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In the Path of Lightning 
 
 Coltran slouched in the back seat of the bus cupping the bronze medallion in his 
hands and muttering. 
 It was definitely more than a medallion. What? That was not readily apparent. 
 “Why did the loon give it to me?” he mumbled under his breath, squinting 
through his glasses. He didn’t know what he was supposed to do with it, maybe nothing. 
Maybe the friar just thought he would like a nice historical relic. 
 He shook his head. “Probably a bomb,” he muttered. “It’s a trap to kill us all.” 
 He chuckled then, to himself and then looked around, realizing how crazy he must 
look. The elderly woman sitting next to him seemed to suddenly find her purse highly 
interesting. Partway down the aisle two blue-eyed children stared at him, eyes wide, their 
faces filled with child-like curiosity. Towards the front of the bus two earth-brown eyes 
stared at him from a perfectly chiseled, handsome face. A half-moon of white teeth 
hovered beneath those penetrating eyes like the grin of the Cheshire Cat. 
 A shiver ran down Coltran’s spine and he looked away. The man seemed to be 
very pleased. 
 Coltran returned his attention to the medallion. He traced the silver inlay with his 
eyes. The inlay consisted of two circles, one slightly smaller than the other and enclosed 
within it. Inside the inner circle were two silver horseshoe shapes arrayed in like fashion 
with the opening of the horseshoe pointing up and to the right. A silver line ran straight 
from the center of the horseshoes, through the opening, across the circles and stopped just 
before reaching the edge of the medallion. 
 “Stonehenge,” he muttered. This is Stonehenge. He had seen a very complex array 
of circuitry under the microscope, circuitry that he had seen before, beneath Stonehenge. 
Could this be an amulet-sized Stonehenge? A handheld time machine? It was impossible. 
 “But if it weren’t” he whispered. It would need power. He had no idea how to 
supply power to something so small and with no obvious power nodes. Stonehenge had 
required the continued power drawn from several large bolts of lightning. All the 
manmade power in the world wouldn’t be enough if to equal it. 
 The medallion was significantly smaller than Stonehenge, could it be that it also 
required significantly less power? Perhaps the power of only one lightning bolt? 
 The bus shuddered to a stop, jerking him out of his thoughts. He watched the 
people departing, chewing on his bottom lip then suddenly surged to his feet, cursing. 
This was his stop. 
 “Hold,” he called to the driver who was closing the door. 
 He hurried down the aisle toward the exit, conscious of the people’s eyes on him. 
The Greek man with the brown eyes still stared at him disconcertingly, his Cheshire 
smile no longer on his face. As Coltran passed him he noticed that the deep earthen 
brown of his eyes filled the entire eyeball. The man’s gaze flickered towards Coltran’s 
hand and then back to Cotlran’s eyes again. Suddenly the man’s eyes lit up in triumph 
and his smile returned. He reminded Coltran of a hunter who has finally cornered his 
prey. 
 Coltran reached out to grab hold of the handrail. The man lunged at him without 
warning, his hand darting out toward the medallion that dangled from the chain in 
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Coltran’s hand. Coltran jerked back, startled, and stumbled. He fell over, rolling down the 
steps. The curb jarred into his back and his head smacked against the sidewalk. He raised 
his head to see the bus driver shaking his head in disgust and levering the door closed. 
 Brown eyes, the color of freshly plowed soil, stared at him from the window of 
the bus as it left the curb and pulled back into traffic. The smile was gone from his face to 
be replaced by a menacing look that seemed to be saying ‘I’ll get you.’ 
 Coltran rolled to his feet and headed for the motel room. He definitely needed to 
lie down. He was becoming paranoid. 
 

*** 
 

 The woman approached like a goddess, people falling back before her in awe. An 
overpowering charisma emanated before her that sent waves of adoration through the 
crowd. The effect was not lost on Smith. 
 “Flee from beauty,” Roberto’s words echoed in her mind and she tried to heed 
them. 
 “Flee from beauty,” Roberto’s words echoed in her mind again. No, that wasn’t 
Roberto. That was MacElly. 
 “Isn’t that what Roberto told you?” MacElly asked. “I think now is a good time.” 
 He stepped in front of her, breaking her gaze and she cried out in frustration, 
striking at him with her fists. 
 His face melted with concern for her so strong that it almost broke the spell of 
idolization that the woman held over her. The look in his eyes mirrored the look that she 
had seen at Stonehenge when the dragons descended from the clouds and she wept with 
consuming joy. 
 “Everybody’s crazy,” he said, shaking his head. 
 The woman was only thirty yards from them. Smith knew that she should run but 
felt drawn to stay. She pushed at MacElly, trying to see around him. MacElly grasped her 
elbow tightly and turned her toward a narrow alley that ran along the side of the police 
station. She felt a burning desire to lash out at him. She could break his hold, knock him 
down, and pummel him into the ground… The look of compassion in his eyes 
overpowered the animosity she felt. A slight pang of guilt went through her gut. 
 MacElly led her two halting steps then scooped her up in his arms and carried her, 
running down the alley. 
 The vinegar scent of rotten garbage assaulted her nostrils and the yowl of alley 
cats, disturbed by MacElly’s charge, brought lucidity to her foggy mind. The spell 
seemed to break. She began to shake and tears of shame dripped down her cheeks onto 
MacElly’s shoulder. 
 MacElly stopped and lowered her gingerly to the ground. He seemed wary, as if 
he feared she might bolt, injured ankle or not. 
 “It’s alright,” she told him, wiping tears off her face, embarrassed. “I’m okay 
now.” 
 He stared at her for only a second, his eyes seemed to say, “we’ll talk about this 
later.” 
 “Dead end,” was all he said, cocking his head to the side. 
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 An eight-foot fence of upright hardwood slats towered across the middle of the 
alley. 
 She tried to swallow the guilt and sadness that was clumped up in her throat and 
pushed the rising panic to the back of her brain. 
 “Can you get over?” she asked. 
 “I think so,” he said, looking at the top of the fence. 
 Without another word he wrapped his long fingers around her waist and heaved 
her upward. She grabbed hold of the top of the fence, the edges of the boards biting into 
the palms of her hands and pulled herself up. With MacElly’s help she got one leg over 
the fence and rolled over the top of it. She reversed her grip and let her body dangle on 
the other side. She dropped to the ground, grunting at the pain that shot through her leg. 
 She fell to her knees, and stumbled upright, frantically hobbling down the alley. 
She stumbled into a dumpster and leaned against it’s filthy side, trying to calm her racing 
heart. 
 There was a thump behind as MacElly dropped to the ground. She continued 
down the alley, ignoring the pain in her ankle, leaning against the dumpsters and walls 
for support. 
 Her ankle gave out beneath her and she started to fall. 
 MacElly’s arms caught her and lifted her off the ground. He ran, his feet plunging 
through the rotten-smelling puddles that filled the depressions in the alley. 
 She felt helpless, sitting in his arms as he ran toward the street. His heart 
hammered against her side and his green eyes burned with intensity -- not panic, he no 
longer looked panicked -- just intense. 
 A loud boom echoed down the alley just as they cleared the buildings on either 
side and emerged onto the street. Smith looked over MacElly’s shoulder and saw the 
hardwood fence reduced to a cloud of flying splinters and shards of shattered wood. A 
blur hurled like a tornado through the flying debris and crashed into a metal dumpster 
with a loud boom that made the dumpster buck and jump with the impact. 
 Absolute beauty strode calmly through that cloud of flying splinters. The woman, 
her body swaying as she walked, pulled her gun from under her jacket. The two men 
flanked her, their guns already drawn. Flame burned above a feral, lustful smile and dark 
sunglasses reflected the blue sky above. The spell that had enthralled her now turned her 
stomach. 
 Suddenly MacElly hurled her into the backseat of a taxi, shouting at the driver 
through panting breath. He piled into the taxi on top of her, yelling for the driver to go. 
 “Where, where?” he asked. 
 MacElly, gasping for breath shouted out the address of the motel and the taxi 
peeled away from the curb. 
 MacElly slid over to the middle seat and Smith turned around to look out the back 
window. Their pursuers stood in the middle of the road, looking like the goddess Hera 
with two Herculean bodyguards. All three of them held their guns lowered at their sides 
while they watched Smith and MacElly retreat in the taxi. The pedestrians on the 
sidewalks stared in worshipful silence. Smith watched until the taxi turned a corner. 
 She turned around and faced the front. “Go through Oxford,” she told the driver. 
 “Lady,” he said, “that’s on the other side of town.” 
 “I know,” she lied, “just take use home by way of Oxford.” 
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 “Okay,” he shrugged. 
 “You think they’ll still follow us?” MacElly asked. His chest still heaved and he 
leaned his head against the back of the seat in exhaustion. 
 She nodded. “Do you want to stick around and find out?” 
 “Nope,” he said and smiled. He leaned close, “I don’t have enough cash to pay for 
a trip to Oxford.” 
 

*** 
 

 Twilight shrouded London through heavy rain clouds when MacElly opened his 
eyes. Smith’s hand was shaking his knee gently and he looked around, momentarily 
confused. 
 “We’re here,” she whispered. 
 He shook his head to clear his thoughts and slid out of the taxi. Smith followed 
after handing a substantial stack of cash to the driver. Thunder boomed threateningly and 
the wind smelled of rain. 
 After watching the taxi pull away they turned wearily toward the motel, Smith 
holding onto MacElly’s arm. She still limped but her ankle seemed to be getting better. 
 MacElly looked at the sky, thankful for the respite from the sweltering heat that 
had dogged them all day. A gust of wind pushed against his back carrying the scent of 
charcoal mixed with rich soil. 
 He sniffed, and turned his head to look. They were in the middle of London. Tall 
buildings arose all around them, cars and buses roared along the street on the other side 
of the motel. He sniffed again. The smell was gone, replaced with the freshness of newly 
fallen rain. 
 He returned his gaze to the walkway in front of the motel. His eyes sought out the 
rooms that they were staying in. He stopped suddenly, putting his free hand over Smith’s. 
 A black silhouette crouched in the shadow under the awning that stretched over 
the walkway in front of their motel rooms. 
 “I think we’ve got a visitor,” MacElly said, his body stiff, his muscles tensed, 
ready to pick Smith up and run until he couldn’t run any longer. 
 The figure detached from the wall and stood up. It waved to them and stepped 
forward against the banister of the walkway and into the light. 
 “I left my key inside,” Coltran shrugged apologetically. 
 “You just about gave me a heart attack,” MacElly called up to him. He tried to 
relax his muscles but the tension didn’t want to go away. He noticed belatedly that 
Coltran’s physique could not really be compared to the men who had followed them. 
 Smith’s paranoia was rubbing off. 
 He helped Smith negotiate the stairs, one arm around her waist while she hopped 
on her good foot from step to step. Coltran, hurried down to offer his help, concern 
written across his broad face. MacElly let Coltran take his place supporting her and fell 
back to drag along in the rear. 
 Ever since the dragons appeared everything had changed subtly. Coltran became 
even more distant and withdrawn. He hardly ever spoke and seemed more distracted and 
self-absorbed. 
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 Smith was always paranoid, apparently justifiably so. That didn’t explain the 
irrational behavior she exhibited at the sight of the dragons -- or the woman outside the 
police station. 
 Then there was Roberto. Could it be coincidence that the drug-crazed mumblings 
that he professed had such vivid application to what followed? MacElly couldn’t see how 
Roberto knew what would happen, but coincidence only stretched so far. 
 “What happened?” Coltran asked as they reached the top of the stairs. 
 “A secret admirer wanted to ask Smith out on a date,” MacElly muttered, digging 
his room key out of his pocket. 
 Coltran paused and looked at both of them, his pale blue eyes searching their 
faces. “Was he tall, dark and handsome?” He asked. 
 Smith nodded and touched the purple bruise that spread across her cheek, “Not 
much of a gentleman, though.” 
 Coltran didn’t smile. Instead his eyes became haunted and his gaze shifted to the 
motel courtyard where they flitted about frantically, exploring the shadows. 
 MacElly moved past him to unlock the door. Coltran let go of Smith so that she 
could get her own key out of her pocket. 
 “Did he have blue eyes?” Coltran asked, still staring at the shadows of the 
courtyard, “blue… like… water…” 
 “…in the Caribbean Sea.” Smith finished for him. She had her key in the lock to 
her door just a few feet away from where MacElly stood, her head turned back to stare at 
Coltran. 
 “I saw him too,” Coltran said, “at the Abbey. He has a twin with dark brown eyes 
that tried to take…” He stopped and looked at them. He shrugged, “he almost made me 
think he was following me.” 
 MacElly froze with the door half open. His eyes met Smith’s. A lump rose up in 
his throat and he tried to swallow it so that he could speak. 
 “Did he see you come here?” Smith asked. 
 Coltran thought for a moment and shook his head. “No, he stayed on the bus 
when I got off. He wouldn’t know where I went from the bus stop.” 
 MacElly exchanged another glance with Smith then pushed the door the rest of 
the way open. 
 Coltran followed him inside and closed the door behind him. 
 After a month of living in the motel it still retained that sweet, antiseptic smell 
that MacElly associated with all motels. Technically they weren’t supposed to leave 
London. Bureaucratic investigation had them tied up indefinitely. Apparently 
governmental autonomy allowed for investigation of a historical site but the resultant 
destruction of that site extended beyond that allowance. 
 MacElly stretched out wearily on the freshly made bed and kicked his shoes off 
onto the floor. He closed his eyes and tried to relax. His stomach growled to remind him 
that lunch had been interrupted and no dinner had followed. He considered ordering some 
food but decided he was too tired. It could wait. 
 He opened one eye and looked at Coltran. The Australian sat on the foot of his 
bed, slumped over, head bowed. He held something in his hands and turned it over 
slowly, studying it and muttering to himself. 
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 He closed his eye again and took a deep breath. He wondered if he should keep a 
closer eye on Coltran. The man never accompanied them when they went to visit Roberto 
and Jay in the hospital. What did he do all day by himself? 
 Suddenly the door that joined their room to Smith’s banged against the wall and 
he opened his eyes. Coltran jumped to his feet, shoving his hands deep into the pockets of 
his suit pants. 
 Smith leaned in the doorway, her wounded foot only lightly touching the ground. 
In her hand she held a silver pistol. MacElly’s eyes widened in shock as she jammed a 
clip into the handle and cocked the gun by pulling back on the barrel. Fire burned behind 
her eyes so strongly that MacElly’s heart jumped in his chest. 
 “Smith,” he exclaimed. He started to rise, thought better of making any sudden 
moves and stopped with one foot on the floor and the other still on the bed. 
 “Did you see it? On the television,” she asked, her voice shook with anger. 
 MacElly watched the gun in her hands, his eyes wide. 
 “What is that?” he asked. 
 She glanced at it. “It’s a Colt Government 1911 A1,” she told him limping into 
the room, “nine millimeter.” 
 “How did you… where did you get it?” MacElly stammered, “what if it goes off, 
it could kill somebody.” 
 She looked at him as if he were being ridiculous. He slowly sat up on his bed, 
nervous, as she came to sit next to him. 
 “It’s just a gun, MacElly,” Coltran sounded disgusted. He sat back down where he 
had been but left whatever he had been looking at inside his pocket. 
 “The safety is on,” Smith told him. 
 He tried to relax but still felt uncomfortably aware of the fact that a deadly 
weapon was occupying space only a few inches away from him. He felt slightly revolted, 
as if it was radioactive and he could be contaminated by proximity. 
 “That’s illegal,” he said, staring at her, “handguns are illegal here.” 
 She shrugged. “I picked it up at the embassy after I arrived. My uncle is a military 
attaché to the ambassador.” Her eyes smoldered with anger. “That’s not important,” she 
said, “they hit the hospital. It was just on the BBC. There was a shooting at St. Thomas, 
this afternoon. Two people were killed.” 
 “Your uncle just let you walk out of the embassy with contraband weapons?” 
MacElly asked. 
 “Did they say who was killed?” Coltran looked up suddenly intense, his face 
white. 
 “No, they didn’t,” Smith replied, “but I think I know.” Her jaw clenched in anger 
and she turned to MacElly. “No,” she answered him, “my uncle gave me the gun, the 
embassy guards let me walk out with it. Will you get over it? I’m not a terrorist. We 
could be next.” Her voice escalated to a shout, “They walked right into that hospital and 
shot our friends, in the middle of the day. What makes you think we’re safe, sitting here 
in this motel room? They could be right outside the door.” 
 MacElly drew back from her in shock. Her eyes burned so intense, her demeanor 
so certain that fear knotted his stomach and he suddenly found it hard to breathe. 
 The telephone rang. MacElly jumped, his heart skipping several beats. They all 
looked at each other when the ring silenced. Coltran’s pale blue eyes looked haunted like 
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he felt responsible for what had happened to them. Smith’s eyes were flames of green 
conviction. 
 When the phone started its second ring Coltran rolled over his bed and picked up 
the receiver. 
 “Robert Coltran,” he said, quietly. He listened for a moment then said, “yes.” 
 “How do you know it was Jay and Roberto that were killed?” MacElly whispered 
to Smith as Coltran listened to the phone receiver, staring intently at the blank television 
screen. 
 Her jaw clenched tightly and she sucked two deep breaths in through her nostrils 
and expelled them before answering him. “I don’t… I mean, I do but I don’t know how.” 
She looked down at the Colt pistol gripped firmly in her hand. “It’s the same feeling I got 
when I knew that man was following us. Something turned them away. After we got in 
that taxi they just stopped. They saw what they were looking for. The hospital shooting 
was at three o’clock this afternoon. That’s only thirty minutes after we got in the taxi.” 
 “Why?” MacElly wondered out loud. He immediately dismissed his misgivings 
about the weapon in Smith’s hand and found that he drew some slight comfort from it 
instead. 
 She only shook her head. 
 Coltran hung up the phone and looked at them solemnly. “Jay and Roberto both 
passed away this afternoon,” he said numbly. MacElly felt a panic arise in his chest and 
he fought it down. “They were both shot, multiple times. The police believe it to be gang 
related.” 
 “They didn’t pass away,” Smith seethed, “they were murdered. The same thing is 
going to happen to us if we aren’t careful.” She turned her gaze on Coltran. “Are you sure 
that nobody followed you here.” Her voice cracked on the last word, the first sign that she 
was as rattled as she was angry. 
 Coltran only nodded, his pale blue eyes meeting hers for only a moment before 
looking away. 
 MacElly felt numb and wooden, unable to move or think. Jay and Roberto, dead. 
How could this be? Why? Nobody had any reason to kill them, to follow them, to… His 
mind stopped with nowhere else to go. 
 “I think we should all stay in the same room tonight.” Smith said, “If they come… 
I’ve got the gun. Maybe that will be enough.” 
 MacElly leaned against the wall feeling the smooth paint against his cheek. 
Distantly he heard Coltran say, “You use my bed. I’ll sleep on the floor; you two look 
like you need the better sleep.” 
 Roberto and Jay are dead? MacElly thought. His brain felt numb as if it couldn’t 
be real. He had just spoken to both of them this morning. They’re going to kill us too, he 
realized with a sinking feeling that carried him into slumber. 
 

*** 
 

 Coltran sat up and glanced at the glowing display of the room alarm clock. Ten 
minutes until three. His suit pants twisted uncomfortably around his legs, his shirt, the top 
button unbuttoned, felt old and wrinkled. 
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 Rain pounded the ground outside mercilessly. Was that what wakened him? He 
leaned against the wall, his thoughts in turmoil. 
 He lifted his hand and peered through the darkness at the bronze medallion 
cupped in his palm. The copper chain twisted sinuously around his wrist. He could not 
see in the darkness but he had studied it so much during the day that he knew what it 
looked like. 
 A sickly white light suddenly illumined the outline of the room curtains followed 
by a hollow boom of thunder. When the lightning struck a faint blue glow flashed across 
the surface of the medallion. 
 Coltran fumbled for his glasses on the floor next to where he lay. He shoved them 
onto his face then peered at the medallion waiting for the lightning to strike again. 
 White light flashed outside and the silver outline of Stonehenge pulsed with blue 
light at the same time. 
 Lightning had powered his regression into history before. Could it do so again? 
He felt a thrill of excitement course through him to be replaced with a crazed sickness in 
his stomach. The current involved in a lightning strike was enough to kill a man instantly. 
Was he desperate enough to die in his search to return to the past? 
 The darkness is coming. 
 The memory of his dream twisted his mind with dread. A deep fear settled on him 
that left him cold and breathless. This is something I have to do. Compulsion drove him 
to his feet and he stumbled toward the door, his stocking feet padding softly on the 
carpet. His hands shook on the doorknob and his body felt like ice. 
 His clothes still twisted about him, his hair wild from sleep he stepped out into the 
rain like a madman. 
 

*** 
 

 MacElly bolted upright in bed, ignoring his sore muscles. What had wakened 
him? He glanced at the clock between the beds -- just after three. A quiet schick sounded 
from the door as the bolt slid out of its socket. Heart hammering in his chest he turned 
frantically toward Smith. 
 She already stood next to the bed, her gun held up next to her face, pointed at the 
ceiling. Lightning flashed outside and a low boom shook the glass in the windows. 
 MacElly slid off the bed and pushed his feet into his shoes. Smith had slept with 
hers on. She had insisted that she would not regret it. He bent to tie them and glanced 
over at where Coltran slept. He was gone, his shoes still hunched under the edge of the 
bed where he had left them when he took them off. 
 The door drifted open slowly, silently. Not even a squeak? 
 “Don’t move,” Smith yelled suddenly, making MacElly jump. She lowered her 
gun and pointed it straight at the expanding crack between the door and the doorjamb. 
 What if it’s Coltran? MacElly wondered. He gripped the back of the chair next to 
the nightstand and wished for a weapon that he could hold. 
 “I have a gun,” Smith shouted, “put your hands on top of your head, right now. I 
will shoot in three seconds.” 
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 In response the door exploded inward and smashed into the wall behind it, the 
doorknob crashing through the wall paneling. A silhouette flew through the doorway in 
its wake, arms outstretched. 
 Lightning burned the scene into MacElly’s eyes, flashing suddenly. Pasty white 
eyes bulged in a face too beautiful to be real. A snarl bared the intruder’s teeth like a 
rictus of desperate animal fury. His hands curled like talons, reaching for Smith’s face. 
 The lightning vanished as suddenly as it had come, plunging them back into 
darkness. 
 Two gunshots shattered the sudden stillness and the silhouette jerked twice and 
twisted backward, falling against the doorjamb. The shadow fell over, rolling out through 
the door. 
 MacElly sucked air into his lungs. His eyes threatened to bulge from their sockets. 
He looked across the bed at Smith. In the darkness she appeared in shadow against the 
dim light of the rain-drenched night coming through the cracks between the drawn 
curtains. Her chest moved up and down steadily as she breathed. She held her pistol in 
front of her at arms length, gripping it with both hands. 
 MacElly pried his fingers from their death grip on the chair and forced his feet to 
move toward the door. Smith, on the other side of the bed moved cautiously in the same 
direction, her limp evident when she stepped. 
 They stared into the rainy darkness. All the lamps in the parking lot were 
extinguished. MacElly stood behind Smith as she pointed the gun at the floor of the 
balcony and leaned out. Their attacker had disappeared. 
 “I got him,” she whispered, “I know I got him.” 
 She seemed shaken. 
 MacElly lifted his gaze to blink into the darkness. He pushed his glasses up his 
nose with his thumb and craned his neck out over her head. A black shape rose up in 
front of them, black surging up out of blackness. Two red eyes suddenly burned like 
smoldering coals out of the darkness. 
 Smith shouted in surprise and sprung backward into MacElly. He lost his footing 
and stumbled backward. Smith’s gun barked again and the black figure fell backward and 
tumbled over the railing that lined the balcony walkway. The metallic sound of a body 
hitting a parked car followed almost immediately. 
 Smith leaned against the doorjamb, lifting her foot painfully and looked up and 
down the walkway. 
 “We have to get out of here,” she said, her voice surprisingly steady. “More of 
them will be coming. They know where we are.” 
 “Where’s Coltran?” MacElly asked. 
 She turned to look at him, her eyes shining in the darkness. “I don’t know,” she 
said, “he must have snuck out during the night. I don’t know how I didn’t hear him.” 
 MacElly stepped out into the rain. Cold water poured down his back and matted 
his hair to his head. He extended his arm to help Smith toward the stairs, feeling a little 
wary of the gun that she still gripped tightly in her fist. 
 They turned toward the stairs to go down and MacElly glanced over his shoulder. 
Lightning flashed and illuminated the night. At the end of the walkway, Coltran stood in 
front of the roof access ladder. He wore his suit pants, now plastered to his legs from the 
rain, his black socks transparent from water. His shirt, one cuff unfastened, the top button 
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undone, hung sodden over his back. His fists clenched out from his side, a copper colored 
chain dangling from the right. His head was bowed, rain dripping from the hair that fell in 
front of his face. 
 “Coltran,” MacElly whispered. “He’s back there.” Without waiting for Smith’s 
response he let go of her and sprinted back toward where Coltran stood. 
 Lightning flashed again and illuminated Coltran standing in the same spot. Now 
he stared straight at MacElly, his eyes wild and bright in the flashing light. A look of mad 
determination set his face. Before the lightning passed Coltran suddenly turned away and 
leaped up the ladder, two rungs at a time. 
 “Coltran,” MacElly yelled. The man’s gone crazy. He cleared the space and 
jumped up the ladder after his friend. His foot slipped and his shin struck one of the metal 
rungs painfully. Spluttering in frustration he pulled himself up the ladder after Coltran. 
Water ran in his eyes and splashed over his glasses, blurring his vision. He stumbled onto 
the roof of the motel just as another flash of lightning lit up the city. 
 Coltran ran across the roof, his wet, stocking feet slapping the rooftop, his right 
fist high above his head. The copper chain of the medallion bounced around his arm as if 
possessed by some demon. 
 MacElly leaped after him and slipped in the rain running in a stream toward the 
roof drain. Spitting water from his mouth and coughing he lunged to his feet again and 
lurched across the rooftop, yelling after Coltran. 
 He slipped again in the water. As he fell he kicked out with his legs in a desperate 
lunge, his hand caught one of Coltran’s ankles and he grabbed it and held on tight. 
Coltran fell flat on the rooftop. He kicked his foot frantically and it slipped out of 
MacElly’s grasp. Coltran jumped to his feet again and leaped away, raising both arms 
into the air. 

“Come on,” he screamed into the sky, “Take me back.” 
MacElly felt the air grow hot then his body began to prickle all over, the hair on 

his arms standing up. Suddenly he was picked up and slammed back down in an 
explosion of brilliant white light. Pain arced through his chest as his heart and lungs 
stopped. He flailed about, trying to draw air into his stricken lungs. The world was eerily 
silent all around him, and totally black. 
 In a panic he beat his fists on the rooftop, then at his own chest. His heart 
thumped once then seemed to stutter to life slowly. He still could not get air into his 
lungs. His chest felt constricted by metal bands. 
 Suddenly cool wet hands wrapped around his cheeks. He drummed his heels on 
the roof in a panic, wanting desperately to breath. Lips pressed against his, wet from the 
rain. He worked his jaw frantically, unable to think, his brain scrambled. The hands that 
held his head squeezed his jaw painfully, holding his mouth. Then air flowed down his 
throat and into his lungs. He sucked it in greedily. The hands released him and the lips 
drew away. He coughed violently drinking in the sweet taste of the damp air. His body 
shook from panic and his heart still thudded irregularly in his chest. 
 “MacElly,” Smith’s voice whispered in his ear. “We have to get out of here. 
They’ll be back and… the roof is on fire.” 
 She helped him rise to a sitting position. 
 “Smith,” he rasped, “is that you?” 
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 “Yes,” her voice sounded distant, “you were struck by lightning,” she told him, 
“We need to leave.” She was speaking quietly in his ear holding him close. He realized 
suddenly that he was shivering. 
 He tried to control the shivers as best he could, tried to organize his thoughts. 
“Coltran?” he asked. 
 “He’s gone,” she said, “I don’t know where he went.” 
 “He... got hit… too,” MacElly was able to gasp out. He could discern fuzzy lights 
in the darkness now. He felt tears welling up in his eyes and he rested his face against her 
shoulder, “I tried to stop him,” he cried, “I tried to stop him.” 
 “It’s all right,” she said, “you can explain it to me later, you’re in shock right now, 
it’s okay.” 
 He shook his head violently, “It’s not okay,” he screamed, “I let my friend kill 
himself.” 
 “He didn’t kill himself,” she said gently in his ear, “there’s no body up here. Did 
you hear me?” she shook his shoulders, “No body.” She was silent for several moments 
holding him. He didn’t want to move, or think, “Maybe he went back to wherever he 
went last time he got struck by lightning,” she said, her voice solemn. “We have to go 
now. The roof is on fire.” 
 He lifted his head and looked around, all he could see was a reddish orange glow. 
The rain sizzled as it evaporated in the flames. “I can’t see yet,” he told her. 
 “I know,” she said, helping him to his feet, “I’ll guide you, but we can’t wait any 
longer.” 
 She took his hand and led him back to the ladder and they descended slowly to the 
walkway. He had a vision in his mind of how they must look, a crippled woman leading a 
blind man. 

At the bottom of the ladder she led him down the walkway to the stairs. He closed 
his eyes when they started down the stairs, hoping that when he opened them his vision 
would return. It didn’t help. 
 “I can hear sirens coming to put out the fire,” Smith said. 
 Smith rounded the corner at the bottom of the stairs pulling him behind. She 
moved his hand to her shoulder and he heard the clicking of her gun being cocked. He 
squeezed her shoulder tightly and wiped water away from his eyes with his other hand, 
pushing his glasses up his nose as he did so. 

I can’t even see. He felt panic well up inside him, threatening to send his mind 
over the edge. He squashed it down frantically. What if we’re attacked? 
 He felt the muscles under his hand go taught and heard the loud crack of Smith’s 
pistol as she fired at someone, two quick shots, then another from someone else. MacElly 
fought the urge to run blindly. 

“Run,” Smith yelled. She took his hand in hers and he followed after her, blindly 
trusting her to lead. He stumbled along following her limping gait. The sound of their feet 
and the muffling rain all that he could hear above the pounding of his heart in his chest. 
Any moment he expected to feel the bite of a bullet tearing through his body, ripping his 
flesh. None came. He heard the report of several more shots behind him and heard Smith 
grunt once. His stomach knotted with fear that she had been hit but she kept on running 
without slowing down. Her limping gait guided him down the street. 
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 He thought he could smell the iron tang of blood mixing with the cleansing smell 
of the rain that puddled around their feet. Lights from the fire trucks streaked past, sirens 
whirring and Smith pulled him up alongside a building, into the shadows so they would 
not be seen. Blindly he watched the fuzzy lights passing by. Finally she pulled him along 
again to slosh across the street and down another alley. He had no idea where they were 
but he couldn’t hear the sound of anyone pursuing them any more. 
 After what seemed like hours, but could only have been minutes Smith led him 
inside somewhere and helped him sit down. “Where are we?” he asked. 
 “We’re at the train station,” she answered, “I’m going to get us some tickets, then 
I’ll be right back.” 
 “Where are we going?” 
 “I don’t know,” she answered, “wherever the next train is going.” She squeezed 
his hand once and then was gone. He tried to catch his breath, gulping air into his lungs. 
Water dripped off of him onto the bench and floor around him and he heard it splashing. 
Moments later Smith returned and sat down next to him. 
 “I think I’m blind,” he said, surprised at the steadiness of his own voice. “All I 
can see is lights.” 
 “It’ll pass,” she told him, “at least I think so. I don’t know anything about 
lightning strikes.” 
 “Who was shooting at us?” he asked. 
 “The woman,” Smith said. “I don’t think I got her. It was too dark, she wrapped 
the shadows around her like a cloak.” 
 “You got the one with the white eyes,” MacElly told her, “I saw the blood on the 
doorjamb when we came out.” 
 “Where did he go then?” Smith asked, “There was no body. The one that fell over 
the rail was gone too.” 
 “Just like Coltran,” he muttered. 
 “Yeah,” she said quietly, “just like Coltran.” 
 He started shivering again. 
 “Are you hurt?” Smith asked him. 
 He shook his head, “I’ve got a splitting headache… and I can’t see. You?” 
 “Not bad,” she said, “one of the bullets grazed my shoulder. As soon as I find a 
clean place to bandage it I’ll be okay.” 
 “How much longer is this going to last?” he asked. 
 “I think we need to find the dragons,” she answered, “they can tell us what to do.” 
 “But where are they?” 
 “I don’t know,” she said, “here comes the train. Try and get some sleep once we 
get on. We’re both going to need it.” 
 “Where are we going?” he asked as she led him onto the train. 
 She helped him sit in a seat and flopped down next to him. His wet clothes stuck 
uncomfortably to the plastic seat. He felt warmth along his side as she leaned against 
him, her head resting on his shoulder. 
 “Edinburgh,” she whispered. 

His head fell against the window dripping water down the glass and he let Smith’s 
warm body quell his shivers and lull him into slumber. 
 


