
 

Stained Glass Sanctum 

By Olga Ziminska 

Would it ever be possible to have my own wrongs forgiven, to cleanse me of the guilt and shame 
living within me? 

My head was bowed and my eyes were fixed on spider web cracks of the wood platform while 

rain continued to plummet. For the past hour since our arrival, I was mumbling to myself the thoughts I 

could no longer keep silent. They were nothing but jailed guilt making me feel like a papier-mâché 

monstrosity. Each passing second tore at the seams of my sanity till I eventually found myself in my 

current position—collapsed on my knees in a stained-glass castle; a place of worship; the house of God.   

I never really believed in a higher power that would absolve every one of their wrongs, and I 

didn’t expect to have that evening as a chance to be enlightened. I wasn’t brought up that way and neither 

was my sister. Since the beginning of my mindless mumbling, Frea never said a word. To be honest, I 

was glad she kept her mouth shut. After the night we had—after what happened—I couldn’t imagine 

hearing a single word from her when all I could anticipate were foul slurs. It just seemed wrong to me, to 

talk so strangely in a place that was believed to be sacred. Before I could look to anywhere but the 

cracked floor, I noticed the presence of mud-covered boots that were pointed in my direction. Somehow, 

without even having to see her face, I knew she was giving me that smug grin. It was the one I would 

never be able to pry from my mind no matter how tightly I shut my eyes.  

When did things change? When did Frea stop being herself? 

… 

Soaked boots dragged along the linoleum floor of the front hall enough to produce high-pitched 

squeaking. That always seemed to piss Mom off, yet not even a grunt or a sharp commanded slipped out. 

For the few moments that the sound continued, I looked between my sister and our mom for any sign of a 

response. It was even clear to me that Frea’s annoying habit was performed deliberately that day. She was 

seeking the attention she craved from Mom since Dad was at work. He was working late, again. 

“Mom?” My head turned to notice that Frea was no longer lingering in the hall, but roaming at 

the top of the staircase. Only a portion of her body was visible from where I was sitting in the kitchen. 

Though Mom didn’t add her voice to the sterile air, the volume of the news report increased significantly. 



It almost seemed like a repeat from last week when in fact it was a live broadcast. Another body was 

discovered only this time it wasn’t in some wasteland, but in an alley behind the supermarket that was 

only five minutes away from where we lived. 

Another victim to put under the killer’s belt; a trophy set out on display for authorities to find. 

 Since Mom wasn’t paying any attention to her kids, I forced the chair back with the same screech 

that Frea’s boots made. Sure, this entire situation was fucking insane, but to completely block us out was 

ridiculous. 

 “You do realize your kids need a mother, right?” I spat before walking out of the room only to 

follow in my sister’s footsteps. By the time I made it upstairs, she was no longer at the top, but waiting 

with her back against the inside of the door frame of her room. The door was cracked open with enough 

space to peek inside. The walls were covered with eloquent scripture that I could barely make out before 

Frea stuck her head between the gap. 

 I looked at her apologetically, as if Mom’s lack of response was something I was going to put on 

my shoulders. “You don’t deserve this crap.” 

 “We don’t, Theo,” Frea muttered, keeping her fingers wrapped around the cracked door frame. 

Aged and tormented from each slam of the door. 

 “I’ll make things okay for us again. We just need to hang a little longer, okay? I promise you that 

there’s something much better for us out there.” I continued to explain something in a tone that had no 

doubt even though inside each word felt like such a lie. 

 But even though I felt like I was sugar-coating our reality, I managed to get a smile out of my 

sister and even a nod. 

 “I know there is.” 

… 

“Quit talking to yourself, brother dearest. Your lack of focus wouldn’t really help us if we were to 

get caught.” She turned on her heel and ventured back towards the door, stopping only for a moment to 

turn her head to the side. “Now, get off your ass and help me move the body inside. No one likes a soggy 

corpse.” 



The way she spoke to me was strange, as if she really was untouched by what she did. Though I 

did have reason to question her, especially when she explained it all to me like an act of justice when in 

fact it was anything but. It was like an inner demon stirred and took strong hold of her. Did she have to 

speak of it with parallel to taking out the trash? Something so mundane? She seemed so unaffected while 

I remained with the grotesque image of my hands coated with crimson fluid.  It was warm and it reeked of 

iron—its stench made my nose curl at the raw wound of my memory. 

I was involved with what our town feared. 

“Theo, I will not ask you again. Move.” 

For a few moments, I remained in my own bubble—trying as hard as I possibly could to avoid 

her paralytic glare. She never used to be like this, my sister. She was never one to rise above and take 

charge between us. I was always the big brother, the leader of the pack when Mom and Dad weren’t 

around, which was a good portion of our childhood. She was nothing more than a submissive sibling 

turned into a driven individual with the trail of blood smeared across her brow. As much as I wanted to 

yank her by the shoulders and shake her hard enough to rattle her brain back to its rational state, I knew I 

didn’t want to set her off. There was no reason to relive that evening. Not when the image of her obsidian 

hair whipping her face while she took down a man twice my size was still so fresh in my mind. Not 

waiting any longer, I exhaled harshly as I helped myself up, immediately throwing my arms up for her to 

guide me back to the body of the man. Poor, unlucky bastard probably found himself at the wrong place 

and at the wrong time. Now, that lifeless sack was bleeding out at the side door of the church. 

I didn’t want this. 

… 

“Frea!” I called, running out of the house after my sister informed me that she was going out for 

the night and didn’t know when she would be back. See, that sort of crap wasn’t tolerated, especially 

since I was the closest thing she had to a parental figure. After all, it was getting pretty damn late and it 

was raining. In other words, that night was no exception. “I said slow the fuck down!” 

Though she showed clear restraint, the need to disobey, Frea stopped. 

“I asked you where you were going and your response was ‘out’?” I said through a chuckle that 

turned into a dry cough. Occasional drops of rain smacked me right in the face, urging me to pull my 

hood over my bed-head clump of auburn hair. Oh, her fists were clenched. Guess I pissed off the Princess. 

“The heck kind of a bullshit response was that? You do realize we’re on lockdown with these weird 



‘serial killings’ going on, right? No way am I letting my sister out of my sight at this time of night. Plus, 

it’s cold.” 

“You’ve been reading up on them?” She finally spoke, like nothing else that I mentioned to her 

mattered. 

“Um, yeah. It’s all over the news, so it’s sort of difficult to just skip on over to the comedies and 

forget. And why are you so interested all of a sudden?” 

“No reason.” 

The last couple of months were rough for the whole town. Everyone was on edge and the streets 

didn’t seem to vibrate with the sound of demanding vendors or excited customers in search of a good 

deal. I guess when a series of murders started making the headlines in town, no one really wanted to make 

contact with anyone, even if they were the neighbors that one trusted for years—trusted enough to leave 

their children in their care. But I guess those days were over. We were all now reverted to quite the 

antisocial state where the only reason to step past the front porch was for a quick smoke or to pick up the 

groceries from the local market. People still had to eat even with some maniac on the loose. Maybe that’s 

what really got my attention when Frea walked out that evening, wearing nothing but a hoodie and torn 

capris that were already pretty damn ruined from whatever project she was working on. At least that’s 

what she made it seem like. Spending countless hours locked up in her room, the sounds of paint 

splashing and canvas tearing made it sounds like there was another world war taking place there. I guess 

people coped in their own ways.  

Whatever it was, it kept her busy and away from the chattering townies who tried to piece the 

killings as proof of something bigger than one fucked up prick. 

Living in fear wasn’t what I wanted. Not for me and definitely not for Frea. 

 Since the beginning of these rumors, my sister did seem to shift from her normally cautious and 

quiet state state to a one I could barely recognize when acted out by her. Something was different about 

her. Something significant, yet I couldn’t seem to pick out what it was. With her up in her own world 

beyond locked doors, dinners with single syllable responses evolved into meals without a sound. If you 

didn’t count the sound of utensils shifting food around plates. During rough times, it was culturally 

expected to get close to the people we trusted the most. That would mean family, right? One’s nuclear 

family, which was all Frea and I had anyway. I guess that even the series of murders made my family the 



exception, because as much as we drifted apart without the help of that crap, things only continued to 

unravel to reveal that we weren’t much of a family, but strangers living under the same roof. 

 So with my parents alienating themselves from their kids, and even each other, I took on the role 

of whatever figure Frea needed, even if I was only two years older than her. Still, two years made a 

difference when I was well on my way to earning a degree and she was still an underclassman. 

 There still appeared to be something missing from the link. Something I couldn’t pick up on. The 

reason she locked herself away, the reason she rarely listened to my fully thought out ideas and voiced 

concerns. Instead, she chose to reply to what she wanted to, if not going off tangent on her own—asking 

her own questions in hope of a reply.  

 She seemed persistent, walking ahead of me each time I caught up to her. Each time I slipped in a 

question. 

 “Where are you going?” I huffed, moving my legs—one step for two of hers. “It’s late, Frea. 

What the hell is going on that you can’t talk to me?” 

 She continued, pushing herself forward before taking a turn that I nearly missed. Clearly her 

venturing out did not have to do with a simple need for some fresh air, no matter how tense it was from 

the entire town shutting itself from each other. No, at this point a seemingly calm stroll around town 

revealed itself to me as a precise, if not even ominous, crawl around the town. It almost felt like a hunt, a 

stake-out. My sister, gifted with the slender frame, shimmied between dumpsters, hopped over stacked 

boxes, and hid against corners of alleys while I did my best to keep up. Being taller and built had its 

advantages, but speed had nothing to do with it.  

 Back to being out of breath, I forced myself against an alley wall. The chase was becoming a 

chore. Like a game of cat and mouse without any hope of the big catch. Or in my case: a desirable 

resolution or even half-decent explanation. But once I reached out to grasp her shoulder, I felt the aching 

twist shoot up arm, only to realize that the source of it was my sister’s hand before she slapped the other 

over my mouth.  

 “Keep quiet, or I won’t tell you anything.” 

 Where did that come from?! 

 “I know what has been going on with this stuff, Theo. I know what it is that everyone in this town 

has revealed to fear.” Her voice was low, hushed. If I hadn’t known it was Frea holding me, I would think 



that I was being held hostage, with my life hanging on the line. Her voice was not fluid, but whispered 

hoarsely. “I think I found him; I found the chosen one to go.” 

 “To go?” 

 Her head bobbed, slowly yet sternly, a hunter stalking prey. “The news stations are seeking the 

one who did it. And I am seeking the one too afraid to step out to accept their fate.” 

 It clicked in my head immediately that Frea was after the guy that was on the news. But there was 

something about the way that she talked about him, like a scientist would about their subject, or even a 

hunter about their prey. Not even for a moment did she tear her eyes away from the man ahead of us. 

From what I could see he was nothing more than some middle aged man stepping out for a quick drag of 

a cigarette.  

 Without warning, her hand loosened enough to release my arm from her hold. I wasn’t going to 

fight back. Not when I knew that we were in the proximity of the supposed criminal, who I began to 

wonder about. How did my sister manage to find that guy? And more importantly, how did she know that 

it was the man that the cops were looking for? 

 To make sure I wouldn’t be held back, I kept my mouth shut and followed till we were no longer 

sheltered around the alley corner, but calmly approaching the man with no fear to show on our faces Well, 

Frea didn’t seem to. By that point all traces of my sister’s detached being seemed to disintegrate, leaving 

her standing tall and full of more confidence than I ever saw her embody. 

 “Kenneth Clearwater,” She spoke what appeared to be the man’s name. After all, his head did 

turn to look at Frea first with a pleased grin before it faded, twisting into a deep scowl. “You look 

displeased?” 

 “It’s past your bedtime, don’t you think? Curfew was three hours ago.” 

 “And yet you’re still out,” She replied with enough sweetness in her voice to rot someone to the 

very core. “Why don’t you admit to it? Why not let go and give up the charade?” 

 I stood my ground while mentally preparing myself to jump to protect my sister. How she was 

putting herself out in front of the alleged killer was beyond me, but I wasn’t going to let her go overboard. 

To be honest, I was pretty damn close to stepping in to yank her back to me. Last thing I was going to let 

happen was allow my sister to get snatched up by that lunatic. But before I even thought the actions 

through, I noticed Frea motioning towards him in a way that frightened him. 



  I had to get a closer look; to see what it was that cracked the man’s shell in seconds. Then, in the 

slight change of position from one area of the alley to another, I noticed the point sticking out from under 

my sister’s thumb.  

 “You flee from the truth. But why? Have you not heard of what we can do?” 

 “Hey,” the man stepped back with his hands held up in defense. “What sort of junk are you 

talking about, little girl? Why don’t you put that down, okay?” 

 “Words are meaningless, Kenneth. Nothing else matters when the Goddess has spoken. She has 

been enlightened and shares her guidance with her children. We follow and believe.” 

 “H-Hey!” 

 “We are her servants,” she explained. In one swift motion that I could barely follow with my 

eyes, I noticed the man’s stature shrink as he bent his knees to hunch over Frea’s shoulder. “We come to 

liberate those unwilling to follow through, those who fear their own salvation. She has picked me out of 

everyone else to fulfill my duty to her, to set you free.” 

 “What the fu--” I shot back against the brick wall before sprinting to the man who remained 

resting on my sister only to realize that it wasn’t a fainting spell, but the response to a blade inserted into 

his side. Like ink in a cup of water, the crimson fluid spread up his shirt and took hold of every single 

thread. “Frea! What the hell!? You weren’t supposed to hurt him!”  

 Words spilled from my lips as the life did from Kenneth. I didn’t know what to do other than to 

forcefully pull my damp hood down to clearly see the scene that escalated without warning.  

 I didn’t think when I pulled him away from her and begged him not to make too much noise 

while I examined the damage that my sister managed before realizing that the man was staring at the thick 

storm clouds without a single breath of life in him. Out of mere respect, I reached to close his eyes before 

looking straight at Frea. She was still standing where I left her without any concern in her expression. 

 “W-why did you do that? He never hurt anyone and it’s fucking clear! My god,” I shuddered, 

“you killed an innocent man!” 

 Slowly, she turned her head to face me with a small smile that began to spread, leaving with more 

questions than answers. 



 “The Goddess has decided to have me relieve that man of his mortal coil. There is no crime in 

that.” 

… 

 Frea wandered around the room after we dragged the limp body inside, leaving a sloppy trail of 

still-flowing blood behind us. Part of it would be washed away by the rain, while the rest would remain 

embedded in the wood floors. As much scrubbing as they would receive, the truth would forever remain 

there. All the evidence would eventually trace back to us. But while I was squatting down to regain my 

breath, I watched Frea continue to wander with some sort of grace in her step. She told me, I remembered, 

that what she did was nothing I had worry myself with, because in the end we would be rewarded. She 

kept saying how proud the Goddess would be, and how we would be forgiven for everything that we’ve 

done. She cried out for her, awaiting her respect and admiration, speaking so passionately, yet 

breathlessly. 

 “Look at what I am gifting you with! Look at how many souls I have set free! These fools flee 

from liberation when I know the peace I am bringing them with your guidance!” 

 Her laughter once would have been admired and seen as a channel of joy that everyone bathed in, 

but her warmth was now poison, seeping into my skin. 

“Y-you’re sick, you know?” I uttered. Though my voice was small compared to her airy declarations, I 

managed to stop her in the middle of her speech. She was a devoted follower of a belief that moved her. 

“You got yourself mixed up in some screwed up shit, Frea,” I repeated. She was thrown off her guard and 

it gave me enough time to talk straight at her. No barriers kept us apart, so I hoped she would listen. I 

hoped she would finally allow the weight of guilt bury her, render he immobile. 

 “I’m going to turn you in.” My irritated eyes burned from the hell they witnessed, the madness 

they saw so clearly in the eyes of my approaching sister. Not even her wide smile could ignite even a 

small spark of happiness. No, not when I knew she was capable of stooping so low. “This needs to stop. 

Y-you’ll get caught eventually, so let me help you. Turn yourself in now and maybe you’ll get lucky 

enough not to get the death penalty.” The thought stung me, but I ended up shaking my head slowly, 

almost managing a chuckle. “Although I wouldn’t be surprised if they sent you straight to some barbaric 

electric chair.” 



 “Big brother, do you honestly think I believe a word you say?” She moved closer, her legs 

crisscrossing as she walked with a bounce to her step. “Our Goddess has spoken and I am her chosen 

follower. I am here to carry out my duties.” 

 “Goddess?” I asked. “What Goddess? What the hell are you talking about? Over and over, it’s the 

same damn thing. What’s going on?” That time, I got up as close to her as I could without setting her off 

into a defensive stance. She didn’t even flinch as I approached her. Did I really expect her to after seeing 

how easily she ended a man’s life? Without hesitating even for a moment? 

No. 

Her eyes were a flame, glistening with some twisted determination, the kind that made my skin 

crawl. It was the kind of feeling no one should feel around a family member, supposedly the only people 

we could trust. 

“I have been chosen, Theo, chosen to lead and to fulfill my duty.” Her voice was soft and for that 

split second I swore I was in the presence of my sister, the same spirit that I grew up with. But with time 

that slipped from me that night, I knew that things would never go back to the way were. “Life is so 

binding while death is the promise of an eternal slumber. There is no pain, no weight, so why should we 

continue to exist when there is so much pain around us.” She continued to spit out words that were tainted 

with the poison she was fed somewhere along the way. Words that never left the mouths of either of our 

parents. Words that were never spoken by any of us in town. 

For a good while I stared at her in search of any logic to her statements. The Goddess she spoke 

of was some lunatic all on her own that managed to poison my sister’s mind, which meant that there were 

probably others like her.  All I knew then was that there had to be someone to stop her, and with her 

within my reach, I had to make the move. 

At least that was my plan. 

Like many of my plans that day, something stood in the way that kept them from unfolding. In 

that moment, the only thing standing between me and the achievement of some justice in the name of the 

innocent lives that my sister plucked like weeds was well, my sister. With one single thrust of her arm in 

my direction, I heard my shirt tear before the sharp prick of a blade impaled me without warning. 

Frea looked me straight into my watering eyes. Hers forced their way into my most private 

crevices, the pathway to my soul. There was nothing left of my sister no matter how hard I tried to 



convince myself there was. She made that perfectly clear when she allowed my body to fall limp against 

the wood floor. 

In the instant I felt my skin crawl at her continuous glare, I pushed myself to reach her. It was 

much easier said than done, because the ongoing tearing and stinging of my fresh wound kept me down 

on all fours. Despite all that, I still continued to look up at her.  

 “Why are you doing t-this?” I asked, gargling my speech through blood that reached the corner of 

my lips.  

 Frea’s cold stare was nothing short of terrifying. Since the beginning of the murder reports her 

alienated behavior became more prominent. Whether all that chatter about the “Goddess” had anything to 

do with it was something I didn’t really know. How could I when I knew nothing about it? As I continued 

to ponder about the origins of my sister’s peculiar obsession, I ended up cutting it short to wince in agony. 

I was flipped onto my back and stomped down with her now blood-stained boot forcing pressure again. 

 “Why am I doing this?” She gave off a wild grin, pressing down harder as she enunciated her 

words. “How it doesn’t make sense to you is one of those reasons, Theo. You said that we belonged to 

something better,” she growled. “Mother, father, have they not left us to fend for ourselves?” 

 “Oh-GOD DAMN IT!” I shouted. “Get off!” 

 “No, brother.”  

 Before I even had a chance to bring my hands up in defense, Frea was down on her knees with 

her knife against my throat. “I believed that you would follow me and help me pay tribute to the only 

thing that makes sense now, but maybe the prophecy was correct?” Whether it was staged or not, her eyes 

welled up with tears just as they did when she walked in on Mom and Dad arguing before they stripped 

themselves of the final seam that seemed to keep them together. 

 “W-what prophecy?” I wheezed. 

 “I found her for you, for us, Theo.” 

 “Found who?!” The pain in my stomach was becoming too much to handle. As weighed down as 

my eyes felt, I didn’t want to leave. I couldn’t when I was so close to getting her to speak. 



 “I found home,” she admitted, “I found home where our mother, the Goddess, loves us. She tells 

us everything. I know the truth about life and death and it is nothing like we’ve been taught by our birth 

parents. They lied, Theo.” 

Struggling to get her off, I growled. I was sent back to my primal needs. I yearned to survive. 

“Death is not the end, Theo, but merely the step we all take before eternal freedom. Did you 

really want to continue in this dead-end town?” Through her thick tears that pelted against my skin, I 

watched her head bob. To her, everything seemed so clear and without fault while she was fully aware 

that she was going to be brought into custody eventually. Even then not a single ounce of guilt coated her. 

“We were lost after all this started happening, but we aren’t alone. So many lost individuals found her, 

brother. And you were meant to be one of them. I allowed you to follow me because I knew you needed 

something just as I did,” Her lips spread to smile. “You need her guidance, but I was warned that you 

were one of the fearful. You feared death and I was to rid the Earth of you if you did not follow.” 

“Because you’re murdering innocent people!”  

“It is much more than that. Murder is false. What we do--what all our brothers and sisters do-- is 

nothing false. We have a mission and that mission will not be halted.” 

“F-Frea..” My voice was running thin. Nothing that I said appeared to stick to her. For every 

threat I placed on her with authority as my source, she counterattacked with the logic she now fully 

embraced. No matter how false it was, she took it as her only truth. When she was stripped of guidance 

and lived in a broken home, what was there to believe? Even when her own brother had no idea what to 

believe. To us, there was no God, no heaven or hell, and definitely no afterlife. There was nothing. “You 

can’t be doing this. They’ll get you eventually,” I repeated, the thought of her being tortured upon capture 

poisoned my fading mind. 

“Many will be caught, brother, and many will even pass, but our truth will linger forever. It isn’t 

something we can erase and no longer believe in. So, dear brother,” She spoke sweetly in unison with her 

blade burying into my open wound. My cries bounced off against the walls of the church. “Your faith is 

not with us, so it would seem. But I will not allow you to tread on with the false belief that living is full of 

joy. It’s nothing but a façade, dear brother.” 

My mouth opened to set words free, but all I managed was a pained moan. 

“She has spoken, Theo,” She muttered as she watched me struggle. What little energy I had left 

within me was flowing down the stream of crimson. “Believe me when I say that I’m doing you a favor. 



The Goddess hasn’t lied and never will. Enjoy this gift from her to you. The gift of eternal release for 

which I will one day receive your thanks.” Frea, noticing my struggling, allowed her lips to spread when 

she reached to touch my bloodied cheek. “As much as I would enjoy watching you cross over to the side 

of freedom, I must return to our brothers and sisters. They were excited for your arrival, but I suppose that 

they will have to settle for the news of your won freedom.” Before my arm could extend, Frea took once 

last look at me and stood up. She turned on her heel and walked out the side door through which the body 

of Kenneth Clearwater was dragged. It was only a matter of moments before her slender frame vanished. 

In her eyes, I was like the man beside me, whose body would be discovered and added as a 

faceless number to the body count of souls that she “set free”. From her point of view, there was nothing 

wrong with what she was doing. In some twisted way she saw it as a helpful act placed on the same level 

as being kind to one’s neighbor.  

In her eyes, I was liberated, left to fade with the vision of vibrant glass promising eternal 

salvation from the wrongs that left me tainted. 


