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Forgive me, Father, for I have sinned.
The mere words carrying air of finality of one’s own condemnation, the burden of having practiced such gruesome act. To confide is to admit one’s guilt, to condemn oneself.

Her eyes flicker across the furnishings of the kirk as she sits slouched on the pew; from the gilded angels to the painted skies adorning the arched gothic ceiling, to the dark wooden surface of the pew and its worn out varnish, to the prayer book rank with age and yellow with sweat shed upon its pages through long centuries of usage, to the confessional.

The candles flutter their flames as finally she stands and makes her way to the wooden booth, the heels of her black lacquer shoes clapping at the stone as the drops of wax measuring her destiny, are dripping and ever dripping. Her will spilling from her fingers the way tears spill from their glands to melt the dignity of the carefully applied mascara. And the echo, ever-present and mocking, resonates her pathos as her steps dwindle and she nigh turns around to make for the door instead. But there stands he who is the object of her shame, a form of whom is represented by a ghastly colourless orb of light and suddenly she is overcome by the fright of him and her direction changes once more.

The wood creaks under her heavy step as she enters and takes her seat, shaded from the priest’s sight by the dimness of the candle light entering through holes large enough to fit her index finger at most. Her tear smeared lips open in a sigh as she searches for the appropriate words to begin her declaration. 

“Forgive me, Father, for I have sinned,” she voices at last, meekly and guiltily, much tremor moving her heart.
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The elderly priest hurries outside as quickly as his stroke-impaired leg allows him, stunned by the severity of what the woman has confessed. Despite his vow of silence, he sees no way of keeping the secret hidden away from the consciousness of the concerned authorities. Yet, when finally he crosses the door-step of the kirk out to the cobbled street to have his long black tunic ruffled by the chilly September wind, the woman is long gone and her face just as unknown as her voice, accented by the feign superiority of the southern university towns.

His breath’s pace, already quickened by the shock of her words, races with much strain the journey from the confessional to the great wooden door has proven to be and he presses the palm of his hand onto his breast in order to prevent the pumping organ from leaping out of his chest, but inside the raging flesh cracks and bursts apart.

Upon the altar inside the kirk’s walls a knot of a molten candle drowns in wax and the flame dies at the moment when priest’s knees wobble under their burden and give way.

