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Ghosts of the Dead 
 

 “You still do not travel quickly,” the voice filled his mind and seemed to bounce 
around inside his head. 
 Smith sat up slowly looking around. Her eyes clouded with sleep. MacElly rolled 
down his window and leaned out to look around. 
 Are we safe now? 
 “For the moment,” the voice told him, “we didn’t know if our message would 
reach you. When it took you so long we feared you had not heard us.” 
 MacElly looked at Smith. She had a beatific look on her face, her eyes moist with 
unshed tears. She looked so calm and peaceful that he found himself staring at her 
curiously. 
 “Did you get a message?” he asked. 
 Slowly, as if in a trance, she shook her head. 
 MacElly shuddered at her behavior. It reminded him of the worshipful look that 
had come upon her when the dark eyed woman had approached them from the police 
station. MacElly felt a sinking feeling in his stomach. 
 “It is not safe to talk here,” the dragon said, his voice echoing around through the 
air. “Get out of your machine and I will take you to the others.” 
 MacElly and Smith stepped out of the car, somewhat dazed. 
 The dragon lifted its head up and looked down at them for a moment, “Come 
closer,” it commanded. 
 MacElly’s feet crunched on the dry, rocky ground. Smith walked beside him, the 
heat of her body warming his side. 
 The dragon puffed out its chest and raised its head high above them as they 
approached. It unfolded its wings and wrapped them around MacElly and Smith in a 
cocoon. They smelled like hot iron. 
 “What’s going on?” he asked Smith. 
 She shrugged, “I don’t know, I think he’s taking us somewhere.” MacElly felt a 
sudden flicker of vertigo and he stumbled forward. The dragon’s wings parted as he did 
and he blinked in surprise. Rocky cliffs and sparse grassy hilltops had replaced the car 
and the highway. 
 “Come on,” Smith said grabbing his arm, her voice soft. She turned him toward a 
cave opening in the cliff face off to the right. 
 The mouth of the cave, nearly twice MacElly’s height and slightly wider, 
obviously would not permit the dragon to pass through with them. 
 The inside of the cave smelled of dampness and dirt and he could hear water 
dripping further in. They only moved a few feet into the cave when the light from the 
entrance suddenly vanished and MacElly felt awash with vertigo again. He stumbled and 
his stomach heaved. Smith gripped his arm firmly in her hand, never faltering. 
 “It’s okay,” she whispered. 
 “Yes,” the dragon said, “we had forgotten how much some humans feared the 
absence of light.” 
 Slowly a faint glow began to surround them, and his eyes adjusted to the light that 
seemed to fill the room evenly without focusing around one source. They stood in a large 
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cavern. Rough, broken rock littered the floor, shards of shattered stalactites. The dragons, 
nearly a dozen in number, crouched around the edges of the huge underground room.  
 He looked at Smith. She stood on the treacherous ground confidently, her feet 
naturally finding their place among the shifting stones. She stared at the dragons, her 
back straight, her lips curled into a peaceful smile. She looked… regal. 
 “They’re beautiful,” she said. 
 MacElly didn’t know how to answer her. The dragons all looked rather plain to 
him. 
 He cleared his throat and looked around at the massive beasts staring at him. He 
suddenly felt very small and helpless. The dragons stared at him balefully through cat-slit 
yellow eyes. The rocks beneath his feet shifted slightly and he grabbed hold of Smith’s 
shoulder for balance. He imagined the feeling he had was similar to a mouse when 
surrounded by a dozen large, hungry cats. 
 “How did you find us?” he asked, trying to keep his voice from shaking. Or how 
did we find you? His mouth felt dry and he tried to work saliva onto his tongue. 
 “You summoned us,” the dragons replied. MacElly couldn’t tell which one, or if it 
was all of them, “the female called us. We responded. You came.” 
 The simplicity of the answer was staggering, “You responded?” he asked, “I saw 
a news report about you…” He trailed off, suddenly struck by the enormity of the 
coincidence that implied. He stopped, unable to talk any more. 
 “Patience, small one,” the dragon sounded annoyed. 

MacElly gritted his teeth and balled his fists. “Tell us what’s going on,” he 
demanded, his voice now steady, “we’re not toys to be moved about. We’ll go only as far 
as we understand what’s happening.” 
 MacElly looked at Smith. She returned his gaze sadly. “They’re our friends, 
MacElly,” she whispered, “just trust them.” 
 Are they controlling her? He shivered as he wondered if the dragons’ ability to 
communicate spread to some kind of mind control. He shook his head at that. If they 
could control Smith then he would also be susceptible. 
 In his mind he saw again the image of the dark-skinned woman approaching 
them, the fishmongers and peddlers parting before her like some kind of goddess, and 
Smith, standing there, not moving, worshipful reverence written all over her face. 
 Smith closed her eyes. One solitary tear worked its way down her cheek. MacElly 
wondered what the dragons did that made her cry every time they spoke to her. 
 “Did you hear me, then?” she asked. 
 “Yes,” was the reply, “You did not listen. We sent a different message.” 
 A sudden coldness descended over MacElly’s body. He wondered how many 
other things they had manipulated without anybody ever knowing. 
 “We need your help,” Smith said, “We’re being followed by some very strange… 
people. I don’t think they can die. They’ve already killed two of our friends.” 
 The dragons did not respond for a long time. When they did the voice seemed 
slightly subdued, as if troubled, “They inhabit bodies much like your own. They die 
much like you, though their strength is greater.” There was a pause as if they were 
deliberating “We should tell you some things which your race has forgotten.” MacElly 
heard contempt in the voice, a distinct malice. He shot a glance at Smith. She looked 
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around at the dragons still, her green eyes glistening, her face beaming with the most 
beautiful of smiles. 

There was another long silence. MacElly shifted his feet and felt the rubble 
beneath them slide and grate against each other. He sucked air into his lungs. 

“Patience,” the dragons said. The words hissed in his mind with open loathing. 
“Those who pursue you are possessed by the Dark Elements. They wish to 

consume the world.” 
 “What?” MacElly asked. “Elements?” 
 “They are demons,” the dragons replied. Their voices echoed through his mind 
with a deep finality. Their hatred for these people surpassed their disdain for him. 
 “I don’t understand,” he said honestly. 
 “I think for some reason they have a hard time communicating with you,” Smith 
said turning to face him, “the Elements are creatures of energy that hold power over the 
elements of nature.” 
 “They told you all that and I didn’t hear it?” He scratched his chin and watched 
her. She smiled at him happily. She looked so beautiful and so happy that he didn’t know 
whether he should thrill at her smile or shiver with eldritch foreboding. 
 She shrugged, “It sort of comes along with what they’re saying, I just… 
understand.” She looked away uncomfortably, “I don’t know why.” 
 MacElly blinked and furrowed his brow in confusion. 
 The dragons were quiet for a minute as if wondering if he was done arguing. He 
felt like he was on trial by giants, standing in the center of their implacable lust for justice 
that he could never satisfy. 
 “The creatures who follow you are the Elements of Darkness.” 
 “Stonehenge forced them to another place, where time… does not exist…” Smith 
said. She shook her head. 
 MacElly realized suddenly that he was staring at her, “How did they tell you all 
that?” 
 She looked down, “I see pictures, thoughts, hear sounds, feel feelings.” 
 “Well, how come they’re back?” he asked, “Where did they come from?” He 
squeezed his eyes shut in frustration, “Why?” he yelled at the dragons, “why are you 
here?” 
 “Because we were called,” the dragons replied, “the choice… was not ours.”  
 “You were forced to come here?” asked Smith. 
 “Yes. The stones summoned our return. We are here because the Darkness has 
returned to the Earth.” 
 “Why?” MacElly asked. “Why are you here?” He pronounced each word slowly 
to make sure they heard him. Smith squeezed his hand in a familiar gesture of reproach. 
 A wave of uneasiness passed through the dragons. Broken bits of cave rock 
skittered and bounced beneath their shifting bodies. 
 “Are you here to help fight this Darkness, then?” MacElly asked. 
 This question was followed by a long pause, “Yes,” the answer came to his mind 
sounding like a hiss of anger. 
 One of the dragons suddenly opened its mouth and bellowed at him, the other 
dragons broke out in a chorus of noise that filled the cavern and echoed off the rocks. 
MacElly couldn’t breathe, his chest frozen with panic. He clutched at Smith’s shoulder, 
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trying to stay upright. He felt light and his stomach heaved. Smith squeezed his hand 
tightly. Her eyes, emerald pools of calm, stared at his. She was speaking to him but he 
couldn’t hear above the cacophony. Slowly he felt his terror calm. If the dragons meant to 
kill him it would already have happened. 
 “There is no reason for fear,” he heard the dragons voice echoing through his 
thoughts. With the voice came a calming sensation that seemed to wash over him so 
powerfully that he felt drowsiness infuse his body. It disappeared in an instant leaving 
him paralyzed with fear. The tumult died and bellowing dragons shrunk against the walls 
of the cavern, their scaly skin scraping dryly against the stone walls and ceiling. 
 “It’s okay,” Smith said. 
 MacElly couldn’t respond, his emotions felt tender and raw as if they had been 
pricked multiple times by tiny needles. 
 “There is no reason for fear,” the dragon voice repeated. 
 “Thanks,” MacElly said sarcastically. 
 One of the dragons moved forward, it’s long claws digging deep into the shattered 
rock that made up the floor of the cavern. The bits of stone turned and popped beneath its 
weight. It twisted its neck around and lowered its head closer to his. He stared into its 
wide set eyes for a few seconds. 
 “What just happened?” he asked, “What was all that bellowing?” 
 The dragon stared at him for a long moment, “We do not want to die. We are 
few.” 
 “Who said anything about dying?” MacElly asked. 
 Smith squeezed his hand tighter. “MacElly, please,” tears slid down her cheeks. 
“Don’t…” 
 He looked at her angrily unsure what it was that she wanted from him. Was she 
pleading with him to be kinder to these dragons? He looked back at the dragon. The 
blood-red face appeared unreadable but those huge yellow eyes seemed to be watching 
him smugly. 
 “The Darkness has returned. So have we.” The dragon lifted its head proudly until 
its skull brushed against the ceiling of the cavern sending a fall of sand and tiny gravel-
sized rocks down its neck. “Someone has brought the Darkness back. Someone 
commands them. You can not fight that.” 
 MacElly didn’t know what to say. He pulled himself to his feet and stood next to 
Smith looking at the huge red dragon. The dragon blinked its eyes slowly, a motion that 
seemed to portray the most immense sadness. 
 “We cannot help you,” the dragon said, “the danger is too great.” 
 “Thank you,” Smith said, “thank you very much. We appreciate your help.” 
 MacElly stared at her, Thank you? “It didn’t promise anything,” he spluttered. He 
turned back to the dragon. “What are you, some kind of sissy lizard? ‘The danger is too 
great.’” He stopped because he didn’t know what else to say. “Damn cowards,” he 
muttered. 
 A deep growl echoed throughout the chamber and he faced them down defiantly, 
his previous fear gone. 
 “What are you?” He shouted, ignoring Smith’s plea for him to be quiet. “As small 
as we are, just normal people, we’ve escaped from them, maybe even killed one of them. 
What are you scared of?” 
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 The dragon lifted its head and uttered a soft pitiful moan. “Those who have gone 
before. We are all that remain. We are the last.” He spread his wings so that the leathery 
membrane shadowed the entire cavern. Several of the dragons on the sides shuffled 
sideways to make room as the wingtips knocked slivers of sharp stone from the inside 
walls. 
 The other dragons raised their own voices in repeating the soft keening sound. 
MacElly watched them, sadness filling his heart. Their sorrow, at least, was genuine. 
 “If you call me I will come,” the dragon said finally. “I only will be the last 
sacrifice that we will make. I will give my life to fight the Dark.” 
 “How do we call you?” MacElly asked. 
 He stretched out one of his scaly red arms, extended one finger and almost 
touched Smith on the forehead with the tip of his huge claw. 
 She nodded as if understanding. “I’ll call you Red,” she smiled. The dragon 
blinked at her and then nodded his head as if pleased with the name. 
 “I don’t understand,” MacElly blurted out. “What are we going to do?” 
 “You must find the one that commands the Dark,” the dragon said. 
 “How?” MacElly asked, “We don’t know where to look.” 
 The dragon didn’t answer. Smith looked at him, her green eyes studying his face. 
Then she smiled at him beautifully. “We’ll capture one of the Elements.” 
 
___Bradbury Castle, April 22, 648 A.D. 
 
 William leaned against the wooden rail of the practice yard. 
 He sighed. 
 “Deep thoughts, friend?” Samuel said behind him. 
 He turned to look, “Hello Samuel,” he said, “Nonsense mostly. My father some, 
his book some. I feel like I failed him. He died because of me.” He looked around at the 
practice yard and the surrounding castle, glistening wet from the rains the night before, 
“It’s been four years since he died and look where I’ve gone, nowhere.” 
 “Well,” Samuel said leaning against the rail next to him, his hood pulled up to 
shade his sensitive eyes. Even in the dim light of early morning he squinted, “not much I 
guess,” he suddenly grinned and clapped William on the back, “Come on look at you. 
You’ve got a wife that is the envy of every man who knows she’s yours. You’ve got a 
child on the way. You’re second in command of Lord Bradbury’s army… and you’re the 
second best warrior in the castle.” 
 William missed the smile on Samuel’s face and the implied challenge in his 
words. He struck the rail with his fist, “I hate it Samuel, I really do, every time we go out 
to fight and I feel my sword cut and stab through flesh, every time I knock an arrow to 
my bow and know that I will hit my target, every time I charge with a lance, throw a 
spear...” he shook his head suddenly and looked up at his tall friend, “...I don’t want to do 
that any more... I want to...” 
 “You don’t know what you want,” Samuel told him, “The problem is you’re good 
at what you do.” 
 William raised his eyebrows and said, “You’re right I am good at it. That’s why I 
hate myself.” 
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 “I have a feeling you wouldn’t be half as good as you are if you liked it,” Samuel 
said. 
 “What kind of logic is that,” William asked, looking at him, “I hesitate every time 
I kill somebody, hoping that there is some way to save the man’s life.” 
 “Ah,” Samuel said suddenly raising a finger, “and how many people have you not 
killed when you could have because it wasn’t necessary?” 
 “I don’t know,” William replied, “a lot.” 
 “How many of those people do you think are grateful that they fought against you 
instead of some blood thirsty idiot?” 
 William shrugged; “I would be more surprised to find out any of them actually 
thought of it.” 

His problem was not how many people he had saved, that didn’t matter. It was 
how many people he had not been able to, who would have killed him if he hadn’t killed 
them. Is my life worth that much? Is it worth killing dozens of men just to stay alive? 
Maybe it’s not, maybe I should let them kill me, and then I wouldn’t have to kill them. 

Even as he thought it he knew it wasn’t going to happen. As much as he hated 
killing, there were certain things that he would fight his whole life to keep. One of them 
was his wife and unborn child. The memory of his father was another, and deep down 
inside he just could not allow somebody else to take his life. It felt too much like giving 
up. He couldn’t do it. 

“Have you been able to figure anything out about my book?” He asked. 
 Samuel studied him intently with his pale pink tinted blue eyes for a moment then 
shook his head, “I’ve only had it for about ten hours,” he said, “I haven’t had much time 
to look at it. It is fascinating though. The part about intelligences… it is fascinating. It is a 
thing I had never thought of.” 
 “Yes,” William said, he was not a scholar and books were hard for him to 
understand but his father had given him the book for a reason. 

“What I have been wondering,” he said, “the book talks about exercising control 
over the intelligences. Could it be that there is some way to coerce these intelligences 
to...” he waved his hand vaguely,  “... do things?” 
 Samuel furrowed his brow and scratched his head through the hood pulled over it, 
“Maybe,” he replied. “But how would one go about doing it? I mean, how would you 
even start coercing a mere essence? I don’t even know where to begin.” 
 “Neither do I,” William said, “It’s just something I’ve been wondering about.” 
 “You’ve got a lot on your mind this morning, don’t you?” Samuel asked. 
 William nodded, “There’s a lot going on. My mind is muddled and my thoughts 
can’t decide what to think about. I think Sarah is not feeling well, she won’t tell me but 
she doesn’t get out of bed much any more. She gets up and walks around the castle for 
about an hour each day.” 
 “William, she’s pregnant, she’s expecting a baby. Of course she doesn’t feel 
well.” 
 “I just worry, that’s all,” William said. 
 “Of course you do, you love her, you’re supposed to worry. She’ll be fine.” 
Samuel said. He smelled of ink and paper and burnt tallow. William wondered how long 
Samuel stayed up reading from his father’s book. Samuel’s pink eyes glittered in the 
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early morning light. “If she was mine, William, I’d never leave her side for fear of what 
might happen to her.” 
 “I don’t intend to, Samuel,” William stared at the mud of the practice yard, his 
thoughts far away. 
 Samuel put an arm around him and squeezed his shoulder affectionately, “She’ll 
be fine I promise. If there is ever anything I can do to help you, just let me know.” He 
nodded his head toward the mud-strewn practice yard and clapped one of his long-
fingered pasty hands on William’s shoulder, smiling. 
 William smiled despite himself. Samuel claimed to be a scholar. He claimed to be 
a ‘student of the word and not of the sword,’ but if that were true William could never 
tell. William had never beaten him in practice, and suspected that Samuel was the 
stronger of the two of them despite his frail appearance. 
 “I’ve been practicing,” William said, “This may be the day that I make you eat 
mud.” 
 Samuel nodded, a smile spreading across his face, “Are you just words or will you 
prove your arrogance?” 
 Joking and laughing they donned practice armor made from boiled leather and 
picked heavy practice swords with edges ground off and the points broken so that they 
wouldn’t stab. 
 After a short salute and a curt nod to each other they raced across the yard and 
smashed together. Their swords clashed dully, sparks jumping from the metal. William 
attacked with a flurry of fast and deadly swings, close to the body, putting the 
considerable strength of his thick arms into each swing. Samuel turned each swing aside 
and returned the assault. The sword jarred William’s hand with each blow that he 
blocked, unable to move quickly enough to deflect Samuel’s onslaught. William's foot 
slipped in the mud and he fell backward. He continued the roll, somersaulting back to his 
feet. Samuel’s sword splattered mud where he had been. He ducked into a crouching spin 
and slashed his sword at Samuel’s legs. Samuel leaped in the air swinging his sword 
down at William’s head. William tucked into another roll and heaved upward with his 
legs, putting all his strength into a punch at Samuel’s chest with the pommel of his sword. 
Samuel twisted out of the way and his sword clapped painfully across William’s back. 
 He sprawled in the mud. Find his weakness, exploit it, use it, and take him down. 
That was the secret in fighting. William always found his enemy’s weakness. Samuel had 
no weakness. He fought fearlessly, viciously, and perfectly. 
 He jumped to his feet again and they began to circle each other warily. William, 
now caked in light brown mud, tried to clear his mind, to analyze Samuel’s moves. 
 “That’s one,” Samuel said, smiling. 
 “You can’t always win.” 
 “Oh, I don’t know. I haven’t lost yet,” Samuel said, his red lips twisting into a 
sarcastic sneer. 
 While he still spoke he lunged forward. William parried the lunge easily. 
Samuel’s sword twisted subtly and seemed to shove William’s sword aside. William 
quickly corrected his move and battered the other sword up so that the strike went wide 
over his head. He rose up on his toes, using them for better traction and flowed into an 
offensive pattern. He whipped his sword up and down and back and forth across 
Samuel’s line of defense, pushing him back slowly. His sword flashed as it reflected the 
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early morning sunlight. Samuel squinted at the light, his eyes intense, lost in 
concentration. 
 That is the worst part of battle, William thought suddenly, staring into your 
opponent’s eyes and knowing that you are about to drain the life from them. It’s like 
staring death in the face. 
 William advanced, gripping his sword with both hands. Sweat started to trickle 
down his back despite the coolness of the morning. He feinted toward Samuel’s legs and 
brought the sword in a full circle, slamming it into Samuel’s upper arm instead. The 
sword hit with such force that Samuel staggered several feet sideways and fell to his 
knees. 
 He stood up and flexed his arm slowly. 
 “One.” William said raising the sword in front of his face. “We’re even.” 
 “Did you have to hit so hard?” Samuel asked, “I think it’s broken.” 
 “It’s not broken,” William said, “you’re just afraid you might lose this time.” 
 “Hardly,” Samuel said, his lips suddenly stiff. 
 They came together again, their swords making long heavy arcs in the air. This 
time William was on the defensive, barely keeping Samuel’s attack back. He let himself 
be forced back for a while then twisted and dropped to the mud, he kicked out with his 
legs, hooked his foot behind Samuel’s knee and jerked. Samuel came down in the mud 
next to him and rolled over, his sword crashing into the mud where William had been. 
 William lurched to his feet aiming a kick at Samuel’s head. Samuel rolled 
sideways and twisted as he rolled. He went from horizontal to vertical and his sword 
sliced through the air toward William’s head. William stopped Samuel’s swing just 
centimeters from his scalp. They clashed together, their feet slipping and slithering in the 
mud. Their faces dripped with sweat, their bodies covered with muck. Samuel moved like 
lightning, his sword in several places at once. William followed his moves, frantically 
defensive. 
 Then the inevitable happened. Samuel struck at William’s midsection so fast that 
William had no way to react. William’s lungs deflated at the blow and Samuel’s sword 
thunked against his side once and then the back of his head. He toppled face first into the 
mud gasping for air. 
 “Two, three, and four,” Samuel said. He stood a few feet away watching William. 
His sword hung limply in his hand. 
 William nodded, “You win, again,” he gasped and slowly got to his feet. 
 “Fair match?” 
 “Fair match,” he conceded, and shook Samuel’s hand, “Some day,” he smiled. 
 “Not in this lifetime,” Samuel replied. “I’ve got some things I need to do today. 
Let me know if you need anything.” With that he strode from the practice yard and began 
stripping off the mud-covered leather that he wore. 
 William stood where he was for several moments before following. 
 After washing himself he took some breakfast up to Sarah. She was sitting up in 
bed, her face pale. 
 He smiled at her. He couldn’t look at her without smiling. “You look great,” he 
said. 
 She smiled back, “No, I don’t. My hair’s a mess. You look dirty.” 
 “I tried to wash it all off,” he answered, “did I miss a spot?” 
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 She didn’t answer, just raised an eyebrow and tilted her head slightly. He laughed, 
“I brought you some breakfast.” 
 “I don’t really feel like eating,” she told him, her face became serious and she 
looked down at her hands folded in her lap, “I don’t feel well.” 
 He set the food he was carrying down on the table and sat down next to her, “Is 
something wrong?” he asked, “Are you sick? You need to eat.” He reached out one finger 
and touched her pale face with his rough knuckle. 
 “I don’t know,” she said, “something just doesn’t feel right. Something...” she 
looked into his eyes, pleading for him to understand what she could not explain. 
 He didn’t know what to say, his throat felt so tight he didn’t think he could say 
anything. He tried unsuccessfully to swallow the lump. Am I going to lose my child 
before it is even born? He looked at the floor unable to think. Am I going to lose Sarah? 
 “You should... try to eat,” he finally choked out. 
 “I know,” she whispered. He felt her hand touch his shoulder, “I’ll be fine, I 
promise.” He felt a smile come unbidden to his lips. 
 He nodded, “I had better get going,” he said, “Charles is inspecting the guards 
today and I’m supposed to meet him.” 
 She grabbed his hand and squeezed it once. He leaned over and kissed her lightly. 
 “I’ll be waiting for you,” she said. 
 She’s just pregnant. He tried to tell himself as he walked down the stone corridors 
of the castle. 
 He slowly made his way toward the castle battlements. Lord Bradbury rarely left 
his room, but his son, Charles, came regularly to inspect the defenses of the castle. 
 “You look glum today,” a pleasant voice said. He realized suddenly that he was 
standing still in the middle of the courtyard staring at the ground in front of him. He 
looked up to see the grinning face of Charles Bradbury, “not that your usually all cheery 
and excited or anything...” 
 “Sorry,” William apologized looking at the chubby man who always seemed to be 
in good humor. 
 Charles put an arm around his shoulders and laughed, “No need to apologize, 
what’s wrong?” 
 William didn’t want to talk about it. He didn’t think Charles really cared. They 
began walking toward the stairs that led up to the wall above the gates. “I’m okay, 
really,” he said, “I’ve just got a lot on my mind that’s all.” 
 “Don’t want to talk about it eh?” Charles said, “Well, remember I’m always here 
if you need me.” 
 William led the way up the stairs. The castle was not large and would not 
withstand an attack or siege by a large army, but its walls were thick enough to keep out 
the roving bandits that plundered and razed unprotected towns. Two guards were posted 
at the gate day and night. On the thick walls were three guards, one stationed over the 
gate and the other two walking along the wall keeping watch for anyone approaching.  
 Charles jovially grilled him about the shape of the two dozen men hired to work 
as soldiers in the castle. He grinned as he asked to inspect the armor and weapons of each 
man. He walked with William along the tops of the wall and spoke to each of the soldiers 
they met, remembering names and faces. Darkness had fallen over the castle before 
William was able to return to his room to see how Sarah was doing. 
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*** 

 
 William could not sleep. His eyes felt grainy, his body tired, but sleep would not 
come. He stared into the darkness. He looked down at the sleeping silhouette beside him. 
Sarah lay motionless in her sleep and he reached up one finger to caress her cheek with 
his knuckle. 
 “What would I do without you?” he whispered, “I don’t think I could live if 
something happened to you.” 
 He lay there for several more minutes looking at her. He watched her peaceful 
features, the way her lips tilted slightly into a smile as she dreamed and it calmed him. He 
couldn’t remember the last time he had felt safe. His eyes drifted shut, his body already 
relaxing, dragging him down into the depth of slumber. 
 Just as he was about to surrender to weariness his eyes snapped open and he 
sucked in his breath. Something moved by the door. He squinted his eyes into the 
shadows trying to see. 
 Someone was opening the door. 
 His muscles tensed, ready to spring. Sarah stirred beside him and started to sit up. 
The door slammed into the wall with a bang. William saw two dark shadows pass 
through the doorway and he flung himself from the bed and across the room. He heard 
Sarah gasp in surprise as he slammed his shoulder into the first of the men. 
 The man grunted and fell backward into the other man. William felt a knife snake 
down his arm. He twisted his hand around and caught the wrist of the man holding the 
knife. There were more behind them. He gave a savage jerk and twist and the knife 
clattered to the stone floor. He twisted some more and heard the snap of the man’s wrist 
as it broke. The man yelled in pain. William shoved him back against the wall and turned 
toward the other assailant.  
 Two more shadows passed through the doorway and William spared a glance at 
Sarah. She sat on the bed pulling the short sword out from where he kept it between the 
bed and the wall. His opponent lunged, a spear aimed at William’s heart. William twisted 
to the side and grabbed the haft. He jerked on it and used the man’s own momentum to 
throw him into the wall. His attacker let go of the spear and William spun around just in 
time to raise the hardwood shaft into the path of a spiked club that one of the other men 
carried. With a deft flick of his wrist he pushed the club away and smashed the butt of the 
spear into the man’s chest. The man stumbled backward and William threw himself at the 
other attacker. The dark shape carried a large sword and William dodged the wild swings 
of his attacker trying to stab with the spear he carried. 
 Huge hands gripped his arms from behind. 
 “Thought you could beat us all?” a deep voice rasped in his ear viciously, “We 
got a little lesson to teach you, boy.” Something cold settled into William’s stomach, the 
blood drained from his face. He knew that voice. 
 “I killed you,” he said. His arms were pinned to his sides. The man in front of him 
stood still, his sword ready to strike. The man he had knocked in the chest was just 
getting to his feet rubbing the spot where he had been hit. Sarah now had the short sword 
in her hands and stood next to the bed watching them. 
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 “Apparently it wasn’t permanent,” the voice whispered in his ear again. “Do you 
remember my name, boy?” 
 William remembered the feeling of plunging his pike blade into this man’s heart. 
“Sir David,” he whispered. “You killed...” William stuttered. 
 “Your father, yes,” the voice in his ear whispered, “but he wasn’t really your 
father was he? No, boy, you are a spawn of Satan. You’ve deceived yourself. You don’t 
belong in this world. Now that I’ve finally found you, I can fix that.” 
 Someone struck a torch and the room lit up with dim firelight. Sarah still stood 
beside the bed staring into his eyes fearfully. Don’t move, he thought at her, just stay 
where you are, they’ll only hurt you if you move. The man with the broken wrist writhed 
on the floor next to the door. 
 An iron hand grabbed William’s chin viciously and pulled his face closer to the 
light. 
 “Yes it is you,” the familiar voice said. David looked twisted and gaunt, his jaw 
bent in an odd way that kept his mouth from closing completely. A deep purple scar cut 
across his right cheek where William had slashed him with his pike blade. The man wore 
a leather jerkin with metal rings sown into it to protect against sword cuts. He traced the 
thin scar across William’s cheek where his own blade had left a mark. 
 Suddenly the man’s hand squeezed William’s jaw tighter, sending flashes of pain 
through his neck. He grabbed the man’s arm with both hands and tried to tear it away but 
it was as stiff as an oak branch. He saw Sarah start to move forward, to help him. 
Frantically he clawed at the man’s arm. 
 “I owe you a lot of pain,” the man said, “I want you to know that I never forget 
my debts, even when I’m dead.” He laughed then, his twisted jaw forming a hideous 
sneer. 
 Still holding William by the throat he looked sideways at Sarah. He snarled and 
the man holding the torch took two strides and backhanded her across the face. Her head 
jerked to the side with the blow and she stumbled backward dropping the short sword. 
The man slapped her again and she crumpled to the floor. 
 William felt a scream tear out through his throat. It came out more like a gurgle 
through his immobilized jaw. No! No! He tried to scream. God, keep her safe. Take me, 
kill me, but leave her alive. His face twisted into a knot of pain. 
 David smiled again turning back to face William. “Oh,” he said, “I didn’t mean to 
hurt her. There’s one thing you’ve got to learn, boy,” he spat the last word out like it left 
a bad taste in his mouth. “You’re going to die, boy, but first you’re going to suffer, I’m 
going to make you beg me to kill you.” 
 William lifted his foot off the ground and slammed his heel into the other man’s 
crotch. The man’s grip on his jaw loosened and released. William slumped to the ground, 
gasping, holding his throat. A booted foot smashed into his ribs and he grunted at the 
pain. 
 “You can’t escape me,” the voice grated in his ear again, “Sir David always 
repays.” 
 William looked up at the man’s pale face hovering in front of him. His eyes 
glistened so pale that they looked almost solid white. “I killed you once,” William 
snarled, “I’ll kill you again, just give me a fair fight.” 
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 “No, no, I don’t think so, boy,” David hissed, “I made that mistake once already. I 
learned my lesson. You don’t deserve a fair chance. You’ve already had it.” 
 William swung his fist at David’s ghostly face but the man jerked his head back 
just in time to keep the blow from landing. 
 “Bring both of them,” his voice grated like rusty iron on stone. 
 William lunged to his feet. He smashed his fist into the belly of one of them, 
ignoring the pain as the metal rings of the man’s armor cut his knuckles. The man 
doubled over and William’s other fist crushed his windpipe. The other soldier swung his 
sword at William. William ducked and grabbed the man’s arm. He twisted around and 
kicked the man viciously in the knee, feeling the ligaments pop beneath his bare foot. 
William jerked the sword out of his hand as he fell to the floor, writhing. 
 He spun around. The man he punched stood next to the bed, he held the torch 
limply at his side, the flames licking his fingers. His mouth gaped open and he toppled 
forward. 
 Sarah stood behind him, her face covered in a purple bruise where she had been 
slapped. Her hands shook and her jaw quivered as she stared at the man lying face down 
on the floor, her short sword buried in his back. 
 William felt a thrill of relief to see her standing. 
 “Where are you,” he yelled, “I know you’re here, come out, coward.” 
 The torch on the floor still burned, sputtering and flickering. Somewhere in the 
dim room he heard the sound of metal on leather as someone pulled a sword from its 
sheath. 
 “So,” he heard the grating voice again, “You use a sword now, boy?” There was a 
dark grunt of amusement, “Still haven’t given up on savage violence yet? You can’t win 
this time, boy. What are you going to do? Kill me?” 
 “Come out here and fight me,” William yelled, “Come on.” He was turning in a 
circle. He couldn’t tell where the voice was coming from. Sarah still stood staring at him, 
her eyes glazed over with fear. There was another look in her eyes that he recognized. 
She felt the same regret he did at taking a man’s life. 
 His two living attackers cowered on the floor. One clutched his broken wrist to 
his chest and moaned, the other screamed in agony, his eyes glazed over with pain. 
 He heard a boot scuff the stone behind him and he whirled, his sword rising into a 
defense. Sir David sneered at him, a look that made his twisted face even more ugly. 
Then he struck. The blows came so fast William could only defend, the heavy blades 
ringing with each strike. William backed away slowly. Sir David wove a lightning fast 
dance of death around William. He watched the other man’s eyes, pale and lifeless.  
 “You are better than I had expected, boy,” the other man didn’t even seem to be 
breathing hard. 
 William didn’t answer. Sweat ran down his bare back, arms aching. 
 He slipped sideways ignoring the sword plunging down on him as he slashed 
sideway and felt his blade dig deep into David’s side. Even as he did, the point of the 
other man’s blade slashed across his chest. It wasn’t deep but he could feel the burn and 
the warm blood running down his abdomen. 
 He drew back, blood dripping from his sword point onto the stone floor. David 
didn’t seem to notice his wound. The metal rings of his armor were broken and bent, 
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some of them stabbing into his side at sharp angles where Williams blow had broken 
them and forced them into his flesh. 
 “You can’t win, boy,” David hissed again, “just give up, and you’re little girl 
doesn’t get hurt.” 
 William crouched and watched the other man warily, keeping himself between 
David and Sarah. She was moving again, slowly, woodenly, as if she was being forced. 
She reached down and jerked the short sword from the dead man’s back. 
 “Don’t worry about me,” her voice was shaky but she held the sword out in front 
of her, ready to use it. 
 William swallowed. He was worried about her. He didn’t know how to stop 
worrying, but at least he knew he could keep this monster from ever touching her. He 
attacked, using a speed born of desperation that he never knew he possessed. Their 
swords spun and danced in their hands as he slowly drove David back toward the wall. 
The muscles in his arms burned and sweat ran into his eyes. David struck at him so hard 
that both their swords broke. Sparks showered around the room as the broken shards 
bounced off the stone walls. 

Sir David stared at the doorway, his chest heaving. 
 “We’ll finish this,” he snarled. He sprinted to the window above the bed and 
jumped through it. William listened for the sound of his body hitting the ground below 
but it never came. 
 He shook horribly and sank to his knees. Inside came the familiar feeling that 
always came once the battle rage wore off. Sorrow. 
 He felt a familiar hand on his shoulder and heard the clang as Sarah dropped her 
short sword on the ground. Then she was kneeling in front of him. He looked into her 
eyes. They were filled with tears. 
 “William, your hurt” she said. Her hands gripped his face gently. 

“Not badly,” he shrugged. He touched the purple handprint on her face, concern 
and fear settling deep in his stomach over the seething anger. 
 Tears came to his eyes, “It never gets better,” he whispered in response to the 
horrified look that still haunted her expression. 
 “I hate it,” she whispered. She suddenly wrapped her arms around him and pulled 
him close, holding him tightly. He returned the embrace, holding her as tightly as he 
dared without hurting her or the child she carried. He placed his hand lightly on her 
stomach. 
 “Is it okay?” he whispered into her ear. 
 “I think so,” she whispered back, her voice broke off at the end in a sob. He knew 
how she felt. 
 Her arms tightened around him then and she kissed him gently on the cheek. They 
knelt there for several seconds. The torch on the floor gave one final sputter then died, 
plunging them into darkness. 
 Finally someone pushed the door open and rushed in filling the room with 
torchlight. 
 “Are you two all right?” Samuel asked. His tall, cloaked form led several of the 
castle mercenaries in through the door. Their torches illuminated the bodies lying on the 
floor. Each of them had a long handled knife driven into his heart, blood pooling around 
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them. William couldn’t remember when that had happened. They must have killed 
themselves. 
 William stood up, Sarah still clinging to him. “I think we’re okay,” he said. He 
looked at Sarah and she nodded her head hesitantly at first and then more firmly. She 
reached up a hand to wipe the tears from her face. 
 “We’ll be fine Samuel,” she said, “I don’t think they hurt us where it really 
matters,” she laid her hands gently on her distended belly. 
 “Let’s hope not,” Samuel said. Turning to one of the soldiers he barked, “Bring 
me hot water and clean cloths.” The man saluted and hurried quickly from the room. 
“You’re going to need stitches,” Samuel said to William. 
 William looked at himself, he had forgotten about the long cut across his chest 
and the bleeding wound that snaked down his arm. Sarah’s nightgown was covered in his 
blood. The right side of her face purpled and her eye was beginning to swell. He pushed 
her hair away from the bruise and tried to smile at her. 
 “Looks like you’ve survived your first battle,” he said to her. 
 She smiled back sadly, “Let’s hope it’s my last,” she whispered to him. 
 “Come,” Samuel said, “I’ll look at your wounds,” he led them out of the room and 
down the hall to a small but brightly lit room. The mercenaries watched them leave with 
a few nods toward William and began removing the bodies from the room. 
 Samuel had several salves that he used to ease the pain in their wounds, the slice 
across William’s chest was not much deeper than a scratch but the gash down his arm had 
to be stitched. 
 “How did they get in?” William wondered aloud while Samuel poked at his arm 
with a needle. “I inspected the castle defenses personally today, I know there was no way 
for them to get into this castle.” 
 “Maybe they had help,” Sarah said quietly, she had changed her nightgown and, 
other than the bruise on her face, looked like nothing had happened. 
 “Maybe there are weaknesses in the defenses that you were unable to think of,” 
Samuel said, “nobody can think of everything and all it would take is one person to get an 
idea.” 
 William looked at him skeptically, “There are only so many ways to get into a 
castle,” he said, “It was only a few people. Nobody even knew they were here.” 
 “Until you started clanging swords around in there,” Samuel said, “That should do 
it,” he added cutting the last bit of string with a knife and standing up. William flexed his 
arm and winced, the cut was in just the right place to stretch the stitches when he bent his 
elbow. 
 “Thanks, Samuel,” he said, “I don’t think Sir David would have left if he hadn’t 
heard you coming. He was strong, and fast. I’ve never seen anybody move like that.” 
 Samuel was quiet for awhile, “Are you sure it was...” 
 “Yes,” William interrupted him before he could finish, “It was him. I killed him. I 
know I did. I saw him breathe his last breath. I felt the beating of his heart ebb away, 
pulsing along my blade. He cannot be alive.” 
 “Yet,” Samuel said, “Somehow he is.” 
 Once William had made sure that Sarah was settled down again he went outside. 
He found the gate swinging wide and two guards lying still on the ground, both their 
throats cut, the blood pooling in the moonlight. 
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 His enemy had somebody on the inside. 


