Rome.

Little did Brutus know but the Goths were following his convoy, hidden behind the terrain they pursued the ignorant Roman. Finally, the barbarians caught Brutus ascending the snowy mountain and his men dug themselves in, readying themselves for war. The madmen of the barbarians began to roar below while echoes of their revenge sounded through-out the mountain; they readied themselves to charge the Romans above them. The wild, straggly- haired barbarians raised their lances and swords in the air while dismounting from their horses, and they began their ascent up the snowy mountain.

Brutus stood with his back to his troops as he hurled out orders for his men to take strategic positions. He had no fear, relishing the fight as another opportunity to strengthen his reputation with another victory. He ordered some five hundred of his slaves to run down the mountain to meet the barbarians as the battle began. He had then sent another wave of men, which were the infantry men wearing little armor into the battle. His men would fight bravely but their descent into the teeth of the barbarians was a sight of suicide. Brutus had to engage this fight now, which was numbered in the thousands.

He was going to die defenseless if he didn’t engage now. He could always retreat later if his forces became overwhelmed. So he tightened his armor and pulled his sword from its sheath. In seconds, he had descended the mountain and engaged the fight. Brutus and his security forces were brilliant, using their outright furiousness and skill to cut the barbarians into pieces. As the elite-Roman soldiers engaged, the wild barbarians became overwhelmed by the brutality of the Roman assaults and the sophisticated tactics these Roman soldiers used, that these rebellious barbarians began to flee for sanctuary. As the Goths retreated down the mountain to regroup from the aggressive assault of these elite Romans, Barouch sulked a little bit about his Goths retreat and the casualties he saw in the battle.

As the night lingered on, Articus deliberated ideas of escaping into the Gothic camp to reveal Brutus’s weak backside. He knew he could persuade his brothers to follow him even if he was Articus, this Roman soldier. All he needed to do was escape undetected from this Roman camp. Articus waited until the guards of Brutus fell deep asleep before he escaped from camp; riding his horse in the rugged terrain until he reached the barbarians’ camp.

Now, as Articus-Barouch rode his stallion into the Gothic camp, it dawns on him that he had to kill his own men in the battle earlier and now he relished the thought of his once glorious empire still at war with the Romans. Barouch saw the men gathering in the camp as he rode towards them and he began to have some emotions, for seeing them die in battle was depressing for him. But, now he had an idea to help them and himself in this battle.

Jeremiah was still appointed king over his old tribe and Merlin was standing in the background, Articus entered the camp of barbarians. As he entered the camp, the barbarians saw the Roman soldier coming and they diverted their attention to him. Articus dismounted his horse, simultaneously pulling his sword and laying it on the ground; he acted as if he were surrendering. The barbarians began to murmur as they wondered about the entrance of this Roman soldier entering their camp. The Barbarians and Jeremiah came out of their tents as they watched the foolish Roman rider enter their camp while some of the medics stitched the wounds of the injured.

Articus raised his hands as gesture of humbleness and surrendering. The barbarians viciously grabbed him by his armor and they punched him in square in the face and in the back of the head.

“I have news of Brutus’s next attack,” shouted Articus. The barbarians heard the cry but they ignored him and continued to pummel him with their fist. When Jeremiah heard the commotion, he came out of his tent, and Merlin met him in the center of their camp. They joined each other as they headed towards the crowd of barbarians and Jeremiah burst through the last wall of his men and he grabbed Articus around his leather collar.

“Why do you enter the barbarian camp alone?”

“I am traitor, I’m a captain in the guard of Brutus the Commander,” said Articus as he held his head low.

Two of Jeremiah’s burly guards began to kick him and spitting on him, they called him a liar. But Jeremiah gave the traitor one more chance.

“If you’re a traitor tell us how to attack your Commander.”

Barouch smiled for he knew he had them, all of them. Then Articus said, “I know the tunnels and Brutus’s escape route. If you promise to keep me alive as a captain, I will show you.”

Jeremiah leaned over and he grabbed his chin, looking at him, eye to eye, he said, “You have a deal. But if you lie, you’ll die first.”

Hours later, Articus had the barbarians at the entrance of one of the tunnels, as the misty clouds moved in hovering over the entrance, the barbarians entered. The tunnels slowly descended deep into earth until finally they reached a magnificent sight. The cavern in the mountain was huge and high. And a hole into the mountain spread enough light to shine on the silver granite mountain and illuminate the trail before them.

Articus turned to Jeremiah saying, “Believe this sire, this will lead to Brutus’s end if you follow my plan.”

Jeremiah replied, “Just worry about your head for right now.” Then Jeremiah ordered his infantry to march in front of his horsemen. The infantry men walked through the wet rocky terrain up a grade toward the shining light. The tunnels were narrow so many of the troops began to fall off the crumbling rocks that broke away as they sought footing. The men that fell to their deaths, screamed as their bodies fell through the large cliffs, some two hundred stories below.

Jeremiah looked at Articus and said, “This better be worth it, for I’m losing a lot of good men travelling through this God forsaken mountain.”

Articus knew they were two hours from reaching the top at this rate and he hoped he’d catch Brutus sleeping.

On the mountainside Brutus awaited word from his scouts. He was in his tent putting on his gold breastplate and bracelets, while his servants brought him his sword and lance. He exited his tent and he walked through his troops until he reached his stallion. He proudly mounted his stallion and his servants passed him his helmet that was uniquely designed by the finest blacksmiths. The helmet was cast in shiny metals and strengthened during its forging. The helmet was golden plated and very exquisite. It had these engravings and designs in it, with a red sash draped down the middle of the helmet which flowed down his back to his shoulders. Brutus didn’t care about being noticed in battle because his security forces were the best fighters in the territory. Brutus decided to take his tunnels through the mountain to escape the larger barbarians. So he led his men through the mountains until he reached the breach of the tunnels. When they were nearing the entrance Brutus noticed the barbarians had beaten him to his most strategic spot and had the advantage of higher terrain. When the barbarians saw Brutus, they charged him and the battle ensued, as infantry men’s swords echoed through the mountains, the sounds of warfare rang out in the dark night.

Brutus and his skillful security force were very close to the front line, as the barbarians closed in some three hundred yards away. He started speaking courage and guts to his security while giving orders in the process. The thirty man security force dressed in full battle armor lived to fight and kill, so these were fearless men. They knew death came when it wanted to, and one could stop it. Brutus’s thirty men divided themselves into three units and they rotated circular during the battle. Brutus had defeated Barouch’s barbarians before using this technique.

Articus used his supernatural powers, which gave him heightened eyesight and he saw Brutus and his thirty security forces, some of the same men who he had fought against before, he now saw falling to the edges of the barbarian swords. He would remember their inevitable fall it appeared as he gained ground on him. He remembered their helmets and eyes as he came closer to these security forces. Now he led his old army through this outer shell, just like old times he thought, and his promise to revenge Satan was granted him. Now he relished the time place and moment.

Jeremiah stood on his steed appraising the entire situation but never knowing the truth about Articus, he knew now that he had seen him fight before. But now he had a chance to whip Brutus, the Commander of the Romans, and take the might of the Romans with the defeat of Brutus. He pointed his lance to the right and his security focused their assault on that side. As the barbarians began to cut the Roman security forces into pieces Brutus was getting closer to where he had to join the fight, sword to sword. 

Merlin’s caravan of two hundred men, mostly the poor farmers that were also handy with swords, join in the assault against the Roman soldiers as they flanked the armored Romans from each side. He sat on a white horse and he watched the battle well behind the front lines. He thought very carefully about this Articus and his motives. He wondered about this figure that had come so boldly into their camp. Merlin suspected something askew but he watched as the barbarians and his men seem to destroy the Romans. Soon the great advantage the higher terrain played in this battle worked, as a force of weight against the Romans and he would have to use no magic on this occasion. Then the barbarians started hurling weak and injured Romans over the mountainside, as their shrieking screams echoed off the mountainside.

Articus looked over to Jeremiah and he said, “I will prove my loyalty to you now my lord.” Articus gave the Gothic leader a hard swing to the shoulder as he dismounted off his horse and ran into the crowd of men, wielding his sword with great velocity.

Jeremiah saw the courage and watched the stranger as he cut the Romans to pieces. Jeremiah jumped from his stead and joined the battle, plunging his lance into the Romans and then twirling it around and stabbing another. Jeremiah wanted Brutus’s head and he fought like a mad man to reach him. One thing Jeremiah did realize is that when a man’s pride is hurt, he’ll fight to the death to get it back. He believed that was what triggered Articus’s rage against his own brothers. As he continued to chop the Romans into pieces, he noticed Articus. He appeared literally a madman in the battle. He also appeared superhuman because he was larger than before, unmistakably larger. He was also killing so many of Brutus’s elite security forces that he was going to reach Brutus first.

Jeremiah changed tactics, and he grabbed Amos and Munch to him and they started toward Brutus.

Brutus’s fighting skills kept him healthy for he had only a small flesh wound on him. He had killed at least thirty men on his own and maybe ten more from behind. Now he saw his soldiers dwindling and Articus coming at him. He was confused because he had never known Articus had defected. He also saw his increased size and wondered what had gotten into him. He saw Articus destroying his most experienced men without any problem and this alarmed him. About fifteen feet away from Brutus was Articus engaged between three of Brutus’s last swordsmen. They were wielding their swords at this massive beast and the edges of their swords having absolutely no effect.

Articus grabbed the wrist of one of the swordsmen and he tortured the Roman, peering deep into his eyes and giggling insanely, he snapped his wrist and thrust his iron rod into the chest of the Roman. Then this beast backhanded each of the two remaining soldiers and he advanced toward Brutus.

Brutus finished the two Goths before him, as he slowly pulled his sword out of the Goth and stared back at this beast of a man. They were face to face, the beast standing some three feet taller and Brutus confidently holding his sword. Then Brutus reached behind his back and he pulled out an oblong circular object. He flicked the foot and a half long object and it extended into a staff. Now Brutus began twirling the staff and Barouch the beast came down upon his head with a crushing blow that narrowly missed the quick Roman.

Jeremiah was pursing the head of Brutus, as he, Amos and Munch ran over the hill where Articus had vanished. All Jeremiah knew was he wanted the reputation of having slew Brutus the great Roman Commander. As he pursued and he rounded the corner expecting to see Brutus and Articus in the mist of the duel but they had disappeared over another ravine out of his sight.

Brutus was hiding behind a boulder, waiting with his sharpen staff directed at the point of attack for he hoped he caught this demonic entity off-guard. Barouch the beast was slowly approaching the boulder and searching everywhere for the Commander but there were a lot of boulders in front of him and he believed the Roman was hiding behind one of them. Brutus took a slight peek and he saw the beast and then he ducked under the boulder and circled around it trying to get behind this beast so he could thrust him through. Then he rushed the demonic beast, smashing the long staff into the head of the beast, the beast twirled around as fast as he could but not seeing the Roman, he roared.

Jeremiah couldn’t see them but he began to panic when he heard the roars of something unimaginable and thought Articus might get the credit for killing Brutus. He ran aimlessly following the sounds of something that sounded like a beast as Amos and Munch followed. But Amos and Munch got entangled with two Roman soldiers and now Jeremiah pursued Articus and Brutus alone. Jeremiah continued running toward the roar but two Romans stopped him and he found himself having to deal with these two soldiers first.

The beast hopped over the ridge of a rocky ravine in front of the fleeing Brutus, he had to face the massive beast again with his sword. Then Brutus stopped running and faced this phenomenal foe, he watched transform from Articus, to something he’d had never seen before. He swung his sword at this demonic beast but the beast moved and grabbed him so tightly he couldn’t pull away. Then Barouch raised the Roman Commander above his head by clinching his neck in his massive palm, he suddenly thrust his iron rod into the chest of the Roman Commander as the blood squirt out of the man in volumes, the Roman Commander’s head went limp and he was dead.

As Jeremiah jumped over the ravine, he saw the head of Brutus in the hand of Articus. Envy and fear quickly crept in his soul as this man foreign to the Goths, held the head of Brutus high, and now Munch and Amos saw this great feat for themselves. Jeremiah would sulk with envy as the traitor of the Romans held a possession he so desired.

In the barbarian camp after the victory over the oppressive Roman army, the barbarians rejoiced their victory with beer and wines. They had a feast and the scantily dressed girls danced for the men. The camp was lit by bon fires and the moon was high in the heavens. The night was clear, such an ominous clarity, for usually the clouds hovered above. The community thought maybe the barbarian victory was the gods’ choice and they laughed about their new luck with the gods.

In Jeremiah’s tent he was sore and sulking over losing the head to Articus. He wanted that reputation badly and the alcohol was beginning to tell him he should have it. He called for Merlin, a man he never agreed with to come to his tent. Merlin did without any resistance, for the king would tolerate no signs of disrespect.

When Merlin received word the king wanted to see him, he already knew what the king wanted. He also knew what the king didn’t want to hear. When they reached the tent of Jeremiah, Merlin walked confidently in and he stood before Jeremiah proudly, and carrying his scepter.

Jeremiah couldn’t be the same arrogant leader with Merlin right now, he felt humbled and sort of embarrassed. He needed Merlin now more than ever, as he felt his kingdom slipping away from him and into the hands of some stranger.

“Merlin,” he said, “I’m glad you could make it. I want you tell me straight, no delusions. Now speak, Merlin.”

“Why,” snapped Merlin, “you never believe a word I say?”

“Not now Merlin. We’ll settle our differences later. But for now I have a few questions.”

“I have no grievances with the king. I will tell the king the truth and if he can see it, he’ll understand.”

“Good, Merlin. I’m your king and a good one, yes?”

“Yes my lord. What will the king hear tonight,” asked Merlin? “Is it wise for the king to allow this stranger to possess the head of Brutus, the Roman Commander?”

“I would want the glory for myself. Why, do you ask me such a foolish question,” replied Merlin.

“Take the head you say then. Should I kill him Merlin?” “Once he is dead no one will remember him. What are you waiting for?”

On Jeremiah’s face spread a smile so wide, he caught himself, for he heard from Merlin just what he wanted to hear.

Articus was drinking his wine in his tent and laughing insanely as he engaged in his sexual desires with three women at the behest of the barbarians whom lavished them on him for his conquest. He was drunk and his lips were dripping with lust. He once was a king that enjoyed these moments frequently, and now he had to figure out a way to over-throw Jeremiah. And just as that thought entered his mind Jeremiah burst through the sheer cloth tent armed with his men. The first thought he had was he was going to die. But Jeremiah made a statement that threw him.

“I don’t want to fight you. But I must have the head of Brutus.”

Barouch heard the request and wondered why Jeremiah would leave him alive as the tone conveyed.

“I am a soldier in your army. I have no need for it my lord,” said Barouch as he passed him the head and bowed his head.

Jeremiah was surprised. He took the head, saying, “The king killed Brutus. The king killed Brutus…right?”

“Right, My Lord. The king killed Brutus,” said Barouch. Two days later, Jeremiah and his most trusted security went into the field; they had descended the mountains and were riding in the prairies of Germania. Now the security forces played a large game of hunting and dividing into two man groups except for Articus’s group, for Jeremiah had appointed Munch and Amos to be his guides. Munch was the largest of men in the entire barbarian community and he was the meanest. Barouch once used Munch to sever the head of a Gothic soldier who wouldn’t tell him what he wanted to know. Now Munch was here as a favor to Jeremiah. Amos was also one of Barouch’s favorite men and if they knew who he really was, they would be loyal to him instead of Jeremiah. So riding with them for Barouch was like riding with his old security force and a big mistake for Jeremiah.

Jeremiah had promised Munch thirty pieces of silver if he killed Articus in the woods. Amos was supposed to help and they would split the bounty. As the three rode their horses through the thick forest, they saw a deer in the scrubs and Munch pulled out a bow. The deer stopped but it was well hidden behind some bushes. Munch held his position, waiting on the deer to come out, the deer did and Munch shot the deer and it collapsed. That was the third kill of the day for the three and they went to the carcass and began to butcher it.

Amos said, “This is a huge deer, it will slow us down,” as he dismounted his steed. He pulled out a large butcher knife that was very long and sharp.

Munch dismounted and he pulled his long butcher knife while looking back to see what Articus was doing. On his steed Articus sat contemplating something hidden from the two until he said, “Barbarians only butcher what they need for the mission and leave the rest to the fowls in the air.”

Munch turned around and said, “That is true. What do you know about barbarian ways?”

“Oh, let me see,” said Articus as he dismounted and approached the mammoth man Munch. “Barbarians like the both of you, were taught the freedom of man is not confined to the ways of government and barbarians live for the bounty. As barbarians there is not authority, only the common vote of the group as a whole. And the vote could take place at any time…”

“You speak of appointing a king or captain in the army,” said Amos. “So you know a thing or two about our governing, but you still are not barbarian.”

“That depends on how you look at it,” replied Articus. “I’m this unique person who has the ability to see something and know the truth behind it. Do you know what I mean?”

Munch looked at Amos confused and they gave Articus a similar look.

“Allow me to elaborate. Let’s say one could die and take another body once it returned back to this realm.”

Amos and Munch just nodded their heads, bewildered because they were supposed to be killing this man right now; they wondered why they were even listening to him.

“Do you remember your old king Barouch?”

They just nodded their heads as Articus continued. 

“Do you remember the star formation?”

Now both Amos and Munch had very confused looks on their faces. They immediately wanted to know how he knew that.

“Do you remember the high and low attacks we used when fighting the Romans at the Alps?”

“Who are you,” asked Amos?

Articus began to howl like a wolf and then he said, “Doesn’t that sound familiar?”

Hours later, Amos and Munch rode into camp without Articus. They had some news for Jeremiah but he and Merlin were still out in the woods competing in the hunt. They waited two more hours before they returned. When Jeremiah and Merlin rode into the camp, it was dark and well into evening. Munch and Amos had waited for them, they had recruited men loyal to Barouch and they hid in the rough. As Jeremiah and his security of only ten men dismounted, then came to Amos and Kramer unto them. Kramer was the most intelligent of the barbarians and he could speak well. He led Amos over to Jeremiah.

Kramer asked, “Is this Articus soldier you appointed over the barbarians someone you want killed? If so we know where to find him.”

“He’s a traitor to his own people. He fought against his own people and therefore we should not give him refuge here in our camp. Where is this man,” replied Jeremiah?

“Then I will take you to him my lord.”

“That will be fine. I will follow you and we will finish this man,” replied Jeremiah.

Merlin heard the conversation from a distance and he was suspicious. He had his reasons because some of the barbarians had disappeared from the camp and he had noticed. He would not go with Jeremiah on this trip, while he thought about this situation, and decided his fate.

Jeremiah rode his stallion in the middle of his security forces. They followed Kramer, Munch and Amos, three very loyal men to the barbarian life and skilled in the art of war. Jeremiah had brought with him ten archers whom he would order to unleash their arrows on this Articus. Jeremiah had also made plans to kill Kramer, Munch and Amos, if they were leading him into a trap.

Barouch and his loyal men hid themselves along the trail behind a ridge. As planned, Kramer led Jeremiah and his security forces through the ravine, the jagged rocks pointing upward and concealing the ambush ahead. Jeremiah began to sense his convoy was about to be attacked, so he held the convoy in position and listened. All of a sudden Barouch yelled, “Charge,” and the barbarians descended down the ridge and attacked.

The barbarians below saw their brothers attacking them and they yelled out, “Why do us brothers fight each other?”

Kramer found a rock higher than anyone on the ground and he climbed it. When he reached the top he yelled, “Barouch has come back to us from the valley of the dead. He has come to join us under one king, himself and we have joined him.”

The barbarians wondered a little about the statement except that their elite fighters were on the side of their old king Barouch and they greatly feared them. So one by one Jeremiah’s men left him and this included his trusted security guards. Now Barouch could see no reason for a civil war between barbarians and he took stance upon another rock and began to speak for himself.

“I am your old king and the Perfect One has sent me back to right the wrongs done to me. Sixty days passed, I was in darkness and the Perfect One came to me and He has kept his promise. Now here I am, among my brothers again.”

Jeremiah yelled, “You are not Barouch. You are an imposter. You are not worthy to take the throne…”

“You are wrong,” said Kramer. “It is not easy to explain but he is Barouch our king, and I say so. If you want to challenge his kingdom, come and face him now.”

All the heads of the barbarians turned to Jeremiah waiting for him to accept the challenge and he did. Jeremiah confidently approached Kramer who could not fight, so Munch stepped in front on him, basically accepting the challenge. But Munch was no match for Jeremiah, so Amos stepped forward also.

Jeremiah lowered his lance into fighting position, meanwhile slowly stepping forward he began to thrust his lance quickly. Amos and Munch spread apart. They were very big and not as agile or as fast as the smaller man. They were timid in their posture and they seemed frozen when Jeremiah attacked Amos fiercely. The thrusts were quick and powerful and Amos could not keep pace with Jeremiah. Munch tried to attack Jeremiah from behind but he anticipated the attacks and he side stepped Munch while maintaining a steady amount of thrust at Amos. As Munch continued to attack Jeremiah, suddenly Jeremiah turned around and he viciously struck Munch’s lance downward, then he ran his lance upward and cut Munch in the throat. Munch collapsed, clutching his throat, trying to stop the bleeding coming from his neck.

From behind, Amos attacked and he had Jeremiah retreating for a moment but Jeremiah quickly recovered and he plunged his lance into Amos and he collapsed dead.

Jeremiah raised his lance in victory, as Merlin watched the whole fight on the cliff above the ravine. He had changed his mind and decided to come see what he had heard murmured back in camp. Then he looked at Articus and began to wonder if this could be the reincarnation of Barouch, as the barbarians began to murmur.

“You send these clumsy warriors to do a job, you won’t do yourself,” said Jeremiah while looking at Barouch. “If you are barbarian come down here and face me now. That will tell us if you are Barouch.”

Barouch took his lance and chain in both his hands and he kicked his leg over the horse and dismounted. His mid-size body, not the same as if he were Barouch. Now he had the height of five feet and ten inches, weighing a mere hundred and eighty pounds,

He was the same size as Jeremiah. He had welcomed the difference realizing his foe was quick as death and would spear him, if he didn’t keep his lance in front of himself. The two combatants faced off, Jeremiah with blood dripping from his lance and his face beaming with confidence. Barouch studied his opponent, thinking about how he would outwit him. The two collided in the center of all the barbarians, the lances clanging throughout the mountains’ thin air and echoing off the rocky terrain. The two spun around as a poetic science of war, they displayed the most advanced moves trying to avoid the edge of each other’s lance. Barouch began to succumb to the faster and more skilled fighter Jeremiah, as Merlin watched the fight from above. Merlin wished Jeremiah would finish this demon from hell as he understood it; there was no Perfect One that Barouch spoke of.

Jeremiah missed his mark every time and that frustrated him, so he halted his attack, watching Barouch. They slowly circled each other again, this time Barouch started twirling his chain and he lowered his lance. Jeremiah also lowered his lance as he crept closer to Barouch, he commenced his attack. Barouch backed away from the attack while twirling his chain, he flung the chain and it wrapped around Jeremiah’s leg. Jeremiah dropped his lance; Barouch began tugging on the chain because he was trying to get Jeremiah on the ground. Jeremiah finally took his sword out of its sheath and he struck the chain, breaking it into pieces. Then Barouch rushed in bringing his lance crashing down upon Jeremiah’s head before he could manage to block the blow, the blade tore through his flesh and he fell to the ground.

Barouch raised his arms in victory as if the end was imminent and inevitable. He pranced around the fallen man while his loyal security cheered him and the others loyal to Jeremiah feared the king they once hated. Now the barbarians loyal to Jeremiah started to ramble in debates and they shook their heads in disapproval, as Barouch’s face became illuminated and his face appeared that of old; like a transformation of his face turned back to its old appearance.

Now the multitude of barbarians saw the king they once knew, the king Jeremiah betrayed and killed. They saw this man, raised from the depths of hell and reigning again in this realm. The mystery was astounding, almost unbelievable as the barbarians watched this man retaking his crown. Even Merlin was astounded as he saw Barouch in the face of this man called Articus.

Now Jeremiah had struggled to his feet, the blood trickling down his left shoulder and drenching his leather and metal breastplate. His shoulder was aching but he used every bit of strength to raise his lance. But it was useless as Barouch knocked the lance to the ground and plunged the lance he had into the stomach of his adversary.

Merlin’s head lowered. He knew he would eventually have a run in with Barouch if he were to stay with these barbarians that revered their king so much. He had to mount and ride quickly. As he mounted he took one last look at the barbarians below and one named Stokey pointed at him. Barouch looked up and he saw Merlin face to face.

Merlin rode for miles; he had the suspicious feeling that Barouch was riding ahead of him. He had to descend the mountain and thus Barouch could wait on his descent. Merlin knew it was his gamble, he had no sure ideas and only by chance would he avoid coming face to face with Barouch. At least Merlin was not alone because with him were his followers that believed in his teachings about the spiritual world of men and the wicked side of the underworld. He had taught his followers the peace living free from oppression and violence, like the violence of Barouch the king they had before them. Now here it was, Barouch appeared from the dead and somehow came back from the chains of death to live in this realm, again, some sixty-days after he had foretold of this great miracle.

Merlin had read many ancient history books and this was rare but not unheard of. He went into one of his sacred chests, a chest exquisitely designed with golden sleeves along all the borders and golden half-moons and stars lined the outside and he pulled out a demon book. The book had pictures of demons and stories about their treachery. Merlin rode in his luxurious cart reading each and every story, searching for the truth about the powers that helped Barouch and how to defeat them. Then he stumbled on a particular story about some Hebrew high priests that devised poisons to aid them in the apprehension of wicked demons loose in this realm and how to send them back to hell.

Merlin studied the ancient book carefully until an idea struck his head. He dwelled on the idea until he completely developed it, and then he acted on his idea. He told his driver to pull his luxurious cart over and to have his followers make camp. He would need some help constructing this trap. He would need men to help him lure the subject to the specific spot where he could use the ideas he read here in this ancient book. The book was called ‘Binding Evil Spirits.’ It was written during the building of God’s Holy Temple that Solomon built and the book was fascinating. Merlin had studied it for years but never imagining he would have to use it one day.

Merlin organized his followers by strategically lining the otter camp with some of the bravest of followers and then with families. He would use delusion as a diversion and hopefully confuse the mass army at Barouch’s command. If this worked he believed he could bind Barouch and send him back to hell. He had to try.

Barouch and his army decided to pursue Merlin and his followers from both sides of the mountain. They would close in on Merlin in hours and unleash such an unholy evil upon them the news of the slaughter would terrify the surrounding tribes for years. Barouch had lost two of his very best men in Munch and Amos so he counted the cost of that confrontation with Jeremiah realizing Merlin was the one behind his unholy death to Brutus. He had to approach Merlin very carefully because he knew he had powers beyond his comprehension.

As Barouch and his barbarians approached this clearing in front on a mountainside which he thought might be a disadvantage for his men, a small group of Merlin’s followers peacefully approached his caravan. In the background he could see the camp was a normal and peaceful place. There appeared to be nothing suspicious, as if, the Merlin followers found no treason in leaving with this wizard and magician. Barouch had a choice here to either destroy the tiny band of barbarians or to go and see what Merlin wanted. He sat on his steed while these followers stopped and they began to speak.

“We bring the king of the barbarian band peace and our loyal service if needed,” spoke one lowly man.

The man was slender and definitely not a fighter. He was obviously a farmer and cook who had defected with Merlin. Barouch also evaluated the others and they also appeared to be weak laborers that toiled in the barbarian tents sewing or making blankets, clothes and garments for the fighters.

Barouch finally answered the man, saying, “This is good. Being that you are barbarian I will not destroy the camp but I want Merlin brought to me now. Have him surrender or else I will change my mind and I will come and plunder the whole village. Do you understand?”

“Yes my lord we understand. We will tell Merlin and he will decide…”

Barouch immediately waved to one of his security men and they dismounted their steed and approached the humble man. The man began to flinch as if he knew the soldier would smite him. Then he turned and ran, leaving his bride and dropping his flowers he ran from the soldier. The soldier laughed as the man ran further away. Then Barouch summoned two more security forces that kicked their steeds in the ribs and rode after the man running.

When the two horsemen caught the fleeing man they toyed with him by riding alongside him and punching him in his head. He was at these two soldiers mercy because of the massive size of the horses pinned him in. When the two soldiers had enough fun with the fleeing man they halted the horses and dismounted. The man started to back- away, his lips trembling and his hands shaking, he had no sword to pull and he couldn’t fight these two skillful soldiers.

Now the two soldiers surrounded the frightened man posturing him and he posturing them, they were in sort of a stand-off, when off in the distance a man in a carriage approached them. The two soldiers stopped their assault of the man as the carriage was believed to have Merlin in it.

Through the hazy sun rays that reflected on the snow-capped mountains Barouch could see Merlin’s face coming into focus. He hadn’t seen the bastard in two months but it seemed like an eternity. He had a queasy sensation in his stomach his nerves were racing because he respected Merlin’s magic and wisdom. He knew Merlin was full of tricks and here he was coming his direction and alone.

As Merlin approached he only hoped he could say one word in his defense. If, he were allowed to speak he might have a chance here today before Barouch. Merlin stopped his carriage right in front of Barouch’s horses as the security forces circled around the carriage leaving him no escape.

In Barouch’s tent were his soldiers and Merlin. Barouch had started his familiar drinking and he was becoming quickly intoxicated and belligerent. He had ignored Merlin who he had tied to a chair and had been drinking for a couple of hours. In his tent were only two guards and four concubines. The four concubines were tending to the ever-restless Barouch. They were combing his long hair while grooming his beard and mustache. He was not vain and this grooming was unorthodox for this fighting man. But Barouch found his new body and new eyes as a twisted turn of fate since Brutus had his guard Hargon cut them out.

As he had this thought he leaned over to Merlin and said, “What was going through your mind when you and Jeremiah were delivering me into the hands of Brutus?

Tell me because I want to know.”

Merlin replied compassionately, saying, “That was Jeremiah’s idea. I had nothing to say about it.”

“You lie,” replied Barouch. “You were a part of it as much as Jeremiah was. Tell me if I am wrong.”

“O.k., you are wrong. Your guard can back this up…” 

“Who…who can back it up?”

Merlin raised his body up getting a little confident, he said, “Ask Striker, he’ll tell you Jeremiah was after your throne for a long time, even before you ever knew of me. He put the plot against you, together…”

“But you still helped him.”

“You know what they say, ‘Out with the old in with the new.’ Many of your men thought your time was up, they still ride in the guard today and you’re worried about me?”

“I’m not worried about you Merlin. You’re a weak wizard.” 

“Then take off these ropes and let me free,” replied Merlin.

Barouch hesitated pondering the request, then he replied, “Merlin you’re no threat to me. These two guards will run you through if you try anything.” Then he gestured to his two guards who untied Merlin.

Now Merlin rose from the chair, stretching his legs and rubbing his wrists, he smiled at Barouch, whom he had yet to believe was really in this miniature body of Articus. For Barouch, the mammoth man used his mammoth size to intimidate as well as over-power his opponents, and now here he was this medium-sized man. It was weird and deceiving how this beast of a man could live inside a puny man and have the same bold personality. But Barouch’s mentality hadn’t changed a bit. He was still arrogant and cocky. Merlin was getting ever closer to Barouch and he had him thinking.

“So tell me why you didn’t report this treason to me?”

“I’m not barbarian…as you have told me many times,” replied Merlin smiling. “I don’t mean to sound factitious, but I had few friends here and Jeremiah had many in his guard, loyal to him. But what difference does it make now thou art immortal. Sorry you had to pay such a high price.”

Barouch grunted and slouched, he appeared to accept that answer. Then he replied, “Jeremiah had always wanted to lead these people, that, I can’t blame that on you. You are a guest in our camp, not a wizard, or a wise man. But you parade yourself as some spiritual leader, enlightened by something…”

“The cosmos my lord,” replied Merlin.

“Yes, the cosmos. Whatever the case Merlin, you will escape death in this matter, but only if you promise to keep your ideas to yourself.”

Merlin nodded to the two guards and they attacked the unarmed Barouch with their swords. The smaller Barouch couldn’t defend himself, his eyes lit-up in surprise as these two trusted guards attacked him and thrust their spears into his abdomen. He clutched over, blood oozing out of his gut as he held his intestines inside. He looked upward and there was Merlin standing with the two guards behind him. Barouch couldn’t believe his two men betrayed him and here he was dying from the wounds inflicted.

Merlin looked down and said, “You will roam the air with the fowls, and you will find no rest. You will see your people advance without you. Why…well because you gave your soul over to the dark side, to Satan, whom you do not know.” Then Merlin reached under his white and silver robe and he withdrew a sword and he said, “I will send you on to your next life. I promise you will hate it…”

Barouch looked upward and then he began cursing, saying, “You bastard. I will return for your head Merlin and I will kill you.”

Merlin laughed as his eyes changed and he raised his twelve inch dagger and he came down upon Barouch’s neck completely severing his head. Then Merlin waited for the spirit to rise out of Articus’s body, which would be Barouch’s unholy spirit. Merlin had said the sacred prayer mentioned in the old book that gifted the person with the ability to capture the unholy spirit and bind him. When Merlin saw the unholy spirit he captured it in this small box he designed, as depicted in the ancient book, and he caught Barouch in mid-flight and bound him there in that box.

Father Namon Crawley awoke from his dream after seeing the truth.


23. The Cloud

 

 

Father Spurgeon tinkered around with his old transistor radio trying to fix the damn thing but it wouldn’t cooperate. In his chamber he had only this radio to keep him from getting bored when he was finished studying. Then there was the kettle that was brewing hot tea and it began whistling and that diverted his attention.

Meanwhile the monk Mark rolled around in his bed because he had enough sleep. He pulled the sheets back and kicked his legs out of bed, put his feet in some slippers and went into the bathroom to wash his face. After he washed his face, he looked in the mirror hoping to see the swelling going down. The swelling hadn’t changed and his whole head hurt. He pushed himself away from the mirror and walked back into the dorm where the other monks were watching Charlton Heston in the Ten Commandments.

It was only 10:30pm in the evening and he became interested in what Father Spurgeon had to say about his encounter with Nelson. He got dressed and headed for the father’s quarters, taking the staircase to his chambers. As he climbed the staircase he heard a thud and he wondered about the sound, so he froze for a moment. There was a dead silence and only the quiet voices of Father Quintilla and Father Anderson could he distinguish. But the noise came from the opposite direction. Mark shook off the noise thinking his head was playing tricks on him, as he exited the staircase and headed toward Father Spurgeon’s room.

In the isle approached Father Paul who stopped the young man and asked him if he was getting better. Mark sighed a little bit but not wanting to be impolite he waited patiently for Father Paul to finish his praise so he could continue on his way. Finally Father Paul padded Mark on the back and they separated. Now Mark was standing in front of Father Spurgeon’s door knocking. He waited for his mentor to respond but he didn’t and Mark’s curiosity compelled him to grab the doorknob. He opened the door ever so slowly, but the door swung open magically and Mark peered inside the chambers. He felt something strange like his gut feelings telling him something. But he ignored them and entered the chambers. Mark saw the hot cup of tea sitting on the little stove but he didn’t see Father Spurgeon. Now his nerves began to get the best of him as his hands started shaking a little and he usually was very brave. Then he figured he better arm himself and he went to Father Spurgeon’s sword posted next to the fireplace and he grabbed it. He still had to enter Father Spurgeon’s bedroom and make sure he was alright, yet something nagged at him to leave the chambers. But he pushed the feeling aside and continued toward the bedroom, thinking it was odd that he had been in Father Spurgeon’s chambers so long and he hadn’t appeared.

As he approached Father Spurgeon’s bedroom he heard a shallow knocking in the floor underneath him and it disturbed him because it sounded strange. But he continued forward and he notice as he stepped toward the room, the knocking underneath him followed him with each step. Now he knew something was askew as he searched the area around him, he felt someone watching him, like instincts tying a knot in his stomach. So he turned around to find the person he suspected; it was Nelson and there he was standing right in front of him.

“He’s in the room,” murmured Mark as he watched Nelson quickly advancing toward him.

Mark pulled the sword out of its sheath and hunched down low ready for any attack Nelson made. Nelson smiled as he crept closer to him, his arm transforming into the iron rod right before him. Mark stepped backward until he backed into the bedroom. When he looked to his right he saw Father Spurgeon hanging on the wall with his arms spread to both sides and his feet pointing straight downward. He’s face was all bloody and his shirt was soaked with blood.

Mark’s emotional state shattered as he started to tear, he rubbed his eyes and began shaking.

Nelson smiled again, saying, “He didn’t put up much of a fight. I hope you can do better.” Now he raised his iron rod as his mammoth size towered over the smaller Mark, his eyes turning from pride to murder.

Mark realized there was no bartering or bargaining with Nelson. He searched the room and he saw something, when Nelson attacked him. Mark ducked under Nelson’s plunging iron rod and now he was looking at his back, Mark swung his sword which cut Nelson in the lower rib cage. Nelson recoiled quickly, simultaneously swinging his iron rod, Mark ducked under him and he plunged his sword at Nelson again. Nelson attempted to miss the plunging sword but it ripped through his black robe tearing more flesh from this other-side.

“You’re not so tough you bastard,” said Mark as he stood there beaming in confidence. Mark’s stance even took on a stronger appearance as he twirled his sword with precision and advance forward.

Nelson flipped-off the cut robe nonchalantly with a smirk, saying, “Kid you’re going to die. Don’t get yourself all excited.”

Mark reached behind his back and he grabbed an old oil lantern and he threw the lantern on Nelson and his robe ignited on fire. Nelson wildly flung his arms as the fire flew up his torso and burned the reminder of his robe to his skin. Nelson blew on the flames and with a supernatural wind and the flames went out. Nelson’s eyes lit-up as he realized the kid hit him with a pretty good shot. Mark slowly approached Nelson as his body changed right before him, his arms swelling- up and his shoulders getting bigger, as thick coarse hair grew out of his cheeks and chin. Now Nelson grew out of his robe but a tread of fabric held his robe over his groin as he shook off the scare.

Mark plunged his sword at Nelson and he blocked it with his massive arm while the force also threw Mark into a different dresser behind him. Mark tried to regain his balance but Nelson came at him so fast that Mark couldn’t get out of the way and he was stabbed by the iron rod through his upper shoulder. Mark vaulted from the dresser hardly feeling the pain because he had to move quickly or die. Nelson began to snicker as he crept upon him, Mark retreating as he clutched over from the pain of his wounded shoulder.

Mark looked at the approaching beast, he said, “Michael will kill you. I know he will.”

Then Nelson ran over to Mark and he plunged his iron rod into his chest and he collapsed dead.

Michael began heading towards Father Crawley’s room, he wanted to discuss the measures necessary to destroy Nelson. He had taken the back route, which was a trail outside of the building and he walked upstairs until he reached his front door.

Before he could knock, Father Crawley opened his door, not seeing Michael he ran into him.

“Oh…I didn’t see you there. I was just heading over to Father Spurgeon’s room. Do you want to come?”

“Yeah I can come,” replied Michael. As he followed his mentor he had a nagging question he wanted to ask but he waited.

“I had another vision. I saw how to destroy this demon, Michael. I have to make a special box, three and three-thirds in inches square for all sides and there is some writing on the box that we must engrave. When we do this we can bind him in that tiny box forever.”

Michael thought about the word forever and he contemplated that, he thought it odd these demons continued to roam the air if they were bound in these boxes forever.

Michael asked, “How long will it take for you to construct this box?”

“No more than an hour son. We have to hurry before he wipes us all out,” replied Father Crawley as he opened the door to Father Spurgeon’s building. They entered and began their march upstairs.

“How do we deal with Nelson?”

“You must cut off his head Michael to kill him. He can’t leave here alive, he’s a vessel for the Devil and another demon could enter him. He’ll always be a vessel for Satan. So there is no exorcism, no second chance for him, understand?”

“Of course father. I saw this coming,” said Michael as they reached Father Spurgeon’s room. Immediately, they noticed the front door opened and a suspicious feeling came over both of them. Michael darted through the door, immediately he saw the bedroom door and he ran to it, as Father Crawley followed him.

“Mark, Mark,” said Michael as he ran over to him while he saw Father Spurgeon hanging on the wall as Jesus hung on the cross.

“Is he alive,” asked Father Crawley?

The psychic was restless. He had so many fears he had to face when dealing with this torrent of spirits attacking his mind. He felt like he was going to rip his hair out because of all the voices in his head that were driving him crazy. He had told himself he would not succumb to the wicked voices of the underworld but now he was starting to second guess himself. He was sweating in the dark. He had drawn his curtains and only the moonlight lit the room dimly. He had paced the room in the darkness for an hour now. He knew he had scared his young protégé by his strange behavior so he opened his bedroom door. Then he searched the living-room for Steve but the room was empty. He went over to the small refrigerator and when he opened it, he saw some illuminated figures flying at the top of the ceiling. He held the door open as he viewed this strange phenomenon. At first, he thought he was imagining this or that he was in some sort of induced state. He figured the images he saw were delusions Nelson telepathically sent him. He began to worry he was in trouble as the spirits above began to circle the ceiling even faster as a demonic multitude of voices sounded in his room. He let the door go as a flash of light passed by him. When he turned around one of the spirits charged directly at him until the spirit passed through his head. He thought he was losing his sanity as he ran for the door. When he grabbed the doorknob and attempted to twist it the knob was locked. He found the unlock knob and he tried to twist that but it wouldn’t budge. It was then that he realized this was real, the whole series of events.

Some voice in his head told him to look at the window, which he did. There was an illuminated figure behind the window and as he took a closer look he thought the figure behind the window was Nelson. All of a sudden the window burst like an explosion, glass flying through the air and hitting him all in his face. Roland covered his face with his hands.

Nelson entered the room in such a traumatizing manner that his prey stood there frozen and trembling. Nelson laughed, saying, “You wanted this Roland…to see the evil and here I am. Don’t be shy now. Move your hands and see the evil that has come upon you."

“Fuck you,” shouted Roland.

“Don’t say that Roland. Move your hands.”

Roland moved his hands and there was Nelson wearing a shit- eating grin. Roland looked down at his right arm and he saw the iron rod mid-arm and dripping with fresh blood. Roland grasped as he felt hopeless before this demonic creature, as the man turned beast right before his eyes. Roland threw his hands up as if he were surrendering as Nelson approached and plunged the iron rod into his chest. Roland keeled over lifeless on Nelson’s iron rod. Nelson tilted his arm and let Roland slowly slide off of his iron rod until he hit the floor.

Father David Paul heard the news about his comrade and Mark and it disturbed him. He had many mixed emotions but he realized Nelson was out of control and had to be stopped. He walked to Father Crawley’s workroom and found him engraving a small wooden box with a knife and Weddle. He had these magnifying glasses on that made him appear like some professional craftsman.

“What is that,” he asked?

“It’s a jail cell for a demon. If we can confine the demon in here he can’t lose himself into this realm again.”

“Oh,” he said while rubbing his forehead. “Did you ever figure out whose soul is this demon, what you call him?”

“Barouch, a barbarian king fighting against Christian armies in his day swore against God and damned himself. So we got to bind him here, so he cannot kill anymore.”

Michael was fascinated by the idea. He was dealing with a demon once known as a barbarian king but the news also surprised him. He knew these demons all had pasts but it still was surprising and gripping.

Then Father Crawley looked up at Michael saying, “You should get the others out of here. They do not need to be here. When you are finished I’ll be finished here, go.” Michael hurried toward the monks barracks as the dark night concealed his walk. A few moments later when Michael reached the monks, the remaining three stood in opposite corners of the room clutching their swords.

“Father Crawley sent me down here. He wants for you to leave, now.”

The three remaining monks didn’t say a word because they heard what they wanted to hear and hurried out of the front door and they climbed in an old K5 Chevy Blazer and drove out of the monastery. Michael watched them depart so he could calm Father Crawley’s nerves. Now the small mission seemed deserted as he ran back to where Father Crawley was, who meticulously crafted the small demon box.

Meanwhile, Detective Shields and his partner Detective Cole were in the dark night searching for their suspect to apprehend him. They had heard the commotion of the murders in progress and they knew this man was a blood thirsty killer. They searched areas like the food storage and main kitchen but to no avail. Now they were in hiding, hidden by behind some bushes and using some night vision glasses to see. They’re adrenaline running at over-drive, to put it mildly, they watched the modern church. Each knew tonight they would either live or die. It was like an unspoken word that they didn’t say but they knew Nelson was capable of finishing them all tonight with little effort.

Michael reached Father Crawley and Father Paul. He said, “I did what you told me.” “Good,” replied Father Crawley as he looked to be finishing the last design on the demon box. Then he finished painting the little box, green and gold and they seemed ready. He said, “Now we have to destroy him. Are you two ready?”

Father Paul seemed so far from this but he replied, “Yes I’m ready.”

Michael only nodded confidently. Then they all bolted out the door and into the dark they ran. As they went, they ran into the two Detectives that saw them while hiding in the bushes. They approached them and they joined forces so to speak searching for Nelson. It wasn’t long before they were seen; Nelson standing concealed by the height of the shrubs, he watched them. As they walked through the forest he watched them and was thinking about their end. He also wanted to know his own fate. He had been so misunderstood by his loved ones. But the reality of his fate was certain. He didn’t know why he debated it.

As he watched, the holy men and two Detectives hike through shrubs; he thought of a nice surprise. He wanted to walk through the bushes but they were to close and would hear and see him. Then he wondered what Father Crawley was carrying because he could barely see it. In the next section of the dense scrubs there was a creek and the tall trees that draped over the creek that made the night even darker. Nelson thought that that was a good place to engage them. So he raised-up and followed them until he reached them descending the bank toward the water, he was following behind them while they were unaware.

Father Paul’s hands were sweaty as he leaned over to Detective Shields and said, “Will that thing protect you?”

“I hope so father. Will you bless it?”

“Of course,” he said as he extended his arm and grabbed the sword and bowed his head praying for the victory tonight. When he had finished the prayer he looked at the Detective and said, “You look the part. What is it that you are wearing?”

“It’s an old karate gee. It happens to be black.” 

“You’re a black belt?”

“Yes Father, I am. But tonight it will take more than martial arts to defeat this thing and send it back to hell. We will need God or something like Him if we’re to win tonight.”

Detective Cole overheard his partner’s words and he was sort of surprised. He had hoped the young man dealt with his lack of faith and it appeared he had. Like Detective Cole had heard it before, ‘No trials no testimony.’ He knew the truth about the whole mess and Detective Shields faith was being tried as was all of theirs.

From above, the priests heard a cracking sound and they looked upward, seeing a big branch falling toward them. Father Paul and Father Crawley split and the large branch that fell between them. That startled Michael whose eyes sharpened and he locked in on a silhouetted form he knew was Nelson. He could see the silhouetted figure about thirty yards away, across the creek on the other bank in front of them. Michael needed to disappear into the shrubbery and he did.

“He’s here,” said Father Paul. “He’s out there waiting for us.” 

“Father Paul don’t worry, we got it,” said Detective Shields. 

“Father, pull yourself together,” whispered Father Crawley.

Nelson lurked in the scrubs as the group walked directly toward him he noticed that Michael had vanished. Nelson began to worry about the disappearance but the two priests and two Detectives were feet from him.

“I see you-you bastard,” said Shields. He had his sword out and he walked forward passing by the priests. Nelson came out of the bushes with his iron rod all ready. They clashed with their weapons as the clanging of the two weapons rang out in the forest.

Father Crawley prepared himself, for he had to be fast if he were to catch the demonic spirit as it left the dead body. “We have to get Barouch now if we want to stop this upheaval.”

Detective Cole circled the two that were engaged as Nelson’s power started to force Detective Shields into a retreat. All of a sudden Michael shot through the bushes and he attacked Nelson from behind.

Nelson felt the sharp sword go through his side and he knew Michael had pierced him again. He spun around so he could find Michael. He turned around fueling his fire he launched a fireball at Detective Shields who ducked under the fireball. When Nelson realized his fireball missed, he had to fight with his iron rod, blocking strikes Detective Shields made. Father Crawley was right in the thick of the combat standing only two or three feet from them. Then Father Paul charged in grabbing him by his iron rod arm but Nelson pushed him off and he fell down. When Father Crawley saw his colleague’s courage, he decided to try the same move. Now Nelson was struggling with him and Nelson pulled the lighter man with him into the shrubs. In the scrubs, Nelson pulled his arm away from Father Crawley and he plunged his iron rod at him and Father Crawley dodged the iron rod. At that point, Michael came out of hiding and he plunged his sword into Nelson who immediately reacted by wrapping Michael’s neck in his massive arms and he began choking him. But Detective Shields charged Nelson who spun away from the assault while simultaneously pulling Michael’s sword out of his hand. Nelson then attempted to plunge his iron rod into his heart but Michael moved enough to avoid the mortal wound he was trying to inflict. Michael still hollered in pain as the iron rod tore through his hip, he broke free from Nelson’s grasp and retrieved his sword.

Father Crawly lost the demon box and he panicked. He began searching the ground but the dense darkness made it practically impossible to see. He turned around and he saw Michael chasing Nelson into the forest. He had time.

“I’m going after them,” said Detective Shields as he broke and ran.

Nelson ran to a hill, the moon shining in the back and lighting the woods, there appeared a majestic light and stirring wind, like a flash of intense light, it flew through the sky and passed quickly over Nelson. Michael froze as he partook of this sight; he knew it was something different. Nelson looked upward seeing the cloud hovering over him, he knew the majestic cloud was not demonic. Then the sky exploded and stars flew from the intense light blinding Michael, Detective Shields and even Nelson.

Nelson watched the majestic cloud as it tumbled and became this array of intense heat, mixed with sermons of righteousness singing in his head, he heard a voice low and deep say, “I am the Lord and the day of your end is upon you.” Nelson felt the ground underneath him giving away and him sinking into it. He tried to escape the crumbling ground but it became like quicksand holding his ankles in place.

Now Father Crawley and Father Paul came upon the scene and they watched as the majestic cloud hemmed Nelson in that spot. The ground opened completely, as the red flames of Hades flew upward, engulfing Nelson in a ball of flames, he began to sink into the earth, Nelson’s pride and terror began disappearing, as he continued to sink into molten lava. Nelson was completely engulfed by the hole and the earth shut as the majestic cloud burst and flew like a flash of light into the heavens above.

Father Crawley said, “I guess we didn’t need the demon box,” as he smiled.

“I guess not brother,” said Father Paul.


Epilogue

 

 

Beth spoke in front of a few spiritualists, for she was giving the seminar today and still grieving over the loss of Roland and Johnny, and she thought this seminar would lift her spirits. There were about twenty-five spiritualists and interested parties listening to her presentation. The auditorium was hot, and her sweat dripped down her cheek and chin, as she spoke about the dangerous spirits some spiritualists come in contact with when performing séances.

Beth said, “The spirits of the dark are a mystery, and one that I would say doesn’t exist. I would not take to too-much thought about the dark spirits one might come in contact with.”

But a young female whose eyes were interesting, stood and she addressed her, saying, “Didn’t you just encounter a dark spirit from the other side?”

Beth frowned, a little rattled as she began to think about a reply, she began to wonder if this spiritualist really knew of her latest episode with Detuth or was she picking up a psychic message. As the seconds passed, she could sense the other twenty-four spiritualists awaiting her answer.

The young female spiritualist continued, saying, “I think you did. So why are you telling us this? You did have a séance in which a dark spirit spoke to you, didn’t you Beth?”

“I think you must have me confused with someone else. In my opinion the dark realm exist only in imaginations,” replied Beth. But she could sense the young lady questioning her honesty, as the other spiritualists appeared content with her answer. Minutes later, she excused the class and the spiritualists departed without any further questions.

Later that evening Beth found herself still disturbed about the conversation with the young psychic. She lounged in her recliner with her feet kicked up and sipping on some hot tea, as she began to ponder her denial of the truth. Furthermore, she wondered why she couldn’t come to grips with the idea of evil coming into this realm, for she knew different. Sitting there she began recounting the events that evil Detuth brought into her home and her sanctuary, and thinking about all the evil that happened to Detective Joey Lucas and her dear friend Roland Harris, she just wished those memories to vanish.

After tossing and turning half the night, she finally fell into a deep sleep and began to dream. She saw herself as a child, maybe eight years old and wandering in the wilderness. She was frightened and lost, and she only wanted to find some shelter. As she approached this illuminated log cabin, a mild relief came over her as she approached the front door step. She figured she could get some food but when she held up her arm to knock, she hesitated. She stood on the steps pondering if the occupants inside might be deranged. After she contemplated the issue a few moments she finally knocked, and the door slowly began to sling open. She sat there suspended in the moment, hoping the person on the other-side was friendly. As the door reached the end of its opening, the doorway was empty with only a shallow hollow voice.

“Beth, I told you I would be coming back.”

Beth shot up in her bed and said, “Detuth is here.”

 

THE END
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