
Chapter 1:6

MORTON P.
Personal Journal

The Twenty-third of April, Eighteen Ninety.

Dear Journal, it has been a most stimulating night wrought of intrigue, peril and 
possibility; an evening I will not soon forget. Though, if I am to be truly honest, 
there were some occurrences that I would be happy to see fade away from my 
mind; however, I do not believe that will be the case. No, I’m afraid some of 
tonight’s events will stay with me for as long as I draw breath, perhaps lasting 
beyond the veil.

I have seen the Black Devil’s mountain castle with my own eyes. Yes, oh yes, 
I have. The very castle of lore and present fearsome bother, indeed. Furthermore, 
I not only set my eyes upon it, I have wandered within its reach! Allow me 
to explain as I triumphantly sit with my back to the Shadow’s castle. Yes, you 
read that correctly! My back is exposed to the Shadow’s will, yet I fear not. The 
Creature’s fortress rises in the black sky behind me, within striking distance, yet 
I hang here in relative comfort composing this letter. How can I be so brave, you 
might ponder? Would a fool leave their guard down in a place such as this? Well, 
I am no fool. This I can assure you.

My evening began with a journey to the farmstead I had visited on the prior 
night; the one where the large man lives with a wreath of garlic upon his door. 
There is where I caught up with the burly fellow as he prepared his reluctant 
horses for what surely would be another trip of covert undertakings. How his 
hands shook! I suspect the trigger was fear rather than delight, which I certainly 
felt. If only I could swoop down to assist the bumbler with the harnesses we could 
be off; off to meet the mystery head on! Hurry, you clod. Now you are wasting my 
time, I thought. At last! We were off with a snap of the reins. I followed, resisting 
the urge to land directly on the wagon itself! 

We returned to where the road forked. The wagon slowed as a figure 
emerged from the scrub and thistles. It was the smaller, dirty man from the night 
before; the one that dropped the crate. He appeared none less greasy than on 
the previous night. The wagon slowed, but did not stop as the smaller man leapt 
aboard to join our excursion. We rode with haste for quite some time, we three 
comrades bound for intrigue and dark adventures. There was no conversation as 
the dim and wickedness rushed towards us.

Ahead, lay the withering town at the very edge of the mountain wilderness. 



This being the town where I first encountered the men unloading their wagon 
at the derelict lumber mill. We passed through the village as though we were 
uninvited guests at a funeral for prosperity and welcomeness; and of the local 
mourners, my eyes fell upon none. All was silent and empty. Our only requiem 
being our echoes splashing off to our sides. As might be with a dying breath, 
we were exhaled into the netherworld of the shadowed woods. Blackness, a 
seemingly endless curtain of blackness stretched before us. I was surprised to 
discover just how far we were travelling up the mountain road. Surely the wagon 
would stop soon. Yet there we were, racing into the black theatre of which no 
living soul has business venturing.

No living soul, indeed.
The mountain road gave way to the clawing sticks and gloom of the wilds; 

later degrading in to little more than a shrunken path. Eventually, even this path 
evaporated until we were at the mercy of where the forest allowed us to travel. Yet 
the larger man continued to encourage the horses ever forward; though I began 
to doubt the way was known for certain. There was no sureness in the manner 
in which the wagon was steered. It became muddled as to who was directing the 
wagon, the man or the forest itself. I dared not allow myself to entertain thoughts 
of a third option applying its will.

The pressing darkness, along with trees long tortured by the teasing promise 
of death, finally subsided. We then met with a snarling toothed mouth of metal 
and crumbling stone. It was the outermost perimeter gate of the Mountain Devil 
himself! The One! The Plague-master! Rotten and rusted, fashioned with spikes 
and festooned with jagged metal thorns, the bars of the gate threatened to devour 
our souls! Unbelievably, right before my eyes stood what is less of an entrance 
and more of a conduit between this world and the next. Surely, the men did not 
mean to breach the verge and enter the resting place of the Creature? Surely they 
meant not to pass through the gate!

And, that was precisely what they planned.
The wagon was stopped and the two men passed through the gate on foot, 

the horses having better sense than to be a part of this. Madness, I thought! This 
is madness! I decided to stay with the horses and wagon, obviously. However, 
after some reflection, even this was too conspicuous. I then decided to take a 
better vantage high up in a tree, behind a thick limb, in a dark shadow. My line 
of sight was good enough when I chose to peer out.

After an uncomfortable period of time, I heard the men returning. Between 
them swung a large wooden crate; a crate big enough to comfortably contain 
the two men, should they both find themselves in a need to share a coffin. They 
laboured to carry the crate, for surely it was tremendously heavy. I wondered 
just how far they had transported it, for I doubted that they had brought it all the 



way from the castle back to the wagon. No, that seemed unreasonable to me. The 
crate must have been waiting for them yards away, covered by the black of night. 
As they approached, the horses became noticeably agitated.

I as well, sensed a frail and silent caveat lurking in the recesses of my 
awareness.

I could feel a pressure building in my brain as the men and their parcel drew 
closer. It is quite hard to explain. It was like suddenly being aware that I was no 
longer alone inside my own mind. The sensation intensified. I felt a presence 
more terrifying than anything I had ever felt before! My heart first raced, then 
began to slow. There came an awful whinny from the horses; or, I assumed it to 
have come from them. Then again, no. It was not a whinny, but rather a piercing 
screech. Mon dieu, I do hope it was not I that cried out into the night, though I 
honestly cannot be certain otherwise!

My senses, what little was left of them, focused only on the crate below. But, 
that is not entirely accurate. It was not upon the container where my attention 
gathered, it was the unseen cargo that faded my resolve and commanded my 
obedience. Oh, to be that close was truly something I had not steadied myself for. 
I could feel panic growing within my stomach and bowels. I do not mind telling 
you, dear reader, that I was truly aside with fright. The Black Devil’s presence, 
its putrefaction, radiated from within the crate. The world around me began to 
pulse in and out of focus with the rhythmic twitch of my heart. Everything that 
is save for the crate; it never went out of focus. My eyes absorbed the imagery 
though my will cried for their closing. I could not look away. The Creature 
within the crate was calling out to me. Its ethereal shadow stretched, penetrating 
into my consciousness with grasping tendrils. I could sense its clutch worming 
throughout my psyche.

The unwanted presence beset my mind. The Creature, the Black Devil, knew 
me. 

Shamefully, I felt my body go limp and my grip loosened. Then the blue air 
of night ruffled over my body. The crate below rushed towards me and I met the 
rough hewn timbers violently. I bounced twice before coming to a rest upon the 
vessel itself! Sickness is what I felt. Not pain upon crashing, but sickness. The 
world suddenly filled with a clammy, oozy pestilence. I lay limp, looking upward 
at the two men. I was at their mercy, and I craved it. Pity me, I craved it! 

The men looked down at me with faces slathered with dread. I lay there, belly 
to God; helpless. Yet, I did not fear the men in the least. Yes, normally I would 
have great reason to be wary of mankind and the ways they treat animals. But it 
was not them that stopped the owls from calling or the crickets from chirping. 
It was not them that gathered the clouds above, nor them that paralysed my 
person.  No, I did not have to fear humanity at this time; any sense of humanity 



had long drained from the Master in the crate. Its evil slithered through my brain 
and body as I lay numb.

The crate, as well as your humble narrator, was loaded into the waiting wagon 
by the two men. I watched as tree limbs scratched along the barren canopy 
overhead. The crate was rested and I was left to contemplate the blackened 
mildew blotting out the heavens. Curious how in this time I was suddenly 
concerned that the night’s sky was unnaturally devoid of stars. It is as though the 
sight of a single star would somehow tranquillize my fears. 

Oh, how I yearned for the stars in that surreal moment.
It was then that the smaller man’s slick-smeared face interrupted my eye-

line to the bleakness above. He looked down at me with eyes that understood 
the quality of sin it would be to leave even the smallest of beings so near to the 
merchant of death. For the rest of my life I will remember this simple act of 
compassion. With trembling fingers he pinched my foot and lifted me from the 
crate. I wondered, as I was being placed on the ground, if the man was saving my 
soul or attempting to save what was left of his.

The men climbed into the wagon and immediately persuaded the horses with 
a generous lash of the reins. Mercifully, the wagon pulled away, taking along with 
it the influence of the Creature. For a few minutes I simply lay there weighing the 
night’s events. Little by little, I felt the power restored to my limbs. Cautiously I 
rose and took to the sky, perhaps if only to prove to myself that I was still able to 
do so, and swooped in tight circles along the tree lined road. I was afraid to land, 
as well as afraid to continue. After calming, I fluttered to the gate de-marking the 
outermost perimeter of the castle grounds and have not moved since.

As always, it takes blackness before things can to come to light. An 
unequivocal clarity washed over me, leaving me bathed in understanding. The 
animals of this region were correct in believing that the great evil was afoot, 
but only I have glimpsed the knowledge of its purpose. The infectious rumours 
spreading throughout the mountain communities told of only part of the greater 
story, you see. The Black Devil is not marshalling its ruin downward from the 
slope. The creatures need not fear this at all. No, the Evil is not spreading outward, 
but rather it is leaving these lands entirely. The Creature, the Dark Shadow, the 
evil haunting these mountains and villages below, is soon to be another part of 
the world’s problem; of this I am certain. Somewhere, leagues from here, the 
men will haul their murderous freight. Perhaps there is a harbour with a ship 
moored to receive the cursed cargo. At this moment, sailors could be at the ready 
to transplant the evil unto an unsuspecting and unprepared land. Mercy be upon 
them!

Then again, bah! Bah, I say. Good riddance to bad hosts. Good riddance, 
indeed. 



The tragedy of others is the blessing bestowed upon my kin. With the 
Creeping Shadow gone, my brethren can easily find refuge higher up in the 
mountains without worry of unnatural influences. It would appear our grand 
search for this winter's hibernation may be over. Comfort has come and it is 
Morton that brings it, they will all proclaim! The clan will not so easily ignore my 
championship. No, not so easily this time around.

Yet, even as I composed that last sentence I know something is off. I can 
not put my finger on it at the moment, but there is a needling in the back of my 
brilliant brain. I will stay here longer to let this notion stew. I know one thing for 
certain: I feel no desire to rush back to explain tonight’s events to the clan. Of 
course, there are details from tonight of which I will not be telling them at all. 
No, they need no further fodder to use against me. They are heathens. 

The sky is brightening above me. The darkness seems to follow the wagon 
downward along the mountain road. The unnatural gloom is on the leave. Good. 
With the sky clearing there comes a chance of seeing some stars. Stars would be 
lovely.

M.


