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  Introduction

  
  




Ideally, the word ugly describes the appearance of another and is usually used from shallow perspectives. 

But in this case, it will be used to describe something truly disgusting.

Humans.

Heinous, ungodly creatures whose focus is to gain what they can from another as they slowly entice their prey with flawed beauty.

These are self-righteous, egotistical, and deceptive animals, and their only purpose is to create suffering for life around them. 

They wear foolish veils to conceal the true iniquities hidden in their pores.

Humans are ugly. 








  
  
  Chapter One

  
  




The Witch from Overseas

Ellen, a loving mother and a brilliant wife who moved to Deacon State in the early 1600s, seeks an opportunity for a new life. She was married to a blacksmith and cradled an infant while maintaining her household. The beauty glowing from her demanded the attention of anyone, but the charm was her most notable and gentle factor. This pleasantness she carried, which should have been embraced blissfully, was instead piquing the curiosity of her neighbors. Who was she? Where did she come from? Why is she here?

The more Ellen did, the more they began to stalk her. They were intrigued by strange artifacts that entered and left her home, cautious when she would greet them so gleefully and envious of the shimmer in her gorgeous allure.

At night, they would wait anxiously to hear her strange prayers before she would blow out the candles and cover her windows. They began to resent her and her family because of their discomfort, feeling justified and masking their envy in the shroud of witchcraft; they took their quarls to the king of Deacon State.

He denied any wrongdoing from the family and disregarded the complaints. To the people, this was unacceptable, and they began devising a plan. While Ellen and her family were out, some bitter neighbors broke into her home and stole some cultural artifacts from her homeland. They presented these items to the king and claimed they were used in her rituals to overthrow him.

The king became speculative, arresting Ellen and her family while investigating her home. Paintings, figurines, and other artifacts covered the interior of her little house, but what caught the king’s eye was a black leather book resting on the dining room table. He opened the book and saw strange writings in a language he didn’t understand.

He picks up the book, and as he sifts through the pages, he walks outside. The town watches as the king’s soldiers seize Ellen and her husband, along with her crying infant, while the king towers over her. 

“Tell me, woman, what language is such writing?” The king questions as he stares down at her with the book open.

She hesitates to speak and frantically glances at her husband, who was beaten and lying still on the grass outside their home.

“It is nothing, only remedies and medicine from my country.” Ellen sobs as she looks back at the king.

“That is not what I asked.” He scolds. “Tell me what foreign language this reads, or you and your family will suffer.”

“It’s the language from my homeland.”

She frantically looks back and forth between her battered husband and the wailing infant cradle in the soldier’s hands. 

“Riddle this witchcraft and speak an ill tongue. Does thou plot to take my throne?”

“No!” Ellen struggled in the restraints around her wrist.

“This cursed black book with crooked writing unheard of from my land sits in a room with luxurious spoils off my coast.”

“I swear to you, great king, there is no plot for your throne!”

He closes the book and squats to her level.

“My people have told me of your ways, and I turned a blind eye, for at the time, your presence was not troublesome.” He holds up the book. “But this, I can not ignore. I have spoken with the priest, and the conversations you have with your family seem to be from a demonic tongue.”

“It is just my way!” She yells.

“Witchcraft is your way?”

“It is not witchcraft!” Ellen’s tears drip from her face as she sobs uncontrollably.

“But it is; this language and your culture have changed the lives of my people. They come to me now showing ailments and afflictions that did not exist before your arrival.” The king stands up. “All of this disorder has led back to you and your family.”.

“Please, I beg you!” Ellen cries.

“I will cease this and send a message back to your people, a warning that if any of your kind step foot on this land, they shall meet the same fate.” He signals two soldiers to his side. “Kill them.”

“NO!” Ellen frantically struggles even more in her restraints.

Helplessly, she watches as the soldier stabs a sword through her husband’s chest and the other swats the infant to the ground. Ellen screeches as the soldier stomps on the infant’s head, silencing the child’s wailing.

As the crushed bones of her child ring in her ear, a disturbed stillness covered her expression. It became lifeless and static as she turned her gaze to the king.

“I have only shown love and kindness to all of you, but I have only received distasteful glares and petty malice. You even dare to violate my home and steal from me,” she giggles, then calmly stares blankly into the king’s eyes. “I did not bring hell to this land. But now, you will suffer my agony! Your inefficacious bloodline will feel the endless piercing of my hate!” 

She lets out a roaring scream, causing the king to step back and gesture for her death.

“Tu veck. Ma. Ra. septur ame.” She mumbles.

“Remove her face and paste it on the palace gate!” The king demanded. 

“TU VEKC! MA! RA! SEPTUR AME!” Ellen screams as the soldier holds her face to the ground. 

Ellen’s chanting becomes raspy and erratic as it rises in pitch. Swiftly, the soldier given the order pulls out a knife and begins slowly cutting into her cheek. Her voice mixed with the ripping of her skin until her yelling became nothing but gurgling. Once her face was removed and her voice went silent, the soldier handed it to the king, who held it high. 

The people cheered in excitement at her humiliation, and they set her house ablaze.

A horrid vindictive force engulfed Deacon State years after Ellen’s execution, and the people suffered unnatural misfortune. Wives and mothers held stillborns. Claims of hearing a baby faintly crying in their sleep spread through the kingdom, and there were several sightings of a shadowy creature that lingered at the bedside. But, the true terror that demanded the king’s immediate attention was the incidents of entire families found dead, with peeled flesh hanging off of their faces.

In the throne room of the palace, the king converses with the priest.

“She did this!” The king coughs. “This…This curse is her doing!”

His skin was now melting off parts of his face as he slumped uncomfortably on his throne. 

“We must cease this, or my kingdom will fall to ruin!” The king shouts, coughing violently as more of his flesh drips off of his jaw. “ Why are you not speaking!”

He slowly looks at the priest.

“I have a thought, sire.”

“What is it?”

“In all these occurrences, my lord, one thing remains the same: a mirror is cracked in their homes.”

“That explains my chamber. What do you think it means?” The king strains.

“Her spell may reside in the reflection of man’s eyes.”

“What about the wretched creature that haunts me? And that awful infant crying?” His voice quivers as a tear falls from his deforming eye. “We have ended a great evil, and this is our end? What must we do?”

“Sire, do not lose faith. I can gather my congregation, and we can conceal this evil within the spiritual realm it came from.”

“What good is containment? Why not rid this evil?”                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                

“This affliction she placed is not of this land; I could only guess that it is a generational incantation, and only her people know of its origins; there is no way to rid it without knowing its traditional dialect.”

“Then do what you must; end this turmoil.” The king sobs.

“As you wish,” the priest bowed and exited the throne room.

The king’s priest summoned his council around candles arranged in a triangle on the cathedral floor. They began chanting as the lead priest stepped forward, placing a mirror in the middle of the formation. Slowly, he stepped back and opened a large white book with a black cross painted on the cover.

“I say to thee, ye black and wicked demonic spell!” He begins, waving one hand while the book sits in the other. “By the power of our lord! I cast yee evil back to the spirit realm!”

The church’s walls quake as the congregation chanting echoes the cathedral, and the torches fizzle as a rushing wind crashes through the stained glass.

“AVE! MA! KAH MA! RO SA!” The priest shouts.“MOR! KAHN E! FOR RA! SO!”

The mirror shook as he chanted, increasing in vibration until it cracked. The lit candles surrounding it blew out completely, and a swift calmness filled the dark room as the congregation stood silent.

“Father Albat, is it finished?”

“For now.” He says calmly, staring at the cracked mirror.








  
  
  Chapter Two

  
  




The Bakley House

In the present day, at the peak of midnight. A truck with the words Ghost Seekers painted on its side pulls into the parking lot of an attraction, an abandoned mansion. Inside were three men who quickly gathered their gear and exited the vehicle as it stopped. One man stays behind and rustles in the back seat while the other two head towards the mansion’s entrance. They pushed past the gate surrounding the private property and stood on the mansion’s porch.

“What’s up, my fellow seekers? Here we are at the newly rebuilt Barkley house,” one of the men whispers to the cameraman.

“Not recording yet, Jack.”

“Chris, hurry up. We don’t have all night.” Jack rushes as he adjusts his jacket.

The truck in the parking lot slams shut in the distance, causing both men to turn around.

“Alright, I’m ready!” A man yells as he jogs at them.


“Shhhhh! Rick! Do you want to invite security?!” Jack whispered aggressively. 

“My bad.”

Jack clears his throat and takes a deep breath as Chris presses the record button on the camera.

“Here we are at the remastered Bakley house.” He says as he reaches for the mansion’s doorknob.

Before he could even touch it, the door slowly creaks open.

“O-okay?”

“Did you do that?” Chris peeks from behind the camera.

“No,” 

“Let’s not start freaking out. Nothing even happened yet,” Rick chuckled.

“You go in first, then,” Jack remarks, gesturing
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