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​"Behold, the Lamb of God, who takes away the sin of the world."

John 1:29
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Lamb watched her toes, flexing, relaxing, flexing, relaxing. They protruded over the roof's edge, sending a stream of giddy dust particles dancing down the 31 storeys. The taunting concrete invited her to come on down, but Lamb zoned in on her sad left big toe, where a ball of dirt was tucked beneath the corner of her nail. A wave of sobriety washed over her, and she exhaled with a brief chuckle, amused by how a day could start so ordinarily only to end up here, atop a building in West London, one slip away from life's ultimate full-stop.

☀

9am. Lamb's body was always tired, but her body clock was loyal. She rolled out from under her duvet, thumped onto the beige carpet, then forced her torso back up onto the mattress. Knees pressed to the ground. Hands firmly clutched together. Prayer position. In a yawny stupor, she smiled up at the crucified Jesus on her wall—the man of the house. "Good morning," she greeted, and he returned the sentiment. Lamb was grateful for this presence and told him so, relaying thanks until her dreamy visions solidified to reality, and she wiped them away with the crusts from her eyes. She was ready to start the morning.

Lamb kissed each plant hello as she stepped into her kitchen. That's what she liked about her modest apartment; everything was but a stride away. Some would call it a shabby space—mould thriving in the shower, cracks launching across the walls—but it was her space and she kept it minimal, kept it clean. 'Cleanliness is next to Godliness' was not a biblical proclamation, but it was treated as one in her home.

The dull milk carton nudged its sell-by date, but was still good enough to swig straight from the cardboard. "'I have fed you with milk, and not with meat: for hitherto ye were not able to bear it.'" She blessed the container out loud with Corinthians 3:1-3, before returning it to its refrigerated home. 

Wincing, she removed a reluctant slice of bread from the bread bin, inspected it for discolouration, and slotted it into her toaster. "'Give us this day our daily bread,'" she whispered. However, Matthew 6:11 failed to soothe her as the slice was scorched alive by this evil technology. It never got easier, and when Lamb heard the bread scream she stabbed the eject button with her thumb, liberating the piece from its torture. 

Lamb sprinkled some arrogant salt onto the toast, squeezed her eyes shut, begged the toast for forgiveness and committed to a large bite, grinding it between her teeth once, twice, then swallowing. She gagged, diving towards her faucet, cleansing her throat with a loud gulp of water. Lamb loved water. Water didn't mind being consumed. Water was happy to replenish. She thanked Jesus again.

After two more revolting bites of toast, she discarded the remains into the trash with a slew of apologies. Out of sight, out of mind. She figured she did well that morning. It would be enough food for some time.

Pills next. Two 0.5mg Risperdal. 20mg Olanzapine. 400mg Bupropion XL. 400mg Lithium. And one sparkly multivitamin. Then, back to her knees at the foot of the bed where Lamb held her Bible, gazing lovingly at the Jesus nailed above, the only item to adorn her otherwise off-white walls. The drugs were a necessity, she had made peace with that. But Christ was her salvation, and any life was possible through him. She was a living testament to his power.

Without breaking her gaze from her Lord, Lamb flipped to a random page in the Bible's latter half, then bowed her head to read his gift of the day. It was The Epistle to the Galatians, 5:13-14.


"You, my brothers and sisters, were called to be free. But do not use your freedom to indulge the flesh; rather, serve one another humbly in love. For the entire law is fulfilled in keeping this one command: 'Love your neighbour as yourself'."



Lamb gently shut the Good Book, no loss of a smile. What a blessed verse with which to move through the day. She thanked Jesus for bringing it to her attention. With that, she slipped her favourite work dungarees over her pyjamas, grimaced as she yanked her faux leather combat boots into place, grabbed her tool bag, and headed to work.

––––––––
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Hammersmith & City Line, eastbound. Lamb had an agreement with her phone that they would be civil, and she blasted classical music through her headphones to bury the sound of the angry train. Brahms, Wagner, Chopin, anything to distract from the overwhelming claustrophobia of the machine's belly. She hated trains. Even the nicest of them were impatient and anxious, and it rubbed off on the passengers; everyone became impatient and anxious too. Still, she stroked her Rosary and counted her blessings with Our Fathers. At least she started work much later than the majority of London, meaning she missed the rush hour crowds, a situation that would surely destroy her.

An unnerving change at King's Cross St. Pancras to the Victoria Line, a zip to Finsbury Park and then Lamb escaped from the underground gloom, liberated from the insensitive mechanics like her morning toast. The final leg was Lamb's favourite, every step unwinding the tube's clamour. Crossing Clissold Park, she enjoyed the authoritative Sun's warmth on her face, joining Jesus' love in her heart. Spring had arrived mere moments ago and, aptly, Lamb was near-frolicking when she reached St. Mary's Church.

You could hardly count the seconds between Lamb entering the doors and falling to her knees, delegating the final residues of her troubles to the Lord. About a half hour later, the Vicar entered, studying Lamb with admiration. Lamb was late for her duties, but the Vicar had never seen anyone worship with such devotion. How could she be upset? The Vicar left Lamb to it, only to return with some tea and Jammie Dodgers, her small way to get Lamb to eat, for she knew Lamb hardly did.

The interruption of her prayers tensed Lamb's shoulders. Jammie Dodgers were conniving little creeps, hellbent on biscuit supremacy. But she could not express these discomforts, for the Vicar had done her nothing but favours. Thus, the two sat in the pew, munching the sweet shortcake with sips of amicable tea, breaking every 'No Food in the Chapel' rule. 

"So, what did you end up doing last week?" said the Vicar, attempting small talk.

"Last week?" Lamb rubbed a smudge of jam from her mouth. 

"Uhm, for your birthday, hello!" the Vicar laughed.

"Oh." Lamb remembered that it was her birthday last week but did not recall any details. "I just saw some friends," she lied.

"That sounds nice. 30th, hey. It's a biggie! Can't believe mine was, like, 20 years ago. More, even! Do you feel any different?"

"I don't think so," Lamb responded, but she felt different in this moment, squirming under the innocent interrogation, the very presence of another person overpowering her senses, yearning to rip out her organs for an excuse to escape. 

The Vicar picked up on the discomfort. She stood, dusting invisible crumbs from her collar. "Ok, well, I hope you have a nice day. The carrots are nearly ready to harvest, I think! And the candytufts need some pruning."

Lamb nodded as the Vicar walked away. She knew which tasks needed to be done but was grateful to be left in peace. She really liked the Vicar. Without this job, her housing benefits would never cover her rent. She owed the Vicar so much.

––––––––
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Women were better suited for some places above others, and Lamb struggled to take the Vicar seriously in her authoritative role. The Bible was clear that the Lord never intended females to lead churches. But gardens were the perfect place for a woman. The perfect place for Lamb, undoubtedly.

She discarded her boots, connecting her soles and her soul to the earth. The private garden of St. Mary's Church was Lamb's happiest place. The flowers, the shrubbery, the vegetable patch; all knew her by name, and she lost hours in their thoughts. They exuded such loud personalities, eager to be heard. The blooming roses were pompous, but Lamb respected that about them; you'd never find a flower so proud. The determined tulips swayed from an abundance of romance. Lavender was so desperate for attention that it was comical. She cared for each plant as a mother. Dividing her attention between them equally, she even pretended to trim the tree leaves when they didn't need to be trimmed, just so they felt included.

Secretly, Lamb's pride was the small vegetable patch. The passing winter was uncharacteristically warm, and everyone was thriving, eager to show off their progress, emanating satisfaction like a choir of pleasurable vibrations. Potatoes, parsnips, little chillies, tomatoes; they were Lamb's family who deserved life as much as she did. The carrots were fully formed, as the Vicar noted, yet Lamb chose not to harvest them. Let the carrots grow to their fullest potential before they turn the cycle's corner.

Lamb hated to harvest. It pained her that her babies would be removed from this world, murdered by the stomachs of ignorant people. But she reminded herself that this was the order of things. As even Genesis 1:29 states:


"And God said, 'Behold, I have given you every plant yielding seed that is on the face of all the earth, and every tree with seed in its fruit. You shall have them for food.'"



Bible verses were Lamb's weapon to shake off negative feelings and remain dedicated to her work. Around 11:30am, the Vicar's radio was tuned to a soft rock station, strumming smooth notes from her office window and into the outside air. Lamb disliked the suspicious aura of radios themselves, but the music was palatable and she hummed to the more popular melodies. Today was a Thursday and, up until this point, a Thursday like every other Thursday, which, in turn, was indistinguishable from every other working day of the week.

But at precisely 12:07pm, this familiar trajectory collapsed.

The radio's melodies segued into a human voice delivering a news segment—a regular occurrence Lamb was accustomed to blanking out. But on this Thursday, at 12:07pm, key phrases pricked at her senses until her mind could not help but attune to the report.


"Ok, folks, that was The Rolling Stones with their 1973 hit, 'Angie'. Uh, now we have some, uh, disturbing news, unfortunately. We're a little behind here on Easy Breeze FM, but as you may have heard, our Chancellor of the Exchequer, Benjamin Grant, has been arrested for inappropriate behaviour with a minor. It is our understanding that there is a photo circulating, but authorities urge everyone not to seek it out, as it constitutes evidence of child abuse and so viewing it is a punishable offense. The UK government has yet to respond to these allegations, but this is truly a sickening day for the country. Uh, but of course we will keep you updated as we find out more."



Dark fissures of Lamb's memory sparked, strobing her vision with sharp bursts of pain. She was unsure what was happening and violently shook her head until some clarity settled. It took several minutes of nasal breathing, but she gradually shrank that horrid roar inside of her. She mechanically attempted to snip a meandering leaf from a hawthorn shrub, but her hands were trembling too much to position the pruning shears correctly. Instead, she slowly folded to the ground and pretended to tend to some selfish weeds in case the Vicar looked out at her.

Sweat dribbled from Lamb's face into the soil, and she prayed for deliverance from whatever plagued her. Through wobbly hyperventilation, she found herself repeating Jeremiah 17:14.


"Heal me, Lord, and I will be healed; save me and I will be saved, for you are the one I praise.

Heal me, Lord, and I will be healed; save me and I will be saved, for you are the one I praise. 

Heal me, Lord, and I will be healed; save me and I will be saved, for you are the one I praise." 



Ebbs and flows of delirium, laps of estrangement from the present, but after an unknowable number of repetitions, the Bible delivered on its promises. Lamb swirled back to attention and felt much better, almost euphoric, happy to ignore whatever rippled her peace.

Several minutes past 1pm, the Vicar offered Lamb the lunchtime sandwich. Like most days, Lamb politely declined and the ever-concerned Vicar left it at that. Lamb moved on to her favourite part of her duties: providing her friends with their daily water. She thanked the thin streams of generous liquid from the watering can. The plants cooed with hydrated gratitude. The silky acoustic guitar music aptly sound-tracked the harmonious atmosphere but was abruptly broken mid-song at 1:33pm. The newsman's voice reemerged. Lamb froze, the spout hovering at an angle, producing meagre drips upon the roses eagerly awaiting the quench of their thirst.


"Alright, folks, sorry to interrupt ol' Clapton there, but it seems like this Benjamin Grant story is snowballing fast, and we're at a loss. Absolutely shocked by what we're hearing here. So, uh, sources claim uh, this incriminating photo of the Chancellor of the Exchequer was, uh, just one of many. It's hard to keep up with everything, but from what we gather, an entire database of images has been leaked from the dark web onto the, um ... 'normal internet'? With reports alleging there are hundreds if not thousands more, many of which feature very prominent figures in our political system. These supposedly include Secretary of State for Defence, Nathan Miller, and Lord President of the Council, Gregory Cole. It's a lot to fathom, I ... can you believe this, Jen? Ugh. It appears the photos are popping up everywhere, but law enforcement asks everyone to remain aware that viewing these pictures is a criminal offence and they should not be sought out by anyone. Of course, cyber vigilantes argue that the pictures are in the public interest and protected by clear political importance, but I struggle to see the grey area here. There is no excuse! I mean, think about the victims, people!"



When Lamb came to, she was lying face-down in the rose bush, her hands and arms scraped by thorns like confused doodles. Her memory recalled THE INCIDENT THE INCIDENT THE INCIDENT shattering like glass, and the once sweet smell of flowers was replaced by the sour odour of her father. She scuffled to her feet, swayed without balance and vomited bile into the roses. With apologies, she fumbled the watering can, dumping too much water on one patch, then clumsily wandered away, tripping over a series of nothing at all.

From her office window, the Vicar noticed Lamb circling aimlessly and rushed to her aid. "Lamb, are you alright?" she asked. Lamb incoherently mumbled something about not feeling well and going home. Lamb had never requested such a thing before, and the Vicar insisted she first lay down in one of the church rooms. Lamb swatted away the suggestion and stumbled off the premises, leaving her shoes, tools, and a worried Vicar behind. 

––––––––
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Lamb fought her mind all the way down the Victoria Line. She prayed to Jesus, but intrusive thoughts knocked aside every good feeling like a losing chess game. The train was louder than before, screeching down the tracks, a demonic force that tore through her music until she threw her headphones to the floor in a panic. Every mental avenue hit a dead-end—the dead-end of The Incident, which folded back into her dad.

She hadn't thought of her father in many years but, if asked, she would have sworn she was over it, she had dealt with it. However, on this tumultuous carriage her skull shook like a snow globe, dislodging an army of ghosts. 

Her father, Breton Daleston (a white man), had married Serenah Limestone (a black woman), placing Lamb as not quite either, somewhere between. Lamb often mused this was the root of her internal conflict: two contrasting cultures forced into one genetic structure, struggling to coexist on a rudimentary biological level, locked into an age-old ethnic conflict. She wished she had someone to discuss this with, but she did not. Not her parents, at least, for they had passed on long ago.

Lamb's brain bounced through a feverish storm. She nearly missed her stop, but staggered out just in time. Blundering through the labyrinth of King's Cross St. Pancras like a drunk, she passed humans who scrunched their noses at her as they moved out of her way. Muscle memory led her to the next screaming train, tears blurring her vision. Squeezing her hands together so tightly that she could hear her bones click, Lamb attempted prayer after prayer, but the vacant train seats noticed and mocked her with sinister howls. Her fragmented internal monologue pinballed off several topics before landing on her mother. 

There wasn't much information there except for the same clip Lamb played when recollecting her dear mother. In it, Lamb is no older than six when someone hands her down a bright yellow dress with little pink butterflies along the hem. Such a joyful hue! She shows off her moves to her mom, twirling and prancing across her living room stage to the backtrack of Elvis Presley. Her mother laughs and claps in delight, and then abruptly disappears to her bedroom, closing the door behind her. Lamb teeters, dizzy from spinning and confused by abandonment, calling for her mother's return. And her mother does return, now modelling a strikingly similar dress, only a slightly faded yellow with flowers everywhere instead of butterflies. Lamb squeals with delight as her mother takes her hand and the two spin together, laughing and dancing to Elvis' croons. It was a snapshot heavily drenched in melancholy, but the happiest moment she had. 

Her mother was the first of the family to die, mere months after the yellow dress. Lamb cannot listen to Elvis anymore.

Lamb plunged through her apartment door, tearing her knees into the carpet, imploring crucified Jesus to save her from this torment like he had countless times before. Ovarian cancer murdered her mom. Lamb wildly lashed out to seize her Bible, tipping her fragile bedside table to the floor. The medical bills financially devastated her dad, and they were scraping money favours by the time Mom parted. Lamb flipped through the thin pages so rapidly that she tore a piece of the Book of Jonah. Even before her mother's death, her father was cold and absent; he'd regularly expressed how he wanted a son and had no use for another woman in the house. Lamb couldn't read any words on the paper; her eyes were flooded, and whichever page she looked upon was instantly soaked by her anguish. But Dad truly lost himself after Mom was gone; he turned every paycheck to drink, and then he turned into a monster. He withdrew, and became loud and demanding. He blamed Lamb for everything. She was a curse, he said. And then. And then, The Incident. 

The room's walls faded from white to black, and the carpet sank. Jesus diminished in size as if swallowed by the darkening paint. Lamb tried to scream, but the noise throttled mid-throat, only a gurgling noise escaping her mouth. "Jesus, please," she whispered, but there was no Jesus here. Only her father. Only the Devil.

––––––––

[image: ]


​[image: The Lamb Prophecy Chapter Head]



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


5: The Incident


[image: ]




Someday, just over three years after her mother's death, Lamb was clicking together the border of a 400-piece jigsaw puzzle with the promise of Hello Kitty riding a bicycle at the end. She was in the living room. The Sun had set. It was a school night. Dad was not in the house but wasn't far, drinking in the small back garden like he did every evening, drowning his turmoil until he was adequately saturated to sleep.

Dad's Nokia ringtone came from out back, followed by some slurry mumbles. Lamb winced as she heard him coming in. She collected the detached bits of Hello Kitty into a neat pile to take up less space. He stood there, unmoving, watching her, but she dared not turn, instead pretending to focus on a pink piece that didn't seem to fit anywhere.

With a sudden stride, he aggressively grabbed Lamb by her face, squashing her cheeks, forcing her to look at him. His dank breath hovered with acidity. Using his thumb, he rubbed something from the corner of her eye. "Just do what I say, and everything will be alright, do you hear?" he spoke with an uncharacteristic tremor. She nodded, agreeing to something unknown.

The subsequent events transpired quickly and were so foreign to Lamb that she never organised them together with any clarity. Her dress was removed. His belt was unbuckled. Dad's monstrous man-thing shook near her face. Her eyes squeezed tight as he grunted, and slime squirted on one cheek and then the other. "Open your eyes," he instructed. She did so. Her dad's man-thing rested on her gooey face. He was holding an old Polaroid camera. "Now, smile."

A succession of bright flashes and her next memory was in the shower, her silent tears joining the goo which joined the water, bits of stuff swirling around the drain. Lamb had heard enough talk at school to know that what had happened was bad. It was supposed to be a grown-up game, and that confused her. She scrubbed her face, but it never felt clean. If she stood in the shower forever, could she too dissolve and escape down the drain?

When she eventually crept back into the living room, it was empty. Her dad's slurry voice was on his phone outside. She could still smell him in here, smell what they did. Her Hello Kitty puzzle was right where she'd left it, but it looked rotten. Two luminous headlights appeared behind the living room curtains like eyes. Car tyres crunched the gravel to a standstill. The murmuring engine chugged off, the lights disappeared. Someone was here. Lamb turned to escape, but her dad reentered through the back, and she froze. He staggered past her without a glance. She shuddered, hiding her body with her arms despite being clothed.

Her dad opened the door to reveal a tall man wearing black jeans, a tight-fitted button-up shirt, slim blazer, and a wide smile housing too many teeth. Lamb's stomach bunched, and she silently pleaded to her father to not let this man in. But her father let this man in.

Lamb hunched to the floor, busying herself with the puzzle, refusing to accept this night any more than she had to. It did no good, as the man strode past her dad with a, "And you must be little Lamb!" The man crouched down to meet her. Lamb's gaze fixed firmly on the ground, unable to remember how shapes work, trying to force a random puzzle piece into any possible slot. "I have a gift for you," the man continued, pulling out a small tub of ice cream, waving it between her eyes and the scattered puzzle. In her daily two-meal diet consisting of tins and noodles, ice cream was a luxury she'd longed for, even dreamed about. But she stared straight through the tub, denying the moment. "C'mon, Lamb. What's the matter? You don't like ice cream?"

"This is not what we agreed," her dad interjected. The man relented, placing the ice cream upon the puzzle, then stood with both hands in the air.

"You're right! You're right. She's just so adorable. Ok, then." The man yanked out a white envelope from his blazer and handed it to Lamb's father, who in turn, passed him a larger yellow envelope, bulky from however many polaroids the camera had spat. Lamb pretended not to see, not touching the dessert, building the puzzle around it, finally connecting a piece to a corner. Both men looked inside their respective packages, nodding, satisfied with the transaction."Pleasure doing business with you," the man said, then added, "And sort your life out, you drunkard. You look pathetic."

The car lights were already pulling away before her father managed to slam the door in fury. He spun around with such velocity that Lamb was sure he was about to kick her in the face. Her spine shivered her posture straight. But instead he lost his balance and collided with the wall, remaining there as if stuck. Lamb's eyes met her dad's, and for a brief moment, he looked at her sickened with guilt, the closest gesture to an apology he would ever offer. 

Less than an hour later, he had drunk himself to sleep in the garden as Lamb ate her ice cream. It was mint chocolate chip, her favourite. But it tasted wrong.

––––––––
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A knock on the door brought Lamb back into her flat. There was a sliver of daylight left, but the walls were white again. Jesus was regular-sized, nailed in place as if nothing happened. She was no longer crying but lay on her floor holding several torn Bible pages in her fist. Removing one, she read Habakkuk 2:4.


"Behold, his soul which is lifted up is not upright in him: but the just shall live by his faith."



The knock came again. Lamb rolled onto her stomach, pulled her knees to her chest, and then extended her body upright. She took two side steps with her hands sliding across the wall, and opened the door for a food delivery man. He looked tired. Lamb received the sleazy Aldi paper bags with a, "Thank you so much," then closed him out with her foot. Her flat was quickly overwhelmed by the aroma of a curry she did not remember ordering. She threw that bag upon her kitchen table, far more invested in the second parcel: a 750ml bottle of raspberry vodka and a 750ml bottle of cheap red wine.

Dad died from the booze in the end. Lamb hadn't touched alcohol in nearly 18 years, and she had only started about three years before that. After The Incident, Dad turned into the scariest monster in the world. He never touched her like that again—he didn't even look at her—but on many a drunken night he'd release a tirade from the corner of his mouth. "Stupid girl" became her house-name and he would remind her that what happened was her fault. "You did this, stupid girl! It's because you cursed this family with sin," was one line. "My wife died because of you, and now you're being punished," was another. But his most common threats concerned the Devil. "There is a special throne in Hell for a girl who did what you did." "Satan is watching you; from the sky, from the walls, he hears every word you think." "The Devil will steal you, you disgusting, stupid girl. If you tell anyone about that night, he will kidnap you away." So, she never told.

Lamb's fear of the Devil held her sleepy eyes open. Whenever she'd slip into an exhausted slumber, a recurring nightmare would torment her psyche. The Devil came to get her with his oversized goat's face, which morphed into the face of her dad. A loud yelp would startle her just in time to realise she'd wet the bed, over and over. Her room perpetually stank of urine, and she was terrified of what her father might do if he smelt it. She began secretly washing the sheets in the bathtub when home alone, spreading them back over her mattress before being caught. Which meant, whether bathwater or pee, she spent her nights pressed into damp linen, panicking about the Devil in her ceiling or under her bed. And that's when she'd started stealing mouthfuls of alcohol from her dad's stash. To dull the presence of Satan. To obscure her trauma just enough so it was unrecognisable; so that she could confuse it with peace; so she could sleep. Just like her dad. Just like she was hoping to do now.

She had ordered the vodka and the wine because she could not choose between them, but looking at them, there was no competition. The wine was too needy; it was shameful. The vodka was far more assertive and self-ruling. She cracked its lid with respect.

Lamb's grades plummeted so rapidly that the teachers berated her in front of everyone, and this once shy girl who blended into the corner became the easiest of bullying targets. They called her Black Sheep as they passed in the halls. A chorus of bleating welcomed her into every class, "baa baa baaaaa".

The raspberry vodka tasted awful. Too sweet. But the burn that outlined her stomach was an old friend. She was pleased with her decision.

The teasing got worse when Lamb developed an unusual form of eczema that resembled black leather, especially when scratched. Doctors said it was stress-related. 

"There it is!" Lamb exclaimed as she held up the bottle of vodka. "Corinthians, 10:31. 'Whether therefore ye eat, or drink, or whatsoever ye do, do all to the glory of God'. Cheers!" She pointed the bottleneck at Jesus with a wink, then took another swig, relieved that she hadn't imagined this sacred permission. She was feeling so much better!

Lamb was 11 when she failed Grade 6. She scraped through on her second try, only to fall into her first mental breakdown at age 13. Her skin wasn't clearing and her alcohol intake had increased substantially since she learned how to steal from stores, a rush she thoroughly enjoyed. But while snooping around her dad's study, looking for photos of her mom, or at least some whiskey, she instead thumbed across a black and white Polaroid from The Incident. There she was, the camera towering above her smiling face covered in his gunk, his penis involved in the display. Her dad had kept a copy. That hurt almost as much as The Incident itself. And that's what had finally ruptured her. She attempted to hang herself from a tree in a local park but was discovered by a dog walker before she got very far.

Half the bottle of vodka down, and on go the tunes. Her classical playlist at first, but that simply couldn’t cut it. Jabbing at her phone in semi-random sequences, some old-time upbeat jazz station bounced into the room, serving sunshine and excitement. Lamb twirled with her vodka dancing partner, bumping into things with glee.

She found herself in a psychiatric hospital for several months, convinced that a goat-headed Satan was trying to grab her through the light-fittings, the television, the depths of the couch. Every noise in the night was Satan hissing her name. Every door that opened revealed Satan behind. Her case was so severe that she is anonymously referenced as Patient L in a medical journal, noting how she appeared to develop relationships with inanimate things, giggling as she conversed with plates or pillows, and then wailing when they inevitably turned out to be the Devil in disguise again. 

The jazz trumpets sped up, and Lamb's rotations matched the pace, spinning round and around and around. The raspberry vodka tasted like Jammie Dodgers! 

After a tsunami of pharmaceutical cocktails, the hospital formulated a decent combination that seemed to gaffa tape her brain together. Lamb ceased having episodes, and the Devil's domineering presence chipped away, revealing a crowd of more manageable personalities living within every object. It didn't matter what it was: a bicycle, a hat, a piece of toast; they each exuded distinct characteristics and were aware of Lamb's attention. Some appeared fascinated by her recognition. Others would prefer she'd let them be. Either way, she could not control this ceaseless flurry of activity, and she took each step cautiously to avoid offending any given item. 

Had her mind snapped off from reality? Or could she see things no one else could see? The truth was irrelevant. What became far more important was that she needed to stop talking about these perceived personalities if she wanted to leave this place. And, indeed, after enough silent time had passed, she was released back into the world like a toddler who had just learned to walk.

Lamb's knee collided with the corner of the bed. She toppled over, cracking the floor shoulder-first, spilling vodka everywhere. She grunted as she rolled onto her back and then vomited into her mouth, which she promptly swallowed. Still tasted like jam! She laughed.

Out of hospital, Lamb was sent directly to a state boarding school because her dad was deemed unfit to care for her. Lamb sometimes wondered if his sins plagued him every time he thought of her, just as hers did when she thought of him. Either way, they never spoke again. He died from liver failure during her schooling at Sisters of the Blessed Virgin Mary.

Lamb kept laughing until the music on her phone faded, replaced by a female's voice.


"Dixieland City FM, I'm Carol Morales, and this is your seven o'clock news ..."



Carol introduced the news segment, and Lamb's amusement evaporated from her lungs like steam. Oh, God, please, no, not this.

The first nights in Cambridge's Sisters of the Blessed Virgin Mary were difficult. As an all-girls Catholic school, Lamb was surrounded by people 24 hours a day. In classes, she writhed in her seat as the hyper-nearness of early teenagers tormented the atmosphere. At night, her eyes froze open as 11 other dorm girls snored their dreams. Lamb was bombarded with their energy as she held her crotch, fearful she would pee the bed. But during her second week, everything changed.

Lamb misjudged the angle of her flat's floor, attempting to stand on her heels so fast that she sprung backwards, her back smacking to the carpet as her crown thudded against a wall that appeared from nowhere. The bottle of vodka sprung from her hand, giggling as it rolled away before smashing with a scream, its raspberry blood now the carpet's to enjoy. The news continued, unaware. Lamb surrendered.


"... top story today, at least a hundred prolific figures have been identified in leaked child abuse photos in what's being referred to as Paedogate. These include Chancellor of the Exchequer, Benjamin Grant, Secretary of State for Defence, Nathan Miller, and several members of the royal family, as well as personnel from the U.S. Congress, such as Roger Gallows, John Lonesmith, Kevin Sherman ..." 



The second week of boarding school was when Lamb found the silent tranquillity of the Blessed Virgin Mary chapel. She spent as much time as she could hiding within those walls. At first, she would simply sit, breathing out the day's frantic electricity, appreciating the peaceful smiles of the seating arrangement or the warm meditation of the bouquets dotted about. The ambience was always subdued, and no object intended her harm. These intervals between human chaos made the spikes of activity more tolerable, and she detoured this way before and after every class. 


"... a statement from Prime Minister, Tami Theron, claims these images were doctored as part of an orchestrated attack on the current administration and she has assured the public that proof is on the way, although nothing has yet materialised ..." 



Lamb took her time getting to know every feature in the chapel, but she avoided eye contact with the life-sized crucifixion above the altar. The image of Jesus was not something she felt would do her any good. It was such a brutal scene. It was difficult to comprehend why Christians were so fixated on the murder of their hero. However, as each day passed, the surrounding environment gradually grew quieter, as if giving the crucifix space to speak, beckoning Lamb to focus its way. She sensed the gentle prods and relented, turning to gauge this representation of Jesus. The figure recognised her right away. Lamb collapsed to her knees in tears.


"... despite the legal consequences of possessing these images, more and more websites are hosting the database, which is the largest of its kind on known record. Authorities are doing their best to shut these sites down but are currently overwhelmed at the rate by which they are appearing ..." 



Jesus asked Lamb if she would let him into her heart. Through her cries, she readily agreed, and they bonded. Jesus washed Lamb's soul clean of every one of her sins, and she was released from her pain, experiencing genuine serenity for the first time. Jesus banished the lingering fear of the Devil, and Lamb was liberated, finally aligning with the only purpose that mattered: to worship and serve Jesus Christ of Nazareth, God's only son, the promised Messiah who saved humankind from evil, the most elevated preacher who taught only of love, the strongest man who ever walked the Earth, the incarnation of the infinite Father—the Father she never had.


"... however, a warning has been issued, reminding the public that viewing these websites is a crime and anyone found doing so will be punished with the maximum possible penalties ..." 



After Lamb's teachers noticed she was missing from classes, they gathered one by one in the chapel, word spreading that a miracle was taking place. The shy new girl was on her knees, staring at the crucifix without blinking, repeating Jesus' name for close to six hours. When she finally collapsed, she slept for over a day, and when she awoke, the once-broken girl was invigorated by a newfound spirit. The school believed an otherworldly event had occurred and adjusted her curriculum to primarily revolve around Bible studies. Lamb devoured the texts obsessively, which kept her teachers happy. They granted Lamb leeway to build her relationship with Jesus, which she did, running every decision through his instructions, measuring her successes against that of an immaculate deity. Her passion pushed her through graduation, and she walked out of those gates with a certified education. The chapel's official opinion was that she was destined to be a profound asset to the Catholic church. But Lamb didn't care about such pursuits. She just wanted to devote her time to chatting with Jesus.

But where was Jesus now?


"... while some of these images may concern persons of public interest, we must note that they are few and far between, and the circulating database mostly contains unrelated photos featuring thousands of child abuse victims." 



Lamb's groggy vodka-filled head slammed on brakes, and she sat up. She was a child abuse victim. And there was a photo of her out there.

––––––––
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Hindered by inebriated legs and years of organised hoarding, it took Lamb over 15 minutes to locate the cardboard box. Old packages were hastily shredded, forgotten junk strewn across the carpet; dust, finally set free, swarming the apartment. The search ended with an ancient laptop, pried open on her kitchen table, sitting beside the lukewarm curry. The screen was so dirty that it appeared cracked. Such a sad machine; she never liked it. She only bought the thing when looking for a job those years ago.

With clunky whirs, the mechanics struggled to remember how to boot up. Lamb busied herself popping the cork from the eager wine.

"You have made your people experience hardship," she mumbled Psalm 60:3. "You have given us wine to drink that makes us stagger."

Ignoring the worried text messages from the Vicar, Lamb enabled her phone's hotspot and connected it to the laptop. She was grateful for this option and offered her phone a nod of respect. The phone returned the gesture. 

After a cacophony of rattled tones and robotic complaints, the laptop presented a search engine, and Lamb typed in 'PAEDOGATE'. Such prohibited content would surely not be easy to find, but she had to start somewhere. The results were mostly news items, but halfway down the page she came across a forum promising constant updates. She opened that, then clicked the first link, disbelieving it could be so easy. But there it was.

Rows of images. Hundreds of them. Children. Little humans who were meant to be protected by the hands of adults. Instead, those very hands assaulted them. Grown-ups forcing their malformed sexual desires onto undeveloped minds, passing down mental defects like a disease. These were snapshots of moments when any healthy sexual maturity was interrupted, on its way to being one thing, now forever skewed into another. Some of these children would learn to equate sex with self-worth, and their lives would be an eternal pursuit to outrun neglect using physical acts. Others, like Lamb, would associate touch with confusion and broken trust, recoiling at the thought, never again engaging in intimacy.

The scrolling wall of abuse appeared bottomless, and Lamb tried her best to move faster, faster, faster, seeking herself but not wanting to see anything. Her stomach protested, sending fermented belches up her throat, begging her to stop. So much trauma flashed before her eyes, and her brain flashed in response. She whipped her head around, certain that someone stood behind her. 

No one was there, but her gaze fell upon Jesus, who did not support her actions. She understood. Her quest was not only futile but morally misaligned. Pulling in a massive breath of resignation to settle her hammering heart, she lifted the wine to her lips to comfort her escaping mind. Two gulps, and she paused in that position. There, on the left of the screen, was a squashed but now obvious navigation menu. She slowly placed the bottle down as she read the options.

POLITICIANS

MOVIE STARS

BILLIONAIRES

ROYALTY

These choices were what most people would be clicking these dark pages for, but they were of no interest to Lamb. Her cursor skipped down to more general themes.

FEET

GROUP

INCEST

VIDEOS

VINTAGE

She hesitated on the last one. Vintage? How many decades constitute vintage? The laptop made a clacking noise, which Lamb interpreted as a "don't do it!" but she didn't owe this machine anything. She clicked on the button.

The screen went white and then populated a whole new set of images. Lamb instantly regretted her decision; she didn't want to do this. But within two flicks of the mouse wheel, every photo disappeared in a blur as her vision tunnelled on the exact picture she was trained to see.

There. Little Lamb. Nine years old. Captured by her father as his corrupt seed extinguished any hope of a normal life. The fact that her disgraced face was available to the world did not immediately bother her, as her long-aged features disguised any resemblance. The big smile she wore was a detail that tormented her every day since The Incident, but even that was not a concern because she'd already chewed through it to death. Rather, what set off Lamb's second and final breakdown, was that someone out there, some sick, sick human being, had taken the time to digitally colourise the original black and white image.

––––––––
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"Just do what I say, and everything will be alright, do you hear?" 



BANG BANG BANG the Devil was trying to get out of the walls. Her dad was trying to get out of the walls. That photo smelt like chlorine.

Lamb glimpsed a demon peeking from behind the bed. It thought it was quick, but it wasn't quick enough for her. Now, she chased it around the room, wielding the broken vodka bottle like a dagger.

People who think Jesus didn't exist are such idiots. They don't know what they are talking about. The Christ myth theory only became a conversation around the 17th or 18th century. It took nearly two thousand years to question his existence, and even those arguments are feeble. Contrarily, almost every historical scholar agrees that, at the very least, a man named Jesus walked among us in 1st-century Roman Judea. He was definitely baptised, and he was definitely crucified.

The apartment had doubled in size, and everything was peeling, revealing red paint beneath. The demon was fast, ducking behind her table but gone by the time she reached it, now cackling from the bathroom, forever one step ahead. Lamb's brain felt like chalk, so dry and alien. The laptop was still open on the image, and her little polluted face mocked her too. Lamb slammed the lid shut and threw the computer like a frisbee, splitting it into chunks of electronics as it collided with the toilet. Had she hit the demon, though?

Atheists loved to mock the Bible. They build pedestals from their arrogance, patting themselves on the back like they have the authority to give themselves authority and then belittle those of faith. They reference science and think they're so clever, yet are not clever enough to recognise that everything they swallow also stems from a book. They'll ask you to prove God exists and mock you when you speak of the scripture. But if you ask them to prove anything scientific, they'll only reference texts they've read. Place the word Science on the book cover, and they'll gobble it up without thought.

BANG BANG, a loud scream came from the walls, but then Lamb noticed she was the one screaming. Was someone at the door? Was it the demon? Lamb pointed the broken bottle at the peephole. That's what she was going to do. She would swing the door open so fast that the wind would freeze the demon's feet, and then she would ram this dead bottle into its fat throat.
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