Setting the scene
The wind of the North Sea howls as a monk is standing in the distance trembling with fear on the holy island of Lindisfarne. Flames leap from the building like wild beasts set loose fluttering and sparkling around the monastery. A monk looks out to see as the Viking longships disappear into the crashing, icy ocean. The acrid smoke clings to the air surrounding the dead bodies of the monks. 
Monologue 
(Arms up pointing to the sky) Why lord... Why would you send these demons out to us? What have we done to deserve this terrible attack? (Drops onto his knees with his head in his hands). Are they going to return? Are we safe? (Breathing heavily) The bodies of all my slaughtered brothers are laying on this ground below me. During the attack, fear was a cold hand gripping onto my throat. (Beginning to tear up with a crack in his voice) Where did they come from? Who are they? How did they not realise that this is a holy place not a battlefield? The waves are growling and crashing they must be sending a cruel warning throughout the land. Chaos exploded around me like a storm with no mercy angry men shouting in an indescribable way. I am now alone deserted with no one to talk to. 
















































