Cathedral of the Countess
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Lit in
a low,
soft glow
of fog,
far too shy to
reach beyond
the misty barrier,
lay a temple once of holy
grounds, now a tainted shrine
where apparitions who sulk within
the umbra wail and weep for their lost
innocence. A purity they understood to
be false. Such false beliefs as they went

forth with their acts, a  cruelty worse than a
wrathful storm, only  of which Nature herself
could enact. Despite  these sins, they continue to
neglect and deny, now continuing to cry out to their old
gods for a divine intervention they do not deserve. Clear of
these enigmatic walls of concrete and marble, a cryptic path
beckons those who seek some kind of fortitude and mercy. A
winding road calling travelers from outside this fog to take a
brief refuge in its dark mystery. For all those who seek a fair
chance of embarking on this journey from outside the miasma,
the threats prickly whips of barbed branches and coarse, jagged
rope-like vines ghost along gravel guides, seducing all who dare
to venture past. To the dismay of some souls, the barbed wire trees
keep them trapped for eons, until they are nothing but fine dust that
feeds the earth below. Though the wrath of Mother may appear as
the only threat lurking about, the true fear lies within the tainted
minds of men whose impurities and atrocities attempt to conceal
themselves in a thinning coat of morality. And yet, when confronted
with the hatred crafted with their own hands, they cower far more
easily than a wrath inflicted upon them by the man they once called
“brother.” How blind and foolish they are to think this is a simple
journey. Not I, though. As Istand a few feet away from this mono-
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lith’s grasp, I try to calm the horror frantically knocking around my
skull. There is no sign of sanctuary to be granted to me, not just yet.
I do not deserve such grace. A barrier flashes lustrous crosses with
black wisps idly twirling around, a display of how many souls this
cathedral claimed. I do not wish to join the army of souls trapped
here. A freeze rushes through my veins, numbing my blood mo-
mentarily. The evil knows I am here for my final test—traveled here
for my soul’s salvation. Is this the end goal? The chance for deliv-
erance? Perhaps for my spirit, and I shall be reincarnated in a life
of purity. A glimmer through the crack of the massive doors drags
my intrigue to the dark chasm inside. An altar showered in a soft
spotlight highlights a velvet-covered figure lying upon it, bathing in
the limited sheen. Every ounce of my calm and control scatters like
light in a prism. I shall assume my fate in Carmilla’s hold.
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