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The Afflicted 

Case # 1 

Melanie sings and dances as she feeds the swine, throwing in some corn husks. She seduces the 

pigs with her chants and gleeful laughter. They snort and grunt in rhythm to her melody. She 

does not remember that the woman told her to bring water to her. The woman screams, “Servant, 

where is the water? I told you to bring it to me! Idiot servant girl! Get it now!” 

Melanie drops the bucket of corn and grabs another bucket. Running to the river and crying, she 

grunts and swirls her tongue, unable to tell the woman that she is sorry…she forgot! She knows 

the woman beats her when she forgets. So, she runs back, swinging the bucket and spilling some 

of the water on the woman’s feet. Does Melanie think? Does she know language? She 

understands the glare and anger of the woman who stands before her. The woman is cruel and 

hates her, but she does not know why. 

The woman knows that Melanie’s mind is slow, but she blames the young fourteen-year-old girl, 

for she is a sign of her sinful past…the curse that left her wed less. Fourteen years ago, she met a 

man who promised her marriage. He lied and left her with a babe in her womb. In the beginning 

she rocked the babe she named Melanie, but as the infant’s growth retarded, the woman pushed 

Melanie away. Now she called her the servant girl, and never called her by name. She loathed the 

grimy, unkempt, idiot that she had borne. 

Fearless and daunting, Melanie walks the paths of the village to the Tavern, which is filled with 

men. She feels drawn to these bodies. She does not know why. When she reaches the alley, she 

peers through and into the Tavern. The men are gleeful, and some women are dressed with shiny 

blue, red and black gowns. The sound of Melanie’s glee as she claps her hands with joy reaches 



the man. He turns, looks, and blinks at her. She feels her heart throb, and she claps her hands 

again. The man pushes through the crowd and emerges from the back door. Shy Melanie looks 

down, rocking back and forth, embracing herself. The man touches his fingers caressing her 

tucked-in chin. His voice is gentle, but she does not understand. She only feels an unbroken bond 

with him. 

The man presses his lips and then his teeth on hers. He caresses her body, and she feels the bond. 

She knows he will not hurt her. She likes what he is doing, and in a surge of primal passion 

responds to his advance. After the climax, he rises, straightens his trousers and walks away. He 

never looks at her. She takes a moment to relieve herself after the orgasm. Then, she follows his 

path, but does not find him. She is certain he will be there after the next sunset, but she does not 

see him again. 

Three months from the first moment of the end of her virginity, Melanie is with her mother. The 

woman looks at her as she lifts the wood. She cannot be, thinks the woman. Melanie is slightly 

heavier. Then, the woman touches her abdomen, and feels its growth. She slaps the young 

woman, beats her, and kicks her. Melanie does not remember or know what she forgot. She cries 

without control. The woman screams, “Get out of here, you slut!” 

Melanie runs from the woman. Never has the woman hurt her so much before. That much she 

realizes. She runs to the river and the soothing rustling currents instantly calm her. They have 

always attracted her. She sits at the edge of the cliff, watching the currents. The melodious sound 

invites her to join in the dance and the music she hears within her. She has always heard this 

sound, as long as she can remember. The music of the Tavern reaches the recesses of her 

memory, and she flies high to the clouds, dancing, loving, feeling, forgiving the woman. She 



hums…dances to the rhythm in her retarded mind…she seeks solace. At first she does not 

understand, but then she listens. A whisper in the current of the river beneath the cliff beckons 

her. She understands and forgives. She flies through the air from the cliff and lands on the 

protruding rocks within the murderous river. 

Melanie is no more. 

 

 

 

 

 


