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Che grave is gone.

The earth was freshly tilled when & lgft it last, the grass a parched and sickly pellow, breateing with every footfill that
nearéd cach stem. Oplotches of dirt were still wet from tears, dripping down enply faces as hough the Eord had set another
Sood into motion. ‘Che headstone was an insipid gray, a color so lféless it faded against the rising fog. ‘Che flowers lgfi behind
were withering, planted in an emply vase stapled lo the stone 5 édlge; loose powder lofl to withstand the creeping stiges of decay
dlredy evident in each peteal & knew this grave. & dug it shallow. & planted the body shillow, so that rot may creegp in
sooner, give whi is lofl of that wretched thing 1o the éarth 1o start anew,

S8ut now it's gone.

Che others cannot know.

My rounds around our garden of remembrance have long since gone unnotified. C¥ ithout clear leadership, the
denomination has shiffed my dutics cbewhere. ‘Chis whole situction does nothing 1o soothe my nerves. ‘Chep ignore my duties, the
ones he put in place. ‘Chep take my work and turn caring for uncaring faces instead of for the pace & helped build & re
continued 1o lake on my original dutics. ~sfor my own conscience, v taken the liberty of letting them remain unlogged S
time, & will have time Jor confession. C8ut only once this business has been Jufil], wretil then & must abide. Che  flesh &5
umwilling and the spirit is so frai but the Lord does not gitve us trials without cause. Chat cfQucy‘E‘r Is stronger than man means

that to err is Lo be Jumen, and sin is assuréd, not feared Chat is why & matke my rounds, even i'it goes against the will of my

congrogation. ‘Chis is my penance for the act, but not for the man. CMtke no mistate, he deserved the o U T MIHI
POCULUM INANE CURRIT, SIC SANGUIS IN VENAS HOMINIS
HABET. SI FIDES SINE OPER TUM MOR TUA EST, NOVAM DOMUM

RECIPIAT IN ARMIS SPIRITUS & wrought for him. SBut he i not here.
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Qbomething has gone wrong.

& buried the sfather in a patch of carth near the center of the comelery. & made sure to keep it in tradlition with the
athers, the same decorations, the same remembrance. & even sprinkled holy water from Jis study over his body before & shoved
the lpase dirt atop him, a rite undeserving of monsters such as him. SS8ut he deserved some protection until judgement, as there was
no time for a coffin. S shillow layers of dirt and gravel & buried him, content to kegp him below the surface. & have heard
storics of capper wires being woven around the fingers of the dead of ringing in the night, of miracles of reanimtion. Oy did not
deserve a chance to ascape the grave. & made sure no miracle coulid have hoisted from thit patoh, even if the &ord himself’
reached down 1o pick him up. Keftover mortar from the church enshrouded his remeins. A model inscription was pliced upon the
gravestone with no name. O hat belonging he had in lifé was not fieely given in death. SCe was gone, & was sure of it &
wished the blood off our hands myself-

KNane of them must know whit he did

& must retrace my steps, and quickly. S his office is where & did the deed. Gandlelight held my vision as &
entered the chamber, o see him standing there, holy book in hand As if nothing he did was wrong. The pages Lurning sounded
like the rustling of wind moving through the branches of so many sweet memories. SBut & fenew what was inside that book
KNone of 1t was holy. St was a racord of her. S my hand held a crucifiy, the other a blade so slender it fll beside my pelm,
becoming one with my veins. ‘To bless my actions and o send him to the one in SFCeaven. SBath were buried into his heart by
the end of the struggle. en after all of this time, his strongth remined But & learned how to best him long ago. & just
never expected 1o have 1o use it like this

& wanted him dead, & had to do the deed SSut & didn t want thet spmbol in that man. Righteousness in &
sinfill’s man body, the cross forover defiled by blood that could not be wished away. & didn t want to stander our Lord like that
C8ut it had 1o be done. & buried the symbol with the body. And now it 5 gone, dlong with him. I8 must be : Jound, oI

has proof of my dctions And he knows they can kill as well as any knife.
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& never wanted the ~sfather to be a demon, just a sick man. ~stor a while, & convinced myself of this le. &
believed him 1o just, to be true. Qdomeone wiho would hold my heart in his own hands. SSut & could not see my own lies

Jorever, and the Kord did not sway my hand so the hast on high can forgive my lack of transgression. Che changes in his mood
started months ago, but & should have seen them pears in advance. &/ saw the glint in his gye when he started to look imwards
at the crowd of the congregation. & saw how he looked towerds the widows, towards her, the frailest of the crowd all praising his
name. & saw when he lff the church with her, walked across town. &/ saw them enter her home. & saw the late wilks, alone

Jollowing every sermon afterwards bick 1o the shack he called & home, how brazen he became. cstor months, & saw this play
out. SBut how could & confess? FCow could & tall him that & witched him, all the while? SCow could & betray our
own trust over Jelousy? verthing we had built would [l apart into nothing

CBut & should have, & knew the moment & heard her scream.

Che  flowers grow on her grave as the buriil passed. Y=ellow roses, & remember them well I tasked me lo plant
arimson, and & did. SBut the Kord works in mysterious ways, and we both knew what the ~sfuther did As he told me in
conscious, an intruder in the night, someone from outside the village, killed her Q&tormed into her abode and tore her neck
asunder. FIE stood there and blessed her grave as &/ held the shovel over i, ready 1o cover her. S8ut e lied Chat was the
moment & knew he had to die. Che night before, & saow that he didn t return home. oI stayed in her house, slowly
rummaging through it. Craving steps from a window & saw him break. "Rainting the scone. & sow him lake off his boots to
wiilk barcfoot 1o the forests edge, cargful o step back in the prints to the house. & witched all of it And & still don 't know
why. Even now, & m in the dark as 1o why he killed her like some animal

& did the deed that very night.

ven has passed as & have searched, and now night has descended upon the town, but & am no closer to
discovering his location. None of his books have shown any dlues to where he would have gone. This is pointless, & must

FEMIGEN 01 1Y OWH HIEMOTTES, OIE new & Filled him. he d be widting for me. & know him. & know how he acls. &
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remember our lessons logether, his tatees on the theology. & remember his lips, close to mine. No! Ot lesson is this Cstather?
Wy do you mock me like this? & drove the dregger inside your heart, felt the pumping of your blood dcross my fingers. &/

kenow & did not miss my mark. & saw you die, ~father. & heard your coughs and quriles as the blood congealed in your

throat Q’Oﬁu 1e gone, you must be. Qba, why are pou no longer here? ICow did wou 1eturm from o CUR
CALIX MEUS CURRIT VACUUS? QUID HIC ADHUC VIVIT? FIDES

SINE LABORE EXSTINGUITUR, NIHIL ENIM IN ARMIS TENEO, NEC

UN QU AM HABEO a4  free poursel) from the blood and soil? &t is impossible. Y~ou are impassible. y~ou are

qore.
“Unless something look pour place.
emons, foul abominations cannot endure in this world X% are a pious town. O have kept the faith. & have
kept the faith, even with what & have done. Cren with him gone. SColy men have slain before. They were pardoned. if for a
Jjust cause. & was just. Iz was not. Chis must be my own crusade, my own path on the word of God. Che différence
between a worthy man and a broken one is a rezor thin, filling degper and decper past the edge into depravity. SSut he was just
a man. ‘Co ascape the grave like that, with all my precautions, another ljfe must be writing in his skin. Chothers tell tall tales of
incubi stirring beneath the surfice of thought, of drelling someplice decp within the spirit, waiting for the moment o come fize. A
snatohing of the body, perhaps? St would explain the niture of the gravesite, with no strugqile 1o leave the earth. One snalched
Jrom the jaows of deth would not tate the time to smooth over where he wis last buried & should know. & put them in the
ground. & am the groundskegper Jor our church. & know my worth.
Rerhaps the wound is whet brought this thing acress. The eruciflx, the implement & used 1o justifp my accusation
dagannst him, planied in his chest must have done the deed S the sombol of the resurrection of Ghrit is dfiled, can something

rise i s place? e & in doing whet must be done, allowed a groater sin lo ocour?® CWe as mortals do not understand the
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plan of the &Lord. we are not supposed to have every detail laid before us. O%% are not divine, but are merely men. St cannot
have been my fault if something arose out of discarded flesh. Chat is the work of fallen angels, of spirits deposed and forgotien
Che Kord will judge them enough when they are aulled from this carth. As for me and my duty, & must preserve the task &
brought forwerd into this world

Wy does nothing remin in s journals? @ofﬁrﬂ & depert, & would at least profer to have one last look at the
man & used 1o love. & remember our first meeting. S the Jorest of our villige, against the slowly setting sun, we met in secrel.
8y dhance we came across each other, lost, isolated, the outeasts of the village. The brave new world they talked so highly
about could not hold & candle 1o the loncliness of knowing that not & single soul would realize your soul had passed, should the new
world swallow pou whole. S the beqinning he was but & man of faith. no station, no creed. & was nothing nore than @ name
1upon i creed, an emply prospec, 1o find a purpose or lo die. A passenger lo a new world we mede logether. Lbnder the covers of
derkenéd trées, we met lo discuss who we were, who we could be. & was the one who inspired his theology. & saow his desire to
know more and fed that flame. oI inspired my dulifudl construction, of caring for the woods, for shelter: C¥e built that chapel
together, with our own hands, nurséd cach splinter with salve with the goods of the carth we cullivated together. And before we
apened the doors logether, we spent one final night in bliss

OIEG was mine, and & was his

S a village full of eves and teath we made ourselves a home. And we gpened ours to everyone in the villige, to
everyone whe would have spurned and chese to do so. O made & home. And then he broke his fiith. Ce broke my feith
I lost his way with i widow, someone needing comfort and quidance like he showed me OIE broke her trust. OFC broke
my trust. And then he dragged her through broken glass and lies and forced me to cover her blemishes with dirt

s must be there among that patch of carth. S the place we lay before our chapel came to be. S he alréady
there, under that shadow of our otk tree? % that why all of his books run blank, the words & slog empty of meaning and

empathy? A due in his broken  Jith? OIEx must have come back here, laid waste to the evidence he left behind, all the memories
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we had together. ven the woodcarving we mdade is gone, C‘}fm‘/lmg remins but the scars éach sphinter leff behind, and the

ot CUR ME DESERIS? NONNE SATIS ERAT SANGUIS VITA MEA
AD SITIM TUAM SATIARI? FIDES SINE LABORE MORTUA EST, ET IN

TE OMNES OCULI FIGUNTUR, QUI FECIT FACTUM sat is being forgotten and

tossed aside. S & was the one slin, perhaps none of this would have even happened. @ﬁr/ldpy then he would have confessed his
quill before & acted. SSut what good can a jury of men do against & chorus of angels?
Che path to the woods is wrought with leaves, even as the air turns 1o falling shards of ice instead of rein. Che wind
Dlows cold against my skin, what little of it is lgfl showing peast the bundles of clothing taten from his poorly built shed. T/oﬁjﬁl/lﬁlj
we built a chapel with a steeple that picced above the canepy of foliage, but on my own he was lgff with rotting plywoeod and nails
drpping rust Che path was nover wall worn, but is it now. My  Joolfalls éoho dcross trees that leer over me with the whistling of
wind between their branches being laughter & can recall oo well S my hands, neils dig into my pelms, grown from mp flesh
and plucked from the walls of my abode. & will have to strike him down agein, & know this. & will leave him here, in the
héart of this wood @W/Id/)f someone will find him and wonder, who is this man? ¥ ho died alone? O% ho died afraid? Or
perhaps some beast will stumble across him, sink their teeth into rotting flesh, and soon naught will be leff but bones.
& am not  pious man; & am simply flesh and blood and comvictions. & have my faults. And it is not my place to
Jorgive them. & am bitter, jaded, and lesser than other men. & know this. S8ut & know what i right. (X hat s just. And
the man the ~sfather became was not the one & knew. ‘Co this day, & do not understand why he changed ‘Chere were no
stgns of turmoil behind his epes. SFCis moods shiffed, yes, but wihen does the ire begin and memory fide? CHCe was pure, he wias
good SBut & saw the blood dripping from his hands as he loff her house, and & knew he could not be saved
CWhen we fiist met, he talked of the inndte vileness of the human spinit. ‘Chat it was the duty of & man 1o fall &

Jought dgeinst that SBevause if'we were so baseless a oréature, how could & feel joy around him? & realize, now, that he wes
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right Chase memorigs have turned to soot in my mouth. Zdch moment lastes like spilt blood, and & m some lapdog dlearning at
the wound. I must free myself from hin. & must murder the thoughht with him, along with whetever may be piloting his skin
& reaching the hilliep where our tree is. & must returm here, once the deed is done. SBurn the vile thing to the
ground &Lt the ashes act a5 compost for the forest Lo build upon. Nature is not vile, & fnow this but & camnot stand to look
at this pillar of expectations of what could have been. CThe bark has gone derk with age, and patohes have been torm off following
the last storm that came acress our villige. éjl’fblz‘ng it the sky as if the sun was found among the storm, as if all the stars in the
sky became that of fangs of some ancient viper, coiling through the air. Che sky is dlear, now, tinted red with the blood that will
soon be awish dcross my hands once again. & must kegp mysell firm as & continue up the hill o the base of the tree & know
1o be his true finl resting plice. Y=, he must be here. O here dlse would he roturn 102 G here lse would he seck absolution?
e, at the end of things, even vestiges bound by unndatural forces find their way lo where they belong.
& remember his face, his grin, the way he would purse his lips as he stumbled over works that leff me aching to hear.
C8ut his name escapes me. Odtrange. W hy &5 that? O hy do & remember him only as sfather? Chat is the name of the
Eord not as & man. Wy does that title hanig around my neck? O(/fy hands shatke, unsure of how 1o hold the nails in my
hands. W hy do & see his face before me but not a name, not a word? ‘Che sfather; the Odon, the Q&pirit. ‘The trinity.
OButianas, Antichristus, and Sestia. CThe unholy Crinity. & know these names, but not his. O hat is my own? CMy legs
Jeel weak, & néed & moment 1o pause, to roflect. Che base of the bark where we once laid shall be adeguate service for this

Names gtve meaning. OV are born again with names upon our lps; so to know mine means that & am losing who & am,

what the &ord tasked me to be. & must focus. & must not feil & will not travel to ot TAM FRIGIDUS
SUM. TAM VACUUS SUM. ITA VEREOR. FIDES IN MOR TE ESSE

NON POTEST, NAM VIVI IGNORANTIAM ELEGERUNT. NIHIL SUM.
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where the osfather reclines. & used his title again. Y hy did & use his title again. Qdomething is wrong. Odomething is
wrong.

Che nails have dug into my pain. & can [eel the rust segp into my blood, mingle and become one. b is ot here,
but before me lies an indentation. ‘Che grass has beon deared oway, litle more than brushing a hand to romore the dust off &
shell” Cricks lead down the hill a short distance before ranishing into foliage. SDid he do this? O hy is he not waiting for me?
Why do & suddenly feel weak? & iy 1o stand, but & am unable. & am welcomed into nature’s embrace, and the ground is
cool underneath my check. SICis hands were aways cold O hy is he not here? Even & held him dlose as he died. The
grass Is a sickly yellow, and my life-blood, oosing inlo cach stem, has became & mizsma of mud and promises. & can feel a stream
loasen and lay on the earth. Sid it fall from my eves or from my patm? Che tree appears gray, now. (W as it withering on the
trek here? QFllow roses. & see them ahead of me. Che wrelch must have lgff him here for me. & kenew he was here. & kenew
it. & must stand & must see this through. & must complete the deed S must. & must

& st confess, my mind has gone to that of a blur Che sky has gone dark. & do not remember the sun setling.
S8fore me my wrist feels inflamed. ‘The rust must have spread fast. ‘Che peain is unbearable. % hat trial is this? & have done
what the Lord asked & have sought out the evil and the world and purified it. & have used his mame. SCis name. ¥ hat is
that name? & cannot remember. Xl he bury me here? & cannot move. Ol someone? Ol anyone? O hat have &
done to deserve this? & do not know. & cannot know. Che &ord s plan cannot be known, but why has it led me here?
é\y/m}m‘ the éarth, my blood crosses along my peim. NG one will hear what deed O committed in his name now. Che tree
withers. And so do &

& lpok down upon my chest, and blood spills from there as well A gontle bubbling, echoing with cach gasp as & feel
the torront lead bick into my throat. %o, This doesn t make sense. “id my hand fill wpon my chest as S Jell? & romember
no sensation of peain. Odhall & dig like him, 1002 SSut why must & dig without him? Ol someone help me? CX 1l anyone

héar me? S5 cold ST’ so cold here. There are no stars above me, anymore. & am truly alone.
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SIS i without hin, then & must be i €1 NOLITE TIMER E;, QUONIAM NON
SUNT DOMINUS ET OMNES ANGELI EIUS. NON POSSUNT SINE

FIDE VIVERE, ET NIHIL HIC REMANERE. AMPLECTERE MEL.

Che grave is gone.



