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Godsend 

A Novel by R J Burgess 

 

I can still remember the first time they called me a god. 

It happened during summer, on a golden, windswept day when 

the scent of grass pollen was thick on the breeze and the clouds 

were billowing past, white against a topaz sky.  

I was lying on my back, squinting up at the sun, and I 

remember thinking that I must have been unconscious for a very 

long time because my face was all prickly with sweat and my lips 

were dry as I worked them in the heat.  

A fly buzzed somewhere near my ear. I remember smiling, and 

right there in that moment I felt so completely at peace, so 

completely at one with the world around me, that I was content 

to do nothing but lie there and let the world simply be. 

And then there was Ebon. 

There was always Ebon back then, interjecting my life like 

some paragraph break, but back then he was just another stranger 

to me, appearing as this vague sun-lined shadow looming across 

my vision with a hand stretching towards me. He was smiling too 

– he always smiled back then – and it was all I could do to grin 

back at him, giddy with joy for some unfathomable reason. 

I found my voice from somewhere. ―Am I dead?‖ For some 

reason, I had the feeling I should be. 
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And then Uriel was there, looming across my vision with his 

hand outstretched, so perfectly it was as though he had planned 

it all along. He was smiling too and it was all I could do to 

grin back at him as he pulled me to my feet, giddy with joy for 

some unfathomable reason. 

I found my voice from somewhere. ―Am I dead?‖ For some 

reason, I had the feeling I should be. 

His smile just grew all the more wide. ―Not nearly as much 

as you were. Though I should tell you…‖ and here he leaned in 

towards me so I could smell the faint musk of horses and linseed 

oil around him. ―The real question is, ‗are you alive?‘‖  

He was inches taller than me and about half again as wide 

with a shaggy mane of salt and pepper hair that was swept back 

and cut ragged as was the fashion at the time. A handsome man; a 

man of standing, whose teeth dazzled in the sunlight and whose 

eyes glittered with kindness. I wallowed in these things for a 

time. 

―Am I alive?‖ I repeated. 

Uriel laughed. He slapped me on the back as though we were 

equals and stood beside me sucking air through his nose. I 

laughed back – it seemed the thing to do. I breathed with him 

for a time. 

The world swam around us. 

―Feels good, doesn‘t it?‖ he said. ―Life. Let me give you a 

tip, my friend: best not worry yourself with such thoughts of 
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life and death and mortality. Death is something for the living 

to worry about; it doesn‘t concern people like us anymore. And 

do you know why?‖ I shook my head. I really didn‘t. ―Because we, 

my friend, are special.‖ 

―Special?‖ No one had ever called me that before. 

―Special,‖ he repeated, gesturing out to the world around 

him. I followed his gaze over the river and the houses of old 

Cambridge town, the overgrown hedgerow, the birds in the trees 

and the clouds in the sky. The rest of his party loitered nearby 

watching us with curious eyes. ―Everything is special to you 

now.‖ 

# 

That was over half a century ago. 

Much has been said over the years of the legend that is Kye 

Lamia. Some say that he‘s a traitor, who shunned his oaths to 

get revenge on those who tried to save him – a pitiful loner who 

turns up every few years to do nothing but reap havoc. And they 

would be right.  

Others claim that he did all he did in the name of justice. 

To them, he is the Renegade, the Wanderer who fled from 

injustice to instigate real change on an embittered population. 

And they too would be right.  

To some, he is a figure of pity; to others, a black sheep 

that should be dashed against the rocks of justice and sunk 
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forevermore beneath the shoals of history. Sometimes loved, 

often forgotten. For the most part, he is hated. 

And I won‘t deny a single one of those claims, because 

there have been times when I‘ve accused myself of being every 

one of those things. 

But back then, I was a completely different person. I was 

19 and young for my age. I was cocky, stupid, shrouded in a veil 

of my own teenage angst. Please don‘t misunderstand me – I don‘t 

want to sound like some naval gazing emo kid here — but I 

honestly didn‘t know what was happening until it was too late.  

It was a long time before I realised what that man, Uriel, 

had done to me. 

Even now I‘m 19 – physically at least. Fifty one years have 

passed me by and I haven‘t aged a day. And they say that I‘m a 

god for that. In that, they are all unanimous. They look at me – 

all 75 kilos of middle-class white boy; six feet of foppish, 

gawky pessimism bundled up in a hollow-chested shell – and they 

call me a god. 

From Dophkah to Ephraim. From Dojella to Jestal. Across the 

plains of Kamanade, to the forests of Thyrellin, Merathaim, 

Sinai, Leora and Trakor. In mountainous Kedesh, and the mighty 

walled city of Telmúsha itself. Even in Réaman, my home – 

everywhere the same call. Everywhere the same words. Thirteen 

provinces; 12 Princes, complete with names plucked from 

mythology, wrenched out of history and vomited across the map of 
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England as though some bored toddler were doodling with a thick 

wax crayon. 

They call us gods. They call us So‘jan, masters. They come 

to us with their heads bowed and their hearts open. And in turn, 

we enslave them and call them K‘deen. And where we lead, the 

people follow – brow-beaten, eyes to the ground, their wills 

splintered by an endless succession of taxation and fear. 

# 

I write this account now not to add more fuel to the fire, 

but in the hope that I can finally put to rest some of the 

enmity that has torn this land apart. The war that currently 

ravages the midlands has killed tens of thousands – and it needs 

a human face.  

Because, whatever you choose to call me — traitor, hero, 

leader, prophet — you should remember that I never wanted to be 

any of those things. I was content to be left alone, content to 

live out my never-ending existence in seclusion from the world. 

I never wanted to be what I am.  

And I know it doesn‘t excuse any one of my actions, and I 

know that I am as guilty as the rest. But please, I want you to 

remember this much at least: 

Just one year and four months ago to the day, they came for 

me. 

 

 


