THE CHOSEN

by Ed Nordfors

The alley was deserted and quiet. The tall buildings on either side
bl ocked the neon light that flickered frombillboards throughout the city.
Ahead, | could hear sirens and the voices of a crowd, noises common in a city
of this size, as | wal ked on. The darkness of the alleyway suited ny
pur pose, concealing ny novenents through the city. Over the years, | had
beconme adept at nmoving silently through the night, a stalker. This darkness
was nmy home, and its shadowy folds were nore natural to me than sunshine and
t he open sky.

| stepped over a sprawl ed figure, one of the honeless drunks living in
these streets. Hi s glazed eyes saw nothing as they stared past ne, and ny
m nd darted back to another figure--one sprawled in an alleyway |ong ago.

For a brief nonment, |I felt the kinship of circunstance. It flickered and
then faded. Like that figure so |l ong ago, this one was dying. This one,

t hough, woul d pass away sl owly, consuned by inner bitterness and disease. |
left himalone to die.

Ahead, the darkness was broken by a blaze of |ight and sound. | could
feel the blood and death from here and hurried, drawn by purpose to the scene
before ne, eager to continue nmy eternal work. | was Chosen--destined to
haunt the darkness for the lives and sake of ny once fellowrman. Many call ne

a vanpire.
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It was not always this way. | was once alive, as nortal and sane as ny
friends now long turned to dust. M life now (if it could be called a life)
was not one to which I was born, though fatalists and clergy woul d probably
argue that point. | had been a sinple man, a soldier like ny father and his
father before him | lived a good life--not an easy thing in the m dst of
"The Crusades"” and their damed hypocrisy. They allowed nmen in power to
justify war on a highly civilized people in order to plunder their enornous
weal th and know edge.

| prayed, dutifully and honestly, as a god-worshi ppi ng man should. |

never took a life needlessly, even in battle. | never wished harmon a sou
that did not deserve it. And | never spoke ill of the Church or of God, even
as | lay dying in a back alley of some forgotten village, sliced open for the

price of mnmy boots.

Sonmehow, | managed to prop nyself up against the wall, mny blood
spilling into the dirt around nme. M weak cries drew no response fromthe
| ocal s who passed the nmouth of the alley. | knew sone nust have heard nme. |
could see an occasional face peer towards the shadows in which | lay. But

t hen, recogni zing nmy accent (and guessing ny circunstances), they hurried
off--letting the night claimyet another unwary Christian

I had seen enough of battle to realize the futility of ny cries.
Not hi ng coul d save me fromthis terrible wound. Still, | cried out for help,
perhaps for no other reason than a fear of dying al one, though | knew God
woul d be wat ching over me even (or especially) in this accursed |and.

It was there, alone and with ny Iife slowy ebbing fromnme, that ny

faith was tested to the brink. A hatred of the Lord and H s ways nagged at
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nmy thoughts, sharpened by the pain. But ny |ife had been full of |ove for
t he works and wonders of God and creation. | resolved not to fall victimto
despair. | enbraced Hm knowing that my |life would soon be over and that |
would in turn be enbraced

| still cursed the irony of nmy fate. 1| had traveled from ny honel and
to fight a holy war to purge this wetched I and of its native heat hens.
had expected death at the hands of a soldier of Islamwith his frenzied cries
to a foreign God ringing in nmy ears. There was nobility in fighting for God
until death. Yet here | lay in an alleyway, killed for sonme cloth and ny
boots. | could have remained at home and nmet that fate! The absurdity of it
anused ne, and ny brief chuckle brought frothing bubbles of blood to ny I|ips.
| ignored the pain and expected it to pass soon enough

It was at that nonent that | first met the Arab, Ali Ben Hasir. One
nmonent | was alone in the darkness, and then he was there--a cloaked figure
sitting silently across the alleyway, nmerging with the darkness. 1t may have
been cold that night, but | was past feeling such mnor inconveni ences. He
sat, staring silently at nmne.

At first, | thought he was my attacker, returned to finish nme off or
perhaps to take nmy cloak. But he was too finely dressed to be a local, and
he had a direct yet quiet manner about himthat they |acked.

He sat, staring silently at ne.

"Help me,” | nmoaned. The bl ood was pooling slick on the cobbl ed
alleyway. | had seen nen die with far | ess blood spilled.
"Who are you? Help ne." | hoped that he would at |east give ne a

nmout hful of wine to ease the pain.
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He sat, staring silently at ne.
My eyes had | ong since grown accustoned to the darkness, the noon cast
a glimer of light into the alleyway. He smled softly, alnobst sadly, as he

sat | ooking at me. Hi s expression was one of synpathy and regret, but his

eyes had a grimcast of determ nation about them | grew afraid.

"I amAi Ben Hasir. | can help you, but not the way you think."

He spoke English fluently, like so many of these "uneducated" Arabs we
had conme to kill. H's voice was soft but had an edge, a weariness that

seened to flow through him

"I amdying," | said.

"Yes," he nodded, "and that | can help you with."

He smiled again, just as a beam of noonlight rose above the high wall
behind ne. He was fully illumnated for the first time. H's teeth were
extraordinarily long, the canines extending over his lower lip, glinting in
the Iight.

| feebly drew away as he stood. He |oosened the cloak around his neck
with | ong, crooked fingers, tipped with nails akin to cl aws.

| clutched ny crucifix desperately, hoping that the power of God would
give me the strength to resist this denon conme to claimny soul. | anguished

over the futility of living a pure life, only to be taken by darkness on ny

deathbed. | mnuttered hurried prayers as the creature noved softly towards
ne.

| froze in fear at his cold, lifeless touch

"Do not be afraid,” he said. "I amhere to help, not to harm You

have so nuch work to do.”
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My fear made ne reckl ess, the same reckl essness that often overtook nme
on the battlefield when fear threatened to chill nme to immobility.

"What do you mean?"

The creature, Ali, sat beside nme and sighed softly.

"The story is long and we nmust be done here before daybreak.” He
paused, thinking quietly to hinmself. "But neither of us is going anywhere,
so perhaps the story is better told."

Lying there, ny blood flowi ng over the cobblestones in the chill night
air, | listened.

“1t began,” Ali said, “tinmeless mllennia ago . . .~

| was familiar with the study of the Bible, but Ali was nore so. He
spoke slowy, in a studied Latin, in which | was well versed.

“In the beginning, there was darkness. Fromthe void, God spoke a
single Wrd, and thus sprang forth the Heavens and Earth and all that was in
t hem

“Among his first creations were the Choirs of Angels that served H m
directly. They were beautiful creatures, yet terrible in their awesone power
and unfailing devotion to the Word of God. God decreed, and the Angels
wi el ded the power to nake it so

“Chi ef anmongst the Angels--the first created and the nost touched by
t he hand of God--was Lucifer. Lucifer was powerful, vengeful and | oyal,
enforcing the will of God with a fury that no | esser being could conprehend.
He saw the perfection of God's work and unl eashed his fury to keep that
perfection intact.

“Then, in a tineless heartbeat, God created Man
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“Luci fer saw Man for what he was: inperfect. Man was tainted--to be
cl eansed, lest God's perfection be ruined. He did what no other Angel dared.
He questioned God’'s will. He pleaded to the Lord to renove the stain of
humanity from Hi s uni verse.

“God sai d not hing.

“Thi nking that God Hi nsel f had becone corrupted by H's own servants,
Luci fer decl ared war upon Heaven, drawing with hima host of powerful Angels
to restore Creation to sublimty.

“Agai nst Lucifer stood a host just as terrible. Angels, |led by
M chael, wielding divine wath in his burning sword, warred to defend God.

“For eons, the war raged, Angel against Angel, while Adam sat safe and
i gnorant in Eden, protected by the hand of God.

“Angel after Angel fell. The heavenly Choirs of God's nost beautiful
creations were cut down over tine.

“God sai d not hing.

“As both ranks dwi ndl ed, Lucifer hoped that God woul d recognize H s
m st ake and cast Man from Eden, ending the war in Heaven. Unable to bring
hinself to war directly against God, Lucifer entered Eden and corrupted Eve,
and through her, Adam Man chose to defy CGod, tasting the forbidden fruit
fromthe Tree of Know edge.

“Finally, God raised H s hand and cast Man from Eden.

“Lucifer, believing the war now over, called upon his followers to |ay
aside their swords and return to heaven in peace.

“It was not to be.
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“CGod saw the corruption of H's nost |oved creations mrrored in the
corruption of His nmost powerful. H's wath unbound by the expul sion of Mn
He raised H s hand and cast Lucifer and his followers from Heaven into the
pits of Hell. There, Lucifer would rule as the Prince of Darkness, the Lord
of Lies.

“To rem nd Lucifer of what he had lost, God turned himfromthe nost
beautiful of Angels into a thing of hideous visage--his once-Angelic
foll owers now grotesque Devils.

“Lucifer, enraged by this further betrayal, resuned his war. Angels
fell. Devils fell. And all the while, God and Lucifer fought for the sou
of Man--one to protect because of H s love, the other to corrupt because of
his hate.”

Ali paused, as | lay in silence.

I was torn between belief and disbelief. 1In the end, | decided it did
not matter, as either way I would find out soon enough

It was cool er now, the moon |lowering over the alley wall. | suspected
dawn was still a few hours away. | doubted | would live to see it. The
sunrise in this accursed | and was breathtaking, and | found nyself anxious to
see it once nore before | died.

Ali waited, as if expecting sonmething fromne. | raised ny hand
feebly. | pointed at his teeth, sharp and glistening in the fadi ng noon

"What are you? Wiy are you here?"

Ali nodded slowy, as if this was the response he had anti ci pated.

"When God cast Man from Eden, He set the Angels to watch over them to

return their souls to Hmfor the day of Resurrection. The War conti nues,
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and the Angels are now far too fewin number to fight Lucifer and to coll ect
soul s. God has appointed the Chosen to collect souls on H's behalf."

"I don't believe you. Wy would God choose a Muslimto collect the
soul of a Christian? You are not from God; you are fromLucifer. Co, let ne
die in peace.”

He smi| ed.

"A Muslinf Yes, | ama Miuslim and you are a Christian." H s smle
was unki nd now.

"God doesn't care about our religious beliefs,” he snapped. “Do you
thi nk He woul d have ordained all of this, your Holy Crusade, in H's nane?
This Crusade is not the hand of your Christian God against the face of Islam
It is the hand of your Christian rulers into the pocket of the Islamc
peopl e. "

| was angered by this. | lay here dying for ny beliefs. Yet, in ny
heart, | knew it to be true.

"You have been brought up to believe that the Islamc people are the
Infidel, as | have been brought up to believe that the Christian people are
bl asphem ng unbelievers. 1In death, the truth was driven into ne |like the
arrow that took nmy life." He gently touched his forehead as he spoke, where
a thin, white nmark shone.

"W are all God's work, Christian and Muslim W all have souls.
God's souls. And at the end of our life He wants themreturned to H m
keepi ng the prom se He nade to us.

"I have come for yours."
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Certainly, I had known nmen of know edge over the years--great nmen of
wi sdom of conpassion, of kindness. Not all were Christians. And in their
passing | lanented that as Jews, as Miuslins, as nmen w thout the true faith,
t hey woul d be denied the place in Heaven that their |ives had warranted.

Still, 1 could not believe that God would ordain that this creature
come for ny soul. | had seen Christian nmen die in battle, often with ny
sword through them Their deaths had been quick, not lingering with
creatures such as Ali Ben Hasir lurking to take their souls to CGod.

| said this to him

"There are | esser Angels, not powerful enough to fight Lucifer and his
m ni ons, who gather the souls of the dead. Sonme souls, however, are special
to God. They have been touched directly by His Holy Spirit and must be
gat hered by the Seraphim H's nost wondrous servants."

I nodded, famliar with the ranks of Angels fromny studies in the
monastery.

"Al as, the War has destroyed so many, that there are now too few
Seraphimto gather the souls of the Chosen. Instead, God has charged the
Chosen to gather their own."

VWell versed in war, | could see the toll would fall nobst heavily
anongst those of power. Qur knights, skilled at arns and heavily arnored,
were anmongst the first to fall, as it was they who bore the brunt of battle.
They too were the targets of our foe, which sought to reduce our strength as

qui ckly as possi bl e.
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It occurred to nme then that if Ali was here to claimny soul, and if
all he said were true, | too nust be Chosen. | |ooked up at himsharply. He
nodded, understanding that the truth was upon ne.

"Do you not wonder, ny friend, why you lie here in a pool of your blood
and your innards? Wy you have not | ong since died fromwounds that would
have killed a normal man in nonents? Wiy the blood flows as thin as sand
t hrough a cl enched fist, when the wound in your belly should bring it gushing
forth like water in an overfl ow ng wadi ?"

| nodded, the truth settling upon ne slowy.

"You cannot die, ny friend, until your soul has been clainmed. The
| esser Angels, the Cherubim wll not claimyou. Such is God s decree.™

| looked up into his face and noticed kindness there. | felt cold, yet
warnth was beginning to grow within ne, perhaps the realization that the
enbrace of God was but a nonment away. | nodded, ready to accept ny fate.

"Before | die, tell nme of Heaven."

H's smle hardened, and with his teeth extended in the fading
nmoonl i ght, he | ooked nore eneny than savior. Then his face saddened as he
spoke, softly.

"I have never seen it,"” he said, "I chose not to go." He paused again,
seemingly lost in his own thoughts and regrets.

| have no way of know ng what menories flashed through him but | had
seen the sane | ook on the face of veterans as they recalled past battlefields
and | ost conrades. | had seen nyself in the mrror once with that sane col d,

steel y-eyed gaze, after ny son had asked me about ny brother, |ost |ong ago

in battle.
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Ali had clearly seen the same darkness. | felt warnth for him one
sol dier to another, and placed ny hand on his arm He | ooked down at ne,
brought back to the noment by the touch

"I had been a soldier all nmy life," he said softly, "proud and eager to
fight for Islam | died in battle, in the darkness, and one cane to coll ect
my soul, as | come to collect yours."

He squatted down beside me, noving slowy yet gracefully in the manner
of his people.

"l did not believe himat first, when he told ne the tale | have told

you. | asked him “If you were once a man such as |, who are you to claimny
soul in CGod's nane?” He answered, | am Chosen by God to bear your soul to
Hm.

“l asked Wiy di d God choose you above all other nen to do this
thing?', and he sinply replied "because | asked.’'"

Al'i paused, |ooking down the alleyway towards the sounds of the smal
town market. Dawn was not far away. He | ooked back to ne.

"Cod needs the Chosen to collect the souls of the Chosen. He does not
ask, but any who wish to continue his Iife’'s work is granted the right to do
so. | had been a soldier of Islamall ny life and did not want ny work for
CGod to stop. | asked.”

I had been a soldier of God all nmy life, little knowi ng the truth.
Now, with death and truth upon ne, | felt the need to continue mny service.
Now was not the tinme to falter in God s work.

| looked up at Ali. He was waiting. He knew | would ask him |

opened ny mouth to speak, but he silenced nme with a gentl e hand.
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"There is no turning back fromthis. You will forever walk the world,
gat hering the souls of the Chosen for the Lord. You will be unable to enter
Heaven until the Day of Resurrection.”

| considered: an eternity of God' s service against eternity in Heaven-

-a Heaven under siege by the servants of Lucifer. | was proud to have lived
as a soldier of God; now, |I could be a soldier for God.

"Let me serve Hm" | said.

Ali nodded and lowered his face to mne. At first, | thought he neant
to kiss nme (an Islamc customthat still disturbed nme). | mnmade a feeble

gesture to ward himoff, unconfortable with the affection, then gasped as |
felt his sharp teeth pierce nmy throat, draw ng the renaining bl ood from ny
body. | struggled in vain, feeling ny strength fade as life fled ne.

Then warnt h began to course through ny body. At first, it was gentle,
spreading fromdeep within ne, gaining strength, until it was a raging fire

within me. The pain eased and strength returned to ne.

Still, Ali drew blood fromne. M strength seenmed to grow as each drop
trickled through his teeth. | stopped struggling, allow ng the power build.
VWen | felt as if | was about to burst into flanes fromthe heat, | pushed

himfirmy away. M strength was now a match for his.
| was strong and alive.
I was filled with divine purpose.

| turned to Ali, joy upon ny lips--lips parted by sharp, savage teeth .

Ali still crouched over ny body, wiping nmy blood fromhis lips. MW

body now bore terrible punctures on the neck as well as the belly wound.
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Bl ood was everywhere.

| stood back, confused. Ali straightened, turning towards nmne.

"Your body rmust remain here. Oherwi se, your friends will |ook for
you. They nust not know of this, of the War in heaven, of the Chosen.” He
| ooked down at ny body, as if in apol ogy.

| had expected ny body to be healed, to be as full of life as his.

"Way? Way can | not be whole, |ike you?"

"You are as |I. Your soul forms a new body for itself."

He pointed at ny corpse, and | felt repul sed by death, as | had never
been as a sol dier

"You must journey to places and do things that this body cannot do.
You do the work of God now and nust bear the form God has chosen for you."

| touched ny face, the long, clawed fingers tentatively feeling the
points of ny teeth. | was a nonster, the type of creature with which parent
scare children into obedi ence.

Al'i nodded.

"God has given you this formto remind you that there is still a price
to pay for the salvation of Man. W are nore than Man but |ess than Angel
and we bear this formso we do not cloak ourselves in power and perfection
as did Lucifer and those who follow him™"

| paused. | struggled with this again, but ny devotion to God's WI I
was strengthened by nmy experience, and | would not falter now

I was Chosen.
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| picked my way carefully through the rubble of the ruined building,
stepping cautiously to avoid upsetting the fallen concrete and steel any
further. Many were still trapped within. Mst would soon be dead. The
Cherubi m had gathered for this, and it was with dismy that | saw themin
t hei r nunbers--rank upon rank of them gathered in their terrible beauty to
claimthe souls of Man for God. | knew the toll of the battle nust have been
horrendous, that thousands |ay dying.

| also knew that such a rich bounty would draw the servants of Lucifer
and | was rewarded by the sight of one of the Seraphim powerful and
beautiful beyond ny imaginings, its sword in hand, conme to protect the souls
of the slain and the Cherubimalike. The War in Heaven continued, and God
woul d give up none of his creations, neither Man nor Angel

| also knew that there were several within the ruins that the Cherubim
could not fetch. The Seraphimcould have taken them but it stood watching
for the agents of Lucifer to continue the work they had begun with the
destruction of these buildings. It was left to the Chosen to claimthem

| saw Ali, noving slowy through the ruins--a sword of fire in his
hand.

Plentiful were the agents of Lucifer, and many had begun to contest for
the souls of Man. Cherubi mand Chosen battled Lucifer's mnions. | could
see now the wi sdom of God in choosing soldiers for this work.

My hands were enpty, the sword of holy fire not sumoned. | had drawn
it rarely over the centuries and was in no rush to do so now Oten, ny
teeth and cl aws were enough, and | had learned to fight furiously with these

weapons. Bestial perhaps, but ny formwas the physical shape of ny soul
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bl essed by the Holy Spirit. Few of Lucifer's mnions could stand before it
in battle. Such was the power of the Bl essing of Cod.

Lucifer's agents, weak nen corrupted by the lure of power on Earth,
felt no Holiness in ny savagery. M strength was nore than a match for them
and ny claws and teeth ripped out their life as surely as a jungle animal

Over the centuries, the Chosen had littered the cities with the corpses
of Lucifer's agents. | was already dead, and their weapons could do little
harmto me, though sonme had been armed with Lucifer's bale-fire, which could
harm ny Bl essed form

Over the centuries, | had been forced to battle Lucifer's agents nore
frequently, and the toll of death behind me nmounted. | was a soldier
fighting for Man's soul

It was darker now, and | proceeded slowy. The police |ines were no
obstacle to one who cones and goes as the mist. | saw several Chosen noving
towards the other building, the twin of the one | approached, and knew t hat
the toll had been great indeed.

The mound of rubble was enornmous. This was a greater devastation than
| had ever seen before.

I found the body of the fallen soldier, crushed beneath a pile of
concrete and steel. He was young--younger than the soldiers of ny day. H's
bl ue uni formwas torn, discolored by blood and the debris around him His
badge was untarni shed, however, and | noted that he was from an adj oi ni ng

preci nct .

©2002 Ed Nordfors, all rights reserved



16

| thought briefly of ny owmn fate, of how, like him | had traveled to
other lands to die in the service of ny fellow man. How, like nme, followers
of Islamhad killed him

I could have envied himthat servants of God had killed him while |
had been killed for the price ny boots would bring. | knew, however, that
his death was not in God' s name, but by the hands of Lucifer, who had
corrupted the weak and turned theminto his agents of death.

He | ooked up at the sound of my approach, reaching up fromthe
shattered ruins, his hand outstretched.

"Help ne," he cried.

| nodded, crouching down beside him as | laid a hand on his shattered
body. Truly, he was one blessed by the Holy Spirit, to be clainmed by the
holiest of God's creations. His injuries were horrific, his body pul ped
beneath the concrete. A |esser body would have been killed instantly, the
soul released for the Cherubimto gather--or for Lucifer's devils, if the
Cherubi mwere too sl ow.

| smiled down at him

"Do not be afraid,” he said. "I amhere to help, not to harm You

have so nuch work to do.”

THE END

©2002 Ed Nordfors, all rights reserved.



17

Presentation of this work by Sol onor’s Goovy G ove of Mystical Wnders
(http://ww. sol onor.com) is made possible by a limted license grant by the
aut hor, who retains all copyrights. Reproduction is permtted, so long as no
charge is made for copies, no copies are placed on an el ectronic online
service or database for which there is a fee other than a flat access charge,
there is no alteration, and this copyright notice is included. For all other
uses of these materials, prior advance witten notice is required. Send e-
mail inquiries to Sol onor @ol onor.comor wite to:

Lester Norton
1134 Martex Drive
Apopka, FL 32703.

©2002 Ed Nordfors, all rights reserved



