
 

Flee from Beauty 
 
___London, July 19 
 
 Bob Coltran shifted uncomfortably in his seat. Confessional booths had not been 
designed with plushness in mind – but it wasn’t the pliability of the bench that made him 
squirm. It just felt wrong. 
 Coltran had never given much thought to religion. He regarded it as a crutch used 
by the weak and simpleminded. 
 Now he sat in a confessional in London’s Westminster Abbey… waiting. 
 Churches in general made him uncomfortable. An eerie silence seemed to 
penetrate the building so that every sound seemed amplified – the swish of Coltran’s 
clothes rubbing together, the soft thump of a door closing somewhere in the recesses of 
the ancient building, the distant murmur of voices echoing almost noiselessly down the 
labyrinth of hallways. 
 Just when he had shifted in his seat for what seemed like the thousandth time he 
heard the patter of soft-soled shoes padding along the polished stone floor. There was a 
creak as the door on the other side of the booth opened and he saw a shadow slowly sit 
down across from him. 
 “Friar Ives?” he whispered because it seemed appropriate. He had never actually 
met the man who had been behind the Stonehenge project, although his name appeared 
on every document. 
 “What can I do for you, my son?” Friar Ives asked. His voice had that deep, 
grating sound of ancient vocal cords but the strength of confidence. His words sounded 
slightly odd, a hint of an accent that Coltran couldn’t place. 
 “I had a dream,” Coltran began, and then stopped, realizing how silly he sounded. 
In his mind he could hear MacElly saying “Really? I don’t think I’ve ever had one of 
those.” 
 Coltran shook his head and continued, trying to ignore his desire to just leave, to 
walk away from the mustiness and the puerile lunacy that pervaded his mind. “This 
dream has been recurring for a couple of months now. I… I have reason to believe that it 
is more than just a dream. I thought maybe you would know what it was.” 
 Both of them were silent for several seconds and Coltran leaned forward trying to 
get a look at the Friar who sat back in the shadows behind the divider. He had been told 
that Ives would only meet with him in the confessional. 
 “You are the one aren’t you?” Ives said suddenly, his deep voice reverberating out 
of the black cavern that hid his face. 
 Coltran slouched back and blew air out through his lips in confusion. “The… 
what?” He squirmed, imagining Friar Ives peering into his very soul. 
 “You entered the stones at the pinnacle.” Ives grated, “you have seen the darkness 
that is approaching.” 
 “What?” Coltran bolted upright. “How did you know…? That was in my dream.” 
He leaned forward again hoping to see more and then closed his eyes in frustration. “‘The 
darkness is coming.’ That’s what they always say at the end of it.” 



 The dreams started the first night he had slept after his time travel experience. 
Every night it was the same. Every night he hunched over in a muddy trench while rain 
poured down his back and pooled around his slippery knees. Frantically he scraped the 
mud out with his bare hands, hurling fistfuls of sodden clay and slimy, chalklike rocks 
out of the trench. All the time a voice echoed through his ears. “Dig, you fools, dig. The 
Darkness is coming.” 
 “Where are the others?” Ives asked slowly. 
 “Smith and MacElly went to see Roberto and Jay at St. Thomas.” Coltran replied. 
“I didn’t tell them I was coming here. I didn’t really know how to explain it to them.” 
 “Do you know me?” Friar Ives asked quietly, his voice so low it sounded like the 
earth itself whispered the question through the grinding of stones. 
 “I… I don’t think…” Coltran felt stymied by the question. “I know of you. I knew 
enough to come here thinking that maybe you knew what these dreams were about. I’ve 
never met you before, if that’s what you mean.” 
 Ives was silent for several seconds and Coltran squirmed uncomfortably. He 
would be grateful when he finally got to leave this place. 
 “You did enter the stones,” the Friar asked finally, “at the pinnacle?” 
 Coltran nodded, his mouth suddenly dry. 
 “Then you saw the past, from the eyes of a young man.” 
 A cold feeling dropped from the tip of Coltran’s head right through the soles of 
his feet. “Yes,” he had to swallow a couple of times to get moisture in his throat so that 
he could continue, “A boy actually.” He pressed his face against the divider in the 
confessional trying to see the face of the man still hidden in shadow. “How do you know 
that? How do you know about my dream, about… what happened to me?” 
 “I… read it in a book,” Ives’ voice scraped over stone. “Did they return?” 
 Coltran knew without asking that ‘they’ meant the dragons. Coldness spread 
through his entire body as he sat back heavily against the bench. How much did the Friar 
know? How could he know all these things? He felt suddenly like he was involved in 
something that was much larger than he had expected. 
 He nodded mutely, not caring if Ives could see the gesture. 
 “When did they come?” the Friar’s voice carried such intensity that Coltran 
looked up at him expecting to see a face plastered against the divider. Ives still sat in 
shadow, unmoving, but something about that pool of darkness told Coltran that Ives 
attention was focused on him. 
 He eyed the door of the confessional and thought about leaving. 
 “Please relate to me what you witnessed,” Ives said, “I may know how to help 
you.” 
 “Help me do what?” Coltran asked. “I can’t see your face. I don’t know who you 
are. You never even admitted to being Friar Ives. Besides, I’m not even sure what I saw 
was real.” 
 “Please understand,” Friar Ives responded, his gravelly voice pleading, “All those 
things have reasons that I can explain to you. Just… tell me what you saw. I think that I 
may know how to answer your questions.” 
 “I just want to know about my dream,” Coltran insisted, starting to rise. 
 “Your lives are in danger,” Ives voice grated from the shadows, “Your questions 
have not been asked yet. Tell me your experience and I may be able to help you.” 



 Coltran sat back down slowly, his anger overcome by intrigue and fear. 
 Silence reigned for several seconds as Coltran contemplated. He did not readily 
tell his friends things about himself. Between his uneasiness at the setting and his 
discomfort around Friar Ives he had to spend some time organizing his thoughts. 
 Slowly he told Ives of his experience inside the mind of the young William. As he 
talked he grew more confident, his mind calling up details with such linear clarity that he 
felt certain it could not be a dream. 
 He told of William burying his father and destroying Stonehenge. He remembered 
his own terror during the flight across the plains, thinking any second he would feel the 
fatal wound that ended his life along with William’s. He related the despair that William 
felt as he huddled on the floor of the Salisbury Cathedral. 
 “I’m still not convinced it was real,” Coltran finished. 
 Ives was silent and Coltran wondered if he had fallen asleep. He also had the 
uncomfortable feeling that eyes were boring into him and he looked around nervously. 
 “MacElly tells me I disappeared for several hours. He thought I was completely 
vaporized,” he gave a nervous chuckle, “I’ve wondered if it was just some kind of 
concussion or hallucination… I don’t really know what to think.” 

“And when you returned?” Ives’ voice ground out of the shadows. 
“I felt… well at first it was a… a searing pain, like I was being burned. Then all I 

could feel was happiness… joy…” Coltran leaned back and stared at the ceiling in 
concentration, his hands drumming nervously on the edge of his seat. 

“Happiness?” Ives asked. 
“Yes…” Coltran muttered, “only not real happiness. It felt forced somehow -- I 

don’t know how you can be forced to feel happiness but that’s how it felt. It was like… 
like… a thin film of good olive oil floating on dirty water. Underneath was all the pain 
and despair and stress that I should have been feeling but floating on top was this pure… 
joy. Just don’t dig too deeply.” He finished lamely. “This doesn’t make any sense, I don’t 
know what I’m saying.” 

“What caused this happiness?” Ives asked. 
“I don’t know,” Coltran snapped. He rubbed his hand over his eyes in frustration. 

“Maybe it was the dragons. Do they exude some kind of hallucinatory, narcotic chemical 
from their sweat glands?” He looked around at the box he sat in and realized how 
ridiculous everything sounded. What was he doing here anyway? Why did his dream 
bother him so much? He pushed the door of the booth open and started to leave. 

“Where did they go?” Ives’ voice stopped him with one leg hanging out of the 
booth. 

“I don’t know,” he answered honestly. “They flew away after only a few 
minutes,” he peered into the opposite booth for a few seconds more trying to see at least a 
silhouette of Ives’ face. 

“They came too soon,” Ives muttered, so quiet that his deep voice almost sounded 
like a low rumble. “You have to return,” he said, more loudly, “You must go back.” 

“I can’t,” Coltran told him softly, his frustration melting away. He wanted to go 
back more than anything. Something in his mind drove him to return to the place of his 
dream. “I can’t. Stonehenge is in ruins, it’s broken.” 



He sat there, half in and half out of the confessional for several more seconds. 
Finally he arose, closed the door of the booth behind him and walked away, head bowed 
his hands shoved deep into his pockets. 

He wandered aimlessly, his thoughts flitting about from madness to clarity. Is this 
madness? He wondered. It felt so real. Then it was gone, all of it, other than a pile of 
gravel and sand to mark the place where Stonehenge once stood. There was not a shred of 
evidence to support what he remembered. 

He stopped in front of the Nave and looked across the altar at the long row of 
Gothic columns that stretched out behind it. 

“Excuse me, sir,” a young voice said inquiringly. “Are you Doctor Coltran?” 
He turned around to look at the young boy dressed in the brown habit of a 

dedicate. He nodded slowly, suspicion and fear starting to build inside him. “How did 
you…?” 

“I believe this is yours,” the boy handed him a small manila envelope. 
Coltran took it before he realized what he was doing and the boy flashed a smile 

at him and turned quickly away, disappearing quietly through a side door. 
Coltran stood in the silence of the Nave surrounded by the glaring saints that lined 

its walls. He looked up at them. They seemed to be staring down at him, watching him. 
“You must go back,” their furrowed gazes bored guilt into him. “You must go 

back.” 
“I can’t,” he whispered. 
“You must go back,” was their stern reply. 
Shoving the envelope deep into his jacket pocket he walked hurriedly toward the 

exit, their voices dogging his footsteps. 
A man sat on a bench near the exit watching him intently and Coltran stopped, 

suddenly suspicious. The man was strikingly handsome, with a dark complexion and 
curly black hair that made him appear Mediterranean. 

Coltran stared back at the man for a few seconds, fear gripping his feet to the 
floor. He realized, belatedly, that he was muttering to himself. The man continued to stare 
at him intently, a light twinkle in his piercingly blue eyes, blue that seemed to fill up the 
entire eye, leaving no white behind. 

No wonder he stares, Coltran thought, I’m a bloody loon. 
Nodding awkwardly to the man he hurried past and out through the door, gripping 

the envelope in his pocket. 
He made his way through the crowded street to the bus station and boarded the 

one that would take him back to the hotel. As he moved down the aisle looking for a seat 
he saw a man sitting two rows back from the front. Coltran froze at the sight of the dark 
Mediterranean complexion and the perfectly handsome face. 

Was he being followed? 
“Keep moving,” growled the bus driver angrily and Coltran stumbled forward 

toward the back of the bus. He found a seat and sank down into it clutching the envelope 
in his pocket. 

As the bus started moving the Mediterranean man turned around and looked at 
him. A small smile arced his lips before he turned away again. Coltran swallowed hard 
trying to force the anxiety away. It couldn’t possibly be the same man. Dark eyes. The 



man on the bus with him now had dark eyes. He recalled the ocean blue clarity of the 
man he had seen in the church. He shook his head slowly; the resemblance was uncanny. 
 As the bus bounced along the London streets he hunched down in his seat and 
tried to relax. There’s no reason to be so paranoid, he reasoned, just calm down. 
 He remembered the envelope still clutched in his hand inside his pocket and 
pulled it out. There were no markings on the outside and it wasn’t sealed. He opened the 
flap and upended it over his hand. 
 A bronze medallion fell into his palm, a bronze medallion with a silver inlay of a 
horseshoe set inside a circle. 
 

*** 
 
 “Look, Smith, it’s a sign of the Thames.” 
 Smith rolled her eyes and fixed MacElly with her best look of exasperation. “That 
was bad even for you,” she said turning back to the bus window where the Thames River 
flowed inexorably beneath the bridge. The bus bumped as it crossed the seams in the 
road. 
 She leaned her forehead against the window and let the cool glass bounce against 
her skin as the bus accelerated off of Westminster Bridge and then almost immediately 
decelerated. 
 “This looks like our stop,” MacElly told her cheerfully. 
 She followed MacElly down the aisle and into the sweltering sunshine that beat 
on the sidewalk outside. 
 A good-looking young man -- chiseled face, dark complexion, curly black hair 
and dark sun glasses -- sitting on the bench near the bus-stop nodded at her and smiled. 
She smiled back politely and hurried toward the entrance of St. Thomas a half block 
away. 
 “I think he likes me,” she said to MacElly as she strode next to him. 
 “Who,” he asked, looking back over his shoulder. 
 Smith craned her head around to look. The young man was no longer there. “I 
think he got on the bus.” 
 “Right,” MacElly teased, “I suppose he’s tall, dark and handsome?” 
 “Well,” Smith hesitated, “yeah, actually.” 
 MacElly opened the door for her and she stepped gratefully into the air-
conditioned lobby of the hospital. 
 “And,” MacElly continued, “He probably had sun-glasses on to give him a more 
mysterious demeanor.” 
 Smith didn’t answer this time; she just pressed the ‘up’ button for the elevator and 
looked at him. He shoved his glasses farther up his nose and stared back at her, his face 
skeptical. 
 “Did you see him too?” she asked finally, “because you just described him like 
maybe you noticed him eyeing you.” 
 MacElly burst out laughing. “Smith,” he told her as the elevator door dinged and 
slid open, “I must confess. I think he was really looking at me.” 
 She snorted and led the way into the elevator. 



 Their first stop was the third floor where Jay slumbered amidst a multitude of 
beeping machines. Jay had gone into a coma before the medics had ever arrived at 
Stonehenge. He hadn’t come out of it since. 
 The doctors said that it was possible that Jay could hear them but Smith could 
never think of anything to say. It felt weird, like talking to a corpse. MacElly on the other 
hand treated Jay as though he were fully awake and responsive. He joked about Jay’s hair 
finally starting to grow back from the “Hospital Haircut” they had given him. He talked 
about being under investigation, not allowed to leave town until an inquiry was 
completed. He made it sound like it was terribly exciting. Mostly what it meant was that 
they were stuck in a cheap motel across the Thames until the investigators decided it 
wasn’t their fault that two members of their crew were hospitalized. 
 “Smith thinks there’s a Greek God outside who’s taken a shining to her,” MacElly 
chuckled, his eyes twinkling. He wiggled his eyebrows and grinned, “I guess he’s pretty 
hot stuff.” 
 Finally, they left Jay lying in his bed and took the elevator up two more floors to 
visit Roberto. Roberto was usually awake but he wasn’t coherent. His pain medication 
kept him just short of lucidity. Roberto could no longer walk, or even sit up without 
assistance but the doctors said that physical therapy would make up for some of that, 
once he was done with all the surgery. They said it would take at least two more 
operations to put him back together properly. 
 He was propped up against several pillows staring at a newspaper when they 
walked in. 
 He smiled, “Just the ladies I wanted to see,” he grinned. 
 Smith smiled back, not sure if he was ribbing MacElly or if he was just high on 
meds. 
 “You’re looking good, “ she told him, “Are you ready to go running yet?” 
 He looked at her over the tops of his spectacles before taking them off and setting 
them on the small table next to his hospital bed. 
 “This is important,” he said, his tone very serious, his face suddenly solemn. 
 “What’s that?” MacElly asked. 
 Roberto shook the paper he held in his hand. “There’s a secret code here,” he 
whispered, “it bears the answers, I believe to all your questions.” 
 “All of them?” MacElly asked. “Really.” 
 Roberto nodded and handed him the paper. MacElly studied it for a moment, 
pushing his glasses up his nose with one hand while he held the paper with the other. 
Then he grinned suddenly and handed it to Smith. 
 The paper that Roberto had been studying so closely was the crossword puzzles 
page from the London Times. Letters in pencil scrawled across the puzzle, filling in the 
boxes. Some of the letters had been darkened and circled over and over as if Roberto felt 
they meant something special. The circled letters spelled out ‘The darkness is coming’. 
 “The darkness is coming?” she asked handing the paper back to Roberto. She cast 
a raised eyebrow at MacElly who rolled his eyes and shook his head. 
 “I know what you’re thinking,” Roberto said. 
 “All right, what am I thinking,” MacElly asked. 
 “You think I’m high on medication, that I am crazy.” 



 “You know,” MacElly said turning to Smith, “I think he could get a job in the 
circus.” 
 “I’m not crazy,” Roberto insisted. “I know what I’m talking about. It’s in my 
mind, like a wave trying to break through.” 
 “Okay,” Smith asked, “so what does it mean. The darkness is coming. Are you 
sure you didn’t hear it on a late night horror flick on the television?” 
 “No,” Roberto shook his head vehemently, “it’s here.” He nodded toward the 
doorway. 
 Smith felt a sudden fear trickle down her spine and the room seemed to become 
darker as if Roberto actually knew what he was talking about. She turned around slowly. 
 The broad back of a tall man with curly black hair could be seen retreating down 
the hallway. Two nurses stopped with a cart full of medications in front of the door 
across from Roberto’s. She couldn’t help breathing a sigh of relief. 
 Suddenly Roberto grabbed her arm and pulled her down close to his bed. 
“Remember, the darkness hides in the light,” he whispered intensely, “It has a form of 
beauty and thereby it enacts enticement upon the soul. Should your heart ache for a thing 
of perfection, turn away, it is danger not to. Flee from beauty.” 
 Smith used her free hand to pry his iron grip from her arm. “You’re sick, 
Roberto,” she said, her voice shaking. She felt scared and angry that she was scared and 
worried because she wasn’t sure what she was scared of. Was it his words or the manner 
in which he had grabbed her and forced her down close? 
 She turned to MacElly. “Let’s go,” she said, “We can come back when he’s more 
coherent.” She tried to hide the quaver in her voice. 
 “I’m trying to warn you,” Roberto called out as they headed for the door. “Danger 
is painted on your backs in runes of glowing flame. I can’t run from the darkness but you 
can. Don’t let it destroy you.” 
 Smith paused in the doorway suddenly. She wanted to turn around and yell at 
him. She wanted to run away and never come back. She wanted to hide somewhere. His 
voice was so fervent, not querulous and disjointed from the effects of medication like it 
usually was. It made her belly knot with fear. 
 At that moment she hoped that she would never see him again. He terrified her in 
a way that she could not even put thought to. 
 MacElly laid his hand on her back and his touch seemed to give her the strength 
to break Roberto’s spell. She continued forward and down the hallway to the elevator. 
 They rode the elevator in silence, MacElly sensing somehow that her mood had 
changed. He seemed unusually reticent to breech the pall of stillness. Perhaps Roberto’s 
behavior had disturbed him as well. 
 They reached the ground floor and headed for the sliding door that lead back into 
the sweltering heat. They paused for just a moment, not wanting to venture beyond the 
air-conditioned walls. 
 Just as they started walking forward again Smith glanced to her left, towards the 
reception area. Sitting on one of the couches was the man from the bus stop. His eyes 
reflected a bright red light from the sunrise outside one of the windows so she couldn’t 
tell if he saw her. 



 His face split suddenly with a wide smile that showed two rows of perfect white 
teeth. Her heart seemed to skip a beat at the way he looked. She longed to be near him, to 
gaze at him adoringly. 
 Then her own feet carried her through the door and he passed from her sight. The 
sun beat down on her and humid air folded around uncomfortably. 
 She suddenly recalled Roberto’s words of just a few minutes ago, the ones that 
had stricken anger into her so vehemently. “Should your heart ache for a thing of 
perfection, turn away… Flee from beauty.” She smiled wryly at herself and shook her 
head. Roberto was getting to her. Maybe MacElly was right; Roberto really could work in 
a circus. He could read minds and tell the future. 
 “Well,” she said aloud, “What’s next on our itinerary.” 
 “Breakfast?” MacElly asked hopefully, sensing her tone of strained lightness. 
 “Sounds fair,” she nodded, “You know a good place to get a great English 
breakfast?” 
 

*** 
 

 “Best English food in town,” MacElly said stopping in front of the giant torch that 
rose up out of the sidewalk in front of the restaurant. 
 “MacElly,” Smith laughed, “Le Incendiez?” She stumbled over the name of the 
restaurant, “This is a French diner.” 
 “Nevertheless,” he said pushing his glasses up his nose and waving one hand 
toward the entrance. 
 The restaurant squatted on a busy street not far from the hospital. It featured a 
black glass façade with an obelisk rising out of the sidewalk bearing the restaurant’s 
name written lengthwise down its surface. At the top of the pillar was a tall cone of metal 
with a constant propane flame guttering out of it resembling the torch of Olympic fame. 
 Smith glanced up at the slowly flickering flame of the torch and it reminded her 
of the pre-dawn light that she had seen reflected in the stranger’s eyes. A realization 
suddenly settled into her mind, it was well into mid-morning; there had been no sunrise to 
reflect off the man’s eyes. That light had danced and flickered in the same seductive way 
that the flames on the top of the torch pirouetted above her head. 
 “Are you okay Smith?” MacElly asked. She realized belatedly that she was 
staring at the fire. 
 “Yeah,” she said lowering her gaze to look at his concerned green eyes. “Do you 
ever feel like you’re being watched?” She asked. “Kind of like somebody is just staring 
right at your back?” 
 Her last few words trailed off slowly as she let her eyes wander across the street. 
 “MacElly,” she breathed, “That’s him.” 
 He slouched on a bench across the street, legs crossed at the ankles and stretched 
out in front of him, head bowed, eyes closed, arms folded across his chest. His curly 
black hair hung forward partly obscuring his perfect face. 
 MacElly looked over his shoulder and whistled softly. 
 “I’ll never doubt you again,” he said looking at her. “He really is a Greek God.” 
 Smith stared at the man for several more seconds. He appeared to be just resting, 
or maybe sleeping but something about the tenseness of his perfectly chiseled muscles or 



the way his cheek twitched just so, she felt certain that all of his attention was focused on 
her and MacElly. 
 “I think he’s following us,” she said. 
 “Following us or following you,” MacElly teased. 
 “I’m serious MacElly,” she said looking into his eyes. His eyes suddenly kicked 
up memories of when they had been in school together. Those eyes had carried so much 
laughter. “I think he’s following us.” 
 “Why?” MacElly asked holding her gaze. 
 She turned her head away and tried to quell the feelings that looking into his eyes 
brought up. “I don’t know, I just feel it,” she shrugged, lamely. 
 “No, I mean why would anybody follow us?” He asked. 
 Smith turned back to stare at the man lounging on the bench across the street. The 
sidewalk was becoming more and more crowded as the morning drug on so she could 
only catch glimpses of him through the crowd. She felt a familiar twinge between her 
shoulder blades that made her feel like she was being watched. Did he have an 
accomplice? She turned around; all that was behind her was the obelisk sign and the 
guttering torch. She turned back again. The man, his head still bowed, started to smile. 
His smile no longer stopped her heart with its seductive charm. Now it looked wolfish 
and feral like a hunter. His eyes opened slowly and looked right at her. She sucked in a 
breath suddenly. His eyes in his bowed head somehow perfectly reflected the dancing and 
gyrating red flames of the torch behind her. 
 “Flee from beauty,” she muttered. 
 MacElly put his hand on her shoulder. “Don’t you want to see what kind of 
breakfast they have,” he asked. His voice sounded light but she could hear the concern in 
his tone. He probably thought she was going crazy just like Roberto -- just like Coltran 
had been acting lately. 
 An abrupt wave of panic welled up inside of her. She whirled around and grabbed 
MacElly’s arm. “We have to get out of here now,” she whispered. “I don’t know why 
he’s following us but I can tell you that it’s not good.” 
 MacElly began to protest but she took hold of his hand and pulled him down the 
sidewalk with her. She tried to merge into the flow of foot traffic, to get lost in the steady 
rhythm of busy Londoners. She felt like they stuck out amidst all the English pedestrians 
like two lone pigeons in a crowd of canaries. 
 “So,” MacElly said as she led him along through the crowd, “I guess this means 
no breakfast.” 
 “We’ll find some place else,” she said. Hopefully some place quite far away, 
maybe on the other side of town, she decided. Then they would see if their Adonis 
shadow still pursued them. 
 She led MacElly around the corner and headed for the subway stairs built into the 
sidewalk. At the bottom of the stairs she paused pressing her back against the cool 
concrete wall. A trickle of sweat made a streak down her cheek. She watched the top of 
the stairs for a long time, holding MacElly’s hand while she leaned up against the wall 
letting its coolness seep into her back. 
 “What are we doing,” MacElly asked, “taking a breather?” 
 “I want to make sure he’s not still behind us,” Smith told him, still watching the 
top of the stairs. 



 Several minutes passed and dozens of people passed down the broad stairway but 
none of them bore the strikingly handsome features of their follower. 
 Finally she pulled MacElly away from the wall and headed for the subway station. 
“Get two tickets for whatever the next train is,” she told him, motioning toward the 
automated ticket machine. She turned back around to scan the crowd, placing her back to 
his, almost touching, as he hunched over the machine. 
 “I don’t think this is necessary,” MacElly said as he tapped the screen. “We’re not 
terrorists or spies. We don’t have any corporate secrets to reveal.” He turned around with 
two tickets in his hand. “Leaves in five minutes,” he said, handing her one of them. “This 
is London,” he continued his argument as she pulled him along toward the platform to 
wait for the train. 
 “He was in the hospital,” she told him as she stopped. “I saw him in the lobby as 
we were leaving and he was walking past Roberto’s door when we were in there talking 
to him.” 
 MacElly looked at her, his eyes concerned. He pushed his glasses up his nose and 
looked around, “Do you think he’s stalking you?” 
 Smith chewed her bottom lip, “Do you think a guy like that needs to stalk girls 
like me to find female companionship?” 
 “Maybe he’s shy,” MacElly offered. 
 “You didn’t see him when he looked at me,” she argued, “I… I don’t know what 
it was but his eyes terrified me… I had to get away.” 
 MacElly scanned the gathering crowd over her head, “Well, is he tall?” he asked. 
 Smith felt her heart sink into her shoes; all she could do was nod. 
 “Then, unless he’s crouching down, I don’t think he followed us down here.” 
MacElly told her, a smile teasing at the corner of his mouth. She wanted to hit him. She 
let out the breath that she had been holding and sighed in relief. She chuckled as her 
nervous tension drained out of her and she punched MacElly’s shoulder. 
 “You nearly gave me a heart attack,” she said. 
 “Just trying to keep you on your toes,” he winked at her, his eyes twinkling. 
“Let’s take this train, get breakfast, and we’ll see if you see your mystery man around 
after that.” His tone was reconciliatory. He still didn’t believe her but he was willing to 
humor her just to show that everything was okay. 
 She nodded numbly, and ducked her head to stare at the ticket that MacElly had 
bought so he wouldn’t see the way her lips quivered with pent up adrenaline. 

When the subway train rolled up in front of them and its passengers debarked she 
followed MacElly on board. She held onto the pole in the middle of the train car as the 
door hissed shut and the train started to accelerate. 
 Sitting in the front of the car on one of the benches, his back toward her was the 
familiar chiseled silhouette, the curly black hair. He wore his sunglasses again and his 
gaze focused out the window next to him at the blurring subway walls that sped past. 
 She grabbed MacElly’s hand again and nodded toward the front of the car. “He 
beat us on the train,” she whispered, “he knew we were coming here.” 
 “That can’t be the same person,” MacElly insisted. “He sticks out too much, we 
would have noticed him if he were on the platform. He had to have been already on the 
train.” 



 “That’s him,” she started to insist. There couldn’t be two people in the world that 
looked that striking, that handsome. Even so, she could see subtle differences. He held his 
head at a slightly different angle, showing a little less cockiness. His posture was 
different, subtly. “It has to be him,” she said, “those are the same glasses he wore at the 
bus stop.” 
 “How could he have known which train we would get on?” MacElly asked. 
 “I don’t know,” Smith muttered softly. A fierce anger welled up inside of her and 
she had the urge to stalk down the aisle and assault the man. 
 “Easy,” MacElly said, grabbing her elbow, “come this way.” He led her in the 
opposite direction to the car in the rear. He stopped in the breezeway between the cars 
and leaned close to her ear. “Don’t do anything stupid.” 
 She glared at him for a moment and then let her temper slide away and took a 
deep breath. She nodded once and he led the way into the next train car. 
 “We’re going to have to lose him somehow,” she told MacElly. “We can’t let him 
follow us back to the motel.” 
 

*** 
 

 Smith employed every trick she could think of to avoid being followed. When the 
train stopped they waited until the doors started to close as it headed for the next stop 
before diving through onto the platform. They promptly made their way up to the street, 
walked several blocks turning randomly at the corners until they saw a bus approaching a 
stop. They sprinted to get on it before it took off again. 
 MacElly followed along seemingly in good spirits. He joked about being James 
Bond and whistled spy tunes when they ran. Smith spoke little, her mind intent. She felt 
terrified but didn’t know why. The man she had seen following them was beautiful, 
without a doubt. Roberto’s warning kept ringing through her mind. “Flee from beauty.” 
 They stayed on the bus for a long time, sitting in the back, watching the people 
who got on and off at each stop. Their pursuer never showed his face. 
 Finally Smith pulled the cable to signal a stop and they departed when the bus 
came to a halt. 
 “Do you think we have time for lunch?” MacElly asked. “I’m starving.” 
 Smith surveyed the street carefully looking for the man she fully expected to see 
strolling toward her. He was nowhere to be seen. 
 “I think we should keep moving,” she said, still scanning the pedestrians around 
her. A creepy feeling like somebody was watching her itched between her shoulder 
blades. She turned around and stood on tiptoe trying to see over the heads of the crowd. 
 Just then a hand descended on her left shoulder. 
 She reacted without thinking. Her left arm whipped up and around in an arc that 
tore the grip from her shoulder and locked her assailants hand under her arm. She spun 
around and grabbed the hand in both of hers bending the wrist back in what she new was 
a painful position. 
 Her assailant went to his knees instantly, his face contorting in pain. She looked at 
him, her eyes flashing anger, her chest heaving from restrained violence brought on by 
adrenaline. 



 MacElly, his green eyes watering with pain, stared back at her. She released his 
hand, embarrassed, and turned away from him. Paranoid, she thought, I’m acting 
paranoid. 
 Several strangers gave her scared looks as they passed by, allowing plenty of 
room around her. She could hear MacElly getting to his feet behind her. 
 “I think you broke my wrist,” he complained. “What are you, some kind of kung 
fu master?” 
 “I’m sorry,” she said softly, not turning around. She didn’t think she could face 
him. “I thought you were somebody else.” 
 “Right,” MacElly muttered as he moved up alongside her, “old boyfriend? Rival 
scientist?” He held his wrist gingerly close to his abdomen and winced as he spoke as if it 
still hurt him. 
 She felt tears welling up in her eyes again. “I’m sorry, MacElly,” she told him. 
She finally looked up at him, her eyes begging for his forgiveness. 
 The look he returned shocked her. She had almost expected him to blow it off like 
he did everything -- smile and make a joke about it. Maybe just shrug and move on. 
Instead he looked at her with such gravity that she felt a cold fear settle in her stomach, 
fear that he would not forgive her, that this act had somehow damaged their friendship 
beyond repair. 
 “You’re acting paranoid, Smith,” he echoed her thoughts from moments before. 
“Nobody is following us. They couldn’t have without us knowing – they’re too 
conspicuous in a crowd – and frankly, I don’t see why they would want to.” 
 “I feel it,” she insisted, “I don’t know how but I can feel them watching me 
like…” she paused. Like a monkey in a zoo? Like a bird in a cage? Like the proverbial 
Big Brother? It all sounded lame and trite. “Like… I don’t know…” Her vision blurred 
with tears of frustration. 
 “Smith,” She could see her own eyes reflected in the lenses of MacElly’s glasses 
as he looked down at her. He raised an arm as if he might put it around her shoulders, 
thought better of it and let it fall lamely at his side. “I’ve never seen you act this way,” he 
said, “What’s wrong?” 
 She looked away from him and shook her head, unwilling to trust her voice. She 
bit down on her bottom lip, trying to stop the tears from welling up in her eyes. She 
didn’t want all the strangers to see her crying. She didn’t want MacElly to see her crying. 
 MacElly did put his arm around her then -- the one that she hadn’t nearly torn off 
-- and she leaned against him, feeling his lanky ribs press into her shoulder. “I’ve got a 
plan,” he said. She could hear the worry and frustration buried beneath the jolliness that 
he injected into his voice. “We walk down to that corner, just up ahead, turn right -- 
unless you’re partial to lefts -- then we stop at the first fish and chips stand we come to, 
get some lunch, stop and eat it and take a gander around.” He started walking her toward 
the corner, his arm still around his shoulders. “That will give us a chance to look around 
for your secret admirer and it’ll give your nerves a chance to be soothed by good old 
English comfort food.” 
 “How’s your wrist?” she asked, putting her own arm around his waist. 
 “It’ll have to go,” MacElly said, with mock sadness, “it’s just a weight on the end 
of my arm now.” He moved it about experimentally. 



 She couldn’t help smiling at that. MacElly had an infectious way that inspired 
good cheer. She could already feel her nerves beginning to calm as they walked down the 
street toward the corner. Lightness seemed to build in her until she felt that when she 
turned that corner everything would change. 
 She felt comforted by MacElly’s familiar presence, reveling in the sound of his 
voice as he continued with humorous commentary about London and greasy fish and 
fried potatoes. 
 They made their way around the corner and only had to walk about a hundred 
yards before they found the stand MacElly had promised. He purchased two baskets of 
breaded and fried fish with the obligatory grease drenched potato slices. 
 “You know,” MacElly told her as he led her toward a building that towered on 
one side of a narrow side street. “You’ve not been in London unless you’ve had fish and 
chips.” 
 “So you’ve said, many times,” she smiled. 
 They leaned against the wall of the building and watched the pedestrians pass by 
on the sidewalk. Smith hadn’t realized how hungry she really was until she took her first 
bite and realized it was the best food she had ever had.  Even so, she ate slowly, watching 
the crowds. She still had that persistent itching between her shoulder blades that 
whispered she was being watched, coupled with a lingering anxiety. 
 “Well,” MacElly said, licking his fingers, “not the best breakfast in London, but it 
fills the old bread basket.” He looked down at her half finished basket of food. “Are you 
okay?” 
 She nodded and looked up at him. His green eyes stared back at her, concerned. 
She took a deep breath and looked away, not wanting the memories that his look brought 
back. She had loved him -- she still did -- and he had always been the best of friends, and 
nothing more. She had no doubt that MacElly loved her too… in that same way that he 
loved everybody. MacElly was like an older brother to the world. He treated everybody 
as if they were his siblings. She had wanted to tell him, years ago, how much he meant to 
her. It just never seemed like the right time. Then he’d met Emily and she new that it was 
over. She’d missed her chance. Now she would never be more than a sister to him. 
 She looked at him again, wanting to apologize, to tell him what she was thinking. 
The words stuck in her throat. It still wasn’t the right time. It would never be the right 
time. 
 She looked away again and right into a pair of eyes, reflecting some unseen flame, 
set in a perfect face that made her breath catch in her throat. He stood down the street at 
the corner that they had turned, looking right at her. She saw him clearly through a gap in 
the pedestrian traffic. His face lit up with a crescent of white as he grinned that feral grin 
that made her spine shiver. He stepped off the curb and headed straight toward her. 
Something else she saw before the traffic closed around him made her spine stiffen and 
she sucked in her breath. 
 “He’s here,” she told MacElly. She dropped her basket of food on the ground and 
grabbed his elbow frantically. She pulled him around the corner of the building and down 
the narrow street that reminded her more of a paved alleyway than a road. 
 “Are you sure it’s him,” MacElly asked. 
 “Yes,” she hissed at him, “he’s got a gun.” 



 MacElly smiled at that, “He can’t have a gun, there aren’t guns in England, except 
the guard, and I don’t even think those are real.” He started to pull back from her grip on 
his arm. “Besides, those streets are crowded, he wouldn’t shoot us in front of all those 
people. Let’s just go talk to him. There may be a good reason why…” 
 She pushed him up against the wall, pressing herself against him and cupping her 
hand over his mouth. Her sudden movement smacked his head back against the brick 
wall. 
 She rose up on tiptoe so that her lips were close to his ear. “He’s got a gun, 
MacElly,” she whispered softly, “It’s in a shoulder holster hidden under the left side of 
his jacket. When he stepped off of the curb his jacket opened enough for me to see the 
butt. I don’t know how I know but he will try to kill us, regardless of the consequences to 
himself.” She removed her hand then and pushed herself away from him. He had a 
strange scared look in his eyes and she hoped that it wasn’t her that he was scared of. 
 I’ve assaulted him twice now in the last twenty minutes, why shouldn’t he be 
scared of me? She looked at him, pleading for him to believe her. She craved his 
acceptance even more than she feared their pursuer. 
 Slowly he nodded, the fear still there in his eyes. “Okay,” he said, “I believe you, 
you’ve never been crazy before.” 
 She sighed in relief. 
 “What are we going to do, here in this alley?” he asked. 
 She nodded toward a door to the office building that was another dozen yards 
down the alley. “I was planning on running.” 
 

*** 
 

 “Doctor Coltran? Doctor Robert Coltran?” Coltran turned to face the voice, 
somewhat taken aback. “The Doctor Robert Coltran?” 
 Coltran shook the hand being extended to him, more than a little befuddled. “The 
only one I know,” he said. 
 He stood in the office of Doctor Daniel Mellory. On his way to the motel from 
visiting with Friar Ives he had decided to run some tests on the medallion that he now 
gripped tightly in his pocket. He was burned up with curiosity about what it was. He had 
ridden the bus past his regular stop and taken a couple of other buses to the London 
Institute for Science and Technology Research. Doctor Mellory headed up one of the 
research labs at LISTR. 
 Doctor Mellory grinned foolishly at him, still gripping Coltran’s hand as if he 
meant to strangle it. “You wrote that article in ‘Physics Journal’,” he said 
enthusiastically. “’Interdimensional Translocation in the Future’. I thought it was 
genius.” 
 Coltran nodded slowly, “Apparently you’re the only one who thought so,” he 
replied. It had been his doctoral work about time travel and multiple dimensions. His 
arguments had been sound at the time but seriously lacking – he had since learned – in 
anything that would make his research conclusive. The article had sparked a series of 
major criticism from scientists all over the world, which had resulted in his other papers 
being published in much smaller, less-distributed venues. Coltran himself had decided 



that it was youthful foibles until his own recent encounters with time travel had again 
altered his views. 
 “What can we do for you?” Mellory asked. His grin stretched across his face. 
Coltran wished he would let go of his hand, for starters. 
 “I just need to use your lab for an hour or so,” he said, trying to pull his hand 
away. Mellory let go and Coltran discreetly rubbed his palm on his trousers while he 
spoke. “I just need a high power microscope, some scales… and some privacy.” 
 Mellory nodded vigorously, “No problem,” he said, “anything you need, just let 
me know. If you want to just follow me I’ll show you to the lab.” He held the door for 
Coltran and Coltran nodded a thank you to him. He wondered briefly if celebrities felt as 
awkward as he did. 
 “I don’t mean to pry,” Mellory said as he opened another door and flipped a light 
on, “but is this more research to prove your Theory?” 
 There was a definite capital letter on the way Mellory said ‘Theory’, as if it was 
an all-consuming passion of some noble mind. Coltran wanted to tell him that he didn’t 
even believe in his ‘Theory’ any more, that it was just college enthusiasm and lack of 
scientific knowledge. Then he realized that, despite his own feelings, despite moving on 
with his life and pursuing other things that was exactly why he was here. 
 He nodded, “Yeah,” he said. Then he added, “something like that.” 
 “Good luck,” Mellory said, “I’m assuming you know your way around a lab?” 
 Coltran nodded and let the door close behind him. He watched Mellory through 
the window in the door, his lab coat flapping behind his hurrying form. Probably going to 
tell his colleagues that the illustrious Doctor Robert Coltran was in his lab. 
 Coltran snorted at himself derisively. 
 He pulled he medallion from his pocket and turned it over and over in his hands, 
feeling the heaviness of it, the smooth, polished surface that seemed almost like glass. If 
this was the same medallion that he had seen William hold then it had great importance to 
him. It meant that he wasn’t going crazy; he really had seen William, his father, Sir 
David. Strange that it could last for all these years, untarnished, unmarked by the passage 
of time. 
 Finally he squeezed the medallion firmly in his hand and got to work. 
 He spent nearly three hours at the LISTR testing the medallion and examining it. 
First he weighed it, measured its volume, calculated its density and measured its outer 
dimensions. It measured just less than one centimeter thick at its center and tapered 
toward the edges like an Olympic discus. The diameter came out to be slightly less than 
four centimeters and appeared to be a perfect circle. It was slightly denser than lead. 
 He frowned at it, peering at it through his own glasses and the lenses of his safety 
glasses that he wore on top of them. That would explain why it felt so heavy. 
 It proved to be nearly indestructible as well. He couldn’t scratch it with any of the 
materials in the lab, including the hardened steel tip of one of the probes. It turned out to 
be amazingly resilient to physical forces as well and it dissipated heat at an astonishing 
rate. He found he could remove it from a gas flame and drop it directly into his bare hand 
and only feel a little warmth. Freezing had much the same effect. As soon as it was 
removed from the cold environment it returned to the temperature of the room. 
 Finally he examined it under a microscope. What appeared to be a glossy, 
polished surface of bronze to the naked eyes was something completely different on the 



microscopic level. Tiny traces of wire crisscrossed the surface of the medallion and even 
looked as though they penetrated into its interior. Wires formed connections in places and 
left gaps in others, forming an intricate mesh that baffled Coltran’s mind. 
 How could this medallion have existed in the time of William? Coltran had seen it 
in William’s hand. It had existed, unless this was, somehow, a modern replica. 
 “No,” he shook his head and looked through the microscope one more time. Even 
today’s technology could not weave such tiny wires so intricately. 
 “Everything okay?” Mellory’s voice asked. Coltran jumped suddenly. 
 He turned around. Mellory stood in the doorway of the lab watching Coltran 
quizzically. 
 “Yes,” Coltran said, “come over here and tell me what this looks like to you.” 
 Mellory made his way over to the lab bench and looked through the microscope. 
He kept looking for a long time. Coltran sat on one of the lab stools and waited patiently. 
Finally Mellory looked at Coltran, his face slightly wary as if he thought Coltran was 
playing some kind of prank on him. 
 “It looks like a circuit,” he said, “Like a really jumbled transistor circuit.” 
 Coltran nodded, “So it does,” he said. “Any chance you could trace this circuit 
and figure out what it does?’ 
 Mellory’s face fell visibly. “It would take us months to unravel something like 
that, even if we put all of our other research on hold to do it.” His tone implied that even 
for the great Doctor Coltran that would be asking too much. 
 Coltran knew that, but had been curious if perhaps they would be willing to do it, 
as a favor. In a couple of months it might not matter any more anyway. 
 “Thank you very much,” he said standing up and pulling the medallion from 
under the microscope. “I think I am finished here.” 
 Mellory bobbed his head and followed him to the door. It took another fifteen 
minutes and multiple assurances that he would return to the lab if he ever needed it again 
before he was able to get out the door. 
 Thrusting his hand deep into his pocket, still clutching the medallion he headed 
for the bus stop. All he wanted was to return to the motel, lie down, and think. His mind 
felt so full that his body was worn out from carrying it all. 
 He sat on the bench waiting for the bus, consumed with his thoughts, letting his 
mind mull over the things that Friar Ives had said to him. That whole encounter had left 
him frustrated and confused. The edges of the medallion dug into his fingers painfully 
and he gripped it tighter, relishing the hard, tangible feel of it. 
 When the bus arrived he made his way to the very back and hunched down in his 
seat letting the bouncing of the bus lull him into a quiet introspective. On the third bus, 
the one that stopped in front of the motel he slouched in the back seat again and waited 
for the driver to lurch into traffic. The bus didn’t move for several minutes and Coltran 
looked up from his bemusement to see what was going on. A familiar man stood in the 
front of the bus. Chiseled and handsome, his dark complexion promised to break the heart 
of every woman who saw him. The man looked back and forth around the bus, sniffing 
the air, tentatively. His eyes, a deep brown like freshly tilled earth, finally settled on 
Coltran and he smiled and sat down in his seat. 



 Suddenly, as if released from a spell, the bus lurched forward and accelerated into 
traffic. Coltran settled back down into his seat. If he didn’t know any better he would 
think that man was following him. 
 

*** 
 

 Smith pulled MacElly around the corner behind her and pressed her back against 
the wall. She took a few quick breaths, trying to pull more oxygen into her lungs, then 
peeked around the corner. The man with the fiery eyes stalked through the doorway at the 
end of the long hallway. The stairwell, rising up to the levels above and falling down the 
levels below could be glimpsed briefly through the swinging doorway before it banged 
shut. Seemingly unhurried, the man walked, majestically toward the corner they crouched 
behind. 
 “Here he comes,” she said. Wordlessly MacElly followed her in a sprint to the 
end of the hallway they were in to where another corner turned left, at the end of which 
she hoped would be another stairwell. 
 As they neared the far corner she put out her hand and touched MacElly’s chest to 
stop him. She leaned her head out slowly around the corner. 
 In the middle of the hallway stood the same man she had just seen stalking her on 
the other side of the building. He faced away from her, his back straight, his broad 
shoulders square and thick. His glossy black hair hung almost to his shoulders. In his 
right hand he held a handgun, hanging down at his side. He turned his head then and she 
caught a glimpse of dark sunglasses just before she jerked her head back around the 
corner. 
 Could there be two of them? There had to be. 
 “There’s another one,” she whispered to MacElly. His eyes still looked haunted 
and she hoped he wasn’t going into shock. She also hoped that he would continue to 
believe her claim that their lives were in danger. 
 He blinked rapidly a few times and licked his lips, pushing his glasses up his 
nose. He leaned over her and craned his head around the corner. When he pulled back his 
eyes were wide with disbelief. 
 “Is that a real gun?” he asked. 
 “I’d rather not wait and find out,” she told him. “Come, on.” 
 She ran back the way they had come to a door with a small glass window in it. 
The sign outside the door read “Dr. Katz MD”. The knob turned when she grabbed it and 
she heaved a sigh of relief as she motioned MacElly inside. She pushed the door shut 
behind them and turned the little tab on the back of the knob to lock the door. 
 MacElly’s eyes looked frantic and she worried that he was breaking down. She 
motioned him to the side where he couldn’t be seen from the window in the door. She 
pressed herself against the wall next to the door where she could keep one hand on the 
doorknob but she also was not visible from the window. By leaning out from the wall just 
a little she could take quick peeks outside into the corridor. 
 “Can I help you?” a somewhat curious voice asked. 
 Smith jumped and jerked her head around. A pretty blond girl sat behind a 
receptionist’s desk watching her with one raised eyebrow. The antiseptic smell of a 



doctor’s office tickled her nostrils. Several chairs squatted about the room and a small 
table boasted a stack of magazines. 
 She looked at MacElly. He stared back, his eyes wide behind his glasses and 
shrugged slightly. 
 “No,” Smith said, slowly turning her gaze back to the receptionist. “I don’t really 
think so.” 
 She turned back to the door and peaked through the window. The part of the 
hallway that she could see was still empty. 
 MacElly sidled up next to her and, leaning close, he whispered. “Don’t you think 
we should have her call the police?” 
 “Do you think they’ll get here in time to make a difference?” she asked in 
response. 
 “You can’t just…” the girl stammered, “Are you here to see Doctor Katz?” 
 Smith leaned out and glanced out the window again. She jerked back quickly. The 
dark, handsome silhouette of their pursuer walked sedately past the door. 
 “If you’re not here to see the doctor then you’ll have to leave.” 
 Smith twisted the lock on the door and then, turning the knob she pulled the door 
open just enough to see the end of the hallway and the shadow of the stranger’s broad 
back disappearing around the corner. 
 Without a word she pulled the door open and sprinted into the hallway, hoping 
that MacElly would follow. Her heart pounded beneath her breast and she had to remind 
herself to breath. Don’t panic, she told herself. The sound of her footsteps seemed 
impossibly loud in her ears. MacElly’s shoes, pounding a staccato rhythm behind her, 
sounded too much like pursuit for comfort. Any second she expected to hear the boom of 
exploding gunpowder, feel the bullet bite into her flesh. She imagined the force of the 
bullet spinning her off balance to trip and fall, skidding on the slick tiles, leaving a smear 
of blood behind. 
 Then they bolted around the corner and put on a burst of adrenaline-fueled speed 
toward the stairwell. No shots had been fired, no pounding feet had sounded in pursuit. 
Could it be possible that they had escaped this time? It seemed too much to hope for. 
They still had five flights of stairs to run down and then get out on the street and get lost 
somewhere, again. Maybe MacElly was right, they should go to the police station and… 
her thoughts stopped there. What if the police had given them the guns? What if they 
were police? Did police in England carry guns? She wasn’t sure she wanted to trust the 
police. 
 They barreled through the door and down the stairs taking them two at a time. 
After the first landing Smith pulled MacElly to a halt. Leaning out over the stair banister 
she looked down the four and a half flights of stairs, trying to see if anybody was down 
there. At first it looked clear then MacElly squeezed her arm, just above the elbow and 
pointed down, about two flights below. It took her a moment to see what he was pointing 
at. The faint shadow of a man splayed across the floor a couple of floors down. 
 They moved back, away from the banister and leaned against the wall. “Are there 
three of them?” she muttered under her breath. MacElly looked scared. Both of them 
were short of breath and she felt a paralyzing coldness spread from her abdomen to her 
limbs. We’re dead. 



 Maybe I can get MacElly out. She thought. She knew that the other two men had 
to have heard their mad dash down the hallway and would be following them soon. There 
wasn’t much time. 
 “MacElly,” she whispered, “I’m going first. As soon as you hear me, run. Run 
down the stairs, get a cab and go to the nearest police station.” 
 “Smith,” he grabbed her arms frantically to hold her back, “you can’t… I…” he 
worked his mouth as if it were dry. 
 “I’ll be right behind you, just don’t stop, not for anything.” 
 She took a few calming breaths, trying to stop her limbs from shaking in terror. 
She tried to smile confidently at MacElly but her lips started to quiver so she just looked 
away. She started creeping down the stairs as silently as she could and concentrated on 
placing her feet as quickly and quietly as possible. 
 One flight down she stopped on the landing again and stared at the shadow. Not 
much time, she reminded herself. She looked up at the light to see where the source was, 
and assumed it would be in the same relative place ten feet down where the man stood 
waiting for them. The shadow indicated he was facing up the stairs, waiting for them and 
he had to be standing on the stairs between landings in order for his shadow to fall where 
it did. Quietly she slunk down the stairs until she stood just above where she calculated 
he must be, ten feet down and across from her. 
 She bit down on her bottom lip for courage whispered a short prayer for help and 
vaulted over the banister. She shoved herself toward the opposite side of the stairwell as 
she went over. The first thing she felt was sudden vertigo as she saw three and a half 
flights of empty space beneath her. Then she passed over the far rail and remembered just 
in time to jab her right foot high. The sole of her boot smashed into the side of the man’s 
head as she plummeted into him. His head whip-lashed and his body slammed into the 
wall. Smith landed on her left foot on the stair and it twisted painfully and popped loudly 
when she landed. She cried out in pain and fell. 
 Flailing, she grabbed the man’s shirt as she tumbled, sharp bursts of pain shooting 
up her leg. The sharp bite of the stairs knocked the wind from her lungs. Her grasp on the 
man’s shirt pulled him down on top of her and her head cracked back against one of the 
steps sending flashes of painful white light through her skull. 
 Momentum sent them tumbling down the stairs, limbs flailing about frantically to 
stop their fall. Smith maintained a death grip on the man’s shirt, riding him like a piece of 
wood in a stormy sea. Her ankle banged against something and she yelled in pain again. 
 They came to a stop with Smith sprawled across the man’s big chest, his 
shoulders and head rested on the landing, the rest of him still laid out on the steps. She 
pushed herself up, still gripping his shirt. His fist smashed into the side of her face, just 
below her eye. The blow whipped her head around and pain exploded through her skull. 
Her vision blurred and darkened. 
 Without waiting for the second blow she dropped her knee into the man’s crotch 
and simultaneously let go of his shirt to drive a fist into his chest, just beneath his 
breastbone. He grunted then, the first sound he had made and she punched him in the jaw 
as hard as she could and dropped her forehead onto his nose.  Blood ran from his nostrils, 
tracing up his face towards his eyes, which, she suddenly noticed, were the deep solid 
blue of Caribbean waters. 



 She let go with a flurry of punches, striking at his throat and face, letting her 
entire weight rest on her knee that dug into his groin. He began to retch as her fist 
smashed into his Adam’s apple. He wasn’t very fast but when he hit her again it knocked 
her against the banister and she slumped there in pain. Blood ran down her face and her 
eye had already begun to swell. Her ankle throbbed. 
 She tried to push herself up when two booted feet from out of nowhere landed on 
the man’s chest. The man whoofed as the air was forced from his lungs. MacElly stepped 
off of the man, catching hold of the rail and kicked the man viciously in the side of the 
head. His head whipped around at the blow and he lay still, his chest quivering as his 
body struggled to suck air back into his deflated lungs. 
 “I thought I told you not to stop,” Smith whispered, her cheek felt thick and her 
words came out a little slurred. 
 “I see a pretty girl like you getting beat by a big ugly guy like that and you expect 
me to just run past?” MacElly asked as he helped her up. She grunted in pain as her ankle 
moved and he put his arm around her waist to support her. “I don’t think anybody ever 
told him that he’s not supposed to hit girls.” 
 “I think I had him,” she slurred and tried to smile as MacElly helped her down the 
stairs almost carrying her with one arm around her waist. His arm felt steady but his body 
trembled with adrenaline. 
 “It looks like it turned out about even,” MacElly told her looking at the bloody, 
purple bruise that spread from the base of the man’s throat up across one side of his face 
and his smashed and bleeding nose. 
 They moved as quickly as they could down the stairs and through the hallway on 
the ground floor. Smith felt slightly dazed at first but by the time she had gotten to the 
bottom she felt her senses returning. 
 She expected any moment to run into another of their pursuers -- she was 
convinced now that there were multiple ones -- but none appeared. 
 MacElly led her outside and down the street where he hurried her onto a bus that 
appeared to be waiting just for them. The driver gave them both a queer look as they 
boarded and MacElly helped her settle into a seat. 
 “I feel pretty awful,” she told MacElly. 
 “You look pretty awful,” MacElly told her. 
 “Thanks,” she said. She closed her eyes and leaned her head back against the 
window. The bouncy rhythm of the bus made her ankle throb in time to it and made her 
head bounce painfully against the glass reminding her of the bruise it had received on the 
stair. 
 “Where are we going?” she asked, leaning forward so her head would stop 
hurting. It didn’t help. 
 MacElly smiled at her, his green eyes mirroring the shock and fear that he really 
felt. “This line takes us to Portobello Road -- if we stay on till the end. Should be about 
twenty minutes away.” 
 She nodded. The adrenaline was starting to seep from her blood and she felt a 
deep weariness pulling her eyelids down. Her eyes felt sandy and she wanted to sleep. 
 “How’s the ankle?” MacElly asked. She snapped her eyes open and looked at 
him. He shivered as though he were cold, rubbing his arms with his hands. He’s gone into 
shock. She knew that it would only be a matter of minutes before she did the same. 



 She wiggled her foot experimentally and felt the pain shoot up her leg. 
 “I don’t think it’s broken,” she said, “I twisted it pretty bad, maybe even sprained 
it.” 
 “There’s a police station just off Portobello,” MacElly told her. “We’ll head 
straight there.” 
 She scooted closer to him on the bench and slipped her arm behind his back. She 
leaned her head on his shoulder and held him close. “Thanks for stopping,” she said. 
 “Any time, luv.” 
 

*** 
 

 They rode the bus in silence. MacElly produced a handkerchief from one of his 
pockets and began wiping at the blood that dripped down Smith’s cheek, just under her 
left eye. 
 She winced when he touched her face and flinched away from him. She felt her 
teeth experimentally with her tongue. They all seemed intact. 
 “I think purple suits you,” MacElly said as he dabbed at her face. 
 “Thanks,” she muttered dryly, “I couldn’t decide so I only tried it on half my 
face.” 
 MacElly chuckled. “You know, I think you’re more entertaining when you’ve 
been beaten up.” 
 By the time the bus reached the end of its route the pain in her ankle had receded 
to a dull throbbing that felt swollen. She wondered if she would need to go to a hospital. 
Her muscles felt stiff from sitting and when she tried to stand her back groaned in protest. 
Her legs shook as MacElly helped her off the bus but they got stronger as she walked. 
 She found she could not put weight on her ankle so she hobbled down the street 
leaning against MacElly, their arms around each other. 
 “How far to the Police station?” she asked. 
 “Just a couple of blocks,” MacElly told her. 
 They moved slowly through the crowds of London’s famous Portobello Road. 
Carts and barrels with displays of wares for sale crowded the streets and walkways. In 
just a few minutes Smith had the distinct impression that literally anything could be 
found for sale along this street. Sellers boasted fine, rare books. Hawkers eloquently 
pontificated the superiority -- and the price -- of their jewelry. Other booths sold clothing, 
nick-knacks, cell phones, sunglasses, antiques, and what looked to Smith like just plain 
garbage. 
 Smith limped along, clinging to MacElly for support reveling in the relative safety 
that she felt surrounded by the hawkers and peddlers. She felt serene, almost relaxed. 
 The afternoon sun beat down on them and a trickle of sweat ran down her spine. 
 As they made their way along the street her muscles started to loosen up. With the 
relaxed muscles her ankle started to throb again, more painfully and she forced herself to 
put some weight on it as she clung to MacElly. 
 Each step brought pain lancing up her leg but with each step it became less 
intense. 



 Finally she could see the Police station through the crowds, about half a block 
ahead. It squatted on the street, cobblestone steps rising up off the walk to the glass 
doors. She focused on that sight and tried to pick up her pace, safety at last in sight. 
 The police station was her goal, all other things extraneous. As she watched, a 
woman stepped out of the police station, looked up and down the street and then turned 
toward her and MacElly. 
 Smith sucked in her breath at the sight of her. The woman was perfect in every 
way. Her complexion was dark and Mediterranean. Her hair cascaded down over her 
shoulders in glossy black curls that would be the envy of every shampoo commercial. 
Her flawless face and slender form looked like an artist’s fantasy. The crowds became 
quieter as she passed. Hawkers averted their eyes and grew silent as though their wares 
were unworthy for her. 
 The woman’s black eyes looked right into Smith’s. She felt that her entire soul 
was suddenly laid open. She felt self-conscious of her own appearance, the bruise on her 
face, her frumpy clothes. 
 “Wow,” MacElly said breathlessly. 
 Smith felt a cold desperation creep down her spine. “MacElly,” she whispered, 
“she’s one of them.” 
 Neither of them could look away as the woman walked toward them, the crowds 
parting before her as the Red Sea before the children of Israel. 
 “How do you know that?” MacElly asked. 
 “She’s got a gun,” Smith replied. Her mouth was dry and she realized that both of 
them had stopped walking. “Just above her left breast, there’s a bulge under her jacket.” 
 MacElly continued to stare as if caught in a spell that would not release him. 
Smith felt the effects of the spell as well. She tore her gaze away from the woman, her 
heart wrenching as she did. She wants to kill us. She reminded herself. 
 “MacElly,” she pulled on his arm, “We have to go. She came out of the police 
station, they’re working together.” 
 He continued to stare, his mouth open. 
 She turned around to look behind them and her heart jumped up into her throat. 
Half a block behind them, several inches taller than most of the crowd a familiar face 
moved toward them, his jaw clenched his eyes shrouded by dark glasses. 
 Fear took hold of her and she turned toward the street, ready to flee. Hopelessness 
settled into the pit of her stomach as she looked across the street and saw the flash of 
flames reflected in two eyes and the burst of white beneath them as the familiar pursuer 
grinned at her. 
 We’re surrounded. We’re dead. 
 


