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Men in the hoods
It was a warm dampy night in the beginning of august. I was on my way to the cemetery. The sun was on the way down and the little village that I now lived in was in a strange atmosphere without sun or moon. It was dusk.

The cemetery was situated in west. My mother always said that it should be there, because the realm of death was located in that direction. She was always busy with the occultic. All of that superstition things. But now it was she that was buried in the realm of death. She passed away in some kind of strange disease. So now I was on my way to her grave. My dad and I had been there for about a week ago to plant a flower. I had by mistake forgot the spade and today my dad had discovered it. Today, when it was full moon.

The cemetery was located behind a little hill where it grew old and large trees. I took a shortcut through the hill otherwise I had to go around it and that could take over ten minutes. I was soon on the top of the hill, my eyes were gazing out over the big cemetery. But really it wasn’t so big, it  was just all the graves that were spread out. Maybe the corps gets more space under the ground, I thought to myself and shuddered. I hated the thought of dead bodies. Rottening and worm eaten corps often came up in my nightmares. 

The tombstones were throwing their long shade against the forest. I slowly went down to the deserted cemetery. The sun was also on the way down behind the dark forest. My mother was buried in the edge of the cemetery, just beside the caretaker’s house. The caretaker was feared in the whole village. He was a big man with rugged skin and a long gray beard. He was without any dought’s the oldest man in the village. I was relieved that he had gone to some cousins this week. 

The spade that I was on my way to get should have been behind my mom’s tombstone but it wasn’t. Curious I sneaked to one of the caretaker windows and gazed throw. There was very messy and I supposed he left in a hurry, because there was still food on the table. It must have been the kitchen that I was looking into. And there in the mess I saw the spade. He must have taken care of it, I thought. Or he had been so stupid to take it. I felt on the window, it was locked. I naturally tried to find a way in, or else my dad would have been very angry. The door was also locked, but that I had expected.

I went around the house to the shady part. Right away I saw a window that was wide open, I hesitated a while then I climbed in.

It was all dark, the only thing I saw was a faint blue glare. But after a while my eyes have got used to the dusky light and I could take a better look on the things that was in the small room. It felt just like the room didn’t wont me there, I didn’t belong there. Everywhere was mystic stuff with even more mystic inscriptions. Big candlesticks with iron arms, bird legs and devil masks. Someone has done something strange here. There were candles everywhere, black, white and blood red candles were all around in the room. Then I noticed that the room didn’t have any door and there was cobweb and dust here and there, probably there hasn’t been someone here for quite a long time. Maybe this room didn’t belong to the caretaker’s house at all. But then I noticed a wooden stair that also had strange symbolics carved in. The stair seemed to go up to an attic floor and I believed that there maybe was another way down as it was in my house. The stair was hanging quite high in the air, so I was unable to reach it and climb up. I decided to pull out a coffin that stood nearby. On the floor where the coffin had been there was something painted with some white color. I couldn’t se what it was. But I was quite sure that it was some kind of pentagram.

Now when I had the coffin it all went very good. On the attic it was really dark. There were only a few small windows in the floor that didn’t let any light throw at all. As I had assumed there was another way down and it was very easy to see because it was there the most of the light came throw. The stair seemed to go down to the kitchen. I placed myself in front of the stair but I should have been more careful, suddenly I stumbled and I fell down from the stair and it hurted tremendous. I thought I hitted my head because suddenly everything became black and when I woke up again I had a horrible headache and it was much darker outside now then before. I sat up and it was absolutely the kitchen I had fall into. There it was, the spade was there, right on the table, I took it up and felt a big relief. The clock was now a few minutes to twelve. I hurried back throw the pitch black attic, down throw the room with strange things and then out from the wide open window. Outside in the faint moonlight I could se much better.

I walked between the tombstones. Then, from nowhere a thin ghostlike fog appeared and spread itself around on the ground.  I heard a weak song. It was many singers and the song was very eery and solemn. I turned around to the forest on the other side of the graveyard. Yes, it seemed to come from there. It reached closer and closer and after a while I could se fire spots. They seemed to do some kind of ceremony. I turned around and hurried against the hill.

When I stood there on the mountain I could still hear them sing on their horrible song. They had come out from the forest just so I could se them. They were Dressed in black roobs and hoods and with torches in their hands, the leader of the group also had a sword in the other hand. They swept over the graves and sang. It seemed to be something on Latin because I couldn’t understand a single word. I started to run down from the hill as I saw that they were coming straight against me. They didn’t seem to se me.

Suddenly I crashed into someone and I screamed. In the moonlight I  could se who it was. It was the caretaker. I apologized but he just starred at the hill. I turned around to se what it was he starred at. I could se the silhouette of the leader. He held the sword just like he should attack someone and screamed something that I couldn’t quite hear. The group started to run down from the hill and before I could think someone had grabbed my arm, I was Stuck.

It was the caretaker, he held my arm and started to run. It was strange, I thought that he belonged to they who just stood on the hill, but I had wrong. The men in the hoods ran after but when we ran over to another path they just kept running ahead to the village.

When the caretaker had put me down he shook me and said.

-What have you done?

He was obviously very angry and in this moment he seemed to know more than me.        

-I haven’t done anything, I answered carefully.

-You must have done something or else “they” hadn’t come!

-Exactly who is “they”? I asked.

-Don’t you now that? The caretaker asked. Then I must tell you the whole story for you.

He had now calmed down. He took a deep breath and started to tell.

-For exactly 100 years ago my grandfather lived here in this village. He was then very old. He lived in that house were I live now. He was a Satanist. There were six more people here in the village that also was Satanists. They had gathered to a small group and my grandfather was the leader. It was they who decided in the village in this time. But final the village other residents got enough, they arrested my grandfather and his followers when they were making a sacrifice to Satan. The residents executed the Satanist and burned them on fire. As the flames were burning them up they shouted that one day they would come back and have their revenge. After that, no one have heard from them. It was just my father that knew more than all other. He knew that his father had painted a pentagram on the floor in one of the room that we lived in. Grandfather had mentioned something that if he died he should rise again after hundred years. We were very afraid of him, but we didn’t dare to take away the pentagram so we putted a coffin over it instead. But now it seemed that someone had moved the coffin just today when he should rise again.

-Oh now! It was me that moved the coffin, I said quietly. But it was just because to get my spade that you have taken.

-Just what I thought. Of course you expect me. I found the spade behind a tombstone and then I took care of it. But I wonted to be feared by others just so they wouldn’t get close to my house and move the coffin, just what you have done. 

Something black and evil appeared from no were. It was the Satanists. They swept around like ghosts and lit a ring of fire around us. They sang their horrible song once again and it sounded like it came straight from hell. It got hotter and hotter. After a while the leader came into the ring, he went throw the fire without getting a scratch. Suddenly I found out what he was going to do. It was as if the truth was penetrating my brain and explained exactly why they were here. The caretaker’s grandfather had always hated his grandson for not obeying him. So now the grandfather should do him to one of them. And he did, he took his sword and shouted a verse then he penetrated the caretaker’s body with the sharp blade. He gave up a cold scream while the blood was flooding down and colored the ground red. He pulled the sword out of his body and walked out from the circle, he left me alone. But the fire had caught me, it was very hot and I couldn’t breath. I felt how the flames were reaching into my bones and at last I couldn’t fight anymore. Death took me, but I never got burrowed, there was nobody left who could do it. The Satanists had walked throw the whole village haunted and killed all living souls.

Now the Satanists had got their ultimate revenge. They vanished just as fast as they came and the only thing they left behind was a pentagram carved in a big stone placed on that place that the caretakers life have been taken.

OBS!!! Jag vet att inte stavningen är den bästa, men jag orkade inte rätta till allt….
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