
 
 

The Reluctant Messiah 
By Eric Guindon 



 

 

Text copyright ©2013 Eric Guindon 
All Rights Reserved 

Cover by Samantha Gough, used with permission 



 

 

To my wife, Kathryn Norman, for her loving help and support. 
Kathryn, you are wonderful. 

 



Table of Contents 
 
Chapter 1: Bernard 

Chapter 2: Ronald 

Chapter 3: Oliver 

Chapter 4: Oliver 

Chapter 5: Oliver 

Chapter 6: Oliver 

Chapter 7: Bernard 

Chapter 8: Ronald 

Chapter 9: Bernard 

Chapter 10: Oliver 

Chapter 11: Carol-Anne 

Chapter 12: Oliver 

Chapter 13: Carol-Anne 

Chapter 14: Oliver 

Chapter 15: Ronald 

Chapter 16: Oliver 

Chapter 17: Bernard 

Chapter 18: Ronald 

Chapter 19: Oliver 

Chapter 20: Bernard 

Chapter 21: Ronald 

Chapter 22: Carol-Anne 

Chapter 23: Oliver 

Chapter 24: Bernard 

 



Chapter 1: 
Bernard 

 

Bernard was nervous about the meeting. 

He didn’t know what these people were like, but he’d seen the ad on the bulletin board at a 
Starbucks, and had been curious enough to check it out. The ad had read: “The Apocalypse is Nigh!!! The 
messiah is already among us. We must prepare for the great works he will bring!!! He will break us and 
remake us!!! Join now and prepare for the rapturous times ahead!!!” There followed some contact 
information which Bernard had written down. The ad had used too many exclamation marks to be taken 
seriously, but it had intrigued him. 

He had been looking for something he could do that would put a dent in his parents’ lack of 
interest in him and what he did. They had an approach to parenting that bordered on criminal 
indifference and he desperately wanted to do something that might get them to pay attention to him. 
He had found out this was a tall order through previous attempts. He had tried staying out all night 
without letting them know where he had been, but the next morning they greeted him casually over 
breakfast as if nothing had happened. He later realized they hadn’t even noticed he had not been home. 
He had then tried absenting himself for longer periods, a weekend here and there, all without eliciting a 
single raised eyebrow. Before seeing the ad for the meeting, he had been considering hiding at a friend’s 
house for a week just to see if either of his parents would even notice his absence. 

He knew that going to the meeting was taking his life into his own hands. The nut bars at the 
meeting might abduct or kill him, but he was a little bit desperate and he didn’t seriously think there 
was a high probability of danger. The probability was higher than zero, but he didn’t judge it to be 
significantly so. To him it felt like living on the edge, like doing something risky. He hoped it would be 
something that might even get his parents to take notice. 

It would serve them right if these people turn out to be Satanists and they sacrifice me tonight, 
he thought as he walked from the bus stop near the address he’d gotten when he’d called the number 
from the ad earlier that day. The call itself had been strange. The phone had rung and a woman had 
answered, but he could barely hear her over the background sounds of young children playing and 
screaming. 

“WHAT?!” the woman pretty much shouted into the phone to be heard above the noise. 

“Er, hello?” he’d said hesitantly. 

“Speak up! What do you want?” she didn’t seem to have a lot of patience. He hadn’t expected 
the contact number to be answered by someone so . . . belligerent. He thought he might have dialled 
the wrong number. 



“Um, I might have the wrong number, I’m calling about the,” he hesitated there because he 
didn’t want to say words like cult or apocalypse to some random woman. It was one thing to call up the 
people who had put up the ad, but talking like that to someone else would be embarrassing. He was 
beginning to think this was all a ridiculous idea and that he should not have called, when the woman’s 
tone brightened up. 

“Oh! You’re calling about the ad!” she’d sounded rather surprised and excited. 

She proceeded to give him the address, making sure he got it right and then telling him how 
excited she was that the group would have some new blood. Bernard wasn’t sure if he could imagine 
this woman as some Satanist or murderer, but the new blood reference gave him chills; it brought the 
wrong sort of imagery to mind.  

He’d spent the hours between the call and the meeting debating with himself whether he 
should go or not. In the pros column he had such entries as: it will piss off the parents, meet interesting 
people, find out about apocalypse and/or messiah. In the cons column he had: get killed by crazy 
people, meet boring people, hear boring stuff about a supposed apocalypse and related bogus messiah. 
In the end pissing off his parents won the toss up, and Bernard headed out to the meeting, but not 
without some trepidation. 

When he arrived at the designated address, his fears about being killed by the cultists were put 
to rest along with any hope he had that the evening was going to be filled with any real revelations or 
any content that would be upsetting to his parents. The meeting place was a community meeting hall in 
the basement of a church. No Satanists met in the basements of churches. No one possessing interesting 
occult secrets would ever meet in the basement of a church. He sighed and resigned himself to an 
evening of social awkwardness and boredom. 

The basement had multiple meeting rooms, and he found his way by following signs indicating 
“Second Dawn, Room 6”. The signs had arrows drawn on them showing the correct direction to room 6. 
These were very helpful signs, but also one more indication that he was in for a boring evening; 
Satanists didn’t draw helpful direction arrows. The cool Satanists didn’t anyway. The door to the 
meeting room was closed but through the window he could get a glimpse of what was going on inside. 
He peered in and saw that the room was arranged with a podium at the far end and chairs set up in 
rows facing it, as though there would be a speech from the front. No one was sitting in the chairs or 
standing at the podium.  The few people in the room were milling about and chatting near a side board 
where drinks and snacks were laid out. 

There were only seven people in the room so the amount of chairs facing the podium seemed to 
be overly optimistic, all seven could sit in the front row. Bernard was disappointed to see that the seven 
people in the room were substantially older than he was, with the youngest looking to be around thirty 
and the majority being in their forties and early fifties. All of this might have discouraged Bernard if not 
for two other details he saw through the window. 



One, each one of the attendees was wearing robes; honest to goodness robes. Each of the robes 
was slightly different, with different trim colours or details, bringing an amount of occult significance to 
the vestments. Bernard saw these and could not help but think that at least these old crackpots wore 
cool threads. 

Two, the book he saw one of the people carrying. It was no ordinary book. It was a thick leather-
bound monster of a book that looked very old. The book was not printed, but hand-written.  

These two things convinced him they might be worth an hour or two of his time. Bernard took 
the plunge and went to his first meeting of the Society of the Second Dawn of Mankind. 

The Second Dawners, as he later found out they called themselves, all turned around and looked 
at Bernard when he opened the door. They stood there seemingly stunned that anyone new had come 
to the meeting, some with their mouths still open in mid-word. Bernard was about to turn around and 
leave again, just to get away from the embarrassing situation, when the older man holding the 
interesting book spoke up. 

“Well, that’s a fine welcome for our new lad isn’t it?” his voice was dripping with sarcasm. 
“Come in, come in. Don’t mind these lollygaggers lad, they won’t bite ye.” The old man had a vaguely 
British accent that seemed to lean dangerously toward a Scottish brogue.  At this, the rest of the Second 
Dawners closed their mouths and became animated again, some looking ashamed of their previous 
display and making apologies. The group came forward to greet him and Bernard was soon surrounded 
by strangers in robes with their hands extended for handshakes. Old Book Guy, as Bernard thought of 
him at that time, was not one of those who came forward and, as the mass greeting was beginning, he 
interrupted it with a harrumphing from deep in his throat. He had moved to the podium as the others 
were moving into mob-and-greet formation, and was now making to get everyone’s attention. “If I can 
bother you all to take your seats, we’ll begin.  That is, if ye don’t mind my interrupting your lynching of 
the poor new boy.” 

Bernard thanked him in his thoughts; he had been about to bolt again, faced as he was with a 
wall of robed people surrounding him. He knew they were just trying to be friendly and welcoming, but 
this experience had helped him to discover that no one reacts well to being surrounded by strangers. 
This went doubly so when the strangers were wearing robes with hoods pulled up. Everyone was taking 
seats in the rows of chairs facing the podium, so Bernard took a seat as well, but unlike everyone else, 
he sat in the last seat of the last row. He thought this would be best in case he changed his mind again 
and wanted to leave. The cultists in the first row were watching him as he took his seat. They looked 
disappointed that he chose to sit all the way at the back and away from them, but he could tell from the 
looks on their faces that they weren’t surprised. Soon everyone was settled and facing the podium. The 
meeting began. 

“Welcome brethren,” said Old Book Guy. “I hereby call this meeting of the Society of the Second 
Dawn of Mankind to order. Is there any old business to take up before we move to new business?” At 
this he looked significantly at a Second Dawner who had a notebook in her lap and a calligraphy pen in 
her hand. She looked up from her scribbling as she realized she was being called upon to look into the 



previous meeting’s minutes. She paged backwards through the notebook and eventually spoke up in a 
high girlish voice, a much higher voice than Bernard had expected from her middle-aged plump frame. 

“Um, William Former still hasn’t paid his membership fees for this year,” she looked at the 
cultist Bernard presumed to be the aforementioned William Former when she said this, giving him a 
peevish look. 

The addressed cultist shrugged, “I said last meeting, Bernice, that since I hosted the Christmas 
party last year and I provided snacks and drinks, that I considered that to cover my membership fees. If 
we’d rented a hall, it would have cost us at least two hundred bucks and the snacks and drinks were 
another fifty. That more than covers the two hundred I would owe for dues as a second circle member.” 

He seemed annoyed to have to point this out again, as though this had been explained many 
times in the past. Just as Bernice was about to retort angrily back at William, Old Book Guy cleared his 
throat. It seemed to Bernard that Old Book Guy had a super power where he could get everyone’s 
attention when he cleared his throat. Even better, his throat clearing was remarkably loud. Everyone 
looked to Old Book Guy, but he looked at Bernice. 

“Berny, we agreed last meeting that we’d accept Billy Former’s claims as payment of his dues. 
Ye need to let this go.” Billy seemed to be smugly satisfied by this until Old Book Guy turned toward him. 
“But Billy-boy, and this goes for the lot of ye,” he took in the entire group with his gaze, “The New Sun 
help me if any of you try this sort of bullshit again. If ye offer to host the bloody Christmas party at your 
house, do not then claim your costs. Are we clear?” The group was nodding agreement. 

This Old Book Guy has some serious presence, thought Bernard. 

Old Book Guy then looked at Bernice again and said, “Now Bernice, is there any actual 
outstanding old business?” 

Bernice looked at her notes again, “We still haven’t booked a meeting hall for the spring 
observance. William Former Senior was supposed to be looking into that,” she looked at the oldest 
member of the group, who was sitting beside the other, less senior, William Former. The old man, who 
had evidently not been paying attention, was poked by William Former, junior Bernard presumed, and 
made muttering noises. Junior told senior that they needed to know if he’d booked a hall for the spring 
observance. Senior made more muttering noises unintelligible to Bernard and, he saw, to anyone else in 
the hall, or so he thought. 

Old Book Guy seemed to follow and said, “Well, do ye think ye can get around to it this week 
William?” He sounded exasperated and Bernard thought his accent was slipping more and more toward 
a Scottish Brogue. More sounds that were definitely not speech, as far as Bernard could parse, came out 
of Senior. Bernard strained to hear it better and this is what he thought was said: “Murfle merkle flairn 
bortie. Lurg lurg blashna.” Bernard didn’t think this sounded like any language he’d ever heard. No one 
else other than Old Book Guy seemed to know what Senior was saying and none of them seemed to 
think this strange. They were looking to Old Book Guy as though expecting him to translate. 



“No William, I’ll not bloody rent Billy’s place like we did for Christmas!” 

Senior shrugged and made a sound that Bernard heard as “Grund bargle flark nig.” Old Book Guy 
took this in and seemed to be counting to ten in his head before saying anything. When he did speak he 
addressed Bernice. 

“Bernice child, can ye please make a note in the minutes that William Former Senior has failed 
to locate appropriate premises for our spring observance and that a new volunteer will be selected to 
look into this?” He then looked at the Second Dawners expectantly. William Former, the younger, junior 
one, made to raise his hand to volunteer but his hand froze halfway up, and he let it drop when Old 
Book Guy gave him a withering look. The gathered cultists then spent the next few moments working 
hard at not meeting Old Book Guy’s gaze and shifting in their seats uncomfortably. 

“Janet should do it,” Bernice volunteered brightly. The person Bernard assumed to be Janet 
looked startled to have been nominated. She was a shockingly thin woman in her late thirties. “You 
never volunteer for any of the work, Janet,” Bernice continued, nodding knowingly at her own notebook 
as if to indicate that she’d know best since she took the minutes at these meetings. Janet was looking 
daggers at Bernice and there might have been a need for Old Book Guy to use his throat clearing power 
to break up the upcoming argument if Bernard had not spoken up at that moment. The thought had 
come to him that the thing that would annoy his parents even more than knowing that he had joined 
some fringe cult, was to have that cult hold a ceremony at their home. 

“You can have the spring observance at my house,” he piped up. This surprised the assembled 
cultists, but Old Book Guy seemed rather pleased. 

“Note this in the minutes then, Bernice, and thankee lad. I’ll be getting the details from ye after 
the meeting.” Bernice scribbled in her notebook for a moment and Old Book Guy waited for her to finish 
before continuing. 

“On to new business then,” he said sounding incredibly relieved to have shed the old business at 
last. “I’d say the first order of new business should be to get this lad introduced, don’t ya think?” 
Puzzlingly, Old Book Guy seemed to be suffering from more accent slippage. Now he was starting to 
sound like someone more from New England than any of the British Isles. Everyone was looking at 
Bernard again. He thought maybe there was something he was supposed to be saying now like, “Aye 
Verily!” or some such acknowledgement or ritual phrase, but he didn’t know anything. Surely they knew 
he was new and wouldn’t know any of the proper forms. 

Thankfully, Old Book Guy seemed to have things well in hand, “Rise young man, and come 
before Us.” Old Book Guy spoke with such formality that Bernard was convinced this was ritual. He rose 
as commanded and walked awkwardly around the intervening chairs to stand before the podium. Old 
Book Guy was looking down at him from his place behind it, and the rest of the cultists were now behind 
Bernard, seated in the first row of chairs. “Supplicant, you come before us wishing to learn the mysteries 
of the old and ancient Society of the Second Dawn of Mankind.  You come before us parched and dying 
in the desert of ignorance, seeking succour from the ways of the unenlightened. Before we slake any of 



your thirst for knowledge, the Society must protect itself. Only those of the Society may drink from the 
well of knowledge which is the book of the New Sun. Do you, in truth, seek membership to the first 
circle of the Society?” Bernard was distracted by the overabundance of water-for-knowledge 
metaphors, but he grasped that the cultists were asking him to join their club. He hesitated for a period 
too long for everyone’s comfort, including his own. “Look buddy we’re not askin’ ya to sign your soul 
away here, just think of this as a sort of non-disclosure agreement. There’s no dues for the first circle 
and no real obligations. All ya got to do is keep your mouth shut about our secrets, got it?” Old Book 
Guy was stage whispering this to Bernard, but since everyone was within ten feet of him, this was 
audible to the entire assembly. Bernard decided the whispering must instead be meant to differentiate 
these remarks from the ritual words of the official ceremony. Also, Bernard couldn’t help but notice that 
Old Book Guy’s accent was going more and more toward a New York accent of some variety as he spoke.  
Bernard thought it would be okay to join. The idea of dues had worried him, given the earlier business 
with William Former Junior. 

“Er, Yes, I do want to join the first level,” He said awkwardly, trying to sound formal. Old Book 
Guy seemed pleased by the answer and by his effort to maintain the appropriate gravitas. 

“Circle, boy, the first circle,” he corrected him gently. 

“Oh, yes, the first circle then,” Bernard agreed quickly. 

Old Book Guy continued then, “To be considered, supplicant, please repeat after me: I – and 
here you state your full name — have come before the Society of the Second Dawn of Mankind to seek 
membership to the first circle of enlightenment,” Old Book Guy paused to let Bernard repeat the first 
statement of the request for membership, but Bernard seemed to be hesitating again. Old Book Guy 
seemed to be getting impatient so Bernard felt he needed to explain. 

“I call myself Bernard and usually omit mentioning a last name. I don’t normally use the name 
that’s on my birth certificate. Is it okay if I just say Bernard?” Old Book Guy seemed relieved that 
Bernard’s hesitation was just about what name to use. 

“Ritual calls for your full name. Don’t worry, we’ve heard it all before. How bad could your name 
be?” Bernard thought about this for a moment and then decided that this group had to be one of the 
very few places where he could use his real name without drawing ridicule. 

He resolved to tell them then: “Daemon Soulforge.” 

They stared, but not in the way he had been stared at the previous times he had had to say his 
real name. The way they stared was a sort of awed stare, like he would have expected if he had called 
himself Chuck Norris or Badass Kickasserton. Normally, people laughed, sometimes while spurting milk 
from their noses. He felt a need to explain. “My parents, they play these games with their friends, they . 
. . LARP.” He didn’t think anyone at this meeting would know what that meant, “they kind of play an 
adult version of make-believe where they act out a sort of fantasy life. In their case they play a LARP 
where they’re vampires in the modern world, hiding out in mortal society and being all mysterious and 



stuff. Their characters in that game, the characters they’ve been playing for years, and that they were 
playing when they met and fell in love, were part of a vampire group thing called the Soulforge and they 
are soooo into that stuff that they changed their legal last name to Soulforge, and well, that’s, yeah, 
that’s why that’s my name,” he finished lamely. 

The Second Dawners were looking to Old Book Guy. Old Book Guy seemed to have been 
working through some serious thoughts since Bernard had first said his real name. Bernard didn’t think 
Old Book Guy had heard a word of his subsequent explanation as to why his parents had named him 
that. 

Before the silence grew too long, Old Book Guy came to a decision and announced that the 
meeting was over, “Daemon, please stay and have a siddown with me for a while, okay? I need to talk 
some things over withcha.” Old Book Guy’s accent was more New York by the minute. 

It took the assembled Second Dawners some time to pack up and depart. All the while, William 
Former Senior was making disgruntled noises that might have been speech to Old Book Guy, but which 
were incomprehensible to Bernard. Eventually, the majority of the cultists were gone, with Bernice last 
to go. She hesitated in the doorway looking to Old Book Guy as though she was about to ask a final 
question, but she must have seen something in his expression that made her desist. She left quietly 
then, without further delay. Old Book Guy took two chairs and placed them a comfortable distance 
apart, facing each other. He motioned for Bernard to sit in one while he sat in the other. The two sat 
there in this way, looking at each other without talking, for a few awkward minutes. Old Book Guy 
seemed to be composing himself, trying to decide how to start, but Bernard had his own ideas and he 
was curious about some things so he spoke first, derailing the older man’s train of thought. 

“What is your name anyway? I keep thinking of you as Old Book Guy.” 

Old Book Guy laughed when he heard this and, after a moment, answered, “I am the leader of 
the Society of the Second Dawn of Mankind, its Oracle of the Celestial, as the proper title goes, but you 
can call me Jim.” 

Bernard was a bit let down. He knew that most people had normal names, other than his family, 
but he had expected this figure of mystery and grandeur to have a name with more vim or whiz to it, 
something like, well Gandalf was taken — Randalf maybe? Bernard decided that perhaps Jim had 
enough of the mystical about him, with his heavily embroidered robes, authentic spell book and 
seeming super powers, that he didn’t need to have a flashy name. The sort of people who needed flashy 
names were people like his parents: wannabes.  He guessed that was why they went and got flashy 
names, to compensate for a lack of any real mystique in their lives. Jim evidently was mystical enough to 
make due with a name like Jim. Jim waited politely while Bernard seemed to be mulling this over and 
then asked if Bernard had any other preliminary questions he wanted to get out of the way. 

Bernard did not hesitate for one moment, “What’s the deal with William Former Senior anyway? 
The way he talks, I mean.” 



“Or the way I talk for that matter?” Jim said. His accent was changing again, heading to more of 
a French accent. When he had said matter it had sounded more like mat-air. 

“Yeah, that too,” said Bernard, reminded of this further weirdness, he suddenly wondered if 
they were related. 

“Well, those who progress through the different circles of the mysteries gain much knowledge, 
but it changes us too, Daemon. The deeper your knowledge gets, the less comprehensible to others you 
become. Old William was our Oracle before me until, well, no one really understands him now except 
adepts who have progressed far enough into the mysteries. As for myself, I’m not yet so advanced but 
my accent does travel around extensively. It’s rather annoying actually. People often think I’m from 
some foreign place because I have the accent of their homeland, and start talking to me in their native 
tongue, which I can’t understand, of course.” Bernard thought about this for a moment. It was obvious 
that William Former Senior had communicated with Jim, communication that sounded like gibberish to 
everyone else. He had guessed that maybe the two shared an obscure language, but barring that, there 
had to be something supernatural going on here. He had mentally joked that Jim had a super power 
where he could clear his throat to stop people talking, and make them pay attention to him. He now 
considered this carefully; was there really a supernatural element to this man, to this group? This was 
big and it excited him, but he needed more proof. 

His next question was, “Can you really do magic? Can you show me something right now?” 

Jim smiled patiently. He looked as though he had expected this question would come up sooner 
or later. 

“Minor tricks, nothing very flashy,” he said with an air of self-effacement. “I think you noticed I 
have a way to make sure I’m heard and respected. The book calls the effect the Grand Throat Clearing of 
Nushagra. I think Nushagra was some ancient Babylonian, or some such.” Jim had indicated the large 
book in his lap, the exciting old book, as he spoke. He opened it then and thumbed through the pages, 
looking for a particular page. The book didn’t seem to have any page numbers that Bernard could see. It 
was all hand written, as he had suspected, with illumination and diagrams throughout. The paper was 
old and tattered with some of the pages seeming to be on their last legs, nearly falling out as they were 
turned. Some of the pages were no longer bound into the book at all and were kept in their proper 
places only by being tucked between pages that were still attached. It took Jim a little while to find the 
page he was looking for, but eventually, he smiled triumphantly and said, “Here it is! This is the one 
flashy spell I can show you. There are others, but too often the effects can be written off as coincidence 
or happenstance. This one is hard to dismiss as anything but magic.” 

Jim concentrated, reading through the page, following along with a finger on the page as he 
read, his lips moving. Bernard could see the language of the text was not English. It was not gibberish 
either, he noticed. It looked, perhaps, Latin? He wasn’t sure what language it was, but Jim definitely 
could follow it. Eventually, Jim seemed satisfied that he had it all worked out, and looked up from the 
book. He raised his hands up, showing them palm out to Bernard. He concentrated and Bernard thought 
he heard some Latin-sounding words muttered under Jim’s breath. 



Jim’s brow furrowed and then he said triumphantly: “There!” 

Bernard was confused. Nothing had happened. He thought it might be something behind him or 
out of his present field of view since Jim was, after all, facing in the opposite direction. He looked around 
but could not see anything. Bernard was suddenly rather worried that these people were nutters after 
all. Maybe he had been wrong to think there was anything to all this, maybe he’d been taken in. He was 
embarrassed at his own gullibility and embarrassed for poor old Jim. He was feeling miserably 
uncomfortable and was about to tell Jim that what he’d done was great and really impressive, whatever 
it was. Bernard knew better than to argue with nutters or to point out how nutty they were, but then 
Jim looked at him significantly, and then looked at his own out-held hands. His hands were still held 
palm out toward Bernard. Bernard didn’t see anything special happening there and it must have shown 
to Jim because Jim wiggled his thumbs next. Now, Bernard was not easily impressed, he could wiggle his 
thumbs too, and didn’t think this to be any sort of magic. But then he felt that there was something he 
was in fact missing. There was something wrong with Jim’s thumbs. Was he double-jointed perhaps? 
The more he looked at them, the more the thumbs looked wrong. And then it became clear to Bernard 
and it put to rest his nutter fears for good. The thumbs on Jim’s hands were now on the other side of his 
hands! The thumbs were after his pinkies. This seemed so wrong to Bernard then that he didn’t know 
how he could ever have missed it. This trick’s subtlety was truly a testament to how much people ignore 
the unusual as a reflex. Bernard looked at the misplaced thumbs squarely for a moment and found that 
it made him so uncomfortable he had to look away again. Jim nodded knowingly. 

“It has the same effect on most people once they notice, although few do unless forced to do 
so,” he said. He shook his hands briskly for a second or two and when he stopped Bernard noticed the 
thumbs were back in their traditional locations. “It’s not terribly useful, but it is undeniably magical,” Jim 
said with a grin. He looked like he was enjoying showing off. Bernard imagined there weren’t many 
practical uses for the trick with the thumbs and Jim agreed. “The most fun I’ve ever had with it is shaking 
hands with people at a party where no one knew me. At first the person you’re shaking hands with 
thinks they gave you the wrong hand, or that you did, and then they notice that your thumbs are wrong 
and then they either work really hard to act casual about your supposed infirmity, or solicit at length the 
story of how you were injured and then reconstructed, or want to find out if it was a birth defect. Really, 
I don’t use it often, that’s why I had to look it up.” Bernard didn’t care that the spells might not be useful 
– this was real proof of the supernatural. 

If this was real, then their book probably also has real information about a real prophecy, a real 
apocalypse, he thought. 

This had dawned on him suddenly and he immediately blurted out, “How long have we got? 
Before the end of times, I mean, according to the book?” Jim seemed pleased. 

“You’re catching on very quickly Daemon. Most people spend more time stunned and confused, 
questioning and doubting. You’ve moved quickly from neophyte to acolyte, from outsider to believer. 
This is good because I fear you will have a hard life ahead of you.” Jim delivered this with pride that fell 
to a sad melancholy at the end. 



“What do you mean?” Bernard blurted. “And why do you keep calling me that? I really, really, 
prefer Bernard.” 

Jim seemed stern, “Eventually you have to face who you really are Bernard. You can’t hide from 
your destiny behind some boring old name you made up. You are the Demon of the Soul Forge.” 

This took Bernard aback. He was no demon. This guy was misunderstanding: there was no Soul 
Forge. It was a stupid name his parents took on as their family name, from a game. He was about to 
explain this at length to Jim, but Jim seemed to read what he was thinking from his expression. 

Jim seems to be doing that a lot, Bernard thought. Another of his magic tricks? 

“I know there is likely no actual Soul Forge, Daemon. We’re not fools. I’m referring to a passage 
from the book,” Jim indicated the large old book in his lap. Bernard had so many questions he wanted to 
ask about that thing, but Jim kept talking. “The book is far from literal, there are many passages that we 
don’t believe have been accurately translated or that have words for which we have no translation. 
Worse, some of the passages are incomplete. There seem to be missing paragraphs or even pages. And, 
if that were not bad enough, there are also parts that are metaphorical where the meanings are not 
meant to be taken literally. The bit about the Demon of the Soul Forge is one such passage.” Bernard 
was all ears now, his unasked questions forgotten. It seemed like Jim was telling him that this ancient 
magical book of prophecies and spells included a passage about him.  

“In this passage it is said that the Demon of the Soul Forge, weary of the aches in his soul caused 
by the lamentations of the other dwellers of the forge, would seek out the acolytes of the New Sun, 
those who prepare for the Second Dawn – that’s us by the way – and gain from them the fires he will 
eventually need to ignite the New Sun. Imagine how glad I am to find out this passage is not literal. We 
were rather worried, you know,” Jim smiled ruefully. “We had no actual fire to give, or anything, and I 
don’t know what I’d have done if an actual, honest to the New Sun, demon had shown up here asking 
for it. There were contingencies, of course. We bought a propane burner a few years ago and bring it to 
meetings, just in case, so we could give the demon something. I also practiced my grovelling and worked 
out some abject apologies, just in case. We were worried that the New Sun would fail to ignite or 
something because of our failure to give this demon the fire he would need. But you, you’re wonderful. 
Your being the demon puts all this in a different perspective. The fire must be knowledge, of course.” 
Jim seemed really, genuinely, happy about this. Bernard tried to imagine the anxiety these people must 
have been under. “And we will give you the knowledge you need to teach the New Sun what he, or she, 
will need to know to, er, do what needs to be done.” Jim finished this a bit lamely. It seemed clear to 
Bernard then that this book of theirs contained other un-translated, unclear, or missing, passages.  

“What about this new son guy? Who is he anyway?” Bernard asked, feeling he’d heard 
references to that guy enough tonight. “Is he supposed to be God’s second son or something, like a 
successor to Jesus?” Jim’s brows furrowed as he seemed to be trying to figure out where Bernard had 
got confused, and then seemed to get it. 



“New Sun, as in the big ball of flaming gas in the sky, not a new baby boy,” he clarified for 
Bernard. “The New Sun will bring the Second Dawn of Mankind, you see?” Bernard didn’t really see, but 
he nodded anyway so that Jim would continue. He figured he could ask more questions after Jim was 
done if his explanations were insufficient. “The New Sun and Second Dawn are figurative; we don’t 
actually expect a second solar body to suddenly come about. We think the New Sun is a messiah who 
will bring mankind to a level of consciousness and enlightenment far beyond the current. All of life on 
Earth will be changed by the New Sun: that’s the Second Dawn. And the New Sun may be a girl just as 
much as a boy, although some interpretations put the pronouns as masculine this is not universally 
agreed upon.” 

“And I’m to ignite this New Sun?” Bernard said dubiously.  

“You will, after we’ve helped you, of course. According to the prophecy, you will get the fire 
with which to ignite the New Sun from us. I think we must teach you what we know,” Jim said helpfully. 
Bernard could see that having found Bernard, the Demon of the Soul Forge, was possibly the most 
momentous and fulfilling event of Jim’s life. Bernard felt that was a lot of pressure for these Second 
Dawners to be putting on a sixteen year old. He feared he would let them down. 

He had a thought, “So these prophecies, they’re destined to happen right? I can’t fail to do what 
needs to be done, can I? It is written, and all that, right?” He wanted to be reassured. Jim seemed to 
want to reassure him, but couldn’t.  

Jim spoke seriously, “Daemon, the prophecies include a lot of ifs and some perhapses. A lot can 
change. There are crucial points and decisions that can and will be made, and the book outlines some of 
the perils and outcomes of the wrong decisions being made. But no, I’m afraid you can fail and I’m afraid 
this is all a lot for you to take in. This is just the first day of your apprenticeship. Eventually you will know 
everything I can possibly teach you, but for now go home and get some rest, and let some of this sink in. 
It’s a lot for one day.” 

Bernard wanted to object, he wanted to know more now, but Jim shook his head when he was 
about to speak and made a small but definite noise in his throat, a sort of micro throat clearing, and 
Bernard found he couldn’t speak for a few moments. He also felt he needed to listen to Jim. Jim fished 
something out of one of his robe’s plentiful pockets; it was a USB flash drive. He placed it carefully in the 
palm of Bernard’s right hand and closed his fingers over it. 

“This contains a text file that has the first few chapters of the book in digital form on it. Janet, 
she was here tonight, has been working to scan the sacred text into an electronic format. Take this and 
start reading. When we meet next week I will answer your questions. We will make of you a neophyte of 
the first circle, and you will get your robes. There is time, Daemon, time enough, anyway. The New Sun 
is probably not even born yet.” 

Jim was wrong as it turned out. 

 


