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  Chapter 1
I confess


Ikilled my first man at the age of 20, but it took another 321 years for me to commit regicide. I regret nothing, but my faith, when I had it, teaches confession is good for the soul. When offered unburdening, I used to retort, but what about if you don’t have a soul? What if there is no ‘afterlife’ to be concerned about? This confession will not change the sorry facts, nor can it restore life to the queens I killed, or their thrones to righteous rulers. Nothing can recompense the damage my hands have wrought. 
Will my written account bring me the infamy I sought at the time? Perhaps. Might it answer the questions you doubtless have about how a lowly man such as I could do the terrible things I have done? Maybe. 
In the hope that you will at least understand, I write this ‘confession’ for you now. Because, whether or not you agree with what I did, perhaps it will aid your acceptance of the new world order which has resulted.
Once you know the worst of it, then you may judge me as you will. But judge after you have decided whether you would take the offer of ease in your old age? Perhaps you are young now, or in your autumn years, or maybe you simply miss the vitality of youth? Maybe you can appreciate, if you had been blind for many a century, to suddenly see again would be a marvellous thing. Ask yourself, what would you do to have your life restored, enhanced even, so that you can be all that you were again?
I can tell you, such a gift is beyond compare, if you have any sort of artistry in your soul, be it with paint, or words, or simply sitting admiring the beauty of a landscape. Colours are so vibrant you wince, then widen your eyes again just to absorb their brilliance. Clarity where there was fogginess. In the distance, a tree looks as thorny as it feels when you touch it. All your senses, which sharpened to accommodate the loss of one, take a minute to dull again. In a heartbeat, your balance is restored. And, for a fleeting time, you feel whole again. Human again. Something I will never be, except in that exquisite moment.
But once I had filled my gaze with the glory of the world around me, the clock began ticking for the payment. 
And the cost weighed heavier on me with each kill I made, murders at her behest. I see now, my debt can never be fully repaid, nor my conscience restored. 
But, I get ahead of myself. You don’t even know how it began, so I can hardly expect you to decide my guilt without all the facts. If you are to be my only friend or my judge, jury and executioner, at least afford me the chance to make my case?

      [image: ]Very well, let my confession begin. My name is William, but you may call me Bill. Blind Bill. You shall not know my surname, it is not relevant at this moment. As I put quill to parchment and paint you a picture of my deeds, my future is as uncertain to me as it has ever been. Let me assure you, though, I was brought up a good Catholic child, an orphan housed in a monastery. I was happy there, mixing the inks and admiring the art of the monks, and learning how to pound roots and concoct cures. 
Thereafter, and for many a year, I was a good Catholic man. Called to serve in the third Crusade, I became an excellent soldier and swordsman and fought alongside kings and noblemen until the sixth such endeavour. Returning to England in 1230, I counted my fiftieth Christmas, an unusually long time to have lived already. I wandered the land, seeking to escape my guilt and searching for purpose. Finding no consolation in the sinful behaviour of those I had fought to defend,  my conscience shed mile by mile, until I had no conscience left at all. 
As I aged, I’m sorry to admit, I became a poor judge of character, and the tenuous grip I had on my temper frequently weakened. By the time I was an old man and tired of travelling, having no other skills with which to earn coin other than my sword and a limited knowledge of herbs, I turned to assassination as a trade. The line between cure and kill is fine, and I developed a passion for the art of poisoning, for when combat was inappropriate. Through this, I also discovered patience, which is not always the virtue the Bible suggests it to be.
Without my comrades at arms, mine was a lonely life, and what happened during the course of it has not changed that fact. I know not why I have no-one left to call family, and few survived to call me friend, for, if you met me, you’d see I am an amiable sort. My trade inclined me to secretive behaviour. Perhaps that is why I am alone, and why I write this now, for dying alone and unknown is a terrible fate for anyone. 
Age and infirmity often equates to unwanted, and the prattling youths who paid me to cause an accident upon their fathers were in a hurry to spend their money. This final target was going to be my last: a younger brother was to pay me most handsomely so that he could inherit the title. 
My story could have ended there. Perhaps it would have been better if it had, in a staged robbery gone bad, somewhere south of Edinburgh. I faced a younger, nimbler and hungrier man, desperate to avoid the premature end which had been bought for him. I hadn’t accounted for the target’s superior fencing ability in my simple plan, and his brother hadn’t mentioned it when we made the agreement. A misjudgement which would cost me.
Facing my imminent death at the point of a blade after a dual, my thoughts might have turned to the trivialities of my afterlife which, as a human, I still believed in. That I would go to hell unless I could make a confession. 
I truly believed in those things, at that time. 
No, I did not have a care for my soul then, when I ought to have. I remained alive when he beat me sheerly because of anger. A simmering resentment, a fear of ignominy, festered along with my wounds. 
No-one would remember my valiant deeds. My sword struck in the name of the Lord. My compassion as I tended to the wounds of my fellow soldiers. 
The depth of my emotion supplanted any regret I may have harboured for my sins. Indeed, the very notion of my imminent death, minor, insignificant and warranted though it probably was, took me by surprise. Lying there on the roadside, bleeding out from well-struck nicks to my side and crippled by a slash behind my knees, I should have contemplated my end and made peace with my God. Offered prayers for my redemption. Bleeding thus, with the fire of rage coursing out of me despite my paltry attempts to stem its flow, I nearly slipped into oblivion. 
Fate stepped in before my essence could seep entirely through the earth, to Hell. 






  
  Chapter 2
The choice


An old comrade happened past my near-dead self as I silently fumed and bled. We had fought side by side once, near Jerusalem in an ill-fated Crusade. Immediately understanding the unlikelihood of my survival in this state, he reminded me of a debt he owed me. Few people owe me anything, but our bond was one of brothers in arms, and honour. My longsword had saved his life before, and he could now repay the favour. ‘Everything hath a time,’ as those of us living in these Elizabethan times oft say, and, perchance, this was it; the time my obstinate refusal to die anonymous and silent would be rewarded. 
As he dragged me to a dark barn for shelter, he gave me a choice: die or turn. 
“Turn into what?” I asked, for I knew nothing of his true nature.
“Who you were destined to be. A killer evermore, but, one who could save lives as well.”
Now, please understand, even though I had ended many a life, there had almost always been justification. Usually, my own survival depended on my opponent’s demise. I could not understand why he should want me to continue, for surely killing without justification is a sin?
I had killed near a dozen people in return for coin, and sometimes only for food. Dozens more crusading across the ocean. Possibly hundreds. I lost count. Each one I justified with some pretext - the righteousness of the cause, a papal directive, or, simply that it was my life or theirs. It’s different in war, but my taking of lives hadn't stopped upon my return.
“I’ll take whatever you can offer, friend,” said I to my saviour, little understanding the consequence.
In a whispered voice, he counselled me that the suffering I felt from my wounds was nothing compared to the agony he would inflict upon me if I agreed. If it weren’t for the debt he owed me, he would not offer this choice, but put me swiftly out of my misery. The pain of enacting his proposal, he promised, would only be temporary, as the soul separates. It was worth it to live once again, he swore. Whole. Impervious. I would have the chance to live a hundred lives. To see a ten thousand sunrises. Not in heaven, or hell, but here on earth. 
As a vampire. 
I see now the offer of a choice, to die or turn, was his gift. He could have killed me easily and been done with it. I would have known no different. He could have lulled me to a place where I felt no pain before ending my life with some measure of satisfaction for us both. 
The price of his blood was not only his debt of honour cleared but also to serve the Church in peacetime, as he did. Dressed in clergy vestments, he put his hands together and bowed his head.
“Only in this way,” he said, “Could I make up for the innocent lives I took in the Crusade. You can too.” I saw in his eyes that he truly believed this notion, and it appealed to me.
It is to my shame that I accepted his offer, but not to make recompense for my previous sins. I just wanted to not die on the side of the road, as a nobody with no-one to remember me. Thus, I followed his path and became both priest and vampire. For a while, I laid down my weapons, and the burden of the souls I took before their time, and surrendered all memory of my own soul in service of the one true faith.
Decades, then centuries passed, and I served the Church faithfully and well. Make no mistake, the entire Catholic faith isn’t filled with vampires. Those of us who serve both our blood-bonded brothers and the faith are specially selected for entry into this elite creaturehood. It usually requires careful negotiation with the ruling Vampire Council, but my friend vouched for me and my years of service fighting for the faith proved I could be trusted. 
Those of us who live on blood alone, and live eternally, have the conundrums of their condition well catered for by Rome. What other institution can organise an easy move from one parish to another to avoid doubt being cast upon your lack of aging? Where else can you feast upon freshly drawn blood, the letting of which is considered by humans to cure all manner of ailments? And where else could I test and test again the effects of my passion, my concoctions, with no suspicion falling upon me?





OEBPS/cover.jpeg
»
\

22
; JAN OIS TERS

ol
b
o

!’
)
"'
>

.4"

FABLES FROM NATURAE
HISTORICAL FANTASY SHORT STORIES





OEBPS/images/96b311bc-a50f-4ca6-9b10-e7fdc1931b12.png
a
w
=
»
=l
m
=l
B







OEBPS/images/61bd995a-dac2-4c31-8d17-df94403600e1.png









