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 Mary Alice Gets…Conclusion?

Rusty metal bars were already inside the slack jaws when Monk Dionysios decided to ask. “Shall I rip out the wench’s godless tongue, as well, Monsigniore?”

“Why silence the one signing bird you have, my dear man?” Georgias Branas muttered as he disdainfully considered the relatively mute nude huddled in the corner. Tapping the butt of his crozier the prelate replied, “No, Dionysiois. Have the condemned scourged, as was our Savior. It is what the witch so wishes. Then meet us outside. This other wretch shall be prepared for the wheel.”

The middle-aged cleric removed the tongs and then released ceiling chains and tension from the rack. Once freed, he rolled her body off the table. Mary Alice sprawled as she fell to the hard floor. Just out of reach of her left fingers lay the dreaded needle. Ironically, it had too many times been so close it was inside of her; now just seeing it made her shudder. In the flickering light, gooey black smeared over its dull metal..

“Come on, slave.” He said as he lifted her to her feet. “We have more in store for you.”

Standing with the monk proved difficult, at best. Candle and torchlight swirled around the darkened vault. Nausea swam. Mary Alice swayed in the wake of the brown robe toward another section of the chamber.

“Now that wasn’t so bad…” the monk’s brogue chided. “Put this on for a little modesty, my child.”

Nearly dead from the scourging, Mary Alice felt her arms lifted and the surcotte dropped over her head. Coarse material scraped lacerated flesh. A leather necklace held a simple wooden crucifix about her neck.

“There, that is more proper.” The monk tugged the sleeveless thick cloth lower so that it hung down just over the bruised ankles. “Not much we can do about those scandalously naked arms of yours, and I don’t suppose you have any use for a belt.” He untied the single braid. Dark brown tresses curled toward her waist.

Mary Alice gratefully gulped from a jug of water brought to her cut lips, never minding the splash as it covered her chin and dripped down the rough gown.

“The civil authorities will take you from here…”

Two soldiers each took an elbow and shoulder. Dragged between them the slave stumbled up short steps from the torture dungeon toward the even darker future beyond. “What’s a matter eunuch? Not man enough to take her yourself?” Jocularity from both echoed throughout the masonry as they led the way to the courtyard.

Fatigue, and the ambling progress of the donkey-driven cart made it difficult to remain standing. Mary Alice recognized the Porta all’ Fiorentina with its sculpture of flying doves as they made their way through congested streets and under one of the major stone gates. High noon tolled from Campanile’s bells as they rounded the outside corner of a semipolygonal, bastioned building. Flying insects buzzed. Her wrists tied to the weathered upper frames of the cart fought to keep her balance.. Alongside rode a Latin cross. Its longest end dragged far behind the end of the cart. Citizens jeered as she passed. Many threw refuse. Much of it found its target. A partly clouded sky seemed bent on making the day hot for all. Unsteadily, the cart continued its simmering way. 

Her clone was already tied to a ladder arrangement when they arrived. Mary Alice looked down at the nude vision of herself laid upon the angled rungs. As she did, hands freed her wrists. The cross made a loud scraping noise as it was pulled from the cart. Her clone’s face serenely looked skyward. Was it serene or just blank Mary Alice wondered as she felt hands tearing at the neckline near the back of her neck. The cart shook as the fusion ripped. Her back once more felt bared.

A crucifixion was unusual and commanded the most attention. The witch being nailed was also much more vocal than her evil twin about to be broken and braided. Many pointed to the three pyramid-topped spikes hammered into the condemned. A crude sign proclaiming her as a “SLAVE” was nailed just above her head. Angered welts bled as the female nude hung tortured. Her breasts shone despite the peppered marks covering them. All agreed that any previous tortures were Just and Right in the eyes of the Inqusitor. The witch deserved what she got.

From high above the gathering, Mary Alice watched as soldiers moved over to her clone. One of them carried a heavy mallet. A wagon wheel lay nearby. Her face grimaced in another attack of pain, either from her own torture on the cross, or, from seeing the mallet fall. The sound of bones breaking rose over the sighs of the crowd. It hurt to see her own likeness so broken. She screamed for the two of them.

The bleeding female was braided puppet-like through the wheel spokes. A tall pole was fitted into the wheel’s center. Braided slave and wheel were then lifted into the afternoon sky.

A noise jolted Mary Alice awake. Startled, she looked around. She was on her couch, in her living room. School papers lay next to her knee. The half-empty wine glass sat on the table-stand to her right. Soft jazz emanated from the stereo. It all must have been a dream. Certainly it was a bad one. She untangled her legs and stood. By the mantle clock and her own stomach growls, it was past dinnertime.

Shaking her head to clear the mass of memories, she moved toward the kitchen. She had to wonder, though, when the next abduction was to occur. Not if, but ‘when’…and what that might hold in store. 

