
Pogrom  

 
‘Brothers and sisters, I come to you now in a time of great suffering, of great 

need. I need your ears; for you to listen to the words I channel from our Lord, our 

Father, from high above. The Lord has turned his attention to us, and now, 

brothers and sisters, you must turn your attention to me.’ 

 

The stranger had appeared in the village suddenly from the opaque dark, 

emerging from the night itself, uneven followers in tow. They were ragged in 

rough-spun sackcloth, dirty and unkempt, advocates for a level of cleanliness that 

fell far beneath even the poorest and most destitute in the village. 

 

They had marched silent and sullen into the villagers lives and the village filled 

with contemptuous hisses of “destitute’s”. Those fleeing the pestilence that 

ravaged the land had brought the beast to their doorstep. Lo, how that great plague 

ripped and lusted after all clean flesh, forcing those still untouched to flight in a 

desperate bid for safety. And so, the pure come to untainted settlements, but they 

bring with them a foul, hidden violator, keen in its lasciviousness to explore those 

new settlements; to push against and break through those virginal walls. 

 

Heavy, simple defences were erected; hastily cobbled wooden shutters were 

closed, embers were sparked and entwined flowers released a nauseating smoke 

to surround the village. To save themselves they must blind and choke to deter 

any outsiders and the unwelcome seed they carried within them. 

 

None wished to succumb to the pestilence, and labour-bruised aching knees were 

once again strained against the earth as all knelt low. They bowed beneath their 

only symbol of wealth; a silver idol of their God, displayed in the centre of their 

humble house of worship. The village’s single priest was their foundational-

gospel, who raised them to their feet when the praying was done. 

 

“We must place our faith in the Father now. We are all the sons and daughters of 

Adam, and we must do as instructed. If we come together now, under the Lord; 

our eternal teacher and guide, and open our village to our fellow men, as is His 

teaching, our soul’s will be protected. Fire blackens and burns the skin, smoke 

clouds our eyes and wood blocks out the sun. We must put these things, these 

heathen protections, aside. Only through open hearts and minds will we achieve 

His love. Meanwhile, we must pray; this is all we can do to protect ourselves 

while we attempt to earn our Lord’s Grace.” 

 

The villagers took the priests words of comfort and guidance with them into their 

homes, and did not again light the fires, burn the flowers or barricade the 



windows. Still, their doors remained locked and none would answer any who 

came to knock upon them. 

 

But the stranger was - different, and it had not taken long for the villagers to take 

note. Some mysticism he carried; perhaps held within that dark, iron sceptre 

sometimes visible within his cloak. It would swing sometimes into view, and gaze 

back at those fearful, searching eyes. 

 

On the Lord’s day, when the service was done, the stranger and his shadows 

emerged from the black to block the way back to the worshipper’s homes. On 

their arrival, all stopped to see. When the stranger began to speak, not an eye or 

ear could claim their attention belonged to another. 

 

“You prostrate yourself beneath God.” Turning his eyes from the priest he strode 

forwards, arms outstretched to the gathered, murmuring crowd. “Brothers and 

sisters, know too that I do the same. The Lord will be our salvation, if we come 

to His house and pray, yes, we all know this is true. But what you need, is not 

words of assent, but of action.” 

 

A few heads could be seen nodding, their murmuring lips visible; among them 

the thick pink worms that belonged to a tree trunk of a man. The stranger’s eyes 

drank in the sap of information and sparkled ever so softly as they returned to the 

priest. 

 

“This man, his voice tells you only what you already know. But his is just that: a 

voice, made of fallible flesh, a simple vessel through which the heavenly all-

Father’s true voice may be corrupted or warped. I have never seen this man speak 

to our Lord; brothers and sisters, have any of you? I have been with you but a 

short while, and so of course I would not speak for you about things which you 

know better than I. I would not do this, the way this man would,” he was pointing, 

stabbing now at the priest with his finger as venom seeped into his voice, “this 

son of Lucifer!” 

 

Some gasps of shock, but so too more murmured assent. Most remained silent. 

The priest surveyed them all, his eyes barely pausing over the stranger’s form. 

The stranger too ignored his adversary and focussed on the crowd, quick eyes 

always searching; reaching to meet theirs. 

 

“He would not tell you to protect your homes, your kin! He would tell you to get 

on your knees, at his altar all at his word! Brothers and sisters, this man asks you 

to pray, but to whom? And under whose authority?” 

 



Blank faces grew puzzled, facial features tightened and crumpled up; some 

twisted to anger. They did not understand all his words, but his righteous 

indignation was infectious and began to spread among them. They were 

beginning to question, and they could not help but grow fearful at an absence of 

answers. 

 

Those who could supply even a drop of water in a drought would be lauded as a 

saviour, he knew. 

 

Arms frantic, he purred: “False prophet; I name thee! There he is, and I reveal 

him to you now! Speak; tell the people, and reveal your evil!” 

 

Throughout, he had been stalking along the length of the crowd, before finally 

making his way back to the priest. The dark sceptre appeared out of the stranger’s 

cloak not a nose length from the priest’s impassive face. His accuser opened his 

mouth to speak and 

 

“Aaaaaaggghhhh!!” 

 

The harsh, wounded cry shattered the glassy Sunday silence. The stranger threw 

down the sceptre violently as though he only now noticed that he had held a sword 

firmly by the blade. There was a dull, muted thud and then a soft sucking; the 

mud accepted the sceptre with alacrity. He clutched his right hand with his left in 

great pain, though both were masked by his loose sleeves. Tears welled at his 

eyes as they bulged in histrionic shock. His breathing became ragged, and the 

puffs of cold air were pushed out short and sharp. 

 

“Sorcery! Black, heathen, magic! The Holy sceptre, a symbol of our Lord, made 

hot in my hand like the fires of hell! Do you deny it, Son of Lucifer?” 

 

The salacious gleam in his quick eyes was growing and they noted more unsure 

whispering, more turning to face him, listening attentively. The priest continued 

to watch, eyes and face both fixed on the outsider, resolute and anticipatory. 

 

“Silence: he would not dare refuse the charge beneath the naked, clear sky; 

beneath the power of the Almighty. But I will tell you that the Lord will accept 

no silence in such times as these. Our Lord Father expects us to act.” 

 

With unseen stage direction, behind him approached one of his bedraggled 

devotees. Out of rotten sackcloth and destitution they produced a shining, golden 

blade; the opulence of which not one of the villagers had ever seen. It gleamed in 

the cold dawn light, and it drank in the crimson that seeped across it as the slow 

sun began to rise. 



 

The birds stopped their chirping to listen as the villagers discussed; how could 

this lowly peasant, a destitute with no name, come by such a symbol of wealth? 

Some insisted on the opportunist; in times of plague it was known daring thieves 

would brave even the most infested areas of cities to plunder forgotten wealth. 

The rich were dead; gold and silks and jewels were needed no more. But most 

hushed such nonsense; the ornate crucifix; the the hilt of the knife, that was a 

sign. 

 

The stranger spoke the truth. 

 

The stranger noticed this with sharp eyes spotting the hoped-for signs. So too did 

the priest. He made no attempt to fight the wind; it would blow where it may. 

 

The stranger looked upward and raised both hands high toward the sky. In his 

left, he held golden, certified proof of his divine ordainment, his eyes seeing in 

that crimson sky the heavens. “The Lord has noticed how filthy and destitute our 

lands have become. He has watched us, and he has judged.” He slowly lowered 

his head followed by his left hand, his right grasped the shoulder of the 

bedraggled and muddied follower who revealed his golden connection to the 

Lord. “Not the dirt and muck of living off the Lord’s blessed and fruitful land, 

but the filth of falsehood and vanity. The filth of false preachers and those who 

follow them blindly, bearing alms and themselves in mock repentance, allowing 

no place for true connection to our Father.” He paused, and noticed more with 

answer of nodding of heads, the self-determined innocents, the response of the 

guilt-ridden with eyes turned to the floor, unable to look at his blazing truth. He 

continued. 

 

“Look now to this man,” he gestured dismissively at the priest, “he dresses in 

opulent regalia, in robes of fine material stitched for no compensation, all in, he 

says, service of God.” Once more most of the villagers offered up faces of 

confusion, and anger, but this time more outrage was bleeding through like red 

dawn in a cold sky. 

 

“Why does one need such fine clothes, silver and jewels to tell of the Lord’s 

word? Do they contain within their threads the sinews of our Lord? Within their 

rich dyes do they hold the blood of Christ?” Shocked murmurings at the casual 

uttering of the name; but most now fervently nodded assent. In confusion, scared 

minds flared with pictures of grotesque opulence, with a striking, shining church 

made of gold, not wood and a priest wearing a crown fit for the king. The stranger 

paused and lowered his voice and then his eyes, to the floor. He paused briefly 

and with great conviction continued. 

 



“Brothers and sisters, I am not a man of noble birth. I come from nothing; a 

common beggar with not even a hovel to call my own. Surely, surely, if even one 

so low as myself can see through this servant of the devil, then upstanding, Godly 

folk such as you can see through this herald of Satan? 

 

“This disease is born in the corrupted air, and so far, you have been spared. So 

far. But how long can you remain safe, when such filth is whispered in your ear, 

by a weaver of lies?” He pointed at the priest, index finger stabbing darkly almost 

into the priest’s face, which remained remarkably disinterested, as though the 

finger was a fly buzzing lazily before his eyes. “His words corrupt, 

and if you accept his unholy gospel, more and more you will find the disease 

seeping into your homes! After all, you cannot expect the Lord to spare those 

who, in ignorance or not, pray to the devil.” 

 

The prospect of the threat entering their homes through the air, perhaps even 

through the priest’s words was not an easily digested or dismissed idea. But the 

prospect of his deception causing them to bring it upon themselves was too much. 

Now most were afraid, but this brought anger, a crevasse opened by fear, and hot 

magma was rising from its depths. A threat and a corrupter stood in front of them. 

The once most trusted had betrayed and risked the lives of them all. For his evils, 

he must be removed; there would be consequence in this village. Before it was 

too late. 

 

The stranger had them now, and he could see the glow of magma swirling just at 

the corners of suspicious, frightened eyes. He knew now he must force that glow 

to spill out over the edge. 

 

“He has betrayed you, lied and falsified the word of God, and in so doing, brings 

the pestilence to your dwellings. He has not betrayed God; he has always fought 

by the side of Satan. But you all, in your ignorance, have. You allowed a false 

idol to corrupt your weak minds, to whisper and seduce and you drank it all 

greedily, begging like urchins for more!” 

 

They were to blame, so the stranger said, but this was too much. Shame rage, and 

self-loathing can only seep forth for so long before resulting in complete 

destruction; the flow must be redirected. 

 

And so, it was. 

 

Anger and resentment burst forth, and manifested preliminary in a devout man, 

good and God fearing, the local father of construction, Jon Brickenden. He 

silently stepped forth toward the priest to offer his contribution to the debate; 

muttered ‘Lying cunt,’ under his ale-soaked breath and raised a meaty fist, 



striking the priest directly in the centre of his face, causing him to crumple like a 

poorly constructed wall; like one of Jon Brickenden’s walls. 

 

The priest’s robes were streaked in mud, and so were his hands, splayed out 

beneath him, as he tried to rise to his feet. Blood seeped forth from his grimaced 

lips; viscous and metallic to taste. The nose itself had been forced awkwardly to 

the left, obviously broken and immediately it began to swell. Joe Brickenden, a 

man, a follower of God, fed the priest’s back a sharp kick of Christian peasant 

morality, and the priest did not again try to rise. Still, he did not react, beyond a 

flicker of slight hurt crumpling his brow; due not to the pain but the unexpected 

betrayal: but it was brief, and once more his jaw had set, tight and resolute, 

unreadable and unyielding. 

 

As he viewed, the stranger’s face had lit up. The violence had begun, and he had 

not even had to instigate it himself. It was so much easier when they did it for 

him. 

 

‘Now brothers and sisters; do you see? Would not an innocent man, a true man 

of the Lord, our Father, protest his innocence? Would he not decry his beating as 

unjust, and warn us of the wrath of God for harming one of his chosen men? But 

this cur, does he not remain silent, unable to decry his treatment?’ He looked at 

them all, and now there were jeers of assent, exaggerated nods of agreement and 

anger no longer trying to be contained; lava, naked and hot, was spewing forth 

openly from the cracks. 

 

‘I look; and I see a coward!’ Pointing furiously now, with righteous indignation 

searching the eyes of the crowd; daring to find dissent. He found none there; none 

who could challenge his line of talk. 

 

‘I see a servant of the devil, malevolent and violent in the dark, spewing bile and 

filth. But now! Oh, but now, brothers and sisters, in the cold light of day, under a 

bright sun,’ he gestured quickly upwards, and the sun could barely be seen, 

mostly hidden behind fat, dark red clouds, ‘under the eyes of a watchful God, he 

dares not utter a word!’ Spittle flew like venom from snake-bite, and the 

stranger’s eyes bulging in excitation and righteous deliverance. 

 

But suddenly he stopped, calming, with his voice softening to little above a 

whisper. Some particularly entranced villagers edged forward to better hear. 

‘Perhaps my ears deceive me? Maybe he does protest his innocence, and I am 

blinded by my own poison?’ He tentatively looked at them like a child revealing 

to the parent their misdeed; awaiting with innocent eyes the likely response. 

 



‘No! You speak the truth!’ and ‘He is of the devil!’ and ‘That cur has nothing to 

say for himself!’ 

 

The stranger allowed a small, nearly inaudible breath of relief to escape his 

cracked lips. The snake oil had been tried, only to find in its place a miracle cure, 

that could clear all ailments and achieve all the drinker desired. Imagine that. 

 

The stranger’s voice once again turned loud and sweeping, gestures and pacing 

all returned in force. ‘He dares not contradict the truth that all can see! That he is 

of the devil, and that he dare not try to escape this truth, seen under the eye of 

our Lord God, and the eyes of all else here; who are his loyal, and faithful, 

servants!’ 

 

The villagers listened to his words: they were simple and delectably welcoming. 

They were happy to accept the stranger’s own gospel in lieu of almost anything 

else, incensed as they were. Hatred filled their eyes and disgust permeated out 

from their drawn-back lips; they had begun to bare their teeth, baying and goading 

each other like a pack of hounds. Lava grows hottest, it would seem, when a 

single trickle is joined by the heat of a hundred more. 

 

And so, a little child, a scrawny, dark-haired girl of six or seven, brought herself 

low and plunged her hands into the thick, cloying mud. She shaped it carefully 

into a ball, face twisted in naked concentration until it was shaped to her liking, 

her face softening and opening in satisfaction at her work. She threw it at the 

priest, a dense globule hit the right of his neck and the adults were bewildered 

into silence, momentarily, then once more they became incensed. The child’s 

action gave them the only excuse necessary. 

 

More took up sludgy arms against their prostrated foe, launching trebuchets of 

muck at the oddly small, but proudly silent figure. A perpetual grimace could be 

seen from the bowed priest’s battered face as he was struck by the ceaseless 

barrage. His body shuddered under the fire, especially those thrown by the men, 

and one particularly vicious Baker’s wife, whose every utterance of projectile 

flagellation was accompanied by a glass-cut hiss of ‘Devil!’ 

 

The stranger no longer hid the fire of delight dancing behind his eyes. The 

reaction of the villagers; the chaos in their faces as they pelted the priest with slop 

and rain and piss from the earth excited him and had his heart racing furiously in 

his chest. He tried to speak to them; to redirect them to his purpose: to tell them 

something of the priest being a not only a liar, but a bringer of plague; something 

like he carried it within him, but it did not mark his flesh as the devil protected 

him from its foul insemination. He would tell them to rid themselves of this man, 

this creature, and to exile him, sending him away with but the clothes on his back 



never to return, although surely it was not too far to the closest village. And he 

would tell them; ask them, of course, for a small share of their church’s wealth 

for the restoration of the village’s health, and for mending their connection to the 

Father. Brothers and sisters, would that not be a small price to pay? 

 

But Jon Brickenden ignored the beginnings of the stranger’s dialogue, and walked 

up to the priest, and stooped his massive frame slightly over the cowed form and 

spat on his neck. This was accompanied with much cheer; the long, foul globule 

slowly slinked down toward the priest, and preceded to slide down to his face, 

reaching his brown and bloodied nose, before it slipped graciouslessly to the rusty 

brown dirt beneath. He began to kick almost lazily at the priest, worn, old, 

stinking leather battered the priest’s body, hitting his nose which sparked a squirt 

of bright scarlet blood. The others saw this and- 

 

Fear was sparked low in the base of his stomach at the sight of undirected 

violence. His words could not control them now. No words can control such a 

hot, red sea- 

 

they were incensed, violence tore and stole across every face like bursting sores,  

and so, whether muddied and wrinkled, smooth and hopeful, all were infected, 

all were raped and infected by a salacious violence and they forced themselves 

on the priest, ripping and rending and tearing, fingers hooks now, scratching and 

wetting themselves red on the flesh of the man who had christened their children; 

who had comforted them after suffering stillborn births and,  the same man who 

had blessed their marriages and officiated them; all descended, upon him and 

genuine, selfish terror and hopeless frustration was emptied onto the priest as he 

lay still in the blood, the mud and the shit. 

 

The stranger gawked in a shocked and madly fearful stupor, his mind unable to 

quite comprehend the mob’s unfettered bloodlust, but manic curiosity steeled his 

weak legs. His follower’s faces were filled with horror, but they dared not move 

from the stranger’s side; they had not been dismissed. They did not know this 

man, or these fiends; these people, and so felt no urge to become involved. This 

did not stop them from perhaps subconsciously distancing themselves; from the 

frenzy, or from him; regardless, as the fire burned here they took a few steps back 

from their faithful leader. He did not notice this. He did not even omit his medusa-

like stare when the mud-ball girl, little Alina, carefully picked apart his clenched 

fingers to prise free the righteous golden, cock adorned with the weeping 

silhouette of Christ which he so firmly, and truly worshipped, brother’s and 

sister’s – no, not even this was noticed. 

 

The little girl, small, mousey Alina, with great care balanced Christ on her level, 

upturned palms and, with a look of great concentration and determination bled 



across her face, stepped anticipatorily towards the writhing orgy of chaos. All 

involved urged and contaminated and relit the others to continue the pulsing 

violence of fist and boot recklessly thrust to rake and score every inch of the 

broken body beneath them. 

 

Still they would not stop. 

 

Alina approached the thriving, destructive mass and crouched low and weaved 

through red rage and hot lust for blood. Now there was a curious sight; that young, 

big-eyed girl dancing and weaving through that reckless throng at the hymen of 

death, flirting with entering and breaking through that frail threshold. 

Most stood on the periphery, shaking with violent charge that could find no outlet, 

that far from the centre of the madness. 

 

She made her way deftly through to the heart of the deadly engagement, and 

found a sliver of sanity; a gap in the mad rage, just behind Jon Brickenden, whose 

foot was cocked in the air less than a foot above the priest’s mauled head, 

wavering slightly in anticipation of a climax, an explosive finish of fresh red 

suffering beneath his boot. 

 

The girl tugged on the kaleidoscopically-splattered and coarse-feeling cloth of 

rage incarnate, and rage whirled to descend upon the distraction. 

 

He twisted around, and the girl visibly flinched at the pure, unmistakeably-

reptilian eyes narrowed in anticipation of desired destruction at anything in its 

path. Little obsequious Alina understood in that moment daddy whom she was 

doing this for; as with all that she did, it was intended to please him, would 

brutally crush her and tear her apart, simply because he was no longer there; her 

father was gone, for now in this moment, perhaps forever for all she knew, and 

he was not there to protect her from the beast of utter wrath wearing a twisted, 

blazing skin that looked mostly like daddy always did. Though he was usually 

without the rainbow of violence that was now spurted across his clothes. 

 

She hurtled herself backwards, clawing away from this threat, hardly feeling the 

violent shoves and kicks of the heated throng as it jostled to get at the destitute, 

punished priest. In the process, she dropped the golden idol in the shit and blood 

and spit, where it was stood on by an incensed Thomas Smith, neighbour to the 

little and delicate Alina Brickenden and the force of brutality that masqueraded 

in her father’s skin. Brickenden swung a meat-mallet like fist that sent the Smith 

flying backwards into a few layers of the swarm, briefly causing a gap in the 

chaos for Alina to escape through. Those sprawled by Smith’s flight, descended 

now on him for some infraction; for preventing their contribution to the 

destruction of the priest perhaps. 



 

Alina escaped, and Jon measuredly fished up the gold blade and the dirt it was 

smeared with covered Christ’s face. In a rough and crude manner of purification, 

Brickenden wiped the idol across the besmirched rags that covered his body, 

removing the scarlet life of the priest that had been bled across the eyes and body 

of the once clean Christ, and despite the builder’s frantic efforts, His golden form 

remained bloodied and muddied and covered in the shit of the frenzy. 

 

Brickenden had become a calm eye in the storm, panting heavily and breathing 

deeply but steadily there at the tip of the needle: a sudden rational point in that 

circle of the uncontainable and the insane. However, despite their madness, they 

still pertained to a system of the caste: they did not push past Jon in his slow, 

deliberate ritual of the sacrifice of the priest. It was clear he now belonged to Jon, 

and only Jon, or perhaps to whatever beast that lurked underneath, unsettlingly 

close to the surface; perhaps this was even the same man. 

 

The priest was a cobbled-together mess, existing now as an immature scribble 

that conveys an approximation of an actual human being. His face was not unlike 

that of a cow which had once been attached to the corpse of a slaughtered heifer 

that could be seen at the flesh market not forty yards away. 

 

Twenty yards away, there the stranger stood and watched a fire rage out of control 

that had once been lit by his deliberate spark. 

 

Two yards away, the frenzy dissipated, the explosive orgy’s violent seed spent as 

the others finally understood that the priest was not theirs to violate any longer; 

that he never was. 

 

Brickenden’s hands were deliberate and steady as he towered above the priest, 

his left thumb absently stroking the gold form of the Father, eyes clouded in 

consideration. His right remained a steady, cruel clenched fist. 

 

The priest, who had not moved throughout the imposed flagellation, stirred 

finally, a thin, pained groan dragged forth from his lips. His head tilted ever so 

slightly upwards, broken eyes barely able to open, but able to see a red-soaked 

vision of the being above him which seemingly clutched a bright red idol in the 

aspect of his Lord. 

 

The priest’s mind was tangled and disjointed, pieces now missing from the puzzle 

that was him whole, but still he focused whatever was left of himself as he once 

was, and cracked and torn lips twitched expelling a low whisper in a gout of 

drooling scarlet. 

 



The stranger saw those hideous, broken lips twitch but could not hear. He shuffled 

closer, slowly now, as a wolf searching for scraps approaches a bear that towers 

over its fresh kill. 

 

Brickenden saw, but could not hear. Whatever light danced behind his eyes 

illuminated no consideration that perhaps the priest indeed had prayed to the same 

God as he all his life; Brickenden was far above the priest now, righteously above 

the broken mess of man and he no longer had any patience to wait. 

 

Slowly, he squatted down low on aching hamstrings in a manner which was 

usually only for his daughter when he wished to speak to her; slow and plain as 

the way one did to a child. 

 

He studied the priest, or whatever remained, shredded and red-soaked lips still 

uttering prayers to whatever demon or Satan himself, so Brickenden disregarded 

in a manner that was small and mean, and utterly unresponsive to any narrative 

outside his own. This beast below could beg for any vile saviour; Brickenden 

would be his only rescuer. 

 

The stranger kept walking closer, slowly and tentatively, eyes fixed on the 

hulking mass squatted over the broken pile, ears straining for whatever snippet of 

speech. What does a dying man, betrayed by his own people whisper, and why? 

To who? The stranger continued forward, insatiable curiosity making him bold. 

 

The smell was fetid down there in the blood and the shit, but Brickenden breathed 

deep, savouring it. All that could be heard was his deep nasal inhalations, an 

overture which rhythmically overbore the priests pained, wheezing whispers. 

 

He ran, his big, bruised fingers along the smooth blade. His eyes were closed, but 

he could see its shine in his mind, and was a man near at peace with himself and 

the world. 

 

The stranger moved within a dozen paces of the two and stopped. He could not 

hear the protracted whispers, and a voice inside of him screamed to know; he 

must know. What could this broken wreck be whispering, so close to the cliff-

edge of death. What? To whom? He edged closer still. 

 

Brickenden heard above his own bass breathing, and the wheezing murmurings 

of the dying priest beside him, the tell-tale suck of mud as shoes were pulled out 

its grasp and back in it. The tell-tale sound of human movement; of unpredictable 

and unfettered life. 

 



They stopped now, and so did the priest’s murmurs and the steady, solid breathing 

of Brickenden. 

 

For a moment, there was silence, and all waited and watched; perhaps the world 

itself restrained all noise, so curious it cloaked everything in a bated, anticipatory 

silence. 

 

The stranger was so close. But the whispers had stopped. It was maddening. He 

had to know. 

 

The stranger’s voice was hoarse: ‘Tell me, priest; what do you have to say-’ 

 

Brickenden flew up, a man possessing a quickness and litheness which seemingly 

belonged exclusively to those of an age many years prior and sunk the golden, 

magnanimous idol of Christ right into the stranger’s chin, sliding it slowly and 

purposefully up and up until it pierced his tongue, before slipping it out in a 

brilliant display of crimson and the stranger, all he ever was or would be, was 

turned into a squelching, choking fountain of scarlet gout, spluttering and 

moaning through a shredded tongue. He stumbled half a dozen paces and 

collapsed. 

 

The priest’s eyes were opened and were miraculously clear enough to see him 

fall. They turned now to Brickenden who stood above him. 

 

Brickenden considered those once again bright eyes staring out of him from 

broken body, as he carefully and tenderly drew the bloodied body of Christ across 

his neck. 

 

The priest watched the heavy man fall beside him, and Christ flew off into the 

shit, gold- no; now brown and red and stained forever. The priest stared at it. His 

eyes grew glassy, and at last his heavy head lowered into the muck. 

 

Silence surrounded the world, and what remained of it stared and watched. 

 

 

*** 

 

No other outside came bearing the signs of plague that spring, nor any other. All 

strangers who came through the village had a suspicious welcome awaiting them, 

and all, be they traders or general travellers soon were in a hurry to move on. 

 

But in a small, sad house, slightly apart from the main market where a heathen 

priest and nameless vagrant died, and a good, God-fearing man who did his 



Christian duty took his own life due to unwarranted guilt, there remained the last 

few outsiders the villagers had admitted, and whom they had mostly forgotten. 

Except from the one among them who had taken over as priest, in lieu of no-one 

else, they were rarely seen. Only scarce glimpses outside of the Church; only at 

market to pick out the richest cuts of meat, before vanishing back to the house 

hidden behind the church. Most understood and did not begrudge him this; who 

would not prefer to remain inside, where they could be warm by the fire and enjoy 

their privacy. A safe, undisturbed place where they could take off their long, 

ecclesiastic garments which all through the day mercilessly scratched at their 

slowly spreading sores. 

  


