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Some think that it was easier to tempt a single man than a multitude of them, and there is quite a ton of truth in that.

Though in both matters of business and matters of eternal damnation, which are often synonyms, the most important thing is convenience, after all, as the most profitable and loyal servants of Satan say: Think smarter, not harder!

Even though it was easier to work soul by soul, there was nothing smarter than to tempt a single soul that has both potential for evil and the power of influence.

Then, what you needed to do was simply offer them the right deal, and from then on you would have a willing—and eternally damned—server who would do the hardest part of a demon's work eagerly: bringing souls straight to hell's doors, without you needing to lift a single finger.

It was so malignant that its influence soon extended to Earth by the hand of the most loyal servants of Satan, though they insisted on naming it by fanciful terms such as “outsourcing” and “long-term investment.”

And Mephistopheles, the master tempter and inventor of such a method, was proud that on his own, he significantly increased hell's population, an achievement he wore like a medal.

Mephistopheles, every year on this earth, visits every town, city, country, and God-forgotten corner of this world, wishing both to tempt and to secure souls that could serve him well and the interests of the damned.

And as the one who seeks partners for their new business, he needed to find the proper candidates.

This story unfolds in one little town, among the many that exist upon this world, so small it could be called irrelevant.

But Mephistopheles didn't consider anyone irrelevant, unfortunately enough.

When he arrived in such a town, he quickly found himself quite bored by it.

The reason was that it was all too easy to tempt the souls who lived there.

Speaking as a devil’s advocate, the town was quite filled with unrepentant sinners, and speaking as the town's advocate, in its defense, it was a little town!

The truth is that certain souls were more interesting than others for tempting, based on their potential for evil or, in the most annoying case, their potential for good.

Tempting John and Jane Doe amused him as much as delighted him at the same time, and he had quite a fun time with the many who were eagerly at his disposal in that town.

Though what interested Mephistopheles the most was finding the ones who wished to surrender their souls fully.

The demon found that very frequently, humans tended to ask little to nothing in exchange for their souls.

And souls are so invaluable that if they were put on the stock market, the Great Depression would happen again.

Most humans do not even know how priceless their souls are.

Some are so foolish that they don't even know they have one, and in their ignorance, they don't hesitate to sell it, or in the most unfortunate case for the heavens but the most joyful for hell, many, despite knowing they possessed a soul, were eager to sell it for almost nothing in return; that was almost like stealing it from them.

In any case, all those who agreed to make a bargain with him were predictable in what they wanted; humans are simple after all.

Everyone had something upon their hearts, hidden there, that could serve as a spark that could grow and grow well; it just needed to be fueled and fanned.

And that was Mephistopheles' job, to find the perfect temptation for them to become his servants and followers and for them to eagerly, willingly, and with blood, accept the deal he offered, all without even bothering to look at the big letter of the contract.

As Mephistopheles used to say;

“All they need is a little push, a little encouragement, and that is all!” Naturally, he referred to the kind of push that sends someone into the abyss, but the idea was there.  

He had grown bored by the town, although it was also true that he found himself quite pleased with it at the same time.

It was heartwarming to know that in such a small town, there was so much potential for sin, and that alone had restored his faith in humanity.

If the town continued at that rate, maybe it could turn into another London or Amsterdam, or perhaps it could turn into a town that would be filled with vacation homes for both politicians and people who had a lot of money to burn and not a lot of brains for figuring out how to spend it on something more useful.

The townspeople had a great potential for sin, and Mephistopheles had already nourished the seeds of temptation and reaped its fruits, and he found himself quite impressed by how quickly he made great strides with them.

His greatest achievement was with the Major, whom he tempted to grab a little bit, just a modest quantity of the funds that were destined for the local school, which he rightfully deserved for all his efforts, as he did such fantastic work as Major, and so it was natural that he deserved something in return.

Like a nice Mustang from 1967—and maybe along with that a new diamond ring for his wife and a new diamond necklace for his mistress, and perhaps—

Well, let's say that after that, he needed to make an announcement saying that the government didn't give the school the promised funding; after all, there were schools in greater need. But maybe next year...

Other of Mephistopheles' achievements included the corruption of the entire police department, convincing the contractors to use adulterated cement to save expenses, and convincing the bus drivers that they could start their shift by drinking a nice whiskey bottle so that they could work with their nerves eased.

Imagine all that happened in that town!

The truth is that Mephistopheles didn't wish to admit that he found himself so pleased with that little town that his joy was only comparable to the one that casinos feel when it is the high season in Las Vegas.

Perhaps he was even more joyful than they; after all, his “whales” were eternally loyal, and unlike the ones who were frequent casino visitors, they could still be of use even when the only money they had was two pennies on each eye.

Mephistopheles was so motivated after his success in the town that he thought of trying his plan to start another Cold War.

And yet, he couldn't leave that town, not yet.

Because in that town, there was a soul that was completely uninterested in him or his advances and that had an annoying inclination to goodness.

Worse than that and more terrible, the man who possessed such a soul dared to threaten to ruin every bit of progress the demon had made in that town and, in fact, was working against it!

As soon as he stepped into that town, he seemed eager to do it, and eager he proved to be in ruining all his work, piece by piece, block by block, atom by atom.

Mephistopheles didn't know how that happened, but he couldn't allow himself to leave without stopping him.

And Mephistopheles, out of pure spite, found no other remedy than to settle down for a while in the town until he figured out what to do.

The soul that had earned his fury belonged to Father John, the parish priest of the small and only church of that little town.

Father John was particularly infuriating to Mephistopheles, though all good priests tended to have the same effect on those who belonged to the underworld.

But there was something especially unbearable about the young priest.

Perhaps it was because he was the only good priest in town.

It wasn't like he had much competition in that regard, since he was the only priest in town, which would make him the only good one by default.

However, if he were an average priest, if not mediocre, at least he would not have lost much sleep over it, but Father John was, by his merit, a good priest, maybe too good for his own sake, in the opinion of Mephistopheles.

It seemed that the priest was too eager to become a candidate for martyrdom, if not sainthood.

Father John was transferred to be the priest of the only church in the town, which was not very popular, as one might infer, and it was almost in ruins when he arrived.

The circumstances of his arrival were almost bureaucratic in their nature.

It was difficult to appreciate the beauty of the town church when it was falling apart, but the bishop knew of its beauty and needed someone to restore it and take care of it.

And the one he designed for that mission was Father John.
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