Below is my response to the occasional paper, MEDIEVAL AND MODERN WOMEN MYSTICS: THE EVIDENTIAL CHARACTER OF RELIGIOUS EXPERIENCE. By Father RICHARD WOODS, O.P.
Please note… everything that the Priest says withing my short story below, are direct quotes from religious writers of the Middle Ages. These quotes were taken from the forementioned occasional paper. 

Isolde. By Wanda Freeman 
The day after they burned Cecilia, Isolde was sat in the front pew of the church. 
The church was simple. A white stone barn, topped with a cross. It sat on top of a hill, shadowing the parish, the winding river, and the pig farm beyond. 100 people sat in neat rows every Sunday. And for exciting services such as those following a burning or a hanging there was also standing room at the back. All members of the congregation faced the pulpit, behind which loomed the stained-glass image of Jesus Christ, bleeding on the cross. 
Isolde was always told her sins where greater than those of her fathers and brothers. On this day she had been ‘allowed’ to sit closer to God. Cecilia had been her dearest friend and therefor it was recommended that she not only watch her burn, but that she listen carefully to the words of the priest.
‘Do you not know that you are Eve? ... God’s sentence still hangs over all your sex and his punishment weighs down upon you ... You are the one who opened the door to the devil, you are the one who first deserted the divine law... All too easily you destroyed the image of God, man. Because of you ... even the Son of God had to die.’
Isolde looked up at Jesus bleeding on the cross and zoned out. She was often told this was her ‘problem’.  ‘Wake up girl’ forever hissed into her ear. The priests voice faded out as her mind wandered back to the events that lead to this moment. 
Some weeks before, Cecilia and Isolde had turned sixteen. their birthdays both in august, just a few days apart. The two girls had gone for a walk to collect mushrooms in the forest. Isolde relished the opportunity to escape the parish and be free. Just for a while. As they lay in the shade of a great oak, they talked about Isolde’s engagement. Her father had arranged for her to marry Mr Alfred Foreman, the pig keeper. 
‘Are you afraid?’ asked Cecilia. Cecilia was an inquisitive girl. She Asked a lot of questions which got her into regular trouble. Isolde thought her so brave to always ask.
‘What do you think I should be afraid of?’ Isolde replied.
‘I thought you might fear the wife duties.’  
Isolde was quiet, laid on her back looking up at the animals in the clouds, through the branches of the oak. Cecilia never told her to wake up. But sometimes asked where she had been when her eyes had been distant. Isolde loved her for that. She did not look at Cecilia when she answered. 
‘Do you know what it is I will have to do? I asked mother, and she told me I will be protected by God as long as I obey my husband.’ 
‘Well,’ said Cecilia ‘Mr foreman wants sons. His last wife only made daughters.’ 
Isolde looked over at her friend ‘I have seen the pigs doing it.’ 
‘Yes. And Mr foreman is as big as pig and as pink and greasy. He might crush you,’ Cecilia replied.
‘You know he only eats pork? Mother has been teaching me all the ways to cook a pig,” said Isolde.
“Anyway, I dreamed he turned into a pig. Maybe you won’t have to marry him after all,” said Cecilia. 
In the church Isolde’s mother elbowed her in the ribs, ‘wake up. ‘She tried again to listen to the priest’s words. 
‘Christ is the head of every man, ... a husband is the head of his wife. It is the husband’s office to be his wife’s chastiser.’
In the weeks following the walk in the woods, preparations were made for the wedding. However, the day before Isolde was due to marry, everything changed.  Mr Foreman was in his field commanding his ploughman when the horse was scared by a crow. As the horse dragging the plough bolted Mr Foreman’s leg went under the plough and was ripped mostly off. The out-of-control horse and plough didn’t come to settle until it had disrupted the chickens and taken down the pig fence. The ploughman ran for help but was too slow. By the time help arrived Mr Foreman had been eaten by his pigs. 
Isolde only wished she hadn’t told her mother about Cecilia’s dream. 
Her father had said ‘God speaks to man and the devil speaks to women.’ He is the one who called for the witch hunter.
 The priests droned on…
 ‘Every woman should be overwhelmed with shame at the thought that she is a woman. Lift the corner of her dress and you will find the tip of the tail.’ 
Isolde remembered her father telling her, ‘Foreman didn’t kill his wife, he just dealt the blows. God delivered the infection.’
The night Cecilia was burned her voice narrated Isolde’s dreams. Int the first dream, the rain came and washed away Cecilias ashes.
She had been so brave, even when she burned. Isolde had a front row seat for that as well. her friend had promised she would not cry out. Just close her eyes and wait to find out what comes next.
The priest continued… ‘Every woman is by nature a miser, ... she is also envious and a slanderer of other women, greedy, a slave to her belly, inconstant, fickle in her speech, disobedient and impatient of restraint, spotted with the sin of pride.’
 Isolde found it hard to focus on the priest’s voice for long. The rain pounding on the windows of the church was soothing. Cecilia had loved the rain. She always said it washed the soul. Isolde thought maybe everybody should go out into the rain.  
She was grateful the wind had blown strong. like Cecilia. It made the fire rage fast and hot. The flames and dust obscured her burning body, delivering modesty in her last moments.  
After the Dream of rain Isolde dreamt that black rats had come to the parish to spread a plague that would eat its way through all the houses. She would run to the woods and be free. Forever.


