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Prologue
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I have often been a witness to the inexplicable. I have felt presences in dark rooms, in old, empty churches, and along lonely paths where no one else should have been. I have heard voices in the silence—muted whispers that seemed to call my name—and I have felt eyes fixed on my back when I thought I was alone. I have seen shadows move where logic says they shouldn’t, and I have witnessed events that have no scientific explanation. Or, if they do, we have yet to develop the tools to understand them.

Some call it suggestion, others invention, but there are moments when suggestion alone isn’t enough and imagination falls short. I am not a medium, nor a visionary, nor a man seeking glory. I am a retired priest who, for reasons I still don’t fully understand, became a witness to things many would rather ignore.

My name is Ander Etxebarria Aldasoro, and for more than forty years I have lived—both respectfully and in awe—in the presence of mystery.

Since childhood, the idea that there was something beyond the tangible felt natural to me. In my homeland, the Basque Country, my ama and my amona—my mother and my paternal grandmother—filled my nights with tales of beings that inhabited the forests, rivers, and mountains.

They told me stories of the Lamia, the woman with long golden hair and webbed feet who would appear by rivers to comb her hair with a golden comb. If anyone dared steal her comb, a curse would fall upon them. My grandmother swore she had seen her one afternoon by the stream near the farmhouse, and I never looked at those waters the same way again.

They also spoke of the Basa-Jaun, the Lord of the Forest—a tall creature, covered in hair and blessed with immense strength. He protected animals and shepherds, but punished those who harmed the land. Of all the beings in the Basque bestiary, the Basa-Jaun fascinated me the most. It didn’t feel like just a legend—there was something about his story that seemed unsettlingly real. Sometimes, when fog blanketed the forests and the world shrank to a white veil, I felt as though someone—or something—was watching us from among the trees. A crunch of leaves, a broken whisper carried on the wind, was enough to plant doubt.

And then there were the Gaueko—the spirits of the night—who punished the arrogance of those who dared challenge the darkness. Gaua Gauekoarena da, my grandmother would say: “The night belongs to Gaueko.” Many young people in the village grew up hearing that warning. Some, in fact, never returned from their nighttime ventures.

Perhaps it was these stories that planted in me the conviction that there is far more than we can see—that the invisible is also part of our world.

What you will read in these pages is not a biography, nor a collection of horror tales. It is testimony. Testimony of what I saw, what I heard, and what I felt.

But before we dive into those stories, allow me to tell you who I was before the impossible became my only certainty.

I was born in a small village in the Basque interior, a place of scattered farmhouses among mountains draped in an endless, vivid green. The climate was harsh, with cold winters and brief summers, and life demanded hard work from an early age.

I grew up in a large family, the youngest of five children: three older sisters and a brother only a few years ahead of me. My mother was a strong and devout woman, one who learned to endure when life showed no mercy. Her love for us lived in the constancy of her hands, in the hot meals that were never missing from the table, and in the silent prayers she whispered each night, thinking we were asleep.

My father was different. A man of principle, unable to keep quiet even when prudence demanded it. His firm character and sense of justice earned him loyal friends—and dangerous enemies.

Senselessness took him from us.

It was September 1938—an ordinary day, one I would rather forget. The Nationalists entered our village and took away many men, accusing them of being Republicans, traitors, enemies of the new regime. My father was among them. They told us he had been taken for a “walk.” Back then, we all knew what that meant. He never returned.

My mother, her eyes dry but her soul shattered, forced us to move forward. She never spoke much about that day, and we learned that sometimes silence was the only way to survive.

I grew up between working the fields and the simple life of the village, shaped by my father’s absence and my mother’s tireless struggle. Poverty made us resilient, but it also taught us to recognize pain in others’ faces.

Perhaps that’s why, when I was twelve and began helping in the parish sacristy, I felt that work calling to me. There was something in the peace of the altar, in the quiet of the candlelight, in the words of comfort spoken by the priest, that spoke of another possible world.

As I grew older, that certainty grew stronger. I didn’t just want to be a priest. I wanted to be a Franciscan.

Francis of Assisi was, to me, the embodiment of what a man of faith should be: humble, devoted to the poor, a protector of animals, and a lover of all creation. I admired his simple life, his courage to face a corrupt world without raising his voice—only by example. I wanted to follow in his footsteps.

At eighteen, I entered the Franciscan seminary, convinced I had chosen the only possible path for me. I left behind my home, my family, and the memories of a childhood scarred by war—but I carried with me the unshakable will to serve others.

I have never regretted it.
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It was the summer of 1965, a particularly hot July, in a small village in northern Spain. I was twenty-five years old and had just been assigned there as a priest. The community was deeply religious, but it also clung to old superstitions passed from mouth to mouth among the neighbors.

That afternoon, while reviewing my sermons in the sacristy, I felt a strange unease, an oppression in my chest that I could not explain. The clock in the bell tower struck seven, but the shadows stretched long, as if night had arrived early over the village. Outside, not a soul moved; even the dogs seemed to hide from the scorching sun that still split the stones.

Then the old Bakelite telephone rang, its dry chime breaking the silence of the sacristy. When I picked up, I heard the voice of a woman, trembling but calm, who asked me to come immediately to a house on the outskirts. An elderly woman was gravely ill and needed to receive the last rites.

I did not know then that this call would not only change the course of my day but also the course of my life. I took my stole, the holy oil, and left without thinking, moved by duty. The heat was intense as I walked toward the edge of the village, a place where everything seemed frozen in time.

Despite my hurry, I had noted the address. The village was a web of cobbled alleyways and stone houses that whispered ancient stories. When I arrived, the atmosphere was heavy with dense silence; the twilight light painted the sky in warm tones, and the oppressive heat weighed like a hammer.

The house in question was a two-story building, with a gabled roof covered in dark tiles. The thick, weathered stone walls spoke of generations who had lived under that same roof. A large wooden door, reinforced with iron fittings, dominated the entrance, and the large windows revealed, from outside, the gloom of the interior. It was one of those houses built to withstand centuries, standing firm against the passage of time.

I knocked on the door with the knocker, and it did not take long for someone to answer, “Coming.” The door creaked as it opened, and I was greeted by the dimness of a home that seemed to contain decades of history still to be told. The woman who opened was an elderly lady, her appearance weathered by years, her hair pulled back in a messy bun, and her gaze sunken by time. She must have been around seventy, but her calloused hands and stooped back spoke of a life of work and sacrifice. She wore plain clothes, an old apron tied at the waist, and a shawl over her shoulders, as if the cold of the house had settled in her body never to leave.

She had been Doña Isabella’s cleaning woman for decades, a constant presence in that house now shrouded by the nearness of death. She indicated that I should follow her, and I did. Her feet dragged like heavy slabs, moving slowly down the shadowy hallway. Without a word, she led me to the room where the dying woman lay.

The old woman looked at me for a few moments, as if hesitating to speak. Finally, I asked, “What is the lady’s name?”
“Her name is Isabella,” she replied in a low voice. Then she raised a trembling hand and pointed toward a half-open door at the end of the hallway. “There is Doña Isabella.”
She then turned away slowly, as if the simple act of remembering cost her extraordinary effort, and disappeared into the dimness, dragging her feet.

I made my way to the indicated room. As I approached, I noticed that the air was thick, heavy with moisture. I entered carefully. The wooden floor, worn by years, creaked beneath my steps. The heavy, dark curtains let in barely any outside light, plunging the room into permanent gloom. A dense silence reigned, as if death had already settled there, gradually extinguishing what still beat faintly.

An antique mirror hung on the wall. Its ornate frame showed signs of deterioration, reflecting the passage of time as clearly as the wrinkles on Doña Isabella’s face.

The bed was large and occupied the center of the room. The sheets, once white, now showed the inevitable wear of time. A worn quilt, with a barely visible floral pattern, covered the surface, and the pillows, sunken and yellowed, were silent witnesses to the years lived in that room.

To one side, a porcelain chamber pot rested on a small table. Its presence spoke of the fragility of that woman, now dependent on the last care her surroundings could give her.

The room was freezing. The cold filtered in like a specter, making the air even heavier. Although it was the height of July, the temperature in that room defied all logic. The curtains swayed slightly, as if stirred by an invisible breeze that could not have come from anywhere, since the windows were shut tight. The creak of the boards and the murmur of the wind blended into a barely perceptible, yet unsettling, melody.

Time seemed suspended. It was as if the world had stagnated in that room, where the proximity of death saturated the air. There, Doña Isabella awaited her passage to the other side, to a beyond that had already opened its doors a crack, letting its presence seep into that corner where the earthly and the spiritual intertwined effortlessly.

I approached the dying woman and felt a shiver run through my whole body, one unlike any I had ever felt before and which still remains in my memory. As I moved forward, the cold in the room dropped a few more degrees, enough to make me fasten the last buttons of my cassock up to the neck. The silence became almost tangible, broken only by the labored breathing of the old woman.

There, on the bed, lay Doña Isabella. Her skin had that waxy hue typical of those at death’s threshold. She breathed with extreme difficulty, barely a sigh, though her chest still rose and fell, as if clinging to the last threads of life.

However, when our eyes met, I felt something new: a shiver ran down my spine, not from fear, but from a deep, atavistic intuition warning me that something else was happening in that room.

I approached solemnly, opened the Bible, and began to recite the words of the rite.

As I did so, the temperature dropped further. Another shiver ran down my back. The air grew denser, and the candle flames flickered violently, casting shadows that danced as if they had a will of their own.

With the small vial of holy oil in hand, I moved closer to Doña Isabella and anointed her forehead with a slow, reverent gesture.
“Per istam sanctam unctionem et suam piissimam misericordiam, indulgeat tibi Dominus quidquid per visum deliquisti...” I murmured as I traced a cross with my thumb on her withered skin.
The old woman’s eyelids trembled slightly, her eyes moved in a slow sway, but she did not speak. She only breathed with difficulty.

I continued with the rite, applying the oil to her ears. “...quidquid per auditum deliquisti...”

Then the floor creaked slightly, as if someone had taken a step in the room. I stopped, expectant, but saw no one.

I went on. I dipped my fingers in the oil and touched her parched lips. “...quidquid per gustum et locutionem deliquisti...”

At that moment, the candles flickered again. An icy breeze brushed against me, as if something invisible was moving by my side.

I traced the cross on her trembling hands. “...quidquid per tactum deliquisti...”

I barely perceived a slight shiver in her fingers as I completed the anointing.

Finally, I placed my hand on her chest and prayed the final invocation:
“May the Lord, in His infinite mercy, grant you forgiveness and peace.”
Her eyes, tired but full of a strange intensity, met mine. In her gaze I perceived the weight of her years and the anticipation of the crossing into the unknown, as if she were crying out that she was ready to leave and be reunited with her loved ones in the hereafter. I took one of her hands, and it was warm, while mine were cold as ice. I began to feel an unusual relaxation, a warmth that spread through my body, and my heart began to beat slowly, as if trying to match hers, as if we were at the epicenter of forces beyond my understanding.

Doña Isabella, in her deathbed agony, responded with indecipherable murmurs I could not understand. Words floated in the air, laden with a meaning that escaped conventional logic. It was as if she were trying to communicate with something from beyond that I neither knew nor could comprehend.

The faint candlelight flickered in response, casting dancing shadows on the walls. The temperature in the room continued to drop, and each time I spoke, a white halo escaped my mouth. At that moment, I was not just a man fulfilling a religious duty; I was a witness to the inexplicable, an intermediary between the earthly and the spiritual.

A solemn silence took hold of the room when I finished the rite, leaving a sense of transcendence in the air. The minutes that followed felt like a pause in time, where the tangible and the spiritual coexisted in a delicate balance.

Doña Isabella, with a newfound peace on her face, slowly closed her eyes. The room sank into deep silence. It was clear that something had changed in that space between the here and the beyond, and I, as a witness to that meeting between the mortal and the ethereal, carried with me the certainty that there are dimensions of existence that elude our rational understanding.

Suddenly, the room filled with a dim light and a sense of presence. I shuddered, aware that something inexplicable was happening. Doña Isabella, with a glint in her tired eyes, spoke in a weak but clear voice:
“Do you see my husband? Do you see my little girl? My little girl is there; I have finally found her.”
Intrigued, I turned my gaze to where she pointed, but I saw nothing but darkness. Yet something in the atmosphere made me feel the presence of something in that room, as if invisible beings inhabited it, no longer of this world.

Doña Isabella smiled. It was a smile full of relief, resignation, and something more. A second later, she exhaled her last breath.

I closed the Bible reverently, and just as I bowed my head to pray in her memory, I felt a light touch on the back of my neck, like an icy breeze that had no reason to be there. Something made me turn my head sharply. I saw no one.

I looked back toward the bed and, in a low voice, pronounced the farewell prayer:
“Lord, grant her eternal rest, and let perpetual light shine upon her. May she rest in peace. Amen.”
That was when I saw them.

For a moment, I stood motionless. I was troubled, surprised by what was before my eyes, but I felt no fear. On the contrary, a strange calm surrounded me, as if, despite the incomprehensibility of the scene, something within me already knew that this moment had to happen.

Doña Isabella was standing next to her deathbed, but she was not alone. At her side, a middle-aged man and a little girl of no more than five held her hands. Their faces were lit by a dim, ethereal light, as if they were reflections trapped in a dream. Despite the translucence of their forms, their eyes were clear, bright, and held not sadness, but deep peace.

The man, whom I recognized from the worn photograph on the nightstand, must have been her husband. But the girl... the girl was a mystery.

Her face was unfamiliar. I had not seen any photograph of her in the room, nor any trace of toys or childhood mementos. Yet Doña Isabella looked at her with a mother’s tenderness.

They remained there, looking at me with a serene expression, as if my presence had allowed them to be together once more.

A lump formed in my throat. I wanted to speak, but my lips would not respond. Yet my feet began to move, almost instinctively, bringing me closer to the three ghostly figures. It was as if I needed to confirm that I was not losing my mind, that what I was seeing was real.

I took a few slow steps and stood before them.

Doña Isabella smiled. The girl and the man smiled too.

She moved her lips slightly, and though it was barely a whisper, I heard it clearly:
“We are together now.”
The phrase lingered in the air, soft but firm, as if it needed no more strength than the truth it carried.

Then, without another sound, without another word, they began to fade. The light surrounding them slowly dissipated, and when I blinked, they were gone.

I was left alone in the room, the cold still clinging to my skin and the echo of the inexplicable engraved in my mind. The nearest candle went out suddenly, plunging the room into unsettling darkness.
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