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Wickedness The Legacy of Blood

I have lived one hundred and fifty six years
old as of today, I do not appear as if I am and elderly soul though
in my past lives I did certainly age slowly. It was a cold March
day, the day in 1846 that I first came into world and I was as
ordinary as any of my siblings and would have liked nothing better
than to stay that way. I have lived four life times and died three
times. In my first life, that is the life in which I came into
existence. I was an ordinary child and an ordinary man living an
ordinary life, but in a time when the country was in great turmoil.
I was sixteen years old and full of spunk, my four older brothers
and I had joined the army of the south. It was eighteen sixty five
and the disagreement between the north and south had only just
begun. My oldest brother Abe and I were sent with a small group of
men on a scouting expedition and we came upon a family. An old
woman and her two daughters, one of which later became my wife. The
sisters were fair haired girls fifteen years old when I first met
them; identical twins. Betsy and Margaret Mahoney and their
recently widowed mother Edna they had hair that was red as a maple
leaf in the fall. They were in their early teens I was told by
their aging mother. I implored her as to the where-a-bouts of her
man and was told dead, for more than three years. Just been me and
my daughters here sir to look after the stock and tend the
fields.

 


Madame I asked somewhat dismayed that she and
her husband could a damned be northern sympathizers and he had gone
off to defend for the North. But she told me to follow her and not
more than fifty feet away a marble head stone which declared her
husbands name Benjamin Mahoney. Satisfied that she was indeed
telling the truth I turned my attentions to her off spring Betsy
and Margaret who had the tiniest waists of girls I’d ever seen and
it weren’t just because of their corsets. After speaking at some
length with their mother I was well convinced that I was hearing
the truth. Still I had a bad feeling in the pit of my stomach about
this place that was strange other than the fact that they held no
slaves. When my brother and our men returned to camp I reported to
our commander a Burley Southern gentleman that the sector we’d
scouted held no threats for our garrison. The commander sent
parties of men out everyday to survey the lay of the land and
gather stores for our growing force of soldiers. For the first six
months we saw no action and during my sorties I made it a point to
stop by the widow’s place bringing with me fresh game. While I was
visiting at length with the two girls and their momma they
eventually accepted me and began to give me their trust, and in
time they even seemed to look forward to my visits. Gradually the
odd feeling that I’d at first felt about the place went away and
just four months after meeting the family I became fairly certain
that I was in love with one of them. I had to tell someone about it
and I confided in Moss the oldest of my four brothers. He
congratulated me and tried giving fatherly advice about how I
should conduct myself from then on.

 


Since there weren’t any man around the widows
place to speak to about my intentions toward one of the young
ladies. Both sisters had their eye on me and when one of the two
found out that I’d decided on the other. I found out that the eerie
feeling I’d originally had in the beginning was about to have a
profound effect upon my person and those I cared about. Now when I
was growing up I’d heard stories about witches turning people into
wild bore but I never took stock in such tales however it so
happened that the mother and one of her daughters were
practitioners of the dark arts. I had gotten to know them fairly
well enough I thought and I had even inquired about them to the
neighbors though they lived a far piece from the Mahoney family.
None would say anything good or bad about the family and their
demeanor was odd too. The Mahoney family estate home was large and
one that had been built with care, the family name was a well known
name, an old southern name and rumored to be quite wealthy. Despite
the family being wealthy it was apparent that the estate was in a
state of disrepair. Any home that went a long time without men folk
about to keep up a place soon fell down. Margaret following in her
mothers footsteps had been practicing the black arts since she was
a mere child of only nine years old and she being well practiced in
the ways of the devil placed an awful curse on me.

 

 


Betsy the girl I’d fallen in love with swore
that it was only her sister and her mother who practiced the devil
arts. I believed her and I told her I didn’t believe in such things
or their affect upon me. I then proclaimed my intent to marry Betsy
as soon as the war ended. The curse that Margaret put on me was a
death walk curse. Betsy my dearest I don’t believe in these Black
arts but if I was to believe what is a death walk curse anyway.
Then she tried to remember what the book she and her sisters had
read in the book we had been only ten years old and it was when our
father past. The death walk curse meant that the first death that I
would cause would cause me to change to a mindless beast she said.
I can’t remember anything else about it; it was a long time ago
that my sister and me found the old book in my grannies old trunk
in the attic we thought it was a recipe book at first. I was and
educated man and I did not take stock in such old wives tales or
her curse. Mary and I became engaged a short time after meeting and
when I was sent into battle she was with child.

 


A year later I was in a skirmish, in which I
did take a life, it was in the beginning of the moons half cycle
and I had forgotten all about the curse. However the next full moon
after I’d kilt that Yankee soldier which came two weeks after that
skirmish found me changed from a man to a beast. Fortunately for
the comrades with whom I shared a tent, I was on my nightly patrol
and was far away from them, the rest of the troops out on patrol
were not so lucky though. The next morning I awoke in the woods
miles from my regiment’s camp. I was naked and my body blood
streaked from head to toe. My first thought was that I’d been
captured by an enemy camp and had escaped and fell into a deep
slumber. My memories of the last evening’s events were some-what
foggy, however I’d became such a bloody mess I remembered no
details of it. Only I vaguely remembered a hearing screams screams
of many men and guns going off or perhaps it was a dream I thought.
I remembered then Betsy’s warning of her sister’s had it come to
pass after-all I asked myself could I be part man and part animal
with no facilities in which to control myself and no instincts
except to kill.

 


I then began a long walk back to our camp
when I returned to the camp of my regiment some three hours later,
my tent being on the edge of the camp, where I found my spare
clothing and dressed. It was very quiet in the camp that morning,
more so than it should have been, picking up my musket I crept
quietly to the center of camp. There I found some forty of my
fellow soldiers dead, some clearly had been shot by their comrades
while others their throats had been torn open, blood was
everywhere. I found my brother too, lying next to our commander
with a pistol still clutched in his hand the chambers of the gun
void of bullets it was still cocked and he gripping it in his dead
hand. His throat torn out as well, the year was eighteen sixty six
and I was a corporal of a regiment of a hundred nineteen soldiers,
cooks, liverymen and officers and apparently the only survivor. I
sat down on the ground and stared at my comrades, my mind wandering
about the curse and trying to make sense of the reality I was faced
with. This could not be I thought in despair I cannot believe that
I am the perpetrator of such a brutal attack upon my comrades. Yet
here they were and their throats ripped out some of their heads
missing arms and legs half consumed. I had a sick feeling in my
stomach and turned into the bushes to heave when I had emptied my
stomach I stared into the offal from my stomach and there in the
middle of it was a finger, a ring still attached to it. There was
no mistaking who that ring belonged too Private Cole. A boy just a
month younger than me he was among the men with me who first found
Betsy and her sister.

 


There were too many graves to be dug and too
little time for we were camped not three miles from our enemy’s
camp site. I pulled all of my comrades animals too into a pile and
poured kerosene on the pile and then set fire to them. As I watched
the flames lick the bodies of my oldest brother and all the men in
our regiment I cried, and held a gun to my head. I fired it, all
was blackness after that, a few hours later I awoke, the gun I’d
fired into my own head still in my hand. My head covered with
blood, flies and blood sucking insects crawling on my face. Then I
came to the realization that I was indeed cursed, holy lord Jesus,
I was a damned man and beast of some sort able to kill every man
and beast in my path, and I was a weapon of mass destruction. I was
a curse to mankind and I knew I should never see Betsy again, or my
brothers or my mother and father. I then cleaned myself up and
found a relatively clean uniform among the clothing in camp then
packed up my belongings and my captain’s papers and headed off to
where I believed I’d find another company of southern soldiers.

 


Where I planned my next move I would make up
a story about being the only survivor of a raid from Union
soldiers. The horses were scattered too, having been frightened out
of their minds by a beast of which none had ever witnessed and the
odor of fresh blood on the ground. I managed to find but a few and
a pack mule that’d gotten tangled up in the picket line and unable
to escape. Two days of travel found me near my home but not finding
the other outfit for it had moved on. It was late evening I was
cold and hungry when I stumbled onto the porch of my family’s home.
Betsy afraid her sister would curse her too left her family and
came to live with my family they built her a cabin. My wife heard
me coming and lit a lamp and unbolted the door. Jed! Thank goodness
it’s you said my wife; I thought it was a damn Yankee come to
plunder our goods again. I dropped my pack and stumbled through the
door. Betsy hugged me and kissed my face, I hadn’t seen her for
over a year but it felt like a lifetime. I heard cries of a young
child and Betsy rushed to another room and soon quiet returned to
the house.

 


A young Negres named Sara who’d been a teen
helping her momma in the kitchen of our homestead came into the
room and said I thought I heard voices, then said; Master Devroe
welcome home sir may I bring you anything? No Sara I replied goes
and tends to the children. Yes sah; she replied in her broken
English. Betsy returned a short time later and I heard Sara singing
to my child soothing her back to sleep. I quietly told my story to
Betsy while she laid cold ham and bread on the table. It had been
more than three days since I’d eaten unless I counted the flesh of
my comrades still I ate like a beast and stopped only when the loaf
of bread and whole leg of ham were consumed. I told Betsy I had a
mind to kill her sister to revenge my brother. Alarmed she said
that won’t change the curse and it might even make it worse. What
do you know of these things my dearest? After you left I took to
following my sister to a cave where our mother and her used to go
and heard what they talked about. Jed as long as you live my sister
will remain young as she was when she cursed you.

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/274016
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!

cover.jpg
Wickedness The lLegacy of Blood






