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Hunting Dragons 
 
 Coltran swam in blackness, the medallion clutched firmly in his fist. He stood on 
some kind of black surface that seemed to swallow light so that he felt sure that 
nothingness gaped beneath his feet. The air around him appeared much the same. 
 Pain tore at his body, threatening madness. It seemed to be emanating from the 
medallion that he gripped in his hand, the chain draped across his arm. 
 He stretched his arm out to his side… and let it go. 
 

*** 
 
 His eyes jerked open and he sat upright suddenly. He sat in a chair at a desk, a 
yellow candle burned next to his arm. He blinked sleepily. A very large tome sprawled 
open across the table in front of him. 
 A deep but faint sense of frustration welled up inside him. After a moment he 
realized that it came from somebody else. He was back. It worked. 

His fist slammed down on the table and the pens and inkwell jumped. 
 “It doesn’t make any sense,” he muttered. 
 If it was William then he was no longer a boy. The muscles on his arms were 
heavily corded and his voice resonated deeply, without the cracks that had been present 
before. 
 How long has it been? Coltran wondered, Two years? Four? Ten? 
 William leaned back in his chair and rubbed his eyes with the heels of his hands. 
Coltran felt the other man’s emotions, like feeling stone through a pair of gloves. 
 “What’s wrong, William?” he heard a female voice ask. 
 “I can’t understand it,” William said, “I know it’s important.” He sounded 
confused, “‘Intelligence of stones and elements of nature…’ I’m not a scholar Sarah.” 
 “Why don’t you read it out loud?” Sarah said. Her voice sounded soft and musical 
with hidden laughter in the overtones. “Maybe we can both figure it out.” 
 He turned toward the voice. 
 The woman sat in the only other chair near the door to the small, lightly furnished 
room. A bed and table completed the decorations of the cramped space. A polished short 
sword and a long-handled pike leaned against the wall by the door. 
 “I don’t think it will help,” he said. Sarah raised an eyebrow. Long brown hair 
disappeared behind her back and pale blue eyes hinted at sadness past and happiness in 
the present. Her face beamed beautifully and Coltran’s breath caught in his chest when he 
looked at her. Or, rather his host’s breath -- he realized -- Coltran did not have a breath. 
 “Maybe it would help to hear it out loud, William” Sarah said, “Besides, I’m 
smarter than you.” At the end of her comment the corners of her mouth pulled up into 
dimples that accentuated her features. Coltran’s heart broke at the sight of her smiling at 
him. 
 Coltran felt a grin spread across William’s face, “When did you become so 
learned?” 
 “Help me up,” she said, holding her hands out. Coltran noticed for the first time 
the bulge of her belly beneath her breasts. Sarah was expecting and, Coltran guessed, 
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nearly ready to deliver. William helped her to her feet led her to the table and helped her 
into the chair. 
 “Right here,” he told her. 
 She leaned over the book then read it out loud. “The ability to control the 
elements are locked up in the intelligences. The intelligences exist in everything. One 
need only ask to have his bidding done.” 
 Sarah looked up from the book her angel-like face twisted in confusion. 
 “Let me explain what I’ve got worked out so far,” William said. He pulled the 
other chair over to the table right next to Sarah and moved the book aside. “There are two 
forces in the world, Light and Dark. Each force is made up of five Elements: Fire, Earth 
Water, Air and Soul -- Soul being Lightness or Darkness. The Elements are beings 
incorporeal.” 

“Like ghosts?” she asked. 
William nodded, “More like demons, I think. The Elements each have the ability 

to control the part of nature that they are named for. Their will is very strong and almost 
impossible to resist.” 
 She nodded. Her blue eyes shining in interest, her brow creased slightly in 
thought. “Possession?” she whispered. 
 “Sometimes,” William said. “There is war between the Elements of Light and the 
Elements of Dark. They are intelligent and cunning but are incapable of understanding 
that the world needs both forces to survive. 
 “Thousands of years ago the Elements gained possession of very powerful people 
and ruled the world as gods.” 
 William held up a paper that he had rubbed with a sharp piece of charcoal. The 
vague shape of a large bulky creature with wings outstretched was instantly recognizable. 
 “The dragon,” William said, “Dragons are possessed by the Elements of Light and 
Fire. The other beings that the Elements of Light possessed were all killed and returned to 
their natural home, deep inside the core of the earth. Hoping to control the Elements of 
the Dark, the ancients forced those Elements to possess the bodies of five small children. 
The book calls them the Children of Hera. Stonehenge in its early stages assisted in this 
effort but it was in vain. The Dark Elements became stronger with their child bodies. 
Men began to hunt the dragons across the entire world until only a remnant remained and 
the Dark Elements gained power. Stonehenge was altered to serve as a portal to another 
world, ante absiduus, the timeless place. The Dark Elements were trapped inside it and 
banished. The dragons went with them, an act of mercy from the men who built it; they 
would have been destroyed had they not. My father spent the rest of his life changing the 
stones one last time in order to bring them back. They will be called when the elements 
return. If they are willing to help.” 
 “The dragons would refuse?” Sarah asked. 
 William nodded, “Many of them were killed, and they do not possess the power to 
procreate so there is no continuation of the species. No growth.” 
 “What is ‘the intelligence’?” Sarah asked. 
 “I don’t know what that means,” William said, “That’s the first time it’s 
mentioned. I think it’s talking about a way to control the elements, maybe bring them 
back. Or use their power to do... something, I don’t know.” 
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 Sarah watched him intently for a few seconds, and smiled suddenly. William’s 
heart leaped at her smile. “Why don’t you ask Samuel?” she said, “He spends so much 
time with books and philosophy that he’s got to have some kind of theories about it.” 
 William hesitated, shaking his head, “If the wrong hands got hold of this book…” 
 “Well if the right hands can’t figure out what it means then they need to ask for 
help,” she said, “You know you can trust Samuel, he’s the best friend we have. You’ve 
known him for years.” 
 William nodded solemnly. Coltran could feel his nervousness. Was he afraid he 
would be renounced as a heretic, the book taken and burned? 
 “I don’t know if I should,” William said, biting his lip hard, finally he picked up 
the book and closed it, “I’ll be right back,” he said and started for the door. 
 William carried the book out of the room and down the hallway where he 
knocked firmly on a heavy oak door set into the stone. A frantic shuffling sounded inside 
and the door swung open. The man standing in the doorway towered over William, at 
least seven feet in height, his head hunched between his shoulders to see under the frame 
of the door. His rail thin hands beckoned William to enter. His eyes shone the palest pink, 
with red streaks through the whites and sunken in a deep cavern beneath his brow. He 
appeared young, but his skin was prematurely wrinkled and his hair -- a greasy white -- 
glowed orange from the torchlight in the hallway. His papery skin looked transparent and 
lined with blue veins, 
 “Hello, William,” the other man said, his voice a pleasant sounding baritone. 
 “Samuel,” William sighed stepping into the dark interior of the room, “I have a 
question I need to ask you.” 
 Samuel closed the door behind him and motioned for him to sit down. The room 
had no windows and was only dimly lit with one candle. A bed and a table, both of them 
covered with papers, books and scrolls were the only furnishings. Inkwells and pens 
looked scattered about on every surface amongst the clutter of documents. Even the stone 
floor was hidden beneath half finished drawings and papers filled with writing in multiple 
languages. 
 William didn’t seem to notice the mess. He brushed aside a pile of parchment and 
sat on the corner of the bed that obviously seldom saw any use. He set the book down 
with a heavy thud on the table. “I need help.” 
 Samuel looked at the book for several seconds, his face an unreadable mask. He 
licked his too-red lips and traced the symbol on the cover of the book with his finger. He 
closed his eyes as if in ecstasy. William clenched his jaw, concerned at his choice to 
show Samuel the book. “What is it you don’t understand?” he asked finally looking at 
William. His Adam’s apple bobbed as he swallowed. 
 “Let me show you,” William said standing up again. He began to leaf through the 
book rapidly with practiced fingers. It took him only a few seconds to find the place 
where he had been before. He pointed with his finger at the spot and waited for Samuel to 
read it. 
 Samuel picked up the book and held it cradled in his arms for several minutes 
reading, his lips moving slightly. Then he smiled, flashing his teeth in the firelight. “I 
think I’ve read something about this,” He said, “I don’t remember for sure…” His voice 
trailed off and he stared at the wall, still holding the book close to his chest as if it were a 
precious infant. He jerked his head toward William and grinned at him. “Can I keep this 
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for a couple of days, I just need to compare it with my other books and scrolls,” he added 
when he saw the hesitation on William's face. 
 “I guess it wouldn’t hurt,” he said after a moment, “if you keep it for a few days.” 
His fingers reached out to brush lightly across the vellum pages. “You can’t tell me 
anything yet?” 
 Samuel shook his head, “It’s too early. Where did you get this book?” 
 William allowed a small smile to cross his face, “You could say it’s a family 
heirloom,” he replied. “I’m going to go to bed,” he said heading for the door, “We have 
drill tomorrow morning at dawn.” 
 William waited for a moment as if expecting a response. Samuel, deep in thought, 
looked at him suddenly. 
 He smiled, “that’s right.” His white teeth blended with his pale skin. “Another 
morning of me making you eat mud for breakfast.” 
 William returned the smile warmly, and patted Samuel’s back on his way toward 
the door, “One of these days, Samuel, I’ll best you in combat and I shall celebrate the 
day.” 
 “I’m just a lowly scholar,” Samuel said, his voice light, “You are a warrior. If you 
are incapable of beating me…” 
 William laughed and pushed the door open. “Tomorrow,” he said, “may be the 
day I learn how to beat a scholar at being a warrior.” 
 “How’s Sarah doing?” Samuel asked, his face suddenly serious. 
 William turned back, “She’s anxious,” he replied, Coltran could feel William’s 
own anxiety and pride welling up inside, “She says she’s only got about six weeks left.” 
He grinned in excitement. 
 “Tell her I said hello,” Samuel said and turned back to the huge book. 
 William didn’t bother to reply, he just closed the door and heaved a deep sigh. 
Coltran felt a deep contentment of his own that William had found happiness in his life. 
The last time Coltran had seen him, or rather been… inside him, his life had been full of 
devastating sadness. I hope it lasts, he thought, last time things went well until I showed 
up. 

 
___Edinburgh, Scotland, July 21 
 
 MacElly jerked awake. Smith, still leaning against his shoulder opened her eyes 
and sat up slowly. 
 “What’s wrong?” she asked. 
 He shook his head. His mind felt fuzzy and he couldn’t think. “Something woke 
me up.” He looked around the train slowly, breathing deeply but quietly. His eyesight had 
returned, fuzzy and a bit too bright but he could see. It wasn’t until he looked out the 
window that he realized what had wakened him. 
 “I think we’re here,” he said quietly. 
 As they exited the train MacElly took a deep breath of the air. “Ah,” he said, 
“Scotland.” The familiar medieval architecture mixed haphazardly with the more modern 
made him smile. “Edinburgh,” he said, “Good choice. The most beautiful city in all the 
world.” 
 She looked around skeptically, “I think a few people might disagree with that.” 
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 MacElly’s stomach rumbled, reminding him that neither of them had eaten the 
day before. “Hungry?” he asked. 
 She nodded, “Starving,” she said. “And I need to get this wound cleaned.” She 
reached her left hand up to touch her right shoulder. Her sleeve was darkened with dried 
blood and stuck to the skin of her arm. A long gash cut across the meat of her shoulder 
from a bullet graze. 
 She led him to the street where they caught a bus into the old part of town. They 
rode in silence, too tired to speak. MacElly was glad that the population on the bus was 
sparse this early in the morning. He and Smith looked like a couple of bums. She got off 
and headed down the street. 
 “Where are we going,” he asked. 
 “MacDonald’s.” She said. “I don’t have much money,” she added, at his 
despairing groan, “we can’t use our government funds, they’re traceable.” 
 “You think people are desperate enough to trace our use of funding?” He asked 
incredulously. He realized that she was right even before he said it. If they’re desperate 
enough to shoot at us in the middle of London then they’ll do anything. 
 He could see the familiar double arches down the street and realized that he was 
hungry enough to eat anything. Besides, just once wouldn’t kill him, would it? When 
they got inside Smith looked around at the almost empty restaurant. 
 “Not very busy, are they?” 
 He shook his head, “It’s only five in the morning, Edinburgh isn’t even awake 
yet. I’m surprised they’re open.” 
 “Good, come help me,” she led him to the restrooms and pulled him inside the 
door of the ladies room. “Rip my shirt,” she said. 
 “Excuse me?” he asked, looking around nervously, he hoped there weren’t any 
customers coming in soon. 
 “My sleeve,” she said, “Tear it off, I’ve got to wash the wound and wrap it with 
something.” 
 She handed him a small pocketknife that she produced from one of her pants 
pockets. He carefully pulled the bloodstained fabric away from her skin, made a cut in it 
and ripped the fabric away, tearing the sleeve down the middle. He winced 
empathetically at how ugly the bullet wound looked. Her whole upper arm was bruised 
black and the dried blood had gelled around the graze mark. 
 Smith looked at it, then at him. “Looks pretty ugly, doesn’t it?” 
 “There’s nothing pretty about it,” he said. 
 She began tearing paper towels from the dispenser and wetting them down under 
the faucet. She used them to clean the dried blood from her arm and wipe it as clean as 
possible. He didn’t know if she needed a disinfectant or not but she didn’t mention one. 
Bullets are clean, aren’t they? He wondered. 
 When she was done it still looked terrible, “That looks really painful,” he said. 
 “It is,” she said through gritted teeth. She dumped the dirty paper towels in the 
wastebasket and then looked at him, “Now cut a strip off the bottom of your shirt,” she 
said, “We need to wrap it.” 
 He looked down at his shirt. It was a light blue shirt with buttons up the front, the 
kind most people would wear with a suit. MacElly wore it with his jeans, untucked. He 
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used her knife again to start a four centimeter cut in the bottom of his shirt and then tore 
it all the way around in a strip. 
 “Wrap it as tight as you can,” Smith instructed him. He wrapped the thin fabric 
around her arm several times and tied it. He was afraid he would cut off circulation but 
she chastised him through gritted teeth and gave a sharp jerk at the knot, pulling it tighter. 
She placed her hand on her shoulder and flexed her arm a couple of times. She winced at 
the pain and then nodded curtly, “It’ll have to do.” 
 MacElly thought of how shabby they must look. They had slept on the train and 
their clothes looked like they’d been stolen off a pair of homeless people. He heard the 
door open behind him and jumped as he remembered where he was. His face suddenly 
turned bright red as one of the employees walked in pushing a mop bucket. She raised her 
eyebrows. 
 “Do you folks need help?” she asked. 
 “No, no,” he said quickly, his face burning, “we were just leaving.” 
 She watched them leave, her face passive. 
 “Don’t ever do that to me again,” he said as they walked toward the front of the 
restaurant. 
 Smith giggled, a sound he had never heard her make before, “I thought that was 
rather funny. I think your face could have glowed in the dark.” 
 He threw her his most angry look before turning to the cashier to order some food. 
After getting their meals they went to one of the tables and sat down to eat. MacElly 
chewed his food quickly, ravenously, his hands shaking with hunger. He wondered as he 
ate if the dark man -- men? -- and woman had followed them. Maybe they’re dead, he 
thought. He’d seen the blood puddle from the man, he must have been hurt badly to bleed 
that much in the amount of time he’d been standing there. Smith had sworn there were no 
bodies. Just like Coltran. 
 “Do you think they followed us?” Smith asked. 
 MacElly almost choked on his food surprised that her comment mirrored his own 
thoughts so closely. “I don’t know,” he said, “Maybe they’re dead.” 
 “Let’s hope so,” she replied, “I don’t think they really knew what they were 
doing.” 
 He took another bite of his food and looked at her curiously, “They almost killed 
all three of us,” he said with his mouth full. 
 “Yeah,” she replied. She put her food down and looked at it like it was a snake, 
“but they seemed almost clumsy. We weren’t twenty feet away from that woman when 
she started to fire at us. A complete idiot could have killed us both at that range. She 
missed almost every shot.” 
 MacElly did a quick conversion in his head, twenty feet was about six meters. 
That's not very far. “Maybe they’re trying to keep us alive,” he said. 
 “Using live rounds?” 
 He shrugged, he didn’t really believe it either, “I don’t see them anywhere,” he 
said looking around, “I think we’re relatively safe...” His voice trailed off as he saw a 
man standing on the sidewalk looking up at the double yellow arches of the sign outside. 
 Smith turned around and muttered a curse, “It’s him,” she said. 

“It’s the man. That means the woman is around the corner somewhere.” 
 “Don’t move,” Smith told him. He froze in his seat. 
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 “Why?” he whispered. 
 She didn’t answer.  The dark man lifted his nose to the air and sniffed several 
times as if trying to catch a scent. Is he hunting us? MacElly wondered. He tried to 
breathe slowly, tried to make himself unnoticeable. He shivered and his spine tingled. 
 Eyes like burning embers turned to look at him and he lurched to his feet in a 
panic, banging his knee on the table. Smith grabbed his wrists firmly as he tried to rise 
and pressed his palms flat on the table. 
 “Stay still,” she hissed. MacElly felt bile rise in his throat and tried to jerk his 
hands free from her grip, his face contorting in fear. 
 “He doesn’t know we’re here,” she hissed again. “Sit down before he sees you.” 
 MacElly looked back toward the man standing on the walk beneath the golden 
arches. He still sniffed at the air, his fiery gaze now peering down the street. 
 MacElly lowered himself slowly to his seat, eyes fixed on the man outside. 
 “Eat your food,” she told him. 
 “What do you think they want?” MacElly asked. The man broke into a run, 
heading in the direction he had been looking -- and sniffing. He glanced at Smith. She 
studiously bit into her breakfast, chewing mechanically. Her green eyes echoed his 
unease. “I mean, maybe we can just talk to them. Answer their questions. We don’t have 
anything they might want, not bad enough to hunt us down.” He picked up his own food 
and took a bite, scowling at the taste. 
 “They tried to kill us, MacElly,” Smith glared at him. “I don’t care what they 
want.” 
 MacElly shrugged, “I’m just thinking,” he muttered. They finished their meal in 
silence and sat for a long time in the plastic MacDonalds chairs looking at each other 
from time to time as if in reassurance that the other was still there. The greasy food 
settled in MacElly’s stomach and made him want to vomit. 
 “We need to find a place to stay,” Smith said. 
 “What if old Fire-eyes and his girlfriend find us again?” he asked. 
 She shrugged, “Let’s pass that bridge when we get to it,” she said, “I really can’t 
think ahead toward that right now...” she stopped talking and he heard a small sob as she 
choked. 
 “Come on,” he rose to his feet and extended a hand toward her. He helped her to 
her feet and put his arm around her as they walked. She leaned against him, still favoring 
her injured ankle and her body started to shake with sobs, “We got lucky,” she said after 
they got outside. 
 MacElly didn’t think they would survive another confrontation with their 
pursuers. “I don’t think they were human,” he said. As he said it he realized how 
ridiculous that sounded. This isn’t some science fiction movie, he reminded himself. 
There aren’t any people with fire for eyes. He wished fervently he understood what was 
going on. 
 “They look human,” Smith said, she straitened up and began wiping her eyes. 
They walked in silence for a few minutes and then she said, “I’m still hungry.” 
 He laughed suddenly. As bleak and as hopeless as things seemed to be getting 
something about her statement of hunger sounded funny. “Let’s go find a place to stay 
and see if we can sneak some food without our friends showing up again,” he said. 
 “Any ideas on where we can go?” she asked. 
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 He started to suggest some motels then remembered that they couldn’t use their 
government issued cards. “My wife’s got a friend that lives in Edinburgh,” he said, “I 
could call her and see if she’ll put us up for one night.” 
 Smith shook her head adamantly, “Then, if our ‘friends’ show up, are they going 
to be selective and attack only you and me?” 
 He chewed on his lower lip, “I hadn’t thought about that, actually.” 
 “We’ll have to find a really cheap motel,” she said, “Maybe a bed and breakfast 
joint.” 
 “How much cash do you have?” he asked. 
 “Thirty or forty pounds,” she said. 
 “I’ve got about fifty,” he said, “if we try the right part of town we can get a bed 
and breakfast for under twenty-five I’ll bet.” 
 She nodded her head and stretched one arm out in front of her, “lead the way.” 
 He wasn’t really sure where they were. The Prince’s Street Gardens and the 
massive Edinburgh Castle had drifted past the window on the bus from the train station 
but the surrounding buildings were too tall to see the famous landmark. He stopped 
walking and turned in a slow circle looking up at the buildings. 
 “I need to see the castle,” he said, “I’m sort of lost without it as my compass.” 
 “I thought we wanted to be lost,” she teased. 
 “Yes, well, it doesn’t do us any good if I’m the one that’s lost.” 
 They walked on silently, the bleakness of their moods contrasting with the bright 
sun and clear sky that greeted them. MacElly didn’t know how long they walked or how 
far. 
 He realized that they had wandered into a poorer part of town, shorter buildings, 
with houses scattered among the shops and stores. And there was the castle, sitting on its 
huge rock like a giant titan keeping watch over Scotland while the centuries passed. The 
back of Castle Rock rose steeply out of the city to the rear of the castle battlements. He 
led the way into one of the shops on the street. The woman inside eyed them critically as 
she looked at their torn and soot stained clothes and the dried blood and large bruise on 
Smith’s arm. 
 MacElly asked if she knew where a cheap place to stay was and the woman gave 
them some curt and vague directions to a bed and breakfast that she called Ma’s Place. 
The one o’clock cannon sounded as they stepped back out on the street. Smith jumped at 
the sound. 
 MacElly chuckled. “You’ll lose your shoes if you jump too high,” he whispered. 
 She knuckled him in the ribs, “You jumped too. Don’t shake your head like you 
didn’t, I saw you.” 
 “It only looked that way because of how much you were trying to break into 
escape velocity.” 
 Smith shook her head vehemently and pursed her lips at him. “I know what I saw, 
you just about died, right there. And after all we’ve been through.” She smiled at him and 
for a moment he could almost forget the bone deep weariness that assaulted him and the 
dark purple bruise that spread down Smith’s arm like some kind of alien virus. He almost 
felt like they were back in school again. The feeling was fleeting, and then it died. 

Smith seemed to sense his mood and they walked in silence to the end of the 
block, turning onto the street they had been instructed to take. 
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“What was that?” Smith asked. 
 “One o’clock cannon,” he replied, grateful for the distraction from his dark mood, 
“They fire it every day from the castle wall. It’s to help people keep their watches and 
clocks set right so that everybody is on the same time.” 
 She rolled her eyes, “You English sure have a weird way of doing things. What if 
the cannonball landed on somebody’s house?” 
 “We’re not English,” he replied, ignoring the sarcastic question, “how do you do 
it in America?” 
 “We don’t bother,” she answered. 
 The bed and breakfast turned out to be not too hard to find. It was really only a 
large house with a wooden sign out front that looked like it used to be blue before the 
paint wore off, years ago. The house was surrounded on both sides by old businesses and 
across the street sprawled the large parking lot of a Wal-mart. MacElly hoped they didn’t 
have to pay much. Weeds sprouted up in the walkway looking like they hadn’t been 
mowed in the last decade, probably when the sign was painted last. The screen door hung 
on only one hinge as they approached it and MacElly wondered if the place still took 
customers. They knocked on the door and a large redheaded woman answered and invited 
them in. She started talking before they even had a chance to get all the way through the 
door. She led them down the hallway explaining that there were locks on the doors but 
she would not be responsible for any stolen items or theft from the room. She showed 
them a small room with an adjoining bathroom and told them it would be twenty pounds 
a night. 
 “That’s outrageous,” Smith said, “twenty pounds!” 
 MacElly’s eyebrows rose up his forehead. He thought twenty pounds sounded 
pretty reasonable, what he had been going to ask was if there were any rooms with two 
beds. The woman seemed as surprised as MacElly was and, stuttering, offered to lower 
the price to eighteen but this was the biggest room she had in the house and she couldn’t 
go any lower than that. Smith grudgingly accepted and paid the woman who waddled off 
down the hall hurriedly after taking her cash. 
 They went into the room and closed the door. Smith sat down on the bed and 
sighed. “I’m so tired.” 
 MacElly was still standing up, looking at her, “What are we going to do now?” 
 “We need to find the dragons,” she said, “and ask them what’s going on.” 
 “That’s a good idea,” he said sarcastically, sitting down next to her, “are we just 
going to wander outside and whistle for them?” 
 “That’s better than what I got,” she said, sounding like she missed the sarcasm 
completely, “if they’re telepathic won’t they be able to hear us calling them if we just do 
it mentally?” 
 “Wouldn’t they have come already?” 
 “Do you remember when we talked to them?” she asked. 
 He nodded. He remembered the deep reverberating voice that filled his mind. The 
voice he heard, but not with his ears. Something had happened, something had made his 
thoughts and the dragon’s thoughts audible to each other. Their thoughts had hit a 
resonance that caused them to be shared with each other. He wondered if it were possible 
for a human being to reach out mentally and communicate with the dragons. 
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 Smith shrugged, “Maybe if we just… sort of concentrate on them they will hear 
us.” 
 She had been the most affected by the dragons when they had visited before and 
had been the last to break the bond with them when they started to leave. 
 “Ever since they talked to us I’ve been wondering if it’s possible for humans to 
speak to them all the time, no matter where they are. I’m going to see if I can get them to 
answer me.” 
 He looked at her curiously. She regarded him with her green eyes for a moment. 
“After I’ve had a shower,” she said. 
 MacElly left the room and wandered down the hall to the large central room 
where he suspected breakfast was served. Nobody was in the room but the TV was on 
and he sat down in one of the soft chairs. He thought about taking a shower but the 
thought of putting his dirty clothes back on after getting clean didn’t appeal to him. 
Instead he leaned back in the soft recliner chair and closed his eyes. 
 He must have dozed off because he woke up again a little while later. His watch 
said it was almost three o’clock in the afternoon. He wondered if Smith was still trying to 
talk to the dragons. He was about to get up and check on her when something on the TV 
caught his attention. He turned the volume up a little and listened to the anchorman. 
Trouble in the Middle East, Eastern European countries at war again.  The reporter 
mentioned something about a new warlord who went by the name of Sam. Sam had 
overthrown the government in Iran. He shook his head, turned the volume back down and 
sat back in the chair again 
 He watched the TV set in silence as it showed a Scottish shepherd gesticulating 
wildly over his burned and parched fields. The video showed badly mutilated sheep, their 
insides scattered across the blackened field, red and glistening in the sun. The 
sheepherder waved around wildly pointing at the sky and the sheep and blackened earth. 
 He got up and turned the set off. He went down the hallway to their room, 
wondering where the heavyset woman was. Smith lay on her back on the bed, her eyes 
closed. Her hands lay folded across her abdomen and she looked considerably better, 
almost beatific in slumber. A dark purple smear went halfway to her elbow now but she 
had cleaned the blood from her arm and cleaned and brushed her hair -- where she’d 
found a brush he couldn’t imagine. Her chest rose and fell with the regular breathing of 
someone asleep. 
 “Smith?” he said quietly. He didn’t want to startle her awake, as jumpy as both of 
them had been lately. She would probably tear his head off before she knew who he was. 
She didn’t move, “Smith?” he said a little bit louder, still no response. “Patricia,” he said 
reaching down cautiously to nudge her shoulder. 
 Her eyes snapped open before he could touch her, “What did you just say?” 
 “I was trying to wake you up,” he said. 
 “You know better than that,” she said. 
 He blinked, taken aback. “Sorry,” he murmured, then added, “any luck?” 
 She sat up and looked at him with her fierce green eyes, then her shoulders 
slumped, “No,” she answered, “I guess I fell asleep. You startled me.” 
 “I think I found the dragons,” he said. She looked at him sharply and he told her 
about what he’d seen on the TV. “They’re in the highlands. There are thousands of caves 
up there that they could be hiding in. I’m just surprised that they haven’t made a bigger 
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spectacle of themselves before this. They must need food regularly, I’m surprised nobody 
has seen them yet.” 
 She looked at him skeptically. “MacElly, cattle mutilations and crop circles are 
supposed to be signs of aliens, not dragons. Besides, they were proven to be a hoax.” 
 “The fields were burned,” he told her, “and these were sheep, not cattle.” 
 She continued to shake her head. 
 “Oh, because your ideas are better? Miss think-and-summon.” He grinned at her. 
 She winced, “How are we going to get up there?” 
 “Rent a car, I guess,” he replied. He sat down on the bed next to her and stared at 
the wall, “I don’t know exactly where it is. We could wander around up there for a year 
without finding them.” 
 “All we can do is try,” she said, “It’s better than sitting around here waiting for 
our ‘friends’ to show up.” 
 “Got that right,” he said, “let’s go, before I remember how crazy this is.” 
 She smiled again and grabbed her wallet and keys from the floor next to the bed. 
He got up and opened the door. After locking it they headed outside again and made their 
way down the street to a bus stop. They took a bus through the winding and twisty streets 
of the ancient city to the Edinburgh airport and walked to the car rental facility. 
 MacElly turned over another chunk of their dwindling reserves of cash and they 
picked up a small European made car that only had two seats. MacElly drove slowly 
down the paved roads, partly because he couldn’t remember where he needed to go and 
partly because the car wouldn’t go any faster. He urged a little bit of speed out of it when 
they reached the edge of town. 
 “How far is it?” Smith asked suddenly. 
 “I was just wondering that myself,” he replied, “a couple of hours I think.” 
 “What are we going to say to them when we find them?” 
 “You sound pretty sure we’re going to find them,” he said. 
 They were silent for a while then she spoke again, “I hope Coltran’s okay.” 
 MacElly looked at her in surprise, “What do you mean?” as he said it he 
remembered suddenly what he had tried not to think about for the last two days. Roberto 
and Jay were dead, killed by whoever it was that was trying to kill him and Smith. 
 “Wherever he is,” she said, “I hope he’s all right. He’s a strange fellow, but I miss 
him sometimes. He always seemed to know what to do next. He was a good leader.” 
 MacElly was surprised, “I think the lightning killed him,” he said through the 
lump that was rising in his throat. They’re dead! All of them, we’re the only ones left and 
we’re chasing ghosts across the country and running away from some kind of demons. 
 “I think he went somewhere,” Smith said, “Like when he jumped into 
Stonehenge, he disappeared and came back from somewhere. I think he figured out a way 
to go back. There wasn’t a body.” 
 “Too bad he couldn’t figure out a way to save us before he left,” MacElly said 
bitterly. He didn’t believe Coltran could have survived the lightning. He remembered the 
blinding flash and boom, the sudden sucking of air as the electricity ionized it and pulled 
it away. He realized suddenly that he was crying, tears sitting in the corners of his eyes. 
He blinked furiously to clear his vision so that he could drive. 
 “What’s wrong?” Smith asked. 
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 “Nothing,” he said, it came out as a soft whisper, choked back by the sadness and 
guilt that was building up in his throat. “If I’d been a little faster, Coltran might be here 
now.” 
 “If you’d been faster you’d be dead,” she told him. “You’re lucky you survived 
being that close to a lightning bolt as it is.” 
 They were silent again for a long time then Smith finally spoke again, “When this 
is all over, I’m going to go on a long vacation.” Then she added, “As far from the British 
Isles as I can get.” 
 MacElly did not respond. He felt a desperate need to make sure that Smith was 
safe. He felt helpless. She had saved his life when he had failed to save Coltran’s. He 
reached out a hand and laid it on her shoulder. She placed her hand on his and squeezed it 
softly. He felt calmness at her reassuring touch. I’m here, it seemed to say, I know how 
you feel. 
 “MacElly,” Smith said after another long period of silence, “I think somebody’s 
following us.” He felt his stomach turn to ice, his heart stop in his chest. Won’t they ever 
leave us alone? 
 “Do you think it’s them?” he asked. 
 “I don’t know,” she replied, “I can’t make out who they are but it looks like a 
woman driving and a man riding in the passenger seat.” 
 MacElly didn’t know what to do. The road was almost deserted besides the two 
cars and he didn’t think the little car he was driving would go much faster. He pressed his 
foot to the floor trying to coax as much speed out of it as possible. The car behind him 
accelerated to match and then it began to pull up alongside him. 
 “It’s not them,” Smith said with relief. Her hand gripped the hilt of her pistol, 
pointed at the floor between her legs. 
 MacElly watched the other car pass them. The woman driving the car had blond 
hair and the heavyset man beside her was definitely not the god-like, fire-eyed demon 
that pursued them. 
 They drove without further incident for another hour. Smith dozed off with her 
forehead leaned against the passenger window, her gun still held tightly in her hand, 
resting in her lap. 
 MacElly felt drowsy himself and fiddled with the radio, trying to keep awake. 
Dusky twilight shrouded the sky and he scrubbed his face with his hand and shook his 
head violently. 
 Smith jerked awake suddenly and grabbed the steering wheel. 
 “Stop,” she screamed, “stop.” 
 He slammed the brake and wrestled the wheel from her frantic hands. 
 She continued to scream until the car stopped moving in the middle of the road, 
lights shining on the pavement dimly trying to banish the approaching night. 
 “Smith,” he yelled, holding her hands. He tried to keep her from hitting him. “It’s 
a dream. We’re all right.” 
 She shook violently, trying to jerk her hands from his grasp. 
 “Just don’t leave me,” she whispered, “I can’t face them alone.” 
 “Who,” MacElly asked. He bit his lip. I thought she was the one who knew how to 
handle everything. When she didn’t answer his question he pulled her close and held her 
against his chest. “I’m not going anywhere. You and I, we’re unstoppable, right?” 
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 At his words her shuddering stopped and stilled in his arms. Was I really that 
convincing? He wondered. 
 “I think that is decidedly not true,” a deep voice echoed inside his mind. 
 “Look,” Smith lifted her face from his chest and pointed out the window. A great 
red dragon sat across the road, his tail coiled tightly around him, wings folded at his 
sides. The posture and the sideways twist of his head reminded MacElly of a cat watching 
a gyrating toy. 
 “We found them?” MacElly asked. His heart raced inside his chest. 
 “Or they found us,” Smith whispered. 
 


