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Guilty Conscience Short Story

It all started back in October 19743:'; weather was chilly, the wind@w intensely, The sound of dried
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wrinkled leaves flooded th allieyz was sure one mysterious night in North Dakota. As | wondered

through the quiet streets, | questioned mvs{i’what was | doing out at this ungodly houg{@was »
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As | walked down Memorial Avenue | happened tJ walk by a nearby church, but there was something

question that | couldn’t answer myseif.

quite suspicious. Usually | would casually walk by but for some reason | decided to have a peek to see
what was going on« As | walked up the cold stone stairs, a strange weird chill ran through my spine as if |
<

. ]
was unwelcome. The door blew open wider with the loud screech of rusted door hinges. c oot
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As | wandered inside | saw nothing but darkness. | moved silently in the calm still ajf, | found a door on
/

my right that was unlocked. | took my first step and fell‘avykwardly onto the stairs. Thankfully the stairs

didn’t lead to the basement. The stairs were stqep]aced in a blue velvet carpet. At the top of the stairs
N

was a large room, and/kmhe lights were still off. | stepped forward, | hit nothing, and | slowly cautiously
crossed the room and made it to the other sidf./
Suddenly | heard a faint but mellow cry, maybe for help, | couldn’t figure it out, “Possibly a woman is

distress, maybe she could use my help” | thought, but where was it coming from? | couldn’t figure out
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where the voice came from. As | got closer to the north side of the room | came to a large rough wooden

do@ the top was different colours of stain glass.
/

Before | opened the door | thought “If I open this door | may never go back, for | don’t know what lies

—~y
behind the door, and what demonic things may be waitir\g/’ | argued with myself@ rornotl
{ "

should go through the doors or turn around as if nothing had happened. Butf've

-
eady came so far

ade up my mind |

| lh \oui [t«‘zl Sonle
am going to see what's going on beyond the doors. il B i
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As | walked through the door | heard a man shout angrily “shut up, and stay downlyou dumb @)o. /

Ji*
and my curiosity fdriv«ng me insaneg| want to know w&tfhro&gﬁh ses yoors |

Two steps later | noticed that | was on a balcony at the Churfh, | was able to see all the way down the
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aisle, all the way to the alter. There, that’s where | saw it, two men violently beating and violating her. It

was unbearable; | don’t know how | managed to watch it all. By the looks of it they were doing a satanic
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These men, they had no feelings what so ever, they'd say things, random words, possibly Latin,Wy, |

ritual.

don’t know. “Maybe it's the language of the devil?” | questioned myself.

The men looked like they were Satan worshipers chanting clearly “In Nomine Dei Nostri Satanas, Luciferi

Excelsi. In the Name of Satan, Ruler of the Earth, True God, Almighty and Ineffable, who hast created \U

man to reflect in Thine own image and likeness, | invite the Forces of Darkness to bestow their infernal S -
\\

power upon me. Open the Gates of Hell to come forth to greet me as your Brother/ friend.” & \\\“

There was a short pause, then they continued “Deliver me O Mighty Satan from all past error and \A‘
delusion, fill me with truth, wisdom and understanding, keep me strong in my faith and service, that |

may abide always in Thee with Praise, Honor and Glory be given Thee forever and ever.” as they drank

from the chalice. i //




Then they did some really exotic stuff, they cut themselves, burnt paper and threw it in a silver bowl.
Then they recited their lines again and again. Then out of nowhere the candles that were stuck in her

various orifices lit up. As they lit one of the men struck her behind her left ear with an icepick. Then they
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brutally stabbed and assaulted her with the alter candles. , 4; ,« £} creesiry e eshdl @
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| believe | was the only one who witnessed this; | wanted to tell someone but whé.;.lust witnessing it

55
made me feel like one of those criminaé/l was in shock. | couldn’t believe that it was possible to treat a
/

human being that way,
v

As | was on my way out one man went through the front door and the other | don’t know where he had

Lo \
gone. | think the one man S}e'n or heard me. He came up to me outsi egwhat was | supposed to do. So |

acted like nothing had happened. He shouted at me from several steps behind “Hey, you come here.”
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| do not know why | Iister@{ink it was the fea@t&med slowly aTi realized | was caug@y heart
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é‘-"\'
raced sweat stared to run off my forehead, my voice was silent/when | tried to talk back, | couldn’t find

my voice. But | walked to him anyways, he interrogated me asking me questions like “what did you see”
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He asked me again but | could hear the anger fueling him just in his voice. That's when | confeséed | said

“I'saw it, I saw it all, how you violated and murdered r@

as the only one how could stop him. He

AN
| responded with a vague eerie ;nothi€ ]

What was | supposed to do, he knew | was there, he know
knew something that | didn’t know. He seemed clam when he said “Go home, you saw not@l hear
anything about tonight, | will know who to look for. My leader knows where you live and knows who you

are.”

1 did as he said; my life will never be the same. I've haven’t told my story till today, more than thirty

years later and yet only you will know what has happened on that mysterious night. Day after day | see
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6: cﬂbcould’ve stopped it but | didnt. Every day for t@thirty nine years it's been eating me

alive. | can’t handle the guiltiness of knowing but having to be silent; it's like a curse without a CU‘V
Maybe | should just end this life and hopefully meet up with this girl in the afterlife and apologize, for
this is my story.
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