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.

I had published this short story a few years back in an obscure suburban magazine while sojourning in Italy. The quarterly printed a few copies at a time which were then dropped off at local pubs and a used bookstand or two along the way. I had pushed this story to the fringes of my mind not because I didn’t remember having written it, but because I wanted to forget it. I considered myself fortunate that despite my attempts to have it published in a major magazine it ended up being published by a shabby operation read by a few, if at all that. 

Secure in the knowledge that no harm was caused, I’ve lived these years completely unmindful of the fact that I’d even published this story...until the letter came. Now, I wish that I had never felt tempted to put into words what I experienced that night. Why I even felt the urge to write it in the first place, I cannot remember at this point, other than it might have been a vain attempt to start a writing career. Or perhaps, to exorcise my personal demons – as if writing about it would free me from that inexplicable night.  

In truth, it has only brought me a new sense of guilt. What would you do if you think you were responsible for someone’s death simply by writing about certain events? I know many horror writers have used this technique to compose their story, so before proceeding further let me warn you, the reader. If you wish to stop here, if you believe wholeheartedly in the supernatural and that this is not fiction even if I published it as such, please do and go read, as I call it, entertainment horror – that which is easily forgotten the next day. I won’t take it personally. Why do I say this? It’s because I do not want to have on my conscious your demise, even if we are strangers. For me, it’s too late to undo what has been done no matter how much I fervently wish I could. 

So why republish it now? I’ve been asking myself this question quite frequently and probably will every day that the book stays in circulation on Smashwords. I mean, I already unpublished it once after guilt and remorse overcame me, and honestly, I’ve felt somewhat better these years knowing that the story was lost in the obscure mazes of this thing we call the web.  However, my conscience won’t leave me in peace. I have a responsibility to tell my story, because I don’t know how many read the first publishing or how many people know about what steps into our world from that small room in Siena. 

I think it can come and go at wish and neither the past nor the future is a barrier against its appearance. I am imploring those few of you that know what I am writing about to forget, to keep the knowledge firmly locked away and to never speak about this story no matter how much it tempts you. You would be a fool if you do, for talking about it might very well invite its presence. Thinking about it might be just as perilous. What is most important though, is to stay away from the place no matter how much the thought entices you.  It is very dangerous indeed to be curious about such knowledge for there are certain things that come into this world that we are better off not knowing. 

For those that have spent time in that apartment, please read on so you will understand that you are not mad and that your were not imagining things. For those that have stumbled on this book by an unfortunate twist of fate and still wish to proceed, my advice is to read this as fiction. You don’t really need to know if this is true.
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Part I – Preface
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.

(As Originally Published in Ghost & Gore Magazine – with slight modifications)

.

I do not know if I should write this story for just as some things are better left unsaid, some thoughts are better left without a body in an ethereal state. For certain, I will not write this story late at night when the human mind is fragile and keener to anomalous perceptions and where shadows meld with doubts and reality becomes slippery at best. No, I will write it in broad daylight, when the sun is at its peak and my windows wide open with the noise of the streets to keep me company for I already know that silence will be my enemy as I type these words. I had never known silence until the moment it happened and since then, even if a few years have passed by, when it is too silent at night I get a sudden creepy shiver on the nape of my neck as I listen for it. I listen for that peculiar silence not of this world, for that stillness that announces a presence that neither god nor devil wants. To understand why is perhaps to go mad...so let us not tread in that direction. 

What I can say is that this silence seems to have an aroma – it is almost like a light, poking, sweet-honey perfume which fills the air unevenly. It is like a daring whiff which comes and goes and makes you long for more until you fall into the deception. At times, I still don’t believe what happened and my mind seeks a rational explanation. However, whenever I think about that night I do not linger long on the subject for it inevitably brings me back to that one room garage I rented for a few months just outside Porta Camollia in Siena, Tuscany. I will leave the street and civic number out, for obvious reasons. I do not know who lives there now or even if it is rented out at all, but if by chance anyone reading this story knows the place I am referring to, do not go back to seek it out. Avoid it you must, especially if you are a skeptic and prefer to remain as such. I wish I still had that choice! 

However if you do go, you will find a girl in her late teens. Her name is Gabriella. I think she still has a few more years to live for her time must be fast approaching. I have no idea what will happen to her but if after having read this story you do not heed this warning, and go searching for her, then I hope that God’s strength accompanies you. If you think it might somehow change events, you might even let her know about this story. It might save her life, but then again, you might forfeit yours while performing the good deed.

It is getting late in the afternoon and I have written
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