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Editor’s Notes*
What is a monastery? 
A monastery is a building where some men have formed a religious community, to devote themselves to prayer and thinking about God. These men are called monks, and they usually take a vow to devote their lives to prayer and work. Monasteries are a tradition of the Catholic Church and date back to about the year 550. The rules that govern such communities are very strict and require monks to pray often throughout the day, work hard, and remain silent for long periods. Monks often chant their prayers. The head of the monastery is called an Abbot. Monasteries are often located in remote places, far away from the temptations of the outside world. Other religions, such as Buddhism and Taoism, also have monasteries.
The Monastic Day (Hours)* The monastic day is highly scheduled and segmented into times of prayer, called Hours. Between Hours, monks eat, sleep, and work. The Hours of the Monastic Day have varied over the centuries and even somewhat between monasteries.
 
Matins (2:30-3:00 a.m.)
Lauds (5:00-6:00 a.m.)
Prime (7:30 a.m.)
Terce (9:00 a.m.)
Sext (noon)
Nones (2:00-3:00 p.m.)
Vespers (4:30 p.m.)
Compline (6:00 p.m.)
 
*For the meaning of other unusual terms see the Glossary at the end of the story.
 

Prologue
Wherein Percy’s Life Changes Forever
A Road, near Brixly, in Surrey
November 1906
1
“Good Heavens, it’s cold!” he groused to himself, pulling up the collar of his coat ‘round his ears. He walked briskly along the lonely road, an icy night wind biting his face. The duties of a village vicar are often painful, he muttered. He’d just been to the widow Colby’s house, comforting the old woman in her serious illness. God bless her, he mused, the poor old thing’s not likely to endure much longer.
As he walked the road narrowed to a wagon rut passing through thick shrubs and trees to either side. Looking down and breasting the wind, the vicar stopped short, aware of something in front of him. It was the form of a large man, his arms akimbo, standing astride the path.
“Oh, it’s you vicar,” the man said, in a rough voice. “’ad no thought to see you out on a night such as this. A raw one, eh?”
The vicar did not recognize the shape in front of him — not his face, which was obscured by darkness, nor his voice, which somehow seemed menacing.
“A raw night, indeed, my friend. So, I’ll bid you a good evening and be on my way.”
As the vicar stepped forward, however, the large man moved to block his progress.
“What is it?” asked the vicar.
“’Tis a matter of help for the poor, vicar.”
“A worthy thing, my friend, but perhaps you could come see me at the vicarage, in the morning...?
“I’ll be makin’ m’request just now if you please vicar. The situation is urgent, you see, and there’s no time to wait.”
Just then the vicar heard a noise from behind him, and as he turned felt a heavy thud at the back of his head. It was the last sensation of his life, for just then another blow from the front smashed his forehead. Uttering only a faint gasp, he fell to the road in a heap, and the men fell upon him, searching his pockets. Then one stood, once again placing his hands on his hips.
“Damnation! There ain’t nothin’ ‘ere. The blighter’s pockets are empty.”
The other thief rose, holding a small book in his hands. “Only this. A bloody book of prayers. Ain’t worth nothin’ for sure. But ’is coat must be worth somethin’. And ‘is shoes.”
As the two began to tear at the vicar’s clothes the big thug noticed the glint of something in the moonlight. Reaching down, he tore it from the dead vicar’s chest.
“What ‘er it?” the other asked eagerly, leaning in.
Holding the object up to the light, the big man replied. “A cross. Looks t’ be gold, maybe. And, set with some stones too.” He smiled. “Maybe we’ll be rewarded for our good night’s work, eh?”
The two turned and vanished into the hedges. A sudden burst of the wind howled through the leafless trees.
 “What is it!” said Percy, as he sat bolt upright in his bed. It was banging at the front door, and then the muffled sound of frantic voices. He could make out the familiar voice of Mrs. Warren, the vicarage housekeeper. But not the voices of the men.
Then, the door to his bedchamber flew open. “Who? What?” he asked, rubbing his eyes as the bright light of lamps startled him.
“Help him dress, Mrs. Warren,” one of the men ordered in a rough voice. “Father? Where’s father,” Percy begged, as the woman took one arm and the men retreated to the outer room. The housekeeper said nothing as she handed Percy his clothes, but he could hear her sobbing. “Why, Mrs. Warren? Why are you crying?” No answer, as she helped him with his shirt.
When the two emerged from the bedchamber into the foyer of the vicarage, Percy could see three men, all of them wearing tall hats and stern faces. They were all men of the Parish Council and the oldest he knew to be Mr. Stanton, the village solicitor. At first, Mr. Stanton hesitated, but then he spoke.
“There’s been a... there’s been a tragedy, Percy... er... about your father, the vicar.”
“A tragedy?” the boy repeated. “Where’s father?” he gasped, looking around.
The men looked at each other as if deciding who was going to say it.
“About your father, boy. He’s dead.”
The wind suddenly went out of Percy, as if his lungs had collapsed. Then he gasped and turned to Mrs. Warren. “Is it true?” he pleaded, now crying right along with the housekeeper.
“Yes,” she said in a low voice, choking back more tears. “Yes, Percy. ‘Tis.”
The old housekeeper took Percy in her arms to comfort him, as the visitors turned and left, closing the door behind them.
Percy passed the rest of the night in alternating spells of tears and numb disbelief. Mrs. Warren wept along with him. Finally, he began to ask the questions — “Where? How did it happen? Who?”
At first, Mrs. Warren hesitated to tell him what she’d heard, or to say anything at all, fearing the details would only make things worse. But Percy persisted and insisted on knowing.
“Murdered,” she explained. “Almost certainly by thieves, as he came ‘long the road from the widow Colby’s house. He’d nothing of value on him — not even his coin-purse — when they found him, so it was robbery the foul demons were after,” she explained, shaking her head.
Hearing the details Percy fell back once more into tears.
2
Next day, some of the women of the parish came to pay their respects. Mrs. Warren insisted that Percy must put on his Sunday suit and receive them in the proper way. Most brought food and stayed just long enough to say how sad they were at the vicar’s death, and what a fine man he was, and he would surely be missed by everyone.
In the evening, Percy learned the Parish Council and Vicar Panford, from a nearby village, had decided to have the funeral and burial the next day. They had also decided that no one was to see the Vicar’s body, not even Percy, “owing,” it was said, “to the condition of things.” When Percy asked, Mrs. Warren explained that meant his father’s head and face were “not to be looked upon.”
The passing hours became mainly a daze to Percy. He wept often until he could cry no more, and then he closed his eyes and thought about his father and told himself often that he must reconcile that he was gone and not to return. He’d gone to Heaven, as he so often said he wished to do, and so it was not such a terrible thing. And then he told himself that it was a terrible thing, and why had God allowed such a fine man to be murdered and left on the road? Sometimes Percy told himself that it was not real and that his father, somehow, would return and show everyone that it had been a mistake. Someone else had been killed, but not him. He was alive and well and on his way home. And then he did not come.
Next day, Mrs. Warren led Percy by the hand through all the rituals of the funeral. Standing and then sitting beside the wooden box, which Percy knew contained the body of his father, he did not hear all that was said, because he was thinking to himself that it was, after all, his good-bye to his father. The last he would be with him — close to him, even if he was in the dreaded box.
The procession to the churchyard and the open grave was brief, and then, with prayers, the men of the parish lowered the box into the ground and began to cover it with dirt. Percy stood watching, sometimes crying and sometimes not, but watching everything that was part of his father’s going — listening to the awful hollow thud of every shovel of dirt as it hit the top of the box. When the covering was done, everyone left the churchyard. Percy and Mrs. Warren remained standing beside the grave, looking at the mound of dirt and the rough wooden cross that would mark the spot until a proper stone could be made. It was only then that Percy felt completely alone.
3
Percy’s dazed awareness of his father’s death soon gave way to anger. Anger at being left alone. Anger at those who’d murdered his father and would likely escape their proper punishment. Anger at everyone who now seemed to have forgotten him. And yes, even anger at God for having allowed his father — the finest and best man in the world — to be murdered in such a way. And then, just anger about everything. About life itself. Until anger became a comfort of sorts.
After several days, during which Percy mostly sat brooding in his father’s study and wandering aimlessly about the vicarage, brooding turned to wondering what would become of him. Where would he go? What could he do? Who would be his family?
Those questions were answered more quickly than Percy expected. Three days after the funeral, Mr. Stanton and several of the Parish Council came to the vicarage and invited Percy to join them in the study.
“Yes?” Percy said, not knowing what the visitors were about nor what was to come next.
“Well, there’s a development, Master Percy, that concerns you. Yes, concerns you very definitely,” said Mr. Stanton.
Percy didn’t like the cold look in Mr. Stanton’s eyes or the somber tone of his voice. The others looked down.
“A development? What’s that?” he asked, not knowing what to expect, but sensing that only a painful answer could come from his question.
“We’ve had a reply to our cable to your grandfather. The Vicar’s father, eh? And he...
Mr. Stanton paused in mid-sentence and drew a breath.
“Though he acknowledges, as he must in law, that you are his heir, he says bluntly he’ll have nothing to do with you and particularly he takes no responsibility for you.”
Percy closed his eyes and swallowed hard, uncertain what all that meant. He’d never met his grandfather and his father had told him long ago that the old man wished to have nothing to do with them, though he could not disown them entirely.
“But, what’s to become of me then?” Percy finally asked.
“Your grandfather has made some modest provision, knowing that he must, for you to be taken to an institution near London. He has given the County Council a sum of money for your upkeep while you are in the... eh...
“...while I am in the orphanage! You are sending me to an orphanage!” Percy shouted in disbelief.
“There’s nothing to be done, boy,” said Mr. Stanton, sternly. “And so that’s the end of it. Mrs. Warren will have you ready to travel in the morning.”
And with that, the men departed, leaving Percy alone. Mrs. Warren had gone to her sister’s for the evening, Percy knew, and would not be back till morning.
In the eerie quiet of the vicarage and with time to consider, Percy grasped the full seriousness of what was about to happen to him. That he’d been abandoned by everyone. And that he had no means to survive except by his own resources. It was the sense of being so completely alone that now caused him to fall to tears. That and once again grieving the loss of his father.
Percy lay crying on his bed until he lost consciousness and went to sleep. He awakened some hours later, at first light. It was then he realized that for some reason Mrs. Warren had not returned, as she should have by that time. The vicarage was still empty.
Percy’s emotions now gave way to a sense of panic. Even Mrs. Warren, it seemed, had abandoned him. All he could think was that he was about to be taken to the orphanage and he desperately did not want to go there. A place that to him was like a prison.
Sensing that time was short, he scrambled under his bed for the carpetbag his father had sometimes used. He began to fill it with his belongings. He ran to his father’s study, wondering what things of his father’s he should take to remember him. He couldn’t think clearly or take time to consider, so he just began to take things at random from the desk. A pen. A note pad. A journal. He crammed them all into the bag.
Next, he ran to the kitchen, thinking he would need food for the road. He was now determined to run away as quickly as he could. Anything to avoid the terrible fate of the orphanage. In the kitchen, he found a tin of hard biscuits and a piece of cheese, and tossed them both into the bag.
Now he was ready to make his escape. ‘Should I go out the door?’ he wondered. ‘No. It’ll be watched. The window. My bedchamber window is the way to go,’ he reasoned. ‘A window that will put me on the path through the woods and past the village without being seen.’
Opening the sash, he tossed his bag out first and then climbed after it. As soon as his feet touched the ground, however, he felt the grip of a cold hand on his neck. A strong and unforgiving hand.
“Mr. Stanton said you might try this,” said a scolding voice. Percy looked behind him and could see it was Constable Meeks, the local policeman. 
Percy began to kick and scream, trying with all his might to shake free of the hand on his neck. He flailed about, as he was being dragged around the corner of the vicarage and onto the high street. 
There, he could see a coach waiting, with Mr. Stanton standing beside the open door.
“In here, Master Percy,” Mr. Stanton said, with no particular emotion.
Percy screamed that he refused to go and again attempted to free himself from the constable, but to no avail. Meeks forced him into the coach and came in after him, never releasing his neck.
“Whip-up, driver,” Meeks ordered.
As the coach passed along the village high street, Percy sobbed and looked out the window, knowing he would never see his home again.
 
 

Chapter One
Wherein I Begin to See People
Who Are Not There
Five Years Later. The Benedictine Monastery of St. Ambrose, 
Near Chaumont, Switzerland
April 1911
1
I don’t remember much about it myself. That day, I mean. I recall the icy cold and the sleet against my face. I remember the crying woman in the red scarf — the one who kissed me and said “I love you” and then disappeared across the stone bridge and down the road.
I believe I am fourteen, though I’m not sure. The brother monks say I’ve been here ten years — here in our monastery of Saint Ambrose — and they reckon I was four years old that day I was left at their gate. They say I didn’t know my name, so they called me Gabriel. You know, after the angel.
The odd thing is that Percy St.-John came to Saint Ambrose on a windy November morning, much the same as I had. More or less left at the gate. After an odd commotion in the forecourt, the gate opened and there he stood — slender and carrying his pack, with ruddy cheeks and a full head of fair hair that seemed to stand up and then to go every which way at once. I could see he was feeling lost.
The thing people seem to notice about me is that I’m small for my age. The thing you notice about Percy is his eyes — large, dark eyes that can suddenly rake you with a piercing glance like you were something a dog had left at the doorstep.
Before Percy arrived, the most exciting events of my life happened when I was nine. It was then, you see, that I began to bump into things. I bumped into doors, walls, and furniture. But, when I bumped into old Brother Simon and caused him to drop a platter of the abbey’s best stoneware, Father Abbot sent to Zurich for the famous oculist, Professor Dietrich. He examined me and some of the old monks and then fitted us with spectacles. At first, mine felt very thick and heavy on my nose, but I rejoiced that I no longer bumped into things and people.
2
I cannot remember much about my own history, but I remember the murder. The broken body of the little priest. And all the strange things that happened just before and after. But I’m getting ahead of myself. I guess I must begin at the beginning, where the nightmare that Percy and I lived together started.
You see, it all began that day, several months after Percy’s arrival, as we scrubbed floors in the Scholarium. That’s the monastery’s great library. That was the day I began to see people who are not there. The day I began to hear the chorus of evil voices.
“Ouch! Each time I move, my knees feel like little pins are sticking them,” said Percy, as he stopped scrubbing and glanced over at me. I could see the pain in his face. “Gabriel, we’ve washed most of the floor this afternoon. Time to unbend our legs. If we don’t, we’ll be walking like old Brother Paul the rest of our lives. Did you ever figure that Brother Paul probably got that way by scrubbing too many floors when he was young?”
Suddenly, he smiled. That deceptively angelic, gap-toothed grin that always signaled mischief. “No better way to stretch our legs than to climb the tower, eh?”
We dropped our brushes, sprang to our feet, and in the blink of an angel’s eye we were scrambling up the long ladder toward the hatch that opens onto the roof of the abbey’s great tower. One of our favorite places to go.
As soon as we stepped out, the wind caught our robes like sails, almost taking me off my feet. I closed my eyes and filled my lungs with air that smelled of the new life of early spring. In it was even the fragrance of flowers, though who knew from where.
Our abbey sits on a prominence, and, looking out from the north parapet, we could see clear across that broad valley in the high Alps watered by the River Aarn, all sparkling in the sunlight and washed in shades of blue and green. Across and beyond the valley there arise the ice-covered mountain peaks. Peering over the parapet we could see all the many buildings of the abbey itself — the church, Cloister*, the Dorter or dormitory, the Guest House beyond, and further still, we marveled at the most wondrous part of our abbey — the Tomb. The crypt of Saint Hilda of Braytherae, a twelfth-century Irish nun, lies within our monastery. This tomb is an object of pilgrimage by many who wish to obtain a cure by invoking the saint’s name and begging God’s mercy. The monastery is always host to numerous pilgrims, who sometimes stay with us for several weeks. Percy and I are assigned to care for their needs.
Holding out our arms to catch the wind, Percy and I glided to the south side of the parapet and gazed across the river to the village of Chaumont, nestled in the shadow of the abbey. In fact, the town and most of its surrounding farms and forests are the property of the abbey. Below us, wagons and people moved along the road that connects Zurich and western Switzerland with Austria to the east.
As a monk, I have never been permitted beyond the gate, and so I have often watched those people moving about and wondered about them — their lives, their homes, their shops, and businesses. I sometimes think that I find Percy so interesting because he comes from the world beyond the gates. I remind myself too that the world beyond is filled with temptations to sin, and I fear that even to think about it may be sinful.
We glanced down upon the stone bridge that connects the monastery to the village across the river. To one side of that bridge stand the great iron gates of the abbey, proudly inscribed above with words of our patron saint, which are the motto of our community.
Veni redemptor Gentium
 ‘O come Redeemer of the Earth’... what we monks look forward to with all our hearts. That gate stands guard over the great forecourt of the Church of St. Ambrose, where each Thursday the villagers hold their market.
As Percy gazed down, I found myself looking at him and wondering as I often did just why, or maybe how, he’d come to the monastery. He was about fifteen, I judged — close enough to my own age that Father Abbot had assigned me to be his mentor. I had not presumed to ask Percy about his past, though there was plenty of gossip about him among the brothers. The talk made him seem mysterious.
I am sure I had not heard all the rumors, but I knew the worst of it. Percy is a thief, the monks said. In fact, the brothers say that Percy, despite his age, is a famous thief and even, some said, an evil genius at stealing things — a sinful thing that will surely send him to everlasting hellfire if he does not repent.
Still, Percy seemed to me a good fellow. A little too lost in his own thoughts, most of the time and even given to brooding, but a good person nonetheless. I liked him and, in fact, I noticed that most of the monks did too, in spite of themselves. Since coming to the abbey he had been accepted as a lay-brother and had even impressed the older monks with his knowledge of Latin and Greek and his studies in the Scholarium. Oh yes, Percy St.-John was an odd fish alright. All this made me eager to know much more about him.
3
From the parapet, we surveyed the surrounding forest.
“Looks an evil place alright,” said Percy, shaking his head.
“Oh yes,” I agreed. “Dreadful. For hundreds of years, the folk hereabouts have feared the Forest of Ohme and have dreaded passing through it. Some say that just as God has claimed the prominence of the mountain for His holy monastery, Satan has claimed the lowly forest for his legion of demons.”
Percy cocked his head and eyed me sympathetically, the way he often does. I continued, “Just last month, I heard Brother Felix say that a farmer... poor fellow... who dared to follow a straying cow into the forest found the unfortunate beast, its carcass being fed upon by winged demons, who fluttered away at his approach, cursing him and God. Imagine that, Percy. They were cursing God.”
“Gabriel, if you’ll pardon me for saying so, that’s a lot of monk piffle. You’ve got to get a grip, m’lad, or you’ll be a raving lunatic in only a few years. Living in this place as long as you have can do strange things to a young mind.”
I ignored Percy’s sinful attitude, as I often do, and instead continued to gaze out at the mountains. When I turned again to Percy, he was standing rigid, his eyes closed and his arms at his sides.
At first, I thought he was shamming. Making more fun of my beliefs. He was fond of doing such things. “Percy! Stop shamming,” I demanded. Nothing.
I don’t know why but just then I turned to look behind me, and there stood an old man — dressed in a rough wool tunic, with a rope cinch and a rough-made wooden cross on a leather string about his neck. His long white hair and beard radiated out from his scowling face. His fierce eyes seemed to be on fire. His arms were outstretched. At me!
My blood ran cold and the look of him so frightened me that I fell to my knees. Just then the old man rose up above the roof by a meter or more and hovered in the air before me. Maybe it’s God the Father, I thought. The old man looked like I often imagined God must look.
I closed my eyes, hoping he would disappear and prove I was having a dream. No good. When I opened my eyes, he was still there, his fiery eyes still fixed on me and looking even angrier.
Now standing, I too began to rise off the roof. The frightful old man kept his gaze riveted on me, as I began to hover, first above the tower roof and then slowly out beyond the parapet, high above the forecourt. I knew that somehow it was the force of the old man’s gaze that had lifted me off the roof. I wanted to close my eyes, but couldn’t. For some reason, I was compelled to experience the full fright of drifting high above the pavement below, knowing that I would surely fall to my death.
Then there came from deep within the old man a low, guttural voice, which said only one word: “Cavefacio!” A word I did not understand.
Once this was said, the old man seemed to lose energy. He closed his eyes. Then repeated, only now in a lower, less angry voice, “Cavefacio.”
The old man’s loss of energy allowed me to close my eyes and when I reopened them, I found myself kneeling on the roof, still terrified.
I turned to look at Percy, to see if he’d witnessed the same thing — heard the strange word — but he remained rigid, his eyes closed.
When I turned once more the old man was gone.
“Why are you kneeling, Gabriel?” I heard Percy ask. I swung around with a start and came to my feet.
“Percy! Did you see him? Hear him?”
“See who?”
“The old man with the white beard.”
“You saw an old man? Where?” he asked, looking over the parapet.
“Yes,” I said, insisting. “Here. On the tower. An angry old man who hovered.... Looked like God the Father.”
Percy’s face suddenly filled with disbelief. “Gabriel, you’ve been having one of those monkish visions that people who live in places like this often have. It’s a trick your mind plays on you. Happens all the time in monasteries, eh?”
All that gave me to know that Percy was not going to believe me. So I decided merely to ask him something I did not understand.
“Percy, what does Cavefacio mean? I know it’s Latin, but I am a simple speaker and it’s not a word I know.”
Percy raised his chin and looked at me differently, somehow. Strangely. As if I’d said something I was not supposed to know.
“It’s an odd and very ancient way of saying Caveo — Beware,” he explained.
“Oh.”
Percy continued to eye me strangely, in a sidelong way. Meanwhile, there was something very calming in Percy’s explanation, and I was no longer frightened. It troubled me that I did not understand why I should see something that Percy did not see. Why I should be warned to ‘Beware,’ when others were not. What, I wondered, was happening to me? I decided to say no more and tell no one of the strange man, lest everyone should think I was going mad.
 

Chapter Two
Wherein Percy is Accused
1
Just then the great bell began to ring, almost shaking us off our feet. Percy glanced at me wide-eyed. “Vespers (4.30 p.m.), and we’ll be late again for sure!” he shouted, covering his ears with his hands.
I couldn’t hear him above the noise of the bell, but there was no need to tell me what to do. We dashed for the hatch and slid down the ladder at a speed only a little short of a free fall. I went first and I remembered thinking that if I stopped Percy would surely crash into me and knock me loose.
Once at the foot of the tower, we scurried across the church and into the chapel, where the monks had gathered ahead of us. Once again Percy and I brought up the rear, under the disapproving eyes of the older monks. We sat without looking up.
There was already a special excitement in the air. It was the Day of Ashes* and the entire monastery was entering into the joy of anticipating the day of Our Lord’s Resurrection. Father Abbot arrived a little late — more’s the relief to Percy and me — and as he took his seat, Prior Oswald entered, looking around, his eyes wide, and it seemed to me, distressed.
The Prior is a tall, bulky man with a long nose, small mouth, and large ears. He has a way of towering over others and looking down his nose in the most unpleasant way. I
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