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Erik Sukin

Father Erik Sukin is a middle-aged man with kind face, shoulder-length hair, and a short

beard and neckbeard.  His quiet demeanor seems at odds with the sparkle in his eyes. 

He seems thoughtful but not distant--scholarly yet approachable.

(I found a drawing of a 19th-century Finnish preacher in Wikipedia to use as an

example, but apparently cannot upload it as my Character Portrait in this website.  So I

picked something close.)

He is neither short nor tall, and although not very muscular has the worn hands of a man used to the

physical tasks of rural living.

When alone frequently seems distracted or thoughtful, and mutters to himself the Lutheran

catchphrase "Sola Gratia, Sola Fide, Sola Scriptura".

He carries an old Bible.  His front left coat pocket is full, and from how it moves must contain something

puffy but not heavy (his daughter's doll).

Anguished cries from his room during the night reveal he has frequent nightmares.  He avoids other

people in the early mornings.  Those who have seen him before he emerges from his room for

breakfast say he then looks distressed, even haunted.

He has spent much of his time in Castle Gyllencreutz looking unsuccessfully for the building's chapel or

libraries.

RELATIONSHIPS:

Anna (Vagabond) ?

Alvar (Private Detective) Einer's willingness to marry "below" the gentry makes me like them both.

Rikard (Officer) He also carries so many relics of his past, physically and in his spirit.

BACKSTORY

Until recently Father Erik Sukin was the priest of a one-respectable Protestant country parish.

He grieved as the rural villages under his care seemed to wither as young men and women emigrated

to the growing cities, and as mining companies encroached on the land.  (The parish was too distant

from any cities to attract logging companies.)

Erik lived with three great sources of happiness: helping his parishioners, his wife Liza, and his

daughter Lydia.  But now all are lost to him.

He met Liza when gathering firewood.  She was new to the parish, but would not share where from

where she had traveled.  She and Erik fell in love.  Once, during their days of courtship, she

told him, "I can be your fairy wife.  But you must promise me something.  Twice a year, on the

evening of each solstice, I must go into the woods.  You must not follow me, or you will lose

me and everything mine or of me."  Erik promised, not understanding the doom in those words.

They were a lovely couple for many years.  The parishioners, initially wary of Liza because

she was a stranger, quickly grew to appreciate how she and Erik seemed to bubble with joy and

cheer when together.  She was a devout Christian, although her foreign upbringing was revealed

in certain ways she spoke about good and evil, devils and possession, or grace and hope.  They

had a daughter, and life seemed very good in their home.
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On each solstice Liza would walk into the woods, despite how the woods were dangerous at night,

especially on those two nights.  Erik and little Lydia stayed home, sleeping, unaware.

Erik's biggest problem was a man named Torsten Rask, the reeve of the largest village in the

parish.  Herr Rask grew wealthier even as his village declined into poverty.  There were rumors

that Herr Rask was cooperating with the mining companies.  A year ago, shortly after Erik had

helped his parishioners organize a protest against the mining companies, Erik was shown evidence

that Herr Rask had corresponded with church leaders in the nearest city to request that Erik be

transferred to a different parish.

Once Herr Rask approached Erik in an especially belligerent manner: more than merely drunk,

with eyes blazing and hands ready to do violence.  But at that moment Liza appeared on the street,

stepping out from around a corner, and Rask appeared to deflate, and he muttered to himself as he

turned and walked away.

Recently, on the night of Lydia's sixth Winter solstice, horror and madness turned Erik's world

upside down.

What Erik remembers was that he was deep in sleep when a woken by noises and a chill draft.  The

sjåskinn covering his house's roof hole was missing.  Erik stumbled to the door and opened it.

He saw the sjåskinn smashed on the ground, and a silhouette that looked like Herr Rask vanishing

down the road.  He must do something to cover the roof hole.  He dressed, grateful that Lydia was

still sleeping, and went to get supplies from the barn.

When he returned to the house he saw Lydia was gone, and her little footprints went off into the snow.

He rushed after her, calling her name.  The trail of footprints went into the woods.  How was his

daughter moving fast enough to stay ahead and out of sight?

He saw her footprints join others.  He paused, remembering his old promise.  Then he heard a wolf's

howl, and continued into the woods while calling Lydia's name.

He found a bloody wolf corpse next to the trail of footprints.  The world seemed dream-like: the

colors were wrong, the woods' noises strangely surreal.  He kept going.

He found Liza and Lydia.  They were safe!  But his wife was crying as she embraced him.  "Oh ye

of little faith," she whispered.  "Liza had other protection.  You meant well.  But even our love

is not stronger than fate.  Fortune is fickle.  Security is an illusion.  Not all problems in

this world can be overcome.  I will miss you so much!  You did not see, but now you will see.

Remember us with love!  God willing, we will see you in Heaven."  They kissed him one last time.

He felt dizzy.  He heard other voices.  "A priest!  A priest!  He can forgive our sins!"

A throaty, raspy voice: "Father, forgive me, for I have sinned.  I cannot control it.  In

fullness it takes over, and I trespass and murder."

A chilling whisper: "Faza, fogiv me, fo I haz zinned.  From unde za bedz I souw za dweamz.

Za zcweamz and zweat nouwith me."

A voice gruff yet not low: "Father, forgive me, for I have sinned.  The humans mine in my homes.

I sabotage their equipment and their mine shaft supports."

A wail both sibilant and so sad: "Ssssthsssssssthsthssth..."

Father Sukin woke at home, in a cold bed.  Lydia and Liza were gone, along with many of the

family's belongings.

His parishioners refuse to speak to him.  He sees things with The Sight.
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