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STORY LINE
After Caleb's successful defeat of Tchernobog, he retires to Los Roma, a sleepy little town in his home state of Texas, where the only dead animal is the one on his dinner plate.   He is sick of fighting, tired of bloodshed.  But as he spends his days building up a ranch, there is activity beneath the ground of Los Roma.  At first there are only tremors, and the townspeople shrug their shoulders before going on as usual.  But soon, strange sounds begin to emanate from the town church.  Hellish sounds that lift the hair on Caleb's neck, and grip his cojones with iron-tight fear.  His old life, he knows, is returning.

He breaks open the padlocked trap door in the floor of his nearly completed ranch house, looks wistfully at the weapons stashed there.  He takes them out, cleans them, tests them in his hands once more.  

Then Los Roma experiences its first - and last - nightmare.  Beasts erupt from the town church, spilling out like so many roaches from a decaying corpse.  Cultists, zombies, gargoyles, all of Caleb's old acquaintances.  The townspeople flee, and perhaps one or two manage to escape, but the majority are crushed, burnt or slashed by the underworld beings.  The town is burnt, the river polluted by evil.  Caleb fights gallantly, but the seven months of peace he experienced here has insidiously drained him of his reflexes, and he is eventually captured.  He is brought into the middle of the now deserted main street, Paulo Street, where Tchernobog speaks to him through one of the gargoyles.  

  
“You dare to believe I perished in the Hall of Epiphany?  Then you are more stupid that I assumed, Caleb!”

Caleb struggles against the grip of the cultists, feels the barrel of at least two shotguns against his back.  “You will eventually die, Tchernobog.”


The gargoyle laughs, shaking its head.  “You really are very stupid, Caleb.  Once I have safely disposed of you I will go to a far off place, a cold place, and hibernate for the next 100 years.  By the time I am renewed, you will be dead.”  The gargoyle scratches its head with a wing.  “But I won’t kill you now, Caleb.  Do you know why?”


Although his head is held tight, he manages to shake it in the negative.  “Why?”


“Because the dead don’t suffer.”  The God flicks a wing towards its minions, and activity begins once more.  Court has adjourned. 


Caleb is led into the town cemetery, and although he is now far away from the gargoyle, he can still hear Tchernobog’s voice.  “You will never escape from your tomb, Caleb.  I’m afraid you will get horribly bored.”  The voice chuckles.  “So, for your entertainment, two of my zombies will keep you company.  Enjoy your life, Caleb.”


He struggles, but the might of the occult is stronger than he, and he is stuffed into a small mausoleum.  The stone doors slam closed.  The zombies eye him hungrily.  


Caleb leaps onto a stone tomb, from where he knows the stupid zombies cannot reach him.  He tucks his legs up, closes his eyes, shutting out the swishing sound of the zombie’s axes.  Caleb falls into a trance, and for days he remains motionless, body slowly shrinking from lack of nourishment.  His skin dries, cracks.  And when he is near the point of death, he hears a voice inside his head.  Not Tchernobog, but his own voice.


“Follow the God to hell, to its home,” the voice says.  “If you start now, you may reach him in time and destroy him.  He is weak.  That is why he must hibernate, why he sent his minions and appeared only in voice.  Now is the time.”


Caleb opens his eyes, stares at the stone doors opposite him.  The voice continues.  “He will seek refuge in the Sierra Madre mountains, so if you do not find him in hell, that is where you must follow Tchernobog.  There is a monastery there.  If you are quick, you may be able to save the monks.  If not, they will perish, and you will have failed them just as you failed your people here.   But whatever you do, do not fail the next generation.  Kill Tchernobog while he is still weak.  Do not let this debacle repeat itself next century.”


And so, Caleb begins to make a systematic search of the room in which he is entombed.  There must be a way out.  There must be.  The next generation is counting on it.

