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CHAPTER 9

Soldier of Fortune // A Night on the Town // 

The Northern

*** Soldier of Fortune ***

The  remains  of  a  dog  lay  curled  on  the  kerbside  against  the  gutter,  a 

bundle of bones and tattered brown fur in the sun. Gavin kneeled, cradled the 

AR-15 across his thighs and read the tag: Penny. He saw the small hole in it’s 

fur. Two flies buzzed around as if in pursuit of each other.

Shot, Gavin said, almost to himself, A rifle right through the side, prolly a 

202. Fucking bastards.

The others hung back. Lance Corporal Morris stepped over and kneeled 

beside him and said: You think they're around?

I dunno, said Gavin. No sighting in days. East divisions be sayin’ Queens 

is empty. And wait, just listen…

They listened. It was dead quiet.

Gavin stood. Nothin’… Nothin’ but nothin’, he said. It don't feel right.

Lance Corporal Morris stood too. The squad waited.

Alright, said Gavin. Let's get going and clear the section. I reckon we best 

be up Overpeck Creek come sundown then make for Oakland tomorrow.

The  squad made their  way through the  streets  of  Jersey,  north  up JFK 

boulevard  past  ruins  of  brick  houses,  weatherboard  cottages  with  bay 
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windows to be checked for shooters.  They passed a funeral  home with its 

green mansard roof open in a giant crater and Gavin caught a shadow, an 

abnormal  pattern.  He  motioned for  the  squad to  drop and they  dropped. 

Cover me, he signalled and indicated toward the car where the shadow had 

been and they took their positions.

It was an old VW Golf, dulled silver and flaking with rust. Gavin dashed 

over and braced his back against the wheel-arch. He lifted slightly, carefully 

turned to  peer  through the  window but  it  was  dusty,  almost  opaque.  He 

waited for movement but heard no sound. There was someone inside. There 

had to have been.  He checked his position.  The church on the corner was 

obscured by two tall elm trees. The funeral home was all but annihilated. 

In one smooth motion, with the tip of his rifle Gavin broke the glass and 

rose  ready  to  fire  or  for  whatever  was  to  come  but  then  did  not  fire,  or 

threaten, or interrogate. He lowered the rifle and expected a shot,  a sniper 

from afar. How could he have been so stupid?

Inside  the  car  the  interior  was  completely  covered  in  blooms  of  green 

mould: across the dashboard; over the seats; every inch of the upholstery. And 

there  on the  front  passenger’s  seat,  reposed and peaceful,  covered in  tiny 

jewels of glass, was a large Buddha statue belted in as if a person. He waited 

for the shot, the familiar pain of a thin slice to cut him down.

None came.

They pushed on.

A cool breeze frolicked in the streets moving branch and bow and leaf and 

ash and dust.  The road was wide and they huddled in the shadow of  an 

apartment building painted in modernist colours of red and dark grey and 

white. They turned left onto 58th street and into a park which ran down and 

became a cemetery. There was a bank of sandbags in a crescent, knocked over 

among the overgrown grass and tombstones and the squad sat and looked 
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long around and drank long from their canisters. Birdsong flittered on the air 

as if the memory of a better time and none could say whether they truly were 

hearing such a thing or if it were a fantasy. Private Santiago huddled low and 

came over. 

Gavin cocked his head, asked: This it? 

Yessir, said Private Santiago seating himself. 

Gavin looked around and waved his arm. There ain't nobody here. 

I don't understand, said Santiago. My guy’s never been wrong.

Gavin shrugged and drank. Is there some other place you got a tip on?

That’s all I have Sir, said Santiago. I don't get it. Where the fuck are they?

Leaning over, Lance Corporal Morris unfolded a map of Jersey between 

the three of them. The map was torn and rumpled and dotted with blood at 

one corner. He pointed with his canister. What about moving up Hackensack? 

he said.

Santiago considered the map and said,  I  heard—years  back—the Moon 

used to have a base in Meadowlands, at the sports complex. He pointed to a 

spot on the map across a river, beside noodled lines of converging highways. 

Could be something there…

Gavin thought and drank. Might be, he said.

He took a moment and then addressed the squad: Alright, listen up. We’re 

gonna cut west-wise across to the river and then follow north. All eyes, no 

noise, got it?

The squad nodded, Yes Sir, and they were off.

From the trees and into long grass they held low,  alert, crossed a tombed 

meadow hunched in double-file, weapons raised and scanning for movement. 

Ahead of them and to the right was a hill topped with headstones larger than 

the rest, graves of white and chocolate marble, granite blocks with crosses as 

peaks, some with statued busts watching over. Oak trees shaded the area and 
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it seemed much like any other place within the cemetery but as they drew 

closer Gavin stopped and the squad stopped. He turned to them and clicked 

with his tongue and pointed two fingers to his eyes and then over his arm at 

the hill on which now could be seen a large mound of dirt. Gavin gestured for 

them to follow and he went that way. 

The mound was shrouded in dancing shade, heaped on the side of the hill 

beside a run of stone stairs. Fresh as if from a new excavation. A pile of brown 

dirt.  It  measured  approximately  eight  feet  by  twelve  and  there  was  no 

tombstone or marking or indication of its purpose. 

It’s new, said Gavin. Maybe a week or so old.

What you think? asked Morris.

Gavin sighed. I don't like it. Not one bit.

He clicked his fingers twice and those on watch turned. He put a hand to 

his ear and shrugged. 

Each shook their heads confirming no sighting of the Crimson Moon, no 

activity. It was silent. The birds had stopped chirping too. They waited.

And as they waited, to the air came a sound, a groaning.

Morris whispered: You hear that?

Gavin gestured: Wait.

They waited. 

And the  sound came  again,  a  low distant  moan  from below,  almost  a 

rumble. As if the slow shift of the Earth’s crust itself were given voice. 

There again, said Morris.

Gavin brought a finger to his lips. They listened.

And then again and Gavin felt sick.

Goddamnit,  he  said  and  kneeled  and  put  his  ear  to  the  earth,  hit  the 

mound with with the flat of his hand, hit again, waited, hit once more. And as 

if  in  answer  the  moaning  came again,  this  time multiple  sounds,  muffled 

voices all of them frantic and desperate and weak. Godfuckingdamnit! Gavin 
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cursed and stood and began aggressively digging at the mound with the butt 

of his rifle. The squad noticed and realised what he was doing and joined in. 

Some of the soldiers removed themselves and soon after returned with broken 

pieces of headstone and plaque and used these as implements in the digging. 

It did not take long. With the twelve of them, by their efforts the mound 

disappeared to become butted sheets of dirty plywood, what seemed the lid of 

a crudely fashioned box. And together without instruction they smashed at 

the timber with rifle and stone and it splintered and split, and by hands the lid 

was pulled apart where through the dark they were faced with the tiny dots of 

eyes.

Fuck! coughed Santiago, covering his mouth with the sleeve of his shirt.

Down there in the pit,  cooped together and emaciated, they were all  of 

them skeletal and shying away from this new light. Blood and shit and vomit 

everywhere.  On the  floor  were  bodies  dead and torn as  if  partially  eaten. 

Morris  broke  off  a  cigarette  and  stuffed  the  two  halves  into  his  nostrils. 

Santiago and Jones quickly did the same. A few other of the private's dashed 

aside  or  folded  themselves  behind  tombstones  and  vomited.  Those 

unwavered came together and composed themselves and with Santiago and 

Morris and Jones assisted Gavin in lowering himself into the pit where he said 

with as strong a voice as he could muster: Its gonna be okay, you're safe now. 

And the squad formed a chain and cursing under their  breath helped the 

survivors out one by one, all of them knowing who was responsible for this 

and hating. 

When done—as if such a thing could ever be considered done—the squad 

gave the survivors water and lead them to shelter from the sun. Gavin glassed 

the  cemetery  hills  and  distant  buildings  for  signs  of  movement,  through 

binocular vision saw a world still and long ago yielded to man and empty. He 

sent off Privates Jones and Creed and Brown and Paic to separately continue 
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down and to the river;  to go back the way they’d come;  to explore down 

south; to the north, to do this fast and report anything unusual. And all four 

returned in short time confused, declaring the way all  clear.  There was no 

activity anywhere, no other mass graves. 

It didn't make any sense.

Preliminary debrief and trauma counselling was held back in Chelsea and 

Gavin watched over this too, watched as the survivors spoke to their bony 

knots of hands in thanks for their freedom and regret for those they’d left 

behind; as they told of being discovered on the way to New York and of being 

tested and failing and being confined and buried. When the counsellor asked 

if they knew why the Crimson Moon had done this to them, the survivors 

gave their answers, some short and weary from pain and exhaustion, some 

long and impassioned; with the consensus being: The Crimson Moon believed 

a new way was needed and they were to be an example, an experiment. This 

was a test of their moral fortitude, an opportunity to pray and contemplate 

their part in The End and to ask for forgiveness and salvation before it was too 

late. A kind of forced conversion.

Beyond  this,  the  survivors  were  not  interrogated  further  like  other 

refugees. They were escorted to an abandoned warehouse prepared with ten 

metal framed beds and fresh clothes and were told they would be staying for 

two weeks. An armed guard stood at attention by the door. They were shown 

the bathrooms and a kitchenette and a fridge and pantry stocked with basics. 

Some of the survivors cried openly as they lay in their beds and felt the soft 

mattresses and blankets, and no one said a word.

Over the following weeks, the grave survivors settled in well enough and 

grew into their surroundings. They were informed that in time and at their 

discretion they could decide to stay and defend New York or leave for Europe 
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or South America,  or  more recently:  Northern Africa,  and if  they chose to 

remain they would be given a home of their own. 

Meanwhile Gavin lead sorties back into Jersey, this time further north to 

Englewood and around Overpeck Creek to Hackensack and Garfield. By his 

command  three  platoons  stormed  the  Meadowlands  Sports  complex  and 

found it abandoned. Concurrently other regiments pushed east, past Queens 

to  Long Island then eventually  Montauk,  where  at  the  lake  inlet  sheds  of 

machinery for the manufacture of explosives and aeronautics were found; all 

of it damaged, disabled and left useless.

Eventually  the  grave  survivors  were  billeted  out  to  homes  across 

Manhattan.  Gavin  accepted  two:  a  youngish  man  called  Deene  and  a 

Portuguese woman named Vania. He brought them to his apartment on the 

sixth floor of what had formerly been a small hotel on East 17th Street. Two 

suites combined via demolished wall to form three bedrooms with a kitchen 

and dining and living rooms. The walls were timber veneer panelling with 

timber  trims  and  fleur-de-lis  wallpaper,  all  of  it  aged  and  marked  and 

discoloured. The apartment and others on the floor was accessed by a spiral 

stairwell around an inoperable antique elevator with concertiner doors. On 

the rooftop was a garden of fruit trees and vegetables, mushrooms and herbs. 

Deene did not talk much and kept to himself and this was fine for Gavin, 

whereas  Vania  was  more  vocal  and  liked  to  reminisce  on  when  she  was 

young, when she had lived in Evora with her family in Portugal as a little girl. 

But this was fine for Gavin too, as he appreciated remembering how things 

used to be. 

The only condition of their billet was to help in the maintenance of the 

apartment and to meet the requirements of  the jobs they’d been allocated. 

Gavin knew to ask little of what they had suffered on their journey to reach 

New  York.  This  was  about  starting  afresh;  everyone  deserved  a  second 

chance,  a  clean slate  without  reminders.  Because  of  this,  for  many weeks, 
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aside from Vania regaling about the food her mum had made when she was 

young and her adventures playing in the streets of Evora with her friends, 

meals  at  the dining table  and time in the apartment often passed without 

word. Though in the night as they slept Gavin would hear tossing and turning 

and agonised moans from their rooms. And he would sip his moonshine and 

gaze out the sixth floor window at the looming dark skyscrapers much much 

higher above that had once been such beacons of progress.
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*** A Night on the Town ***

Eventually  battlements  of  the  Crimson  Moon  were  found  far  north  in 

Hartford  and  then  Kingston  and  around  west  to  Allentown  and  south  to 

Philadelphia,  confirming  New  York  was  still  encircled.  Atop  high  places 

watches were made, small line of sight camps in sequence back to Manhattan, 

rigged to alert  by bright  bon-fire in the night or  smoke in the day of  any 

movement of the Crimson Moon. But as time wore on and became months 

since the grave discovery, the watches confirmed no advance or retreat. All 

was there in the cities and towns and across bridges and did not change. Road 

dividers  remained,  linked  as  borders  over  the  land  and  across  the  roads, 

topped with chainlink mesh and razor wire and great signs facing the way of 

New York reading: God loves you; Believe in Jesus; It's never too late to find 

faith; Repent and be saved. It was as though the cult had set its boundaries 

and was no longer concerned, or was at least comfortable to leave things as 

they were. The Moon did not attack, nor did it relent or retaliate.

Gavin asked Deene and Vania one night what it had been like staying with 

the Crimson Moon: 

How are they really? I wanna know.
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I don't  know, said Vania.  It's  been almost four months now. They were 

intense, I think. Had looks in their eyes as if we were cattle for the slaughter. 

Between telling  us  to  go  here,  sit  down there,  don't  you move,  they kept 

saying it was our fault what was happening: This is what you deserve. And… 

you know what? In that grave I began to believe, you know? Maybe it was my 

punishment. But nobody deserves such a thing. What we went through… I 

wouldn't wish such a thing upon my worst enemy.

The table fell quiet and for a long time no one spoke.

Gavin rolled the peas and brussel sprouts around his plate. How bout you? 

he asked Deene. Was it the same? They ask you anything? Suggest they might 

have had plans to consolidate their position?

No, said Deene. His eyes were wet and red and reflected the candlelight 

and he stopped eating, he took a deep breath. I’d rather not say it if that’s 

alright with you, he said. It… It is a heavy weight to remember, and I am tired 

and I would like to finish my food and get an early night. I have a lot to do 

tomorrow at the farm and in the gardens. I hope you understand.

Forgive me, said Gavin, and Vania glanced a sad smile.

When they went to bed Gavin stayed awake in his room and stewed and 

tried to understand why the Crimson Moon was acting the way they were. It 

was then that he noticed it was quiet. For the first time there were no cries or 

moans or night terrors from the bedrooms. He listened for footsteps, for the 

restless movement of sheets. At one point he thought he heard a door open 

but was then distracted by sounds from the city, some altercation in the streets 

far away, and he forgot. 

In the morning when reporting for duty Colonel Williams informed Gavin 

there had been a murder in the night: a cafe owner from Stuytown apartments 

found strangled in Madison Square Park; the first death not on the front in 

over a  year.  It  was decided to keep it  quiet  for  fear  of  a  panic  spreading. 
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However,  three  days  later  another  body  was  found  similarly  garrotted:  a 

councilwoman working as an aide to the member for immigration and then 

the member himself was found dead too. Recent refugees were questioned in 

hopes  of  identifying  a  link,  a  motive,  but  none  was  found.  The  grave 

survivors were not interviewed. They had been buried alive, what could they 

have had to do it with anything?

However Vania had known the councilwoman. They were working in the 

same office within the Council. 

She was delightful, said Vania of the news over dinner. Why would anyone 

want to hurt her? 

A patsy was framed and banished, an unknown refugee, sent on a boat to 

the Virgin Islands in hopes of  restoring order and confidence.  But the city 

remained uptight. Gavin took to concealing a Sig Sauer when waking the city 

streets, began walking Deene and Vania to and from their shifts each day. But 

with such pressure came the need for release. So of a night in late August, 

Gavin decided to take them out for a night on the town. The Sautéed Frog. 

One of several still operating establishments in the city, The Sautéed Frog 

was a dive bar west off Broadway, down a run of stairs and illuminated by a 

mass of candle light as if a each wall were a votive offering. It consisted of the 

bar, one main room and a stage. On entering, the stage floor and the bar was 

busy and ridiculously hot. They were sweating within minutes. For a while 

Deene and Vania stood watching the band while Gavin ordered the drinks 

until a booth opened up and they sat down. The band was an acoustic quartet 

with guitar, double bass, piano and drums. They were playing covers of old 

blues songs that only Vania seemed to know.

I can't believe there are still bars, Deene said, trying for his voice over the 

music.

Vania squinted. What?
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I can't believe— 

She squinted again.

Never mind.

Eventually Gavin returned with their drinks. Sweat beaded their foreheads 

and converged into drops at their chins. The band finished a set and the bar 

died to chatter. Vania played with her straw and said: There are half a dozen 

places still  going like this.  I've seen them on the city plan. We can try the 

others if you want. I mean it's so nice being out, isn't it?

It’s alright, said Deene. Not really my thing, but thank you, maybe you and 

Gavin? 

Gavin said, Sure.

I just don't understand, continued Deene, Why at the end of everything, 

after all that has happened and how things have gone, why people desire to 

remove themselves away from their families and loved ones and away from 

the world outside,  to go to a sweaty box under a building and drink.  We 

should be out under the stars among the real world, conscious and lucid.

Says you drinking a red wine, said Vania.

Deene swirled the deep crimson liquid in his glass. This, he said, Reminds 

me of a better time. A connection with my past.

You were a winemaker as well as a gardener? joked Vania.

Gavin interrupted. What you don't understand, he said. Mainly cause you 

ain't seen the things I seen or been here long as I have, is ‘at sometimes we 

need to forget; need to just be. No before. No after. Just now. Now, now and 

nothin’ else. Sometimes you folks don't get how soothing to the soul a sweaty 

few hours of music and booze can be.

Amen, said Vania, and she raised her Long Island Iced Tea to cheers, but 

only Gavin met her with his tumbler of whiskey. They drank. Deene looked 

hypnotised into his glass.
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I have to confess something, he said. 

Vania looked concerned. Are you alright?

I'm leaving.

You’re what? said Vania.

To go to Russia.

That's a big decision, said Gavin. A long trip. And over there ain't any safer 

or easier than here from what I hear. And if you're meaning to try for that 

spaceship thing they got going over there, then I know you're in for a mistake. 

I get it, maybe you want hope and to get through this, but not everything is as 

it seems. You’ll see. We have a lot to offer here.

Deene drew a long swill of wine. That’s not why I'm leaving. I've been 

thinking very long and hard, and I mean no disrespect; you have been most 

kind and shown me the highest hospitality, but this place, New York, is not for 

me. I want open countryside. A house with trees. Crisp air. Nature the way it 

was intended.

It's just a bit out of the blue is what I'm saying, said Gavin. You say you've 

thought, but maybe not enough. Just take a little more time. There ain't no 

hurry—

Yes, but—

Vania interjected: You know they're not going to take you, she said. I've 

heard about the Sirrius. There's no chance anyone will be on that trash. It is a 

false hope, Deene. Here, look— Vania leaned in, spoke low: I  shouldn't  be 

telling you this, but we are preparing in the subway, under the city. That is 

what I work on. I see everyday, we have very clever people, planning, drills 

and digging, we have scientists building a fusion reactor so we can live and 

survive the end underground with electricity  and clean water,  and they're 

close, real close, and this is reality, this is a real chance. 

Deene shook his head. But that is not the life I want. 

You say you want a real world and not a fantasy,  said Vania. You want 
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lucidity? Well this is it, and I know. This, here is our only chance. 

This is my choice and I'm allowed to make it.

Leave him be, said Gavin. Look, I know. You ain't the first refugees I had 

with me and you ain't the first to leave. I am a lonely man and I enjoy your 

company very much. But every man and woman to ‘emself has to make a 

choice and sure as hell none can say if they make it right or make it wrong. All 

I'll say is just take some time.

And I thank you for your concern, said Deene. But there are murders in the 

streets and you can't even find who is responsible. There is no escape. There's 

the city and only the city and… and don't tell me you're making progress. 

We’re trapped here and that's the truth.

Vania stood from the booth. I won't listen to this any more, she said. Not 

one more word. I'm going outside and when I come back, you know what? 

I'm going to drink, I’m going to enjoy the music and dance and be happy, and 

I'm going to forget—if only for just a short moment—what happened to us in 

that pit. Because this is what it is to be alive, Deene. Struggle and joy. And you 

don't just walk away.

Well go on then, said Deene. Go. Be a fool and enjoy your oblivion.

And without word Vania collected her glass and went out the front door.

Gavin took a moment and drank from his tumbler; it was nearly empty. 

You sure you're wantin’ to be doing this? he asked.

There’s a ferry leaving on Sunday.

That fast eh? Seems there ain't no changin’ your mind.

Might as well make it quick and easy.

Well alright then.

Deene twisted his mouth.

You better apologise to her before you leave, said Gavin. Show ‘er some 

respect. It’s what she deserves. She means well. Believes in this place. Like I 

do.
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They said goodbye on the wharf. It was a chilled day and leaves blew in 

from the streets. Vania wasn't there. Deene apologised to her in the apartment 

and they had hugged and she said she couldn't come, wouldn't go to that 

place. 

Gavin watched on and shrugged his shoulders.

As Deene walked the gangplank he left with only a backpack of clothes 

and a bible no one knew he possessed. The ferry was called the Lollipop. A 

week later Private Santiago’s body was found strangled in an alleyway near 

Harlem.
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*** The Northern ***

Bless  me  father  for  I  have  sinned.  It  has  been  a  week  since  my  last 

confession. [Anonymous]

Go on my son. [Priest] 

This is not easy for me to say, however in my line of duty as you would 

expect it is better to just get on with things and get it out, so here goes: 

Today Father, I took a great pleasure in murdering a young boy. I slit his 

throat. He was fourteen, maybe younger, I'm not sure. [Anonymous]

In the field? [Priest] 

Of course, your Holiness. I am a child of God, not a heathen. [Anonymous]

… [Priest] 

Don't get me wrong Father, as you would know, with what I do, death is 
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often on my mind. I am always thinking of how it might go down. How I 

might take to doing it. When I meet someone; When talking with friends; with 

my… well even with you now. I imagine how it would be, what sounds you 

would make as you faded away. But alas Father, please, I know what I am 

saying, do not be concerned, or alarmed. I am not a maniac. I have restraint, I 

have order, I have discipline, I have self control. I know my limits and with 

Jesus  as  my  saviour—bless  his  name—I  will  do  the  Lord’s  work  as  he 

commands. [Anonymous]

So my son…the boy. [Priest] 

Yes father. It was stupendous. I can barely bring myself to explain to you 

how I felt. I was swift and merciful and… he was so beautiful… So innocent… 

There was a pleading in his eyes, you know, and… in that moment, in that 

very moment, Father, I knew he would be alright, he would be saved. I could 

see it… in his mind he repented. In those final seconds he saw it all, saw the 

world as we see it,  and I knew he would be forgiven. I was so full of joy, 

Father. It was revelatory!

It was as though there was a love between us, me and him, as we stared 

into each other's eyes and as his light disappeared; as if the Lord himself was 

speaking directly to me, through him. Has that happened to you? Have you 

experienced such joy? You must have. [Anonymous]

… Yes but no, my son. We all feel the Spirit, but you have to— 

[Priest] 

It was so euphoric. O Lord above. When the boy was gone I fell to my 

knees, right then to my knees and I bowed and sobbed into my hands and I 

prayed, in front of everyone. I whispered for the boy:
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Mother Mary full of grace. 

Our Lord is with thee. 

Blessed art thou among men, 

and blessed is the fruit of thy womb, Jesus. 

Holy Mary, Mother of God, 

pray for this boy, this sinner, 

now, at the hour of his death. 

Amen.

[Anonymous]

And, am I to assume this is not a normal reaction…to what you do? [Priest] 

Oh no, O Lord above no. You're not understanding what I'm telling you. 

Killing a man is a terrible, abhorrent thing, abominable, a condemnation of 

part of myself to hell for the sake of goodness. I take no pleasure in the act. It 

stains me. Dirties me so and infects the mind, opening me up to the devil’s 

work. 

As I said Father, I think of death often and in everything I do and see. But 

such is my burden for the work I do for the Lord; the work we do in showing 

the condemned the truth of what they have done to the world, the gift they 

were given and that they destroyed. [Anonymous]

I am finding it hard to follow, you are right. Is this to mean you are not 

repentant,  my  son?  For  if  you  feel  no  guilt,  why  then  did  you  come  to 

confession today? There is no penitence I can command if you see no error in 

what you've done. [Priest] 

Don’t get me wrong father, I understand my reasons and I acknowledge 
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their place within the concept of the work we do as being part of a higher 

calling. But what I am trying to tell you is that something was different with 

this boy. I felt no shame, none of the pride I normally feel when taking on 

such a burden for God. I felt pure joy, as if this death was the very work of the 

Lord, a sign to say: This is why you do this. 

Do you understand? [Anonymous]

My son, death is never a thing to be taken as joyful. God is love and he 

loves you as he loved that boy and loves all of his children. [Priest] 

Yes yes yes, of course. That is what I said. But this is the world we live in, 

Father, the world they have ruined, and there is one way and there is the real 

way: there is thou shalt not kill and there is what we must do to give peace to 

the unbelievers before it is too late, before they go to their graves ignorant and 

apathetic and in denial where in the bowels of hell they will wake and wish 

someone like  me and the  Aescetics  of  the  Crimson Moon had been there, 

shown them—really shown them. For what is this life? What is now but a trial 

for our time in heaven above? 

Actually, you might know of this. A line I heard once: All is folly before the 

immensity of forever. 

I like that…

But I digress Father, what I am trying to tell you is I feel changed now, 

confused. [Anonymous]

My son, you have lost me now. I am sorry. [Priest] 

Let me explain:

I'll start from the beginning. The boy was part of a group making for the 

cursed  city;  there  were  maybe  seven  of  them and we found them in  this 
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church refectory,  hiding inside as  if  it  were a  place we wouldn’t  go or  be 

allowed, or a place they would be protected. I had to spit at their arrogance, 

I'm sorry to say father.

In any case, this group, well one of them, not the boy, a woman; real pretty, 

a stunner, blackest hair I ever saw and piercing blue eyes. It turns out a guy in 

our discretion Aescetic Deene Baudin used to know her; they were married…

I mean what are the odds, right? 

He just about turned white as a ghost when he saw her, you should have 

seen it! They recognised each other and I think she thought, because it was 

him she would be safe, that it was ok, we might even let them go. But one of 

the others with us, Aescetic Michael Thomas recognised her too, said she used 

to  be  one  of  the  Crimson  Moon but  had  left,  disappeared  a  year  back,  a 

deserter…

Ok so we asked her what she was doing. But all she could say was: Please. 

Please, please. And to Aescetic Baudin: I'm so sorry. And, I can explain. And, 

You don't have to do this.

We said, Alright, explain right here, right now.

But she just rattled on, Please, Please. And of course because she used to be 

one of us we knew any test of the others in her group would be corrupted—

you know—they would have all been prepped to give the right answers, she 

would have taught them anything, everything. So they couldn't  come here 

and  we  couldn't  allow  them  to  continue  on.  It  was  the  end  of  the  road. 

[Anonymous]

So what happened next? How does this relate to the boy? [Priest] 

We started executing them one by one and swiftly. Each of us to a knife on 

their throat and I had my moment with the boy. Quick and silent. But Aescetic 

Deene Baudin stood back and just watched, frozen there. Our leader, Pastor 
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Daniel took the wife in his place but didn't strike. I assumed it was so she 

could watch the others, but when all was said and done and I had seen into 

that  boys  eyes  and  cried  and  prayed  openly  and  felt  the  glory  of  God, 

something happened. 

The floor was a broken mirror of  blood and she became hysterical  and 

Pastor Daniel  let  her go and she fell  to the floor and then he paused and 

looked up as if listening to the Lord and said, God has spoken to us this day 

and he speaks to me even now. 

And then I couldn't believe it, Pastor Daniel called Aescetic Baudin over 

and held the knife with him, said: Here is your charge boy. God has provided 

you with a chance to make things right between you two. You may falter but 

you know what needs to happen. As the Lord wills it,  so it shall be done. 

[Anonymous]

My son, why are you telling me this? I don't understand the relevance to 

your plight, and—forgive me—but I do not much enjoy stories of blood and 

sacrifice where they can be avoided. [Priest] 

No no. No forgiveness required your Holiness. You will see, this is very 

important  to  what  I'm  getting  at.  Don't  worry,  it  will  be  over  soon. 

[Anonymous]

Please be swift.  [Priest] 

I have a feeling you’ll like this next part.

No one had expected Aescetic Baudin to be confident or to follow through 

in  what  we  were  doing  with  the  executions,  he  was  new.  But  with  my 

revelation and Pastor Daniel and what he had said, well it was obvious the 

almighty was looking down on us  right  that  moment  and was calling for 
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action, and you don't say no to an order like that; you count your blessings 

and  move  on.  I  wish  my  first  time  had  been  that  way,  with  a  ringing 

endorsement.

And then nothing, he stood there and watched the knife as if he’d never 

held one before and looked at his wife, wet like it had already happened, and 

you know what? You know what he did? [Anonymous]

… [Priest] 

Alright. This is the part you would like. The fool said, No. Said he couldn't 

do it, wouldn't do it. He looked at Pastor Daniel and challenged him, told him 

it wasn't God’s work to execute her. She was an Aescetic like us, maybe once 

and no longer, but she had faith and believed what we believed, and she had 

pleaded to him for mercy and thrown herself to the ground in the blood. It 

was not right. 

What do you think of that? [Anonymous]

I'm not sure what you want me to say. [Priest] 

Right, right, the boy. Ok, well, Pastor Daniel knelt himself down and began 

praying silently and as he did, a light through the window seemed to settle on 

him in a kaleidoscope of colour I hadn't noticed until then. None of us had 

noticed but we all saw it then. He prayed and it didn't take long. He finished 

his prayer and stood and approached Aescetic Baudin and then lay a hand on 

his shoulder. And this is what got me, he said that he had passed a test, a trial, 

if not the ultimate trial of our times. He said that God had chosen him and he 

was special and there was a new task for him now. To rest assured. And Pastor 

Daniel let the woman go, told her to run. Then we came back here to Philly. 

[Anonymous]
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… [Priest]

So this was just yesterday and I've been rolling over what happened over 

and  over  in  my  mind  non-stop:  Why  did  the  Lord  speak  to  me  of  such 

happiness when I took that boys life? 

Why was it righteous to save her, the worst of them, a Protestant? 

Am I wrong? 

Was it the devil in fact which brought me to that lucid sublimity, or have I 

been wrong all this time? 

Have I been misplaced in holding my understanding of the burden I carry 

as not a sacrifice of myself of my soul for the Lord’s work but rather worse: a 

sin  of  pride?  I  thought  no  but  what  have  I  said  to  you  just  now  in  my 

confession? I felt such oneness within me. Such a connection to the Lord, God. 

How could that not be right? Tell me.

But then I think, is it pride to have such a feeling about what happened? 

I don't know. I don't know.

Lord Moses wrote the commandment Thou Shalt Not Kill as spoken by the 

Angel Of The Lord. But let's be honest, father, that is not the world we live in 

or which He created, am I right? This is why I have come to you father.

For peace. For your wisdom. For absolution. Because I have killed many, 

and if the boy was wrong then they are all wrong. And if killing the boy was 

right, then what are we doing? 

This is why I am here. What I am struggling deeply within to reconcile.

Please father. I implore you. Help me. [Anonymous]

…

…

Not all deaths are wrong, my son. And not all mercies are just. 
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We are not to judge, only God himself knows what lies in the hearts of 

men. But follow our hearts we must and we must search inside ourselves for 

truth.

I believe—and I believe for you—the key is laying yourself before Him and 

submitting yourself as you have done here with me today. 

There is no easy answer. But the answer is within you. I believe you know 

what you do is wrong, but you are in conflict with what you enjoy and what 

you want and how you want to feel. You do not have to feel guilt to know you 

should feel guilt and that there is a deficiency within you for not feeling so. 

[Priest] 

Are you telling me I'm broken, Father? [Anonymous]

In  a  way,  yes,  my  son.  But  what  you  are  feeling  now,  why  you  are 

questioning what happened, is the Word of God speaking to you; the Holy 

Spirit calling you to your destiny. 

As the Pastor released the woman, so too you must release yourself and 

make a decision. 

I cannot forgive you for murder. There is no prayer you could incant to 

remove such a sin. Prayers are only words. What matters is your intention. 

Your connection to God. He that hideth his sins shall not prosper; but he that shall 

confess and forsake them shall obtain mercy. 

You must plea for His forgiveness with the heart that lies sleeping when 

you are awake. The heart that gives flight when you least expect and when 

you are alone with your thoughts. 

I implore you my son, go home and seek God and do not return to the field 

until you are resolute and at peace. [Priest] 

Bless you, Father, I will. Bless you. [Anonymous]
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Go my son. Pray and pray again and then come, return and tell me of what 

you have learned. [Priest] 


