The sun is rising in Lindisfarne. A vicious attack has been led by heathen men upon the holy land. The acrid smell of the burning monastery clings onto the air, strangling it. A few monks that are left are gathering what is left to salvage. Yesterday, this island was all full peace with monks praying. Now it is all in flames and ruined. The Viking ships retreat to the never-ending sea and disappear over the horizon. The blood of monks stains the grass that was once green. And in the middle of it all lone monk stands in the breeze, knees trembling, tired, shaken, full of sorrow...

(Arms to the sky) Why are those creatures pure evil? Why would they kill our innocent brothers? All we have ever done is worship and pray. (Turns to look at monastery) Our monastery is burnt to ashes because of them. (Frantically pacing) God - why have you done this? (Drops down to knees sobbing in mercy of God) Please give mercy, please don't do this. What have we done to deserve this? You have betrayed us. Why? Those creatures traumatised us. I have so many questions but no answers...Fear gripped me; I could not escape. Am I part of a prophesy? (stands back up) I must flee and spread the word...

