[bookmark: _Int_joLkBtUz] It is late noon. Rain is falling and thunder crashes, monks are crying as they turn to look at the burning, ruined monastery. The smell of smoke lingers around Lindisfarne. The sleeking, dragon – head longships disappear out of sight on the horizon. Many monks lay dead on the floor while some survivors sit beside them sobbing. Out of all the monks there is one staying silent, not saying a single word, but he just stares at the burning monastery. 

Monk
[bookmark: _Int_BUj4Cplx](Arm up at the sky) Why have you done this to us? What did we do for you to punish us?  Why did you send these vicious demons to us? They ruined our land; they tore pages from our holy book. Is that what you wanted? ANSWER ME! IS THAT WHAT YOU WANTED? My brothers are now dead because of those cold-hearted demons. You know what, (Falls to his knees), I hate you! I HATE YOU GOD! You let those chaotic monsters come to our land and take our sacred, religious treasures. (A wave of realisation hits), why did those monsters spare me? Why should I just stand here when everyone else is laying dead on the floor? Why? WHY?  

      
