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Willie and Martin handcart companies[ edit ] The last two handcart companies of departed late from England.
The ship Thornton, carrying the emigrants who became the Willie Company, did not leave England until May
4. Another eleven day passed before the Horizon, sailed, carrying the emigrants who later formed the Martin
Company, departed. The late departures may have been the result of difficulties in procuring ships in response
to the unexpected demand, but the results would be tragic. Critical weeks were spent hastily assembling the
carts and outfitting the companies. When the companies reached Florence, additional time was lost making
repairs to the poorly built carts. All kinds of expedients were resorted to as remedies for the growing evil, but
with variable success. Some wrapped their axles with leather obtained from bootlegs; others with tin, obtained
by sacrificing tin-plates, kettles, or buckets from their mess outfit. Besides these inconveniences, there was felt
a great lack of a proper lubricator. Of anything suitable for this purpose we had none at all. Prior to the Willie
Company departing Florence, the company met to debate the wisdom of such a late departure. Because the
emigrants were unfamiliar with the trail and the climate, they deferred to the returning missionaries and
Church agents. One of the returning missionaries, Levi Savage , urged them to spend the winter in Nebraska.
He argued that such a late departure with a company consisting of the elderly, women and young children
would lead to suffering, sickness and even death. All of the other Church elders argued that the trip should go
forward, expressing optimism that the company would be protected by divine intervention. Some members of
the company, perhaps as many as , decided to spend the winter in Florence or in Iowa, but the majority, about
in number including Savage continued the journey west. Two ox-wagon trains, led by captains W. Hodgett
and John A. Hunt, followed the Martin Company. Richards and the 12 returning missionaries who
accompanied him, traveling in carriages and light wagons pulled by horses and mules, pressed on to Utah to
obtain assistance for the emigrants. The companies cut back food rations, hoping that their supplies would last
until help could be sent from Utah. To lighten their loads, the Martin Company cut the luggage allowance to
10 pounds 4. The next morning the Church was meeting in a general conference , where Young and the other
speakers called on the Church members to provide wagons, mules , supplies, and teamsters for a rescue
mission. On the morning of October 7 the first rescue party left Salt Lake City with 16 wagon-loads of food
and supplies, pulled by four-mule teams with 27 young men serving as teamsters and rescuers. The party
elected George D. Grant as their captain. Throughout October more wagon trains were assembled, and by the
end of the month relief wagons were on the road. On October 19 a blizzard struck the region, halting the two
companies and the relief party. A scouting party sent ahead by the main rescue party found and greeted the
emigrants, gave them a small amount of flour, encouraged them that rescue was near, and then rushed onward
to try to locate the Martin Company. They began slaughtering the handful of broken-down cattle that still
remained while their death toll mounted. Half of the rescue party remained to assist the Willie Company while
the other half pressed forward to assist the Martin Company. The difficulties of the Willie Company were not
yet over. On October 23, the second day after the main rescue party had arrived, the Willie Company faced the
most difficult section of the trailâ€”the ascent up Rocky Ridge. The climb took place during a howling
snowstorm through knee-deep snow. That night 13 emigrants died. Many members of the company suffered
from hypothermia or frostbite after wading through the frigid river. They set up camp at Red Bluffs, unable to
continue forward through the snow. When the main rescue party rejoined them, another scouting party
consisting of Joseph Young , Abel Garr, and Daniel Webster Jones was sent forward. The Martin company
remained in their camp at Red Bluffs for nine days until the three scouts finally arrived on October By the
time the scouts arrived, 56 members of the company had died. The scouts urged the emigrants to begin
moving again. During this interval, the party was providentially met by Ephraim Hanks , bringing meat from a
recently slaughtered buffalo, likely saving many lives as the nutritive value of the protein and fat in the meat
was much higher than that of the exhausted flour supplies, etc. He also performed many blessings and helped
in some amputations, etc. Grant, who headed the rescue party, reported to President Young: The sight is
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almost too much for the stoutest of us; but we go on doing all we can, not doubting nor despairing. This is
where the famous crossing of the Sweetwater River, on November 4. During this season, the River, though
shallow â€” about 2 feet 0. The stream temperature was frigid and clogged with floating ice. Some of the men
of the rescue party spent hours pulling the carts and carrying many of the emigrants across the river. After
passing Fort Bridger the leaders of the backup party concluded that the Martin Company must have wintered
east of the Rockies, so they turned back. When word of the returning backup relief party was communicated to
Young, he ordered the courier to return and tell them to turn back east and continue until they found the
handcart company, but several days had been lost. On November 18 the backup party met the Martin
Company with the greatly needed supplies. At last all the members of the handcart party were now able to ride
in wagons. The wagons carrying the Martin Company arrived in Salt Lake City on November 30; at least
members of the company had lost their lives. Many of the survivors had to have fingers, toes, or limbs
amputated due to severe frostbite. The emigrants would eventually go on to Latter-day Saint settlements
throughout Utah and the West. Three eighteen-year-old boys belonging to the relief party came to the rescue;
and to the astonishment of all who saw, carried nearly every member of that ill-fated handcart company across
the snow-bound stream. The strain was so terrible, and the exposure so great, that in later years all the boys
died from the effects of it. When President Brigham Young heard of this heroic act, he wept like a child, and
later declared publicly, "That act alone will ensure C. Allen Huntington, George W. Grant, and David P.
Kimball an everlasting salvation in the Celestial Kingdom of God, worlds without end. Hinckley , [54] James
E. Faust [55] and is currently taught in Sunday School in Mormon churches for both adults [56] and children.
Many survivors wrote about riding the wagons across. Some were carried, but other survivors wrote that they
crossed the river themselves or with the help of people other than the three boys. While the three boys were
among those that helped several across, the ages were wrong. Allen Huntington was Orton notes that such a
promise is inconsistent with Mormon doctrine. Not one of that company ever apostatized or left the church
because everyone of us came through with the absolute knowledge that God lives for we became acquainted
with him in our extremities. This was later quoted by President David O. McKay in , and later by Gordon B.
Hinckley, [65] James E. Faust [66] and was taught to children. Many of the survivors complained. Palmer said
that he was paraphrasing Webster, and given the lapse of time and the casual nature of a Sunday School class,
Orton believes it unlikely to be an exact quote. Orton believes Webster was only referring to the pioneers in
Cedar City, where the quote was given. As early as November 2, , while the Willie and Martin companies
were still making their way to safety, Brigham Young responded to criticism of his own leadership by
rebuking Franklin Richards and Daniel Spencer for allowing the companies to leave so late. Survivor John
Jacques wrote, "I blame nobody. I am not anxious to blame anybody I have no doubt that those who had to do
with its management meant well and tried to do the best they could under the circumstances. Neither then nor
any minute of my life since. The price we paid to become acquainted with God was a privilege to pay and I am
thankful that I was privileged to come in the Martin Hand Cart Company. Lyndia Carter, a trails historian, said
Franklin D. Richards "was responsible, in my mind, for the late departure" because "he started the snowball
down the slope" that eventually "added up to disaster". Christy agreed that "leadership from the top, from the
outset, was seriously short of the mark. With leaders all the way up to Brigham Young, there was
mismanagement. Arrington wrote, "Memories of what was perhaps the worst disaster in the history of western
migration have been palliated by what could also be regarded as the most heroic rescue of the Mormon
frontier.
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Annabella had a 30 year career as a long distance truck driver. She shared a story at an interfaith service
recently that gave me goosebumps. It is a reminder that we are always looked after and protected and
sometimes there are no other explanations for why things happen as they do, but that unseen hands guide our
steps and turns. Her guardian angels were certainly busy on the particular day she describes. The mine was off
a two lane desert mountain road. My 18 wheeler was a cab with no sleeper and two trailers called pups. I know
that because to get the truck loaded I drove it onto a great big scale and sat in the truck while a mine worker
loaded it so that they could watch the rig weight go up and stop the loading process right at max weight. This
particular day started out just like many other days. My truck had been in the shop for routine maintenance. I
got to the yard, checked the lights, kicked the tires to make sure they had air, jumped in and headed off to the
mine. Our shop mechanics were good. My vehicle inspections were always pretty short when the truck had
just been in the shop. I had made this trip hundreds of times before and today felt just like the rest. The empty
truck was very light and bouncy as I headed out of town into the dry foothills of the high desert in southern
CA. For 45 minutes I traversed the high desert plateau until reaching Lucerne Valley where I turned right and
started up the mountain roads that took me to the mine. I had been feeling it for nearly 10 years and the
familiarity had its own comfort as well. Soon the trailers were loaded, paperwork done and I was ready to roll
to Los Angeles to deliver my limestone to the USG plant in Torrance where they made drywall products. I
could see for probably 80 miles or more from this vantage point. There were no trees to obscure the view.
Instead there were hundreds of Joshua Trees, which are a type of slow growing cactus which eventually forms
a tree shape if it has enough time. You can live in the desert your whole life with a Joshua Tree in your yard
and never see it change except for an occasional blossom which appears and then falls off. They grow
imperceptibly slowly and live for thousands of years. The oldest ones grow to be about 20 feet high and their
branches spread about 15 feet across. Joshuas of that size are about years old. Most of the Joshuas I was
looking at that day were much smaller and younger than that, with a few old timers interspersed. The small
trees appeared as dark spots on the light desert sand. I always loved this view. I took it in one more time,
released the parking brakes and headed off down the mountainside. As always I turned on the engine brake as
soon as I was rolling. The steep grade ahead required braking from the engine as well as the wheels. In the
next 3 miles I was going to fall into Lucerne Valley, some feet below. This was not a switchback road either.
It was a straight road with only 2 turns between the mine and the town of Lucerne Valley. One turn was a 90
degree right hander a few hundred feet out of the mine. It was not an intersection, just a bend in the road.
Before the turn you were on a pretty good but gentle slope leaving the mine. Once you finished the turn you
were headed straight down the side of the mountain. If you followed Hwy 18 to the right, or uphill, you would
eventually end up in Big Bear, CA, a vacation town on the forested side of the mountains. I was going to turn
left and continue downhill into Lucerne Valley, where another left would eventually take me out to main
highways and cities. The engine brake held me back pretty well on the gentle grade leaving the mine. As I
approached the right hand curve I eased on the wheel brakes to aid in getting around the curve safely. Not
much happened to the speed of the truck when I hit the brake pedal. I pushed harder and could feel some
slowing, but not nearly what I was looking for. I found myself steering around the curve faster than I should
have, not only for the safety of getting around the corner, but I was hitting the main grade way too fast. I
started pushing with everything I had on the pedal. The engine brake was still holding on, but it was not made
to hold back an 80, pound rig on a grade like this. It was merely an assist at best. While I still had the chance I
grabbed the next gear down so that the engine would be of maximum benefit as a brake. My truck was a
runaway and I knew it. I had to get it under control NOW. My truck had a guage on it that told how hard the
driver was pushing on the brakes. Normal driving it stayed under The max I had seen it at was I had great
visibility of the intersection and traffic both ways on Hwy 18, so I would know if anyone else was in danger.
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That would stop the truck in about 2 seconds! Of course I would have to do that without also flipping the front
trailer and the cab in order to escape injury. Thank God I had put my seatbelt on. That was one of my good
habits. The shoulders were soft and the truck very heavy. The side that left the pavement first would slow
down instantly and the rig could flip end over end with the cab winding up under the trailers, spilling the
limestone. Even if I survived the injuries of the crash, I might die of suffocation under 30 tons of limestone.
That was a last resort action only to be used if absolutely necessary to save the life of another motorist. In the
meantime, I kept pushing on the brake pedal. If I pushed hard enough I could get a tiny bit of slowing. The
faster the truck went, the less difference the brakes made, but every little bit helped. I was approaching the
intersection with Hwy 18 fast and I took my eyes off the mining road for a moment to check for traffic on
Hwy I was going too fast to make the turn without rolling the trailer, but since that was the only way to stop
the truck anyway, why not try and make the turn? As the yards turned into feet from the corner I stood on the
brake pedal once again and pulled up on the steering wheel with everything I could muster to push even harder
on the brakes. I needed every tiny bit they would give me. I stayed standing on that pedal pulling on the
steering wheel until the very last second when I turned the wheel to the left. Everything went silent and
happened in slow motion. I hung my rig on the far right side of the road, flirting with the sandy shoulder. At
about 25 feet from the stop sign, I turned the wheel. In order to stand on the brakes and turn the wheel at the
same time I put both hands together on the lower part of the wheel, never releasing it from my upward pull.
Centrifugal force pulled me and the truck to the right, but I kept holding her steady left. The rig lurched left
because of the crowing of the roads as we rolled onto Hwy We crossed into and over the left lane of Hwy 18
and I caught a glimpse of my trailers in the mirrors. They were swaying ominously as they crossed the lane
crests and the dip in pavement at the corner of the pavement, but they were still upright. The wheel pulled to
the right again as we crossed the top of the crown on Hwy 18 going into the right lane. I held on and pulled
back to the left hoping to straighten the rig out in the right lane without going onto the shoulder or flipping the
rig. Between the slope of the lane and centrifugal force pushing us to the right I was sure I was headed into the
sand. But somehow, the truck stayed on the pavement and did not roll over. I pulled the parking brakes and
got out of the truck, very happy to have my wobbly legs on solid ground again. In that parking lot I found and
fixed the problem with the brakes. I had only the brakes on my 2 axel tractor. I had made it down that hill with
4 of my 10 brakes. I stood there shaking for a very long time. There was no one to yell at or to blame. I was
supposed to check those valves, particularly after maintenance. It was all right. I was all right. No one was hurt
and I had another story to tell. I was so grateful. So grateful there was no one else on the road. So grateful that
I had enough brake to make that turn. So grateful to be alive and uninjured. After calling the company and
unsuccessfully trying to beg off driving any more that shift, I got in the truck to continue on into Los Angeles.
As I turned the wheel to get back onto Hwy 18, I noticed the strangest thing. The steering wheel was bentâ€¦
right where my two hands had held onto it going around the corner.
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Travelling New England by land and sea, local history, houses - as I am a real estate appraiser, I teach Special
Education too, love all the kids I work with Posted 18 February - It was not just random. The first was when I
was a teenager and my friends were fooling around with a ouija board and contacting a spirit named Zachary. I
was watching them and laughing because I did not believe in ghosts then. There was a crash in the room. We
got scared and walked down a hallway and went outside. When I got outside the left side of the top of my leg
hurt and it was bleeding. It was double lined deep scratch, almost like two fingernails had done it and it was in
the perfect shape of a "Z". There was nothing in the hall that I could have run into and certainly nothing that
could make a perfect double lined Z scratch. It was deep too, I had a scar for about 10 years. Come to find out
it was an evil spirit that we had encountered and he did stick around for a while. The second "touch" was a
couple of years ago. I was home folding laundry and felt a "tug" at the back bottom of my shirt. I was stunned
because I was home alone and it was if someone actually grabbed my shirt and tugged it. It was not my
imagination. Then I smelled a faint smell of pipe smoke and realized it was Richard. I got ahold of my mother
within hours and come to find out that right around that time that I got the tug, Richard had died during the
operation. He was a pipe smoker too and loved playing practical jokes. The third time was a couple of months
ago. We were having some paranormal things happen in our home and I know it is my grandmother. She
comes and goes. I was sound asleep at 4 am and I heard a female voice say "Is it alright if I let the cat out?
Still not fully awake and sleeping on my side with my back to the side of the bed, I felt something pushing on
the back of my shoulder. It was just as if someone was pushing me with their whole hand to wake me up. As
the pushing was going on, I opened my eyes, not moving my body and I was actually watching my body move
from being pushed on the shoulder. I have never turned around so quickly, but no one was there. It is scary to
be touched, know you were touched but not be able to see what did it. My mother was "touched" once on the
back of her shoulder while doing dishes at a time we were having paranormal activity in the house I grew up
in. My husband was also "touched" on the shoulder while he was on his computer again during a time we were
experiencing paranormal activity. He was alone in the house and had heard a door open, then close, then
footsteps, then as if someone was creeping up behind him, then it was if someone reached out and touched the
top of his right shoulder. He thought it was me and spun his chair around only to find no one there. I am
wondering if a spirit is sensing that you are under stress and is reaching out to let you know they are there for
you. When you think about it, a touch to the shoulder or back is usually a caring, calming way to
communicate. When I was a teacher and had a student that was upset, hurt, scared etc.
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Still, he did manage to lighten up the mood after a brief conversation, after which he was shut out from the
carriage. Following a bit of trivial talk, the conversation shifted to business, at which point Otto rejoined the
conversation. Once they reached the village, they were surprised to see that it was empty, with no sign of the
villagers that had evacuated to the Sanctuary, leading them to believe that something was happening there.
Suddenly, a shadow approached him from behind, and upon seeing a mouth filled with white beast like fangs,
he lost consciousness. He woke up later, receiving an apology from Frederica soon after, and moved on to the
topic at hand. When Otto asked Subaru on what to do with Rem, he was surprised that he was told coldly to
not touch her, since he would carry her instead. After thinking about what happened to Rem during the battle,
he had Emilia insult him to clear his mind, then left for the library to visit Beatrice. Upon arriving at the
library, he asked her if she remembered Rem, however she refused to answer, pointing out that his question
was inquiring about someone eaten by gluttony. Hearing this, he tried to get information about that from her,
though she still refused to say anything about it. Returning from the library, he went to the Dragon Carriage
with Frederica to take Rem to her room, learning on the way to her room that Beatrice was a Spirit. After
setting Rem down on the bed, he discussed the situation with Emilia, who decided that they needed to go to
the Sanctuary. Having heard their plan, Frederica agreed to prepare for their trip, informing them that it would
be two days later, and warned them to be careful of Garfiel Tinsel while they were there. Two days later,
Subaru, Emilia, and Otto left for the Sanctuary, leaving Frederica and Petra behind to take care of the
mansion. As they entered the forest near the Sanctuary, Emilia lost consciousness, and they were subsequently
attacked by Garfiel. Garfiel easily defeated both their Earth Dragon and Otto, however he decided to let
Subaru through after seeing him protect Emilia whatever happened, offering to guide all of them to the village.
Once they arrived at the village, they met Ram, who guided them to the house where Roswaal was. To their
surprise, Roswaal was lying down on a bed, his body heavily injured. Continuing on, he revealed that the
"Roswaals" were in charge of taking care of the graveyard, along with the fact that he and the villagers were
under house arrest, which was why they were unable to return. Fifteen minutes later, the trio arrived at the
grave, prompting Garfiel to ask Emilia to enter to check whether she was worthy of taking the trials or not.
Hearing this, Emilia recalled that she lost consciousness upon entering the Sanctuary, something Garfiel
confirmed was the sign of someone worthy, stating that those who were worthy were all halfs. Nonetheless he
decided to scout ahead anyway, which the two protested against, making him promise Emilia that he would
return safely. Despite their promise, Subaru fell into a trap hole right as he entered the grave, and ten minutes
after waking up in the pit, he encountered a girl, who introduced herself as Echidna. Echidna, noting that
Subaru was too cautious of her to talk properly, decided to change the area into a grassy plain, then invited
him to have tea with her at a white table. After joking around with him, such as telling him that his tea was
made of her body fluids, she got down to business, telling him that he was in her dreams. Subaru told her to
send him back though he was convinced to stay when she offered to answer any questions he had. However,
Subaru noticed that she had pulled his right arm off, and as he panicked, she shattered both of his legs from
the knee down, making him fall into her arms. He became confused even further when she introduced herself
as the Witch of Pride, the feeling growing when she was replaced with Sekhmet , who commented that Subaru
was the third person to meet three witches in a row, the first two being Flugel and Reid Astrea. He pleaded for
her to fix his missing body parts, nevertheless she refused as she claimed it would be a hassle, leaving it to
Minerva to take care of. Looking him over, Minerva quickly deduced that it was the work of Typhon,
lamenting about conflict while she repeatedly punched him to heal him. Once she finished, she made him
promise to not get injured, telling him that she would heal him even if he did, then swapped places with
Echidna, who asked him if that proved how harmless she was compared to the others, to which he referred to
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her as a witch. As they returned to the table, Echidna revealed that she had collected the souls of the other
witches since had been important to her while they were still alive. She also expressed somewhat of an interest
in Roswaal, mentioning that Roswaal was "a little too earnest", willing to give up her own life for a single
purpose. A while later, the effects of the tea she served him started to take effect, prompting her to tell him
that what he drank was without a doubt her body fluids, which were helping the Witch Genes inside his body
settle in. A short while later, Subaru awoke in a building in the village, then made his way with Emilia to the
house Roswaal was staying in, where Emilia declared that she would take the trials. The next night, Subaru
visited the grave with Emilia and Lewes, and the two waited outside while she took the trial, the lights in the
grave suddenly went out, prompting him to run in and help her. Immediately, he heard a phrase telling him to
face his past, and ended up in his room in Japan. Subaru went over the details with her, thanking her for letting
him tell his parents what he wanted to say, even if they were fake, before leaving the trial. Satella was annoyed
that Echidna had toyed with his feelings, which she claimed were only hers, causing her to try and absorb her,
nonetheless Echidna calmly dealt with her by summoning Sekhmet to push her back into the darkness. Subaru
awoke near Emilia, who he saw was struggling with her trial, causing him to go over to her. He woke her up,
however the stress from what she saw during the trial made her mentally unstable, forcing him to carry her
back to the village. She recovered later that day, and while she was surprised that he passed the first trial, she
refused to have him take it in her place, stating that she would take it alongside him. Faced with the results,
Subaru negotiated with Garfiel to release the hostages in exchange for him to take the trial instead of Emilia,
to which both sides agreed. Returning from death, he quickly realized that he was in the graveyard after the
first trial. Going through the same situations as the previous loop, he brought Emilia back to the house,
however this time around Garfiel objected to him participating in the trials. While there, he noticed a
contradiction in her words about whether she took the test or not, yet the only thing she said in response was
that no one in the Sanctuary could lie. To begin her story, Frederica told him about the Demi Human War,
then moved on from there to her family, explaining how they ended up with Roswaal. Making his way through
the passage with Petra, he reached the room where he had previously died from frostbite, and when he opened
the door he was immediately attacked by Elsa. Quickly realizing that it was her, he used Shamak to hold her
off, with the two retreating as fast as they could. Fortunately Frederica came to their aid, blocking the entrance
to the passageway once they got through. After taking a moment to think, Subaru tried to wake Petra up, who
he thought was unconscious, though unfortunately he saw that a Kukri Knife was embedded from the back of
her neck to the back of her head, which had killed her instantly. Beatrice confirmed his thoughts, stating that
his reason for trying to leave just vanished, and began to heal his wounds. He tried to commit suicide by biting
his tongue, however Beatrice prevented him from dying, causing him to become angry, and when he took it
out on her, she dropped her gospel book. Immediately recognizing the book, Subaru demanded to know if she
could only do what the book told her to do, prompting her to kick him out after an argument, sending him to a
laboratory like place. Making his way outside, he realized that he was in the Sanctuary, and decided to
interrogate Roswaal about everything. Soon after, he arrived in the village, noting that no one was there, and
made his way to the grave, where the Oousagi ate a hole straight through him, killing him from blood loss.
During the questioning, he learned that Roswaal also had a gospel book, which Roswaal referred to as one of
the only two complete books owned by him and Beatrice, making him realize that he knew everything that had
happened. Subaru accused him of letting Rem die, leading him to ask who she was, and at that point he lost it
and tried to attack Roswaal but was stopped by Garfiel who smashed the right side of his face in. As they
neared the barrier, Garfiel blocked their path, nevertheless he agreed to let them pass as long as Subaru
remained, yet in spite of that he tried to kill him once they left, forcing Ram to hold him back to let Subaru
leave with the villagers. Her actions angered him, causing him to beastify and chase after the villagers,
beginning to massacre them when they tried to prevent him from killing him. Subaru himself tried to help but
was thrown off into the distance by Patrasche. Returning to the scene a while later, he was confused as to why
there were no bodies, his confusion increasing when he saw that there was no one in the Sanctuary either.
Confused and tired, he made his way to the grave, and on the way there he encountered the Oousagi and was
eaten again. Subaru returned from death again, however this time Echidna brought him to a second tea party,
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where they went over his Returns from Death ability. As they wrapped up the topic, he shifted the topic to his
most recent death, and after he explained how he died, she informed him that he was killed by the Oousagi,
one of the Three Great Demon Beasts created by the Witch of Gluttony Daphne. Hearing this, he requested to
see the witch, though she was reluctant to let them meet until he convinced her otherwise. Wary of her after
experiencing hunger, he declared that he would get rid of the Oousagi, which she laughed at, and soon after
she switched places with Echidna. The witch tried to absorb him, though fortunately Garfiel saved him,
explaining that everyone else had been swallowed by the shadows. The witch continued to try and absorb him,
forcing Garfiel in his beastified form and the Lewes Meyers to try to fight her, however they were quickly
killed by the shadow. As Echidna had modified it, the handkerchief hardened in accordance to his will,
allowing him to use it as a weapon to cut away the shadows trying to absorb him. Using the handkerchief, he
cut his way straight to the witch, but was shocked when he saw it was Emilia behind the shadows, his agitation
allowing the witch to ensnare him in her shadows again. Subaru awoke in the grave like before, though unlike
the other loops, this time he discussed the trials with Emilia after he woke her up. The events that followed
were the same as the previous loops, but this time he stayed with Emilia for a while to discuss the trials a bit
more, this time lying to her about taking the trial himself. After parting with the boy, Subaru recalled the time
he met him in front of the grave while he was talking with Otto, and retraced his steps to end up at the
laboratory like place he had been teleported to by Beatrice. Making his way inside the building, he was
shocked to see Lewes inside of a huge crystal, but quickly regained his composure to analyze the situation.
Noticing that the room placement was strange, he checked the walls as he thought there was an extra room
hidden somewhere, and as he turned toward the door to check the other room, he met eyes with another Lewes
who had just arrived. He tried to talk with her, nevertheless Lewes ignored him and began taking care of the
crystal, and as he watched he felt the same feeling when powerful magic was used as the crystal shone with
bluish white light, noting that the crystal was interfering with the mana in the atmosphere. Her work finished,
Lewes tried to leave but was stopped again by Subaru, who held her with one hand to prevent her from leaving
while he touched the crystal with the other. Suddenly, he was gripped with an intense feeling of heat inside of
his body, forcing him to the ground out of pain. The feeling left him soon after, and he was surprised to see
Lewes drop to her knees and respectfully bow her head to him, subsequently leading him outside where the
Lewes he knew was waiting, who promised to explain once they moved to a different place. She continued by
telling him that aside from the four that acted as Lewes, the rest of the copies acted as eyes and messengers,
revealing that it took three days for one of the four copies to recharge, further explaining that Subaru was able
to order the copies around as he was a Disciple of Greed. Just as he expected, Garfiel tried to prevent him from
leaving, however he dealt with him by having the copies along with one of the four main Lewes hold him back
while he left on Patrasche. Arriving at the mansion half a day later, he asked Petra to stay home for the next
week, then discussed Garfiel with Frederica, learning that Garfiel had taken the trial before in the past.
Defeated, she dropped her gospel book to the floor, prompting him to pick it up. He was surprised that the
entire book was blank, causing her to mention that it had been that way for years, and asked him to kill her to
set her free from the contract. He refused to do so, causing her to have an emotional outburst, telling him that
she been alone for years. Hearing this, he asked her why she was letting him finish her, but before she could
answer she was interrupted by Elsa, who was standing in the doorway with a blood stained Kukri Knife in her
hand. Upon hearing that she had killed Petra, Subaru cast Shamak before pulling himself and Beatrice into it,
using it to confuse Elsa while they escaped past her. Before they could enter the room, Elsa caught up to them,
forcing Beatrice to fight back using Yin Magic. They succeeded in retrieving Rem, nevertheless Beatrice was
killed by Elsa, who she thought she had killed instead, and Elsa proceeded to repeatedly cut him before
knocking him out. Ignoring the terrible feeling he had, he buried both girls in the village, then returned to the
Sanctuary, eventually coming face to face with an angry Garfiel who informed him that he had taken back
control of the copies. Taking Rem as a hostage, Garfiel ordered Subaru to drag Emilia out of the grave,
pointing out the winter like condition around them, telling him that he suspected Emilia of freezing the area
just like Elior Forest. Having no choice, he checked up on Emilia, who was worried about him, even
mentioning that she loved him, nonetheless upon exiting the grave he informed Garfiel that she had lost her
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mind, as he knew she would never depend on him like that. Before Garfiel could say anything, he revealed
everything he had learned about him, including the fact that Roswaal was the one who was making it snow,
pointing out that he was most likely the one who was keeping them in the Sanctuary. Soon after, the two
confronted Roswaal about the snow, but to his surprise he asked him if he was the one who told him that.
Hearing this, Subaru ordered the Lewes copies to attack him, revealing that he had received control over them
before confronting him, nevertheless Roswaal easily killed them with magic, he himself revealing that he had
stopped making it snow a short while earlier, allowing him to use magic again. After killing them, he cast Goa
repeatedly in the direction of the forest, where the Oousagi was just arriving at the Sanctuary. While killing
them one by one, Roswaal explained that the mana and snow had attracted them to the Sanctuary, then stopped
killing them, stating that he no longer had any reason to live. As the Oousagi approached, Roswaal advised
him to get rid of everything except the one thing he held dear, as that would allow him to be like him, before
getting eaten by the Demon Beast. Running with all his might, Subaru made his way to the cathedral, in spite
of that he was too late in arriving as it was already in flames, the villagers choosing to die instead of fighting
back.
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5: Journey of Flower Translation #18 - Ninja Reflection
Excerpt from Published by Unseen Hands In the industrial world the unseen hand of greed has pushed millions of men
into an abjectness measured only by the awful limits of their dependence.

November 14, Author: Falling backward after being pushed by an unseen hand, Qiangu jumps up to find
herself in the middle of a bustling street. Unable to wrap her mind around what just happened, Qiangu looks
around in confusion. Closing her eyes against the bright sun, Qiangu feels hot and thirsty as a seemingly
endless sea of people surround her at every side. Alone for the first time in an unfamiliar place, Qiangu ball up
her hands as panic and fear bloom inside her. Having never seen such a beautiful girl but also one who seems
to be short of a few screws, the crowd of people automatically parts a path for Qiangu wherever she goes. We
will take you to go find your Master. I want my Master! She has to stay calm, she is good at sword fighting so
she can fight off all these baddies! Forgetting everything she learned the moment the thugs rush towards her to
take her sword away, Qiangu could only wave the sword around blindly. Scared out of her mind when
someone suddenly grabs her from behind, Qiangu drops her sword but the man was instantly thrown against
the wall behind them the moment he touches her and a silver light flashes. Stunned, the rest of the thugs try to
throw themselves on Qiangu but were instantly repelled into the air the moment they touched her clothing. She
is really a demon! After crying for a long while, a hungry and tired Qiangu finally stumbles out of the
alleyway, forgetting her sword completely. Why is he not here yet? For most of her life, Master has been by
her side taking care of her every need. She is that demon that had appeared a short while ago! Tearing up
again, Qiangu wonders why they keep on calling her a demon. She is Xiao Gu not a demon. Looking around
at the completely empty street and the still steaming meat bun, Qiangu finds herself start to salivate again. If
everyone had run off then does that mean she can take a meat bun and have some milk as well? Walking for
who knows how long or how far, Qiangu has never walked so far in her life. When she was younger, she
would whine for Master to carry her after walking only a few steps. Once she got too old to be carried, then
Master would fly with her. Unused to walking so much, her feet are now covered with blisters. Master, where
are you? Not about to let their place be invaded by some dirty crying girl no matter how pretty she is, the
beggers chased Qiangu away. Squatting underneath a tree, Qiangu trembles under the cold and rainy night. It
seems like she has been waiting for a long time. He is finally here. She never wants to be apart again.
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6: An Unseen Hand, an Unheard Whisper - Poem by Raymond A. Foss
The decline of mass media is a good thing for people who feel they are being pushed about and made miserable.

Feedback; Go on then! E-mail me at jesspallas hotmail. But please, let me know first. Category; Episode
Addition, Drama, Adventure. For the length of this story, I would ask you suspend your picky detail radar and
just enjoy it. See what you think! The chamber was a shadowed vault but that was not surprising. This was a
place where shadows danced and the corporeal were loath to tread, for fear of being lost. A shroud like layer
of dust, thick and heavy, added a silvery sheen to the absence of light and a low, faintly musty smell tickled
the senses and taunted the nose towards sneezing. They were fastened firmly, heavy-duty peacekeeper locks
protecting their contents from the unclean enemy â€” or even the unclean friends. Much of what had lain
within had been shattered by the impact, beyond salvage, beyond even recognition, bent, twisted and ripped to
shards of indecipherable metal. Chiana surveyed the carnage with sharp eyes. She liked to poke around in
dusty corners, hunting through the remnants of the peacekeeper occupation for items that could be of value.
But more than acquisitiveness lay behind her journey on this day. Even thinking about Crichton and the others
made her uncomfortable and being in their presence was far, far worse. So instead, she had chosen to isolate
herself until such time as she no longer regarded their coming with a profound sense of dread. Slinky, cat-like,
her shadow flitting like a wrath before her, the Nebari picked her way forward, feeling her way through the
debris as she ran her gaze across her findings. There was nothing much of value here â€”nothing that could be
traded or sold, nothing she cared to own. The peacekeeper locks were beyond even her skill â€” and she had
devoted the best part of a day finding that out, just to be certain â€” and most of the remains around her were
broken beyond any kind of use. But her keen eyes picked out the loose items at once; swiftly she stooped and
lifted the dark box into the pool of light that washed through the half open door, examining it carefully. She
turned to leave, already tweaking at the lock with eager fingers, scooping up the holoimager in passing, almost
as an afterthought. Once she stepped out once more into the bright light of the corridor, the Nebari dropped
quickly, settling cross-legged on the floor to examine her find in more detail. She placed the box down on the
golden floor with care, a contrast to the thoughtless way she tossed aside the holoimager. Just what could this
be then? They said the best things came in small packages, an assessment she had long applied to herself.
Finding something worth having might just put a shine on what had thus far been an unrewarding day. A flick
of her wrist freed a small metal tool from a hidden recess of her clothing; armed, she set to work, the precision
thief blessed with the experience of practice. It was the work of microts to spring the lock â€” on one hand a
credit to her skill, but on the other a gentle hint of potential disappointment. The peacekeepers had not gone to
a lot of trouble to protect what lay inside â€” that did not bode well for the prospect of valuable contents. But
then with peacekeepers you never knew. There minds were a mystery to any sane species. Gently, Chiana
cracked the lid, opening the floodgates of light into the dark interior. Her face fell at once. No jewels, no
weapons, nothing of value to anyone! With a tsk of disgust she thumped down the box, sweeping her arm
away in an attempt to dispel her annoyance. She should have been more careful. She felt sharp contact against
her finger; the holographic imager tumbled away, clattering against the grate. The chip, already loosened, was
hurled free in a lightning bolt of silver hurtling into the vent to vanish into the abyss beneath. She had cared
little for the chip until that point, but that was when she had a chance of finding out what was on it. To loose it
with curiosity unsatisfied was frustration itself. But no glimpse was to be seen, her search vain. The chute was
a drop of near vertical proportions and the only trace of it was the distant echoes of bouncing metal. The
Nebari squinted into the hole for a microt longer then abruptly lost interest. What did it matter? It was only a
frelling holochip. There had probably been nothing on it of any interest anyway. With a sigh, Chiana rose to
her feet, snatching up the holographic imager in one hand and the box of tapes in the other, hefting them
thoughtfully as she considered what to do. Oh, what the Frell; she was bored with exploring now and maybe
these recordings would contain something of value or interest. If nothing else, watching them would help pass
the time. Tucking the imager under one arm, Chiana started down the passageway, flicking an idle finger
through the rows of recordings. One glance told her that they appeared to be arranged in some kind of order,
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probably chronological, although there were no specific dates. It was a bit of a shame in the way â€” the recent
ones would probably have proved the most interesting. After all, there looked to be a good two cycles worth of
stuff to see here! Humming quietly to herself, Chiana strolled away towards her quarters. That was not
unusual. Rygel was hungry on a pretty much permanent basis. After the incident concerning Traltixx, Rygel
was still very uncomfortable socialising with his fellow shipmates - not that he particular revelled in their
company at other times. Although the stash of dried food rectangles â€” or crackers as that impossible creature
Crichton insisted on calling them â€” were nothing special, they concealed beneath them a treasure; two dozen
Hynerian marjuls, traded for a great cost at a commerce planet nearly a quarter cycle before. Rygel had
worried about keeping his valuable delicacy fresh whilst at the same time concealing it from his greedy
shipmates but fortune had favoured him when he stumbled across the junction. He normally reserved this
place for special occasions but since he was feeling more than a little sorry for himself, visiting his favourite
store seemed a fine way to cheer himself up. The marjuls were slightly on the fragrant side by now, but to
Rygel that simply added to their flavour. Settling down comfortably, the Hynerian raised the first marjul to his
lips, sucking on its slimy texture with a deep and abiding pleasure. This was more like it! Peace, quiet and
food! No Crichton with his annoying incoherent blatherings, or Chiana with her high pitched whining! Just
himself, two dozen marjuls, three score crackers andâ€¦ And a noise. Rygel paused in irritation. He could hear
it more clearly now, a metallic clanging from somewhere above, bouncing, changing pitch, growing louder
and louder, closer and closer. The Dominar paused in apprehension. The last unexplained object that had come
too close had contained Durka! It was probably nothing, a DRD or a misaligned conduit. He would speak to
Pilot about it. But there was no reason to let it spoil a good meal! Turning his attention back to his food, Rygel
selected a particularly plump marjul and raised it languorously to his lips. The blow to his head was small and
sudden: Irritated beyond all measure at the intrusion on his meal, but curious too, Rygel lifted the little object
free of the crumbled debris, shaking it clean, examining it for potential value. But one look wrote it off as
nothing more than a worthless peacekeeper chip. Hardly worth breaking his meal for! With a huff of
annoyance, the Hynerian picked up the tape and hurled it away down the dark vent to his left. He interrupted
consumption of his precious marjuls for that! With a humph, Rygel turned and lifted the substantial marjul
once more. This time, nothing would interrupt him! The human had been napping, savouring a rare moment of
quiet, out of the loop, trying to recover some of the energy lost during the recent frantic bout of paranoia
induced by Traltixx. Sleep was there, calling to him, beckoning with open arms but grim reality was
determined to hold him, trapping him in a frustratingly unrevitalising conscious doze. It was a battle. But at
long, long last, after more than an arn, John finally found that his mind was drifting, the sounds, once a major
distraction, now nothing more than background noise and he hurried eagerly towards the welcome oblivion of
rest. And then came the clatter. It was nothing, the sound of something small and metallic tumbling down
from a vent to tangle with the grate and freefall to the skinsteel floor. But it captured his conscious and
grabbed it viciously, slamming shut the doors of sleep and dragging his mind kicking and screaming back to
clarity. Swearing under his breath in frustration â€” he had been so close! His anger had thoroughly woken his
mind â€” there would be no sleep now and there was little point in trying â€” so the human rose groggily from
his bed, reaching crankily for his clothes. When he found the whatever that had woken him, he would melt the
frelling thing down for scrap! After a few dozen microts of struggling with leather and boots, John finally got
himself into some kind of order. Brushing back his hair, he made his way across the cell to where the high
vent glistened innocently. It seemed a logical place to startâ€¦. John turned in surprise to meet the dark eyes of
Chiana. She was leaning with one hand against the doorframe, her stance twitchy and uncharacteristically
uncertain. Her porcelain face was unusually serious. In her free hand, she held a grey holoimager.
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7: The Unseen Hand Chords - The Rambos - Guitar Chords
Back to our heroine. Falling backward after being pushed by an unseen hand, Qiangu jumps up to find herself in the
middle of a bustling street. Unable to wrap her mind around what just happened, Qiangu looks around in confusion.

Over the years it passed into various hands and at one time many of the rooms were rented to people who were
convalescing from two nearby sanitariums. Today, the building serves as a nightclub and most of the
phenomena are the many strange sounds heard by the staff and visitors. High heeled shoes are often heard
walking across the bar and lobby areas, the piano sometimes plays of its own accord, and strange voices are
sometimes heard. The Arroyo â€” The Spirit of La Llorona , the weeping woman, is said to wander along this
draining ditch crying and searching for her lost children. Thought to have murdered her children long ago, the
legend is often told to children by their parents in order to get them to behave. These barriers make a hissing
sound when encountered. Also reported, are the sounds of sobbing, voices and heartbeats and black robed
figures are seen in the darkened hallways. Originally built as a residence by the Ruiz family, it was referred to
as the Case de Ruiz for nearly years. One of the oldest structures in the State of New Mexico , it remained in
the Ruiz family until the last family member, Rufina G. Ruiz, died in at the age of These types of antics
continued until Marie began to talk to the spirit. Haunted Hill â€” Located at the end of Menaul Boulevard in
the foothills, allegedly visitors have heard the sounds of screaming, phantom footsteps and bodies being
dragged. According to the legend, an old man once lived in the caves at the top of the hills, sometimes
bringing prostitutes there and killing them. Other reports tell of the apparition of an old man walking and the
swinging of a lantern by unseen hands. No institution stands through time without something bad happening
and the Kimo is no exception. In , a six year old boy named Bobby Darnall was killed when the boiler in the
basement exploded, demolishing part of the original lobby. It is this boy, wearing a striped shirt and blue jeans
that is often seen playing on the lobby staircase. But he is also known to play numerous impish tricks, such as
tripping the actors and creating a ruckus during performances. To appease the spirit, the cast hangs doughnuts
on the water pipe that runs along the back wall of the theatre behind the stage. In side this mansion turned
restaurant, there have been many reported sightings of the ghost of Josefita Otero, who seemingly prefers the
second floor bedrooms and the stairway. Other reported phenomenon includes chairs that move on their own
accord and pots and pans that often heard rattling in an otherwise empty kitchen. Maria Teresa Restaurant
â€”This beautiful old hacienda, turned restaurant dates back to when it was built by a man named Salvador
Armijo. At least four different spirits have been seen wandering through the restaurant on various occasions.
Other phenomenon includes a piano that seemingly plays of its own accord, employees who are touched by
unseen hands, reflections of ghosts appearing in mirrors, unseen voices, and flatware and tables that
mysteriously move on their own. Rancho de Corrales â€” Not actually in Albuquerque, but about 15 miles
north of the city, in Corrales, New Mexico, this gracious old hacienda was built in by Diego Montoya. The
sprawling adobe home, with its thick walls and heavily timbered ceilings was, at first, a peaceful oasis
surrounded by orchards. However, that all changed when the Luis and Louisa Emberto purchased the property
in Some five years after they moved in, a bloody shootout occurred. It all started when Luis discovered that
his wife was having an affair and moved out of the hacienda promising to return and kill both her and her
lover. On April, , made good on his promise and shot his wife twice. An armed posse soon surrounded the
hacienda and in the gun battle that ensued, Luis was struck down. Today, the restless pair continue to make
their presence known at the hacienda turned restaurant. Others have heard the sound of midnight parties in the
old hacienda. Charles Gaastra, who had recently returned from a trip to Egypt, the building prominently
displays the Egyptian influence. Today the historic building is part of the Double Tree Hotel Complex.
Encompassing some 5, square feet, the Wool Warehouse Theater Restaurant is housed on the second floor.
During performances a man in a cream-colored double breasted suit has been known to have appeared on the
stage. Thought to be Mr. Bond himself, the spirit seems to be pleasant and is also known to happily watch the
productions from the side stage. On the other hand, the stairs behind the stage that lead to the basement, are
thought to hold are more malevolent spirit. Employees have reported feeling pushed by unseen hands,
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something or someone that grabs their ankles, and strange noises emanating from the walls. This has
frightened some to such an extent, that they refuse to go to the basement. Other paranormal activities reported
are the feeling of hot and cold spots, being watched, and items that are mysteriously moved. Xilinx Building
â€” Today, this building serves as a technology development center, but this has not always been the case. The
building once served as a mental health hospital. Today, staff report mysterious banging sounds throughout
the building, groans heard in the courtyard, and whispers in the back office area. Others tell of objects that
seemingly move of their own accord, and shadowy figures that are soon moving along the hallways.
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8: It Was As If Unseen Hands - Chapter 1 - Birdy - Steven Universe (Cartoon) [Archive of Our Own]
A couple of days later after dinner we pushed back our chairs. explained our connection and shook hands. Recognition
lit up her face. silent, usually unseen.

Woe, woe, woe to the inhabitants of the earth On Tuesday, July 27th, Father Malachi Brendan Martin silently
passed away in Manhattan, only a few days after reaching his 78th birthday. Yet, before an accompanying
stroke claimed his physical existence, while lying in critical condition, Father managed to convey to a close
friend, prudently preferring to remain anonymous In the months preceding his unsuccessful battle, Father was
rehabilitating from a stroke brought on last Summer. Of course you have my permission to use it. Why would
two seemingly unrelated women perpetrate a second story job on a priest? Could their actions have had
anything to do with the fact that Father Martin was finishing a book set to expose a pervasive evil in the
Church -- Satanic pedophilia? What prompted millionairess Livanos to enlist the aid of a housewife with a
paper route Zuppe? What drove the former to shut Father Martin off entirely from the world -- one might even
say incarcerate him under house arrest -- and deprive this gregarious priest, deeply in love with his fellow
man, all human contact? What drove Zuppe to blindly work at discrediting the priest she claimed to love and
serve? We dare pose these questions, knowing that Mrs. Father Martin lived and loved to serve the Church.
Anyone and everyone who ever met him, if even for only a few fleeting moments could easily see this. It is
preposterous to think that Mrs. Livanos did not see and know this. It is even more incredulous to buy the guile
that she was merely looking out for his own good by silencing him. After twenty-seven years of association,
we can safely say that no one knew Father Martin lived for others more perfectly than Mrs. Livanos, but
apparently, she did not care about crushing his spirit. Some who have spoken with her proclaim she seemed to
take a delight in it. In truth, this note resembled another 6 sent to unity Publishing from Mrs. Livanos in her
own hand. They are not alone. However, they quickly proved this claim to be ridiculous and no more than an
outright lie. This statement was ridiculous, because Father Martin did absolutely nothing to maintain his
Website; Star Harbor did it all for him. Given the fact that Father Martin wanted nothing to do with the
Flynns, and avoided all association with them, this prevarication is most illuminating. Taking a deep breath,
need we ask After including forged articles and attributing them to Father Martin, their motives became
unmistakably distinct. In essence, posing as Father Martin in the eyes of the public and making him out to be
an idiot was not beneath them. In an attempt to bend Star Harbor to their will and embarrass them into
submission, i. The idiocy of such a libelous maneuver defies all sense. If Father Martin had distanced himself
from the Flynns by merely leaving them alone, what makes any rational person think that he would take to the
Internet to publicly humiliate personal friends into shutting down a Website he authorized and blessed? All
this angry move demonstrated was just how ugly and base the spirit behind Medjugorje is. How can we say
this? Truth - Greater than Fiction Before we close, it should be clear to anyone with a grade one I. Portrait of
A Lie Are you receiving a clear picture? Do you see the reason for our questions? They both evaded every
question of his well-being, and even denied his friends the opportunity to speak with Father when he proved to
be present at their call These two ladies, Kakia Livanos in particular, made it their special interest and mission
to especially deprive him contact from those who had brought him the most joy before his mishap. For certain,
recovering from a stroke mandates rest and relaxation No one gets better in jail. After these visits, he was
always reported as doing well and suffering no visible effects of his initial setback. We would have welcomed
the opportunity to hear Father explain the tale of the tape, and declare for all the world to hear where he truly
stood regarding Medjugorje and the pretenders making him out to be one of them. To think otherwise is to rule
their threats utterly inane and insane. To suspect a sinister foresight controlled their proud tongues is more
plausible. In criminal circles, this is especially so. Premeditation makes psychopaths more psychopathic. Was
he merely utilizing this time to make his final peace with his Maker, was he simply unable to overcome his
opposition, or is there an intrigue running far beneath any question we can wittingly compose? Did he know
too much to speak? Did he know enough to keep quiet? My father had five heart attacks and I am quite
familiar with their consequences and debilitating factors. So exposed, I know that on the same day of a muscle
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damaging heart attack, heart patients are commonly able to talk. Although they should avoid overexcitement,
they can, should be and are, in virtually every medical institution, allowed to talk. Instead, as you now know,
locked away from those closest to him, Father Martin was forced to remain speechless for nearly a year, and
abide the debatable caretaking and blatant mishandling of Kakia Livanos and Denise Zuppe. Of course, he
could have simply been of the smaller percentile, but given his virility, verve, zest for life and indomitable will
to serve, all who knew him concur that his spirit of love in and for God was strong enough to overcome any
such statistical challenge. After the first stroke, why was Father Martin silent so long without speaking with
those who cared for him? Why did he seem to avoid his Spiritual Director and closest friends? Are we the only
ones to suspect that Father was, figuratively speaking, sleeping with the Enemy? Logic prevents us from
reaching any other conclusion. What spirit motivated them to perform seemingly bizarre, criminal and covert
acts? Once more, his landlady, Kakia Livanos forbade it. Even when he lay dying, she forbade consoling
words to reach Father and news about his condition to reach the public She was not Roman Catholic but Greek
Orthodox, and of a family that owned several Greek shipping lines. Denise Zuppe emailed Phil Maguire, a
reporter from Australia, that only select people were allowed to go upstairs to visit Father Martin. Was
Livanos apprehensive the more enlightened among them would pick up on her hidden agenda? Furthermore,
did Father know and approve of her restrictions and visitor selections? Because he was only able to smuggle
out a few scant last words, we solemnly doubt it. Was he then healthy enough to arrest those who set out to
damage his good name in defense of Medjugorje? We also propose that he was nevermore a threat to the evil
he opposed then in that moment. They kept him in the dark about their machinations. Father Martin would
have fired his staff months before had he known then what he discovered too late -- the Enemy was within. In
facing the visible and invisible world undaunted, Father honored his holy ancestors. His final act of opposition
to his staff exposed their sheeplike cloaks as belonging to the genus WOLF, and declared that he would not
stand still as long as evil existed anywhere. In letting them know he disapproved of what they had done, in
calling the Devil by name as he was want to do within a Holy Exorcism, Father did not go out with a whimper
as his foes desired , rather he violently ripped a hole the size of an ocean through the veil of time like an
atomic bomb delivered from a distant star; the fallout from his thunderous blast and parting left to come. He
understood they were most likely behind the brutal, ritualistic murder of his friend, Father Kunz -- butchered
alive for not merely possessing like knowledge, but because he was prepared to reveal a list of names and
events to Church authorities. In the same manner, Father Martin was readying to blow the whistle on this
deviant subculture in his last book. As in a Grisham novel, Father was ever the archetypal hero, growing more
courageous the greater the danger, yet ever-tested to not underestimate his opponent. We cannot accuse or
prove anyone deliberately set out to take over his identity. These things sometimes just have a way of
happening when lesser plans go awry. May he more powerfully intercede for all who remain, that we may
come to love what he did more than anything: A member of this eminent shipping family from the Aegean
island of Hios, Livanos was born in New Orleans in A true history, defense and obituary of Father Malachi,
written by his 20 year friend, Fr. Charles Fiore of Minnesota, can be found on http: I would like to close by
saying, that knowing the caliber of his friends -- Father Charles Fiore, Dr. Judged by the company we keep, he
kept company with the brightest and best men and women of our day. Father Malachi genuinely loved people
and Holy Mother the Church. Gentle, sage and kind, he was ever ready to answer any question or attend to any
need. May he rest in the Light of God. Deo gratias por Pater Malachi Martin. The allegory to the apron is not
casually or undeliberately employed. We do not intend to imply that the Church is run by Masons, nor that this
is the sole purpose of the Medjugorje Hoax. We are proof positive that, the founders and messengers of this
deception are little more than a band of sorry brigands of the truth, consumed by love of impure sex, money
and drugs. In truth, Kakia Livanos did far more than shelter Father Martin. She not only prevented him from
sharing his last words with the world Under the weight of these undeniable facts, it is nigh impossible to
believe that such a domineering and incarcerating personality was not either misled, or worse yet, misleading.
We know he was outraged and upset. What human heart cannot imagine the anguish, disappointment and
torment this betrayal caused him? We think that piracy in any form, disguised under any feigned innocence,
remains piracy. Was she, in effect, threatening to evict Father? Was her unconverted heart simply tired of
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boarding a man of God?
9: Unseen Hands - The Bliss Blog
Visitors to the area have had the sensation of being pushed by unseen hands, scratched, and witnessed orbs. Now
owned by the mysterious-sounding Dark Entry Forest Association, it is heavily.
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