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The following is a detailed content warning of the following book. It is strongly advised that you read this to understand what exact instances of such categories ensue. For your safety, please consult with the book’s warnings.

DELIVER US TO EVIL contains extreme and/or intense sequences of strong elements. Some of these sequences involve children in peril.

THIS IS NOT A NOVEL TO TAKE LIGHTLY.

If you feel any sort of emotional discomfort from the following, please do not read this novel:

• Prolonged on-page sequences of grisly horror violence including mutilation, gore, etc.


-  Characters are stabbed, shot, dismembered, mutilated, and murdered in brutal ways—including a graphic sequence that recreates the crucifixion of Jesus as according to the Bible.


• On-page mentions/sequences of characters committing self-harm/suicide


-  A character self-inflicts a bullet wound to the head. On-page and brief.


• Graphic implications/reference to sexual abuse, pedophilia, human trafficking, and rape


-  A few flashback sequences describe a character being raped and being greatly traumatized. Does not go into graphic detail but is very disturbing in nature.


• On-page homophobia/transphobia


-  Two instances of derogatory remarks directed towards a queer character.


While this list is not definitive, you should best receive an idea as to what this novel contains. 

Individuals with anxiety and/or depression may have an unsafe experience reading this novel due to its extreme nature(s). If, at any point, you experience discomfort/distress from any sequence of the novel, please immediately cease reading for your wellbeing.

By continuing to read DELIVER US TO EVIL, you hereby agree to exposure to disturbing/graphic material.

You also agree that the author (H.L. Crowe) or other affiliated person(s) are NOT, and will NOT, be held responsible or accountable for what may conjure from reading the material.  Thank you for consulting with this important warning.
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Prologue: June 1778
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“Put on the full armor of God, so that you can take your stand against the devil’s schemes.” —Ephesians 6:11 (NIV)

Reverend Joseph Easterbrook was a noble man who never believed Hell on Earth could take place should God continue to watch over the world He so loved and created. But he was wrong.

Especially back then.

You can never be too sure if God leaves tiny threads within the sown strings tied to His hand for evil like this to seep through. But He sure did.

And that was all it took: that tiny opening within the threads. And there came in the Fallen Angel. Satan came to overrun the Earth and plague the influence chain with his own plague.

It all went down like that. And it would continue to strike the tyrants who walk among us then, now, and later. 

The year was 1778; the great village of Yatton in Somerset was rather a tranquil of many traits, especially as an enclave versus the industrial frenzy that intertwined the larger cities alike. Like a dwarf to a titan did it stand thriving, untouched. It was no stranger to being the odd one out of the bunch yet being unique on its own.

As Autumn settled throughout the village, so did the fresh bales of hay and the struggled cobblestone paths that wound throughout the village. The dawn of bloomed flowers released their aroma for all the hard-working townspeople until dusk; damp soil and fallen leaves settled; the times were changing.

However, despite the pastoral charm that overruled the cottages of this happy little village, they were no strangers to the face of hardship. Illnesses that modern medicine can easily treat and cure in today’s times were rather fatal back then. 

And, especially after the wake of the Salem Witch Trials just over a century ago, superstitious paranoia and malevolent spirits seemingly ran through Yatton. Or so the people believed such was real.

This was no fairytale to take lightly, though. At least that’s what is assumed through the beacon of hope that is the church, a sanctuary of stone walls and solace for those who seek this intervention.

The focus, however, was on the eponymous George Lukins. George was a simple tailor to say the least. A man of trades and a quiet demeanor, his face and name were well-known and circled around the village quite often. His handiwork was greatly praised. He worked in a workshop that crafted wooden furniture exclusively for the village but sometimes—if they were fortunate enough—they exported their goods to other villages that requested the furniture ahead of time due to its remarkable craftsmanship and durability.

George was best known there at the workshop for being innovative on using different materials for the wood, from birch to spruce to even poplar to maple. 

However, a contrasting underbelly laid underneath his everyday life; one that people talked about in hushed undertones of wariness and bottled-up hysteria. Inexplicable fits, utterances in foreign tongues, and unnerving, irrational jolts and thrashes of sudden movement captured the village man by invisible shackles of an unspoken evil one day, but who knows when that day was.

Everyone swore they could see, hear, and speak no evil. 

But George was the opposite to such, and it became known upon his confession that he believed to have been possessed by demons.

An abnormal account to many, Yatton was catapulted into wariness over George’s words. But it wasn’t his own fault, according to his point of view. Despite his pleas and genuine trembles, people refused to consider that he felt as though someone or something was watching him, stalking him, hunting him.

Stumbling home and using the excuse that he was simply tired grew repetitive in no time flat, leaving George’s wife no choice but to reach out for help. Therefore, Reverend Easterbrook was contacted on his personal behalf.

As he stood at the forefront of six clergymen he had summoned for the solemn ritual, the church’s foundation settled and so had the weather outside. 

Calm and clear, yet it was bound to turn in a pandemonium of unforgiveness with thunderclaps of the Devil’s chants and lightning of the demonic possession within.

In the candlelight ever so dim, the faces of the clergymen were a cluster of sternness. The age-old symbol of purification was emitting its scent among the people tonight, especially given their daring task. The rustling of their robes was as soft as a mouse as they gathered their necessary materials for tonight’s exorcism on George. 

“My brothers in Christ,” Easterbrook began the meeting. “We are here to confront a great darkness that is here and imminent in our town; the darkness in the innocent George Lukins.”

A sour expression was glued onto his face as he explained the situation. A scenario like this was the last thing anyone in the church could anticipate, let alone prepared for. 

But this was a symbol that evil was real and was thriving on Earth; the church could only beacon hope for so long before people had to accept there was no Promised Land on Earth. But people on the other side of the debate were unwilling to give in to that argument, keeping a great, unwavering faith.

The materials on the table—the Holy Bible, crucifixes, and vials of holy water—were laid out before the altar as the clergymen gathered.

“We must realize that the unwavering faith of the Lord’s power will guide us tonight,” Reverend John Valton added. “And we must also remember that it is not by our power but the Lord Almighty’s that we can hope to succeed.” A final nod followed by the clergymen as the sacred place continued to take on a hymn of otherworldly glow; the baby embers relentlessly dancing with the thin air around it. 

Emerging from the shadows of the church came the clergymen, met with the abstract, rough filtered light of the moon. A mist clung onto the village, setting the scene for an ominous showdown between faith and one of the Devil’s minions. Reverend Easterbrook led the others to the waiting horse-drawn carriage.

“We must draw haste to arrive and save George,” Easterbrook cried. “Everyone abroad the carriage!” 

Its wooden wheels and iron axles were glistening faintly with the moon that was set abroad in the sleeping town of Yatton. A familiar tension was in the air and felt crisp and bitter; an unsettling cold brought about the clergymen. And those who were there at this downfall of strange events would know their dignities would be wronged.

And those who tasted the bite of the sword dubbed this night in one phrase with enough weight to crumble Babylon: Satan is real.

The coachman cracked his whip, and the horses lurched forward as the clergymen descended into prayer after climbing inside. 

The hard, wooden benches settled, and a soft rattle of the wheels against the rough earth “roads” were the sounds that orchestrated the soundtrack of tonight’s ritual. The clip-clop of hooves, frankly, not as menacing as the hooves of Lucifer, provided accompaniment as well. Meanwhile, Easterbrook was lost in his own thoughts, especially about his awaiting lonesome queen of a wife back at home. Everywhere he looked, everything he thought—it was masked in a tangible foreboding.

But the look of the Lukins’ house had no avail with settling the nerves. The humble abode of ivy creeping up the walls of the stern residence, the disarrayed garden bed, it was all a sight to take in and not one that any of the clergymen wished to be looking at. 

But due to George’s alleged demonic possession, everything, including his personal property such as his house and the garden, was out of hand. 

“Have faith in our mission,” Easterbrook instructed to the coachman, nodding his head and thanking him for the hasteful ride to the Lukins’ house.

“Yes, my dear friends,” the coachman responded with a French accent. “Godspeed.” The coachman was frail in his bones yet mighty in his height. Considering his simple job involved driving the horse carriages for the church, he wasn’t the biggest profile to question anything revolved around the church’s deeper archives of mystery. 

He was a known local for someone who had become increasingly introverted in his elderly years. Nonetheless, he held a sense of pride in his carriage services.

Easterbrook appreciated him heavily; not just for the wits of dedication but also the immense determination for such and such despite being far past the age of retirement. Yet no matter how much he aged, he’d never lose that French accent that everyone adored. As the clergymen dismounted from the carriage and approached the front door of the Lukins’ house, George’s wife, Mary Crotz-Lukins, burst through in a state of hysteria. 

“Thank God you’ve come!” She cried, fear and exhaustion visible in her eyes, as visible as the tremble in her joints. “George...he’s gotten much worse! The fits and the screaming and the foreign tongues...oh please, O’ good Easterbrook! You must help him!”

“Fret not, Mrs. Lukins,” Reverend Valton reassured. “We will do everything in our power to contain the threat. Have faith in our trial.” 

Mary led the clergymen inside, where the interior of the house was nothing more but a neglected sight that bore witness to the many terrors of George Lukins and his demons. Furniture lay overturned; signs of struggle along the walls and flooring lay evident, and the eyes of the clergymen lay on the ominous upstairs atmosphere, sensing the Satanical aura of what was anticipating its challenger. 

The sight was an otherworldly view of demonic Hell on Earth objectified into a person, a grisly scene that was extremely hard to watch. George Lukins lay stiff, ankles and wrists tightly knotted by ropes on all corners of the bedframe, to prevent any further outbursts. 

But even with such a seemingly docile state, the details you could see with just a few seconds of laying your eyes on his form would be enough to conceive some sort of trauma.

Erratic breathing amplified his wretched, pale chest and other features as he turned his head upwards, gaze falling on the clergymen and his wife standing in the corner with red-rimmed, tear-filled eyes. His body had gone from a friendly cell of angelic divine to a withering cell of demonic divine. 

Such duality in a human could never be fully studied for many would mentally shut down and have suicidal headaches into full oblivion. The body is simply the scariest part of a human.

Pale and clammy skin took a stark contrast against the well-made quilt blankets that were set and lay on four corners of the mattress. With his guttural growling and incoherent spews of nothing more than just saliva and jagged-yet-straight-looking teeth, each movement, each spasm, was showing how the demon deemed itself immortal by design. 

As the bed rattled and thrashed as George attempted to escape his invisible shackles in this prison, the clergymen knew this would be the ultimate task of their entire careers. And maybe their whole lives even far into retirement.

Mary Crotz-Lukins bore witness to the exorcism that was inbound, as so did the furniture of the living and the aura of the bedroom in which George lay shackled. 

She clutched a rosary in both hands; the beads slipped through her fingers as desperate prayers were murmured. Though gruesome at best and the very worst she’s seen her husband, Mary remained in hopes that the man she knew would return and be subsequently saved.

The ferocious love and hope could have seemingly overpowered the demon alone. The clergymen set themselves around the victim of Satan’s grim attack, a grim determination ever so present in the chanted prayers that filled the room with an unsettling accompaniment of inhumane screams. 

A variety of sacred tools came to their disposal; holy water was sprinkled over the twitching face of George Lukins, met with an eerie sizzle of disintegration as the droplet of water and skin collided in contact—as if it were burning away the evil within. Aloft the chest and forehead came crucifixes held by the clergymen, invoking the power of Christ to drive away such force.

A dark incense of uncertainty began to fill the room as though it were an invisible carbon monoxide. It was not as though they were being physically poisoned; but rather mentally. George only grew more violent as the exorcism continued, and his thrashing movements and more guttural screams were evident of such. 

Yet the clergymen ceased to falter to the face of the Devil. For idol hands are his workshop.

Prayers grew fervent and so did readings from the Book of Psalms, knowing that King David’s words were as sharp enough to pierce as a dagger to the beast—as was a Bible to a demon. Finally, with a unison of the clergymen, Easterbrook lifted one hand over the face of the exorcised victim and began to recite the Lord’s Prayer in a desperate, final plea for deliverance to the man...should he be delivered.

“Our Father, who art in Heaven...” he began, instructing the rest of the clergymen to join in on the prayer. “Hallowed be thy name!”

“Thy kingdom come; thy will be done on Earth as it is in heaven!” The demon inside of George seemed to flash with illuminated flashes of hallucination, the masquerading flesh and body of the man mixing with the invisible silhouette of the demon. 

The familiar face with the striking features of the one that’d tormented all in Hell. He was possessed by the Antichrist’s perfect devil with hooves; amongst all demons that existed, regardless of whichever dimension it should be, it was certain that it was Him. The Fallen Angel.

Satan.

“Give us this day our daily bread; and forgive us our trespasses...” Reverend Valton continued the prayer. “...as we forgive those who have trespassed against us; and lead us not into temptation...” 

With a final whiplash of a hacking lunge upwards only to be held down by cold, elder hands of God’s servants (and the crucifix held above), the reverend finished the prayer with the iconic words that’d lock Satan away from the grasp of George Lukins. And he spoke, “...but deliver us from evil! Amen!”

As the final words hymned about the chaotic aura of the bedroom, the clergymen’s hands showing shadowy prints of a physical trauma and his wife unable to tear her eyes away from her husband, George’s body went still.

All motion stopped in its tracks and, as per Newton’s law, the thing in motion had an opposing force to act upon it. He was not in motion anymore. A surge of hope rekindled amongst the clergymen as George’s body ceased its convulsive movements. 

This eerie calm, however, would only be the start of what the clergymen were invited to view for themselves. Suddenly, George opened his eyes with a newfound serene. He spoke with a tongue that was no foreign tongue, but a familiar tongue of divine clarity that echoed amongst the room. 

“Blessed be the name of the Lord for I am delivered!” He exclaimed, though he was still suspended to the mattress and the bedframe by ropes. Seeing that he had gained his life back, the clergymen hurried to undo the ties and free the man. 

Mary wept with gratitude, offering a silent thanks to the saviors, the clergymen that had performed his exorcism before his wife. 

Though it would be permanently etched into her memory forever, Mary was relieved to know her husband was saved.

Or so, they thought.

As George arose from the bed, sitting up to relieve himself of his strained posture, something sinister began to take shape. His serene smile suddenly replaced itself with a maleficent grin of some sort of evil, burning with an unholy evil left unchecked. 

Before you knew it, the eyes of George grew orange with embers while his limbs began to convulse in unnatural angles, cracking skin and forcefully tearing apart bone in its violent wake.

The clergymen were quick to react to the sudden takeover, but this force, this Satanic force of a malicious nature—it was designed to kill.

Blood spurred like a water sprinkler to a lawn as skin ripped at the joints and gave way to bodily matter; the walls of the room and wherever else were the canvas for this painted image. 

Bones cracked for a gruesome image of the man that was just saved—or thought to be saved—now forcefully mutilating himself into something unwatchable. George’s skin darkened and cracked as it was forced to stretch and bend in such ways that wouldn’t be humanely possible on its own.

Something was clawing its way out of the human cell of George Lukins; the demon wasn’t fully cast away. And it couldn’t be more crystal clear when the eyes of George were suddenly impaled from the inside-out. 

Tears of bloody red instead of a hysterical clear poured down the eye sockets. Dark, wretched horns sprouted from within, George’s eyeballs instantly withering to the flaming visage of Satan’s arrival on Earth; impaled from the inside-out by the horns. The air was groomed with a sulfur stench; the entire room now trembles over the energy.

But as George’s body morphed, his hands reached up for either angle of his already-torn jaws. With disfigured fingers and non-existent muscles, he then began to brutally yank both sides of his mouth from either the upper or lower side, devilishly cracking his skull back and forward into two halves. 

A seeming pattern of smiles, jagged teeth upon jagged teeth, took a visual shape as the intestinal, visceral look of George’s skull and the inside of his head morphed into the shape that was Satan. Fully embodied by the Antichrist, George’s body was nothing more than a disintegrating slosh of mushy red as the demon that’d been possessing him came to life.

A chilling laugh, enveloped as the million senses of creeping death, erupted from Satan’s wretched, dry mouth of sin. And he spoke. 

“Fools! Nothing but fools!” He cackled, his voice dripping with a familiar malice. Shivers cracked down the spines of the clergymen as they breathed in and drank the sight before them. 

“Did you believe feeble little prayers would banish me?! Why are you very mistaken."

Reverend Easterbrook only stood with paralysis from such irrational fear. Where was God to save him from this fallen angel when he needed him? Why did all his senses go numb to stone as if he had just seen the cursed eyes of Medusa? 

Why did he not feel the Spirit of the Lord anymore?

The holy symbols and tools he’d relied on were nothing more than just frail, inanimate objects of nothingness; something with zero spiritual power, it seemed. 

Satan was above that kind of level, and nobody could decipher exactly how or what allowed him to traverse beyond the planes of reality and spirit into this undiscovered form of evil.

As the candles flickered and died, save for the faint, secular haze of Satan’s eyes, Easterbrook contemplated why this was happening; why the tools were powerless against this powerful force. 

But with the last remnants of courage, he stuck a crucifix in the air and stepped forward, raising the cross in front of Satan. “In the name of the Lord, I command you to leave!”

But Satan’s laughter grew louder with a larger hint of mockery in his voice. A hellish inferno of a furnace that was his mouth continued to open and close the more he laughed and bellowed among the mortal below him.

“Your faith is only a candle that goes out in the face of something beyond your beliefs. There is no God; no Savior in this moment! Only the hellish, demonic divine of Pandemonium! And as you attempt to deny me for I used to be an Angel—you burn. Both of you!”

With a final blow of words, Satan deliberately reached for the shins of both Reverend Easterbrook and Valton, opening a portal to the dimension in which sinners and the punished would go to burn forever. Of course, the clergymen would get used to this stinging sensation of pain and suffering for all of time to come so long as it existed; for their bodies in the physical Earth churned with fiery orange as the whole room combusted with flames.

The dirty tendrils of Satan grasped the duo, their burning bodies warped together, as their screams echoed throughout the room and into the outside darkness of the night only now turning into early morning. 

As the smoke recoiled with blackness that enveloped the household, it was now a burning asylum of a failed exorcism. The abyss closed with the clergymen swallowed whole and dragged into Hell. 

The unholy laughter of Satan rang out forever...

...but that wasn’t the end of the story there.

With Satan’s wrath unto George Lukins, His power would come to garner a debt against the tyrants that walk in a false power play. And so, it began with the North Carolina town of Woodheart two hundred years later.

This is how it happened. 

This is how a monster played God and died with His Kingdom.
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Chapter I: 1995
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Twelve years ago, Arthur Knight stepped afoot into Woodheart, fresh out of seminary school and ready to start his next life chapter in this marvelous town.

The air was crisp with how quaint the town was, feeling both urban and seemingly as if it were pulled right out of the Renaissance era at the same time. 

Such mix made way for flourishing tourism given how significant Woodheart was as it was supposedly an epicenter for supernatural enthusiasts. 

Therefore, many shops were laid about the town that celebrated black magic, witchcraft, supernatural beings, and everything alike. However, this time, this was the least of their worries. 

Despite not being the location in which it occurred, the George Lukins exorcism and the wave of fascination surrounding the witchcraft and black magic that many people were so fascinated with. It wasn’t abnormal to see frequently-printed copies of Necronomicon or The Cats of Ulthar by H.P. Lovecraft be seen being carried by some younger readers—this type of literature flourished here, too. 

But at the heart of it all, Arthur was just settling here in Woodheart. 

He was assigned to the Woodheart Catholic Church under the guidance of the well-respected Father Andy whom the community adored. 

This addition to the clergy would serve greatly beneficial, helping the church find one more leg to keep it up while also replacing the pastor who mysteriously...walked away. In contrast to the turmoil of butterflies in Arthur’s stomach, the town gave a soothing atmosphere that made the new stranger welcome. 

He was beyond eager to get started at his new “home,” the church. The friendly faces of the town’s residents were sweet and gave a relieving feeling that everything would just be alright.

However, the Woodheart Catholic Church was the most that gave Arthur an everlasting awe. Standing as a testament to centuries of faith and devotion, the church was as grandeur as the Heavens above. Such exterior of weathered stone, intricate carvings, and stained-glass windows were enough to visually please any person—even the known atheists of the town. Not even past the wooden doors was Arthur already enveloped in the warm reverence that this atmosphere had to offer. The golden light inside was filled with vibrant hues and biblical scenes, dancing along the polished marble flooring.

And then, there he came. 

The honorable Father Andy, the well-respected pope of this church. 

He was as bright as could be despite his age. 

A warm smile of love and faith etched onto it.

Arthur stood back and watched as the pope opened the large doors of the church and cordially greeted the newcome clergyman.

“Welcome to Woodheart, son!” He chuckled heartily with a grin as bright as the sun on his face. 

Arthur’s sense of nervousness melted furthermore by the way he was greeted and treated by the pope, already sensing he belonged here. 

“O-oh, hello!” Arthur waved, clutching his suitcase closely as he smiled back. 

Father Andy couldn’t help but chuckle at his enthusiasm. He liked that for the lad. “Yes, come on in! You’re at home now, so have no fear.” 

The newcomer Arthur smiled warmly as he remained within, following Father Andy inside the church. He marveled at the beauty that was its interior—gleamed with chandeliers and the celestial aroma of divine grace and candle wax. 

“It’s an honor to have you here, Mr. Knight,” Father Andy began, clearing his throat as he toured the new pastor around the corridors of the magnificent church. 

Large in contrast to the smaller town, the church stood as a holy testament to all things alike in the community. It was meant to display how significant it was for the community to have, especially in times of need that required unity. 

“As you can see, Woodheart is a very special place for a Catholic Church like ours,” Father Andy explained. “Unlike the multiple campuses, however, we try to mimic the hierarchy of the one in Vatican City; I am the pope of Woodheart’s church. And we have the cardinals, bishops, and so on forth. Does that make sense?”

Arthur nodded with understanding, wondering why this church in particular strayed from the usual structure. 

In this world, it was very abnormal for a Catholic church to have a standalone hierarchy. 

“Yes, that...makes sense. Is there any particular reason why that is?” Arthur nervously asked. 

However, no response; yet he shrugged it off and continued walking about next to Father Andy, assuming his oldness had simply caused him to miss the question. 

Yes, the Pope of the Catholic Church itself was prime ruler of Vatican City, but Father Andy decided to restructure Woodheart’s campus to mimic such. 

“Besides that, there are certain...traditions we must uphold here,” Father Andy grinned at Arthur. “They are very important to keeping our integrity here; but fret not, you’ll understand when it’s time...” 

While Arthur’s interest remained piqued, he didn’t press any further. 

He hadn’t ever since he moved in.

Fast-forwarding ahead into the present time, we find Knight in his element—settled, faithful, he has the spirit to uphold his role in the church as he finally elevates the ranks.

"Let us pray." Arthur Knight instructed the moved crowds who sat in attendance for Sunday morning's mass service. 

The parish was dimmed in an orangish-melodramatic fashion of light, illustrations of Jesus and His chronicles from the Bible presented in stained glass portraits that stretched as far as up to the ceiling in a mesmerizing kaleidoscope of color and of a serene ambiance over the worshippers. 

Braziers hung between portraits, leading to the forefront of the parish where the table was set up for communion, representing the Body and Blood of Christ in front of the throne where the Pope of the Church sat, the high and respected majesty of Father Andy. 

As the congregation were hushed to gather in prayer, the scent of incense and the tone of reverence wafted throughout.  

"Let us pray with confidence as our Savior has taught us," the pastor, Arthur, added, leading the masses on with the reciting of The Lord's Prayer once the sound of creaking from the mahogany wood pews settled.

Then, there was nothing but a chant-like ambiance of voices repeating the words that were the same words said at the George Lukins exorcism. For no matter the scenario, the Lord’s word was a triumphant shout to release.

Arthur put on a persona of friendliness in front of the audience, admiring the parish ministry; the choirboys on cue; and the bishops preparing the table for communion. 

The golden plates of bread and cups of wine were neatly placed on the pearly-white cloth that stretched to all ends of the wooden surface, each given an equal distribution to be served to Arthur, the young men who worked in the youth ministry, the bishops, and then the general public—all in subsequent order.

"And Jesus took the bread," Arthur spoke, lifting the bread in one hand. “And said, ‘Take, eat; this is my body.”

Same maneuver with the cup of wine—a golden-plated relic of holy significance. “This is the blood of my covenant, which is poured out for many for the forgiveness of sins. Do this in remembrance of me,” Arthur finished. Continued. “Before we take eat this bread and drink this cup, recite after me.”

The audience hummed softly as they looked on at Arthur standing at the front of the church, the lectern propped in front of Father Andy’s throne. He wore a delicate, sleek black outfit; a white collared black button-up and formal slacks. The typical outfit for a pastor of the church like Arthur.

Though it was more intended for priests, Father Andy gave some sort of special permission for Arthur to dress this way. The church ran in a different way compared to others.

"Every time we take eat this bread and drink this cup, we do this in remembrance of He until the Lord comes,” the audience returned. 

Arthur nodded. Closed his eyes and inhaled deeply, letting it out softly. He listened as he observed the audience, piece of bread and cup of wine in hand (an oyster cracker and tiny shot glass cup of grape juice in contrast but held with significance to encourage everyone to pass through). 

As the last strains of the chant echoed through the sanctuary, there came the serving of communion. With practiced ease, Arthur shifted among the golden plates and cups; his graceful movements so deliberate yet so purposeful while the parishioners were served. 

As the service ended with a final prayer for the congregation, Arthur felt a sense of joy wash over him after another great service of spreading the Gospel. Father Andy, the humble “pope” of the church, stopped by, rolling along in a wheelchair as both hands rolled along the floor. He came from behind, patting Arthur on the back and fueling his spirits. 

"Another Sunday, another day to praise the Lord," Andy declared. "This reminds me, you mustn’t forget about our congregational meeting this Tuesday. We have much to discuss.

"Sounds good to me," Arthur replied. "Do tell me what this may involve, Father?”

"Plans for the future, I say,” Andy responded. “We’ve much to look forward to, but much to do!”

"Yes, I see your point,” Arthur hummed. However, something crossed Arthur’s mind. A familiar topic he and Father Andy had spoken of before. Therefore, as soon as they were away from the sanctuary, Arthur took the time to ask.

“Father? I have something I’d like to ask,” he started. 

Andy hummed under his breath. Barely audible. Turned around in his wheelchair and tilted his head. “What is it, Arthur?”

Arthur cleared his throat and proposed the question. “I keep hearing a lot from the news about many bad things happening from other Catholics like us,” he began. “Do you think the media is not doing enough to protect the church? Not certainly our church but, you know...Vatican City?"

"Sometimes, the people don't know what they do," Father Andy sighed. “That’s why the Lord remains working in here.” He tapped the tip of his finger along the side of his head.

Father Andy groaned with a labored huff, pushing his wheelchair further down the hallway between the sanctuary and hospitality room where nobody except for priests and other clergymen could see.

His fatigue from difficult nights of sleep sometimes took a toll because of his cancer diagnosis. It was, certainly, starting to take over his body (Arthur couldn’t doubt that), but the most he was willing to do was trust in God because he wasn't able to go to a hospital to receive chemotherapy. 

The public could easily fund this overnight, so he didn’t have to use a penny of his ridiculous fortunes and wealth to pull it off, yet it was a slightly daunting task to pull off given the town wasn’t that big but was still lively, regardless.

The real question, however, was how long would Father Andy compromise his wellbeing to maintain his vision of the church?

Suddenly, a familiar name crossed Arthur’s mind, the thought of that person stirring a feeling inside of him that he couldn’t quite explain. “I wonder...Father, what happened to Rory Fraser?”

Father Andy released a reluctant sigh, his posture rising from his wheelchair. “He’s a lost cause. That is all he will ever be.”

“But why?” Arthur responded; curiosity and confusion etched to his face.

"I think that’s a discussion to have another time," Father Andy shook his head, looking down at the floor, both feet idly glued next to each other. His voice was husky as he shut down the conversation. Who wonders why he didn’t want to talk about him?

Rory was a person who used to regularly attend the church; outgoing and a friendly man. Who knows what happened to him?

All they’d last heard was that he disappeared from somewhere. 

This was two years ago, however.

"I hope to see you at that meeting on Tuesday, Arthur.”

"I understand, Father," Arthur replied as he felt a shiver wanting to slither over his body, causing him to fight the urge to shudder in front of the “pope” he knew and admired. Arthur mumbled, taking a small step backwards as he watched Father Andy wheel away down the narrow corridor where the sun rays shone through like the trumpets of the skies. The orangish-yellow backdrop laid a less-than-pale tone on the pope’s well-sown robes of holiness.

He stood there, watching Father Andy roll away. And when the doors shut with a hum of vibration, that was his cue to leave and go on with the rest of his afternoon.

From a glance, this place looked like any ordinary church. A community-based, serving Catholic Church. Nothing wrong with that—albeit the fact that they ran a structure of hierarchy based on the Church over in Vatican City; there were the priests, bishops, archbishops, cardinals, and, of course, the pope.

However, people claimed there lurked a darker presence within, something that was claimed to be projected among some people through the sermons and the influence. 

Something about the church’s higher-ups wanting power over actual faith to give to the people.

There was hardly any publication that ever mentions anything having occurred here in the church; it was either because it’s been covered up or the media chooses not to cover it. But whatever it may be, those same conspiracists continued to project that nobody would ever know; that Arthur could shape and manipulate what the people see above the iceberg.

This ideation came from the global crisis of clergyman abuse amongst others—especially children—in the Catholic Church. And Woodheart, North Carolina was a seeming nest of the same issue; these proclaimed "disciples" were the cogs and gears that forever clicked and spun in this machine.

Arthur, however, knew that he was safe under God's grace and will, yet had regard for these sorts of flaws in him. Something that gnawed at him like he wasn’t supposed to be there. But he had hopes that he wouldn’t be wrongfully accused.

But overall, this was a matter for another time. He breathed to himself, settling his nerves; the meeting later this evening would discuss better things. And, hopefully, not have anything of the matter being wrong.

However, in this land of the God and monsters, there was an angel. One in the form of a sheriff; a noble, eponymous figure of Woodheart’s community. 

And whatever he was stepping right up to do would change everything in this tale.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
“Gory, interesting, arid, at times, thought-provoking.
-Chapter Chirp

H.L. CROWE





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





