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Soulless Light

Haunting in my desires

Thrilled by what is flawed.

I see now that which before could not
be seen.

The gray matter of us all

The soul

The light

The sparkle of the infinite
night.

Seeking only to be heard

cause we are all dead or
dying.

And there in lies the truth of
that

which I am buying.

I’m gonna live forever

in the dark of night.

Alive but dead

Dead but alive

Does it even matter?

I’m lost now in a day dream

of my own creation.

Living

And

Dead

Am I the soulless light?


The Beginning

The pestilence of death lingered
throughout the lands in the year Thirteen sixty-three. The winds of
the four lands carried the stench of the burned carcasses
throughout, leaving no area untarnished. All innocence lay lost in
a sea of superstition and hope was just the Bloodstained tip of a
blade carried by the Bishops Templar Knights—a group of soldiers
who fought for the Bishop, allegedly carried out God’s word. In
truth they were nothing more than murderous thieves whose actions
were covered in a vale of darkness by the plague.

The now petrified forest is an evil
reminder of pain and suffering—a ghost of a time long forgotten. It
guards the remnants of a village in the middle of a lake called The
Isle of Ely. Sharp reeds grow along the edges of the natural lake
mote. A single path leads from the ferry towards the village.
Hungry eyes rode upon horses the day death arrived.

According to Bishop William we were
already guilty of conspiring with the devil. Though we knew nothing
of it and considered ourselves to be blessed by God and all He had
to offer in His glory. We each had a sin that stained our souls, as
did all man—still not one warranted the Bloodstained earth that
fell upon us.

Bishop William was a young man who had
made his way through the ranks by being able to prove his
accusations of devil worship and witchcraft. The simplest of
accusations are often the most damming—a lesson I would soon learn
the hard way.

Compared to now, I was but a child
when the only place I knew became the very reminder of death. I was
pure, young and in love with Joseph, son of Ruth, the village
midwife. The fiery floods of passion filled our hearts with a
longing like no other. We were to be married in less than a month
and I couldn’t keep my body from lusting for him.

Growing up as I did made it almost too
easy to fall in love with Joseph. We had always been friends. My
dear sweet Joseph, the man I knew as a boy, had been the love of my
life-my whole life. Oh how I would have made a different choice had
I only known the cost. I’m lifted into an eternal damnation of my
own making.

The rising sun appeared in the sky
like a dragon’s eye looking down upon us—watching over us like a
magical force sent from above. Perhaps it was nothing more than an
observant spirit. I would believe that now. Then I took it as a
blessing, a sign from above because no matter how many breaths I
took around Joseph, I still couldn’t breathe. We met when we were
nothing more than children. I remember when I would get so angry at
him for pulling my hair and running off. When one’s a child, young
love can show itself in the most violent of ways.

At the age of 10, I was sent to work
for Ruth. I walked to her home in the early morning hours and
knocked on her door—nervous knots tightened in my stomach. Ruth
opened the door with a flushed look on her face. A woman yelled out
in pain from beyond the bedroom door.

She looked down at me, “Just in time
child, go fetch me a pale of water.”

Ruth handed me a bucket and shut the
door. ‘Does water ease a woman’s pain in childbirth?’ I didn’t
know. I felt the urgency in her request and away I went. I walked
down to the well and brought it back as quickly as my little legs
could carry me.

Timid—I opened the door to her home
and walked in with the bucket. She yelled out from behind the
door.

“Put some water on the stove to boil,” she said.

In the back ground, I heard a woman,
who I would later know as Rebecca, crying out in pain. A knock
sounded on the door. I opened it to find a nervous man named
Peter.

“I heard my wife was here, giving
birth. Is she ok?” Peter asked.

I jumped at the scream from the other
room. I turned back to look at the closed door then looked back at
the man. He rocked from side to side with a nervous painful look on
his face.

“She’s here,” I said, voice
calm but unsteady.

Relief rushed through me when Joseph
appeared from out of nowhere. I didn’t know he was in the stables
in the back tending to the horses.

“Why is this happening here?” Peter
asked.

“I do not know, I just arrived and
fetched some water,” I told him.

“You’re Julia, right?” Joseph
asked.

“I am,” I said.

“I’m Joseph, Ruth’s son.”

“She went to market earlier,” Peter
interrupted.

“Then our house must have been the
closest,” Joseph said. “Not to worry, my mom knows what she’s
doing. You better stay out here. I’ll keep you company.”

With that, Joseph reached past me and
closed the door. I was left inside the house with little idea as to
what I was supposed to do. When the water reached boiling, I
knocked on the door to the bedroom. Ruth opened the door and
grabbed my hand.

“Go by her head and help hold her
legs. We’re going to birth a child right now,” she said.

Awkward, unsteady, I followed Ruth’s
instructions and pressed one of Rebecca’s legs towards her head.
Rebecca let out a grunt and some deep breaths. Her face, covered
with sweat and flushed, scrunched up into almost
nothing.

“That’s right, Rebecca, almost there.
Keep pushing the little thing out,” she said.

Breath didn’t reach my lungs while I
held her leg. She took my hand and squeezed so hard I thought I
would pass out from the pain. I didn’t utter a word in defense.
Ruth looked up at me with a slight grin on her face.

“You’re about to witness the most
precious miracle God gave us. Come on, Rebecca, one more time,” she
said.

Rebecca bore down again. This time, a
tiny blue creature rushed out of her. It was covered in a red and
brown goo. Ruth cleaned the baby up and smacked it on the behind
showing the small protrusion dangling between his legs.

“A fine healthy boy for your husband,”
Ruth said.

The newborn’s scream sent a wave of
love through the room. Rebecca, visibly exhausted, couldn’t wait to
hold her son. He took right away to suckling on her
breast.

“Remember the water?” she said to
me.

I nodded my head.

“Good, go put a rag in it and wring it
out so I can clean her and the baby up,” she told me.

I walked out to the stove, took a
couple rags, dipped them in the water, wrung them out and took them
to Ruth. She waved them in the air to cool them off and began to
wipe away the blood and fluids from Rebecca. A few seconds later,
Joseph knocked on the door.

“Peter’s here,” he said.

“I’ll be out in a minute,” Ruth
said.

“Too late, he’s outside the door,” he
said.

Ruth left the three of us in the room.
I watched Rebecca smile down at the little boy with a joy I had
only seen from a distance.

“Are they both—?”

“They are,” Ruth said. “You have a
son. A fine healthy boy.”

“A son! Praise God!” Excitement filled
his voice.

“You can come in just as soon as she’s
all cleaned,” Ruth said. “Joseph, give Peter some hospitality while
I finish with Rebecca.”

We finished cleaning Rebecca up. She
passed out from the strenuous ordeal with the tiny baby boy in her
arms. A few minutes later, the two of us walked out of the room and
Peter was allowed in. The door was shut behind us.

Ruth wiped her forehead off with a dry
towel. “Well, how’s that for your first day?” she asked.

A trill traveled thru my whole body
connecting all of my nerves, searching for a place to go to ground
and finding none pushing me to the point of exhilaration. I had
watched a woman give birth for the first time. What a blessing it
was to see life enter the world. I knew from that moment on I
wanted to be her apprentice and learn all I could about what I had
just witnessed. Joseph shook his head and laughed at me.

“She’s going to fit right in,” he
said.

From that moment on, Joseph and I
talked every day. Ruth taught both of us things about life and
nature. We learned about different herbs and their uses. When we
weren’t studying, we were talking and playing together. I became
part of the family and loved them both. The work was hard and there
were times when I would be called upon in the wee hours of the
night. I loved every bit of it though. I knew without doubt or
hesitation I was born to help bring life into the world.

A single spark, a dash of age, and the
friendship we developed as children turned into the flames of love.
Our village enjoyed celebrating and often did so without real
reason or cause. Life itself was a celebration. We knew of the
pestilence and took it as a sign from God above as a blessing
because it had not reached us.

Joseph, shy and tender, walked up to
me that night, “Would you like to walk with me?”

“Alone? T’would not be proper,” I
replied.

“Not alone, just around,” he
said.

We walked for hours, talking about
life and what we both wanted. He had an easy way about him.
Joseph’s warm kind heart was the most beautiful I had ever know. It
was love sent from above. His hand brushed across mine, sending a
shiver up my spine. I tingled inside, something I had never known.
I blushed without meaning to. An unconscious smile crossed my face.
Joseph peered into my eyes. Longing passed through my soul,
imprisoning me in a desire to be closer to him. He stepped closer,
my heart raced. When I
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