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Attacked 
 

___Bradbury Castle, April 25, 648 A.D. 
 
 Coltran wondered what happened to his body while he traveled through time. It 
had to go somewhere. 
 “William.” he heard a voice behind him. William stood in the practice yard. His 
chest heaved, his body slick with sweat from practicing. William had just beaten two 
assailants at once and had finished without taking a single hit. 
 “Samuel.” William replied without turning around, “How are you my friend?” 
 “I have come to talk with you,” Samuel said, “about your book.” 
 Coltran felt a thrill of excitement that he knew came from his host. He was 
learning to distinguish his own emotions from that of the other. They had grown more 
connected but at the same time farther apart, it was getting easier to tell the difference 
between them, but the emotions came across more clearly. 
 “What,” William asked turning to look at his tall friend, “have you discovered 
something?” 
 “Perhaps,” Samuel replied, he raised an eyebrow. “You’re going to wear yourself 
out practicing so much, William.” 
 William headed toward the rack of weapons to hang his practice sword and 
struggle out of his leather armor. 
 “He was too fast for me,” William said. “If you hadn’t shown up when you did 
Sarah would be dead right now. I have to do better, I have to learn.” 
 “It’s been three days,” Samuel said, “He’s not coming back.” 
 “He’s coming,” William said. An image of Sir David flashed through Coltran’s 
mind, leering, his crooked face twisted in glee. 
 Coltran wondered if it was his own memory or William’s. 
 “You didn’t hear him, Samuel,” William continued after pulling the last of the 
hard leather from his stout body, “there’s something inhuman there. He’s like a rabid 
wolf on the hunt, unable to stop until he either kills or is killed.” He took a deep breath 
and Coltran felt pain and hopelessness, quickly replaced by a weary determination, “I 
have to be ready for him. I pray to God every day for His protection.” 
 “I think I may have some answers for you,” Samuel said putting his long thin arm 
around William’s shoulder, “Come with me, there is something I need to show you.” 
 William followed Samuel into the small keep of the castle and down the hallway 
to his small, dark room. Samuel, stooped and towering inside his cloak, moved with a 
fluidity that made him seem to float above the ground. 
 Coltran felt a rising tension, not of excitement but impending pain. Something 
was coming. The feeling he got was the slightly electrical feeling right before a storm 
bursts, spilling its contents to the ground. 
 “Have you read all of the book?” Samuel was asking as he opened the door to his 
dark cluttered room. 
 William shook his head, “I’ve been trying to understand it bit by bit, it’s rather 
confusing.” 
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 Samuel nodded as he sat in a small wooden chair. “That’s what I suspected. A 
great deal is explained later on. I believe,” He opened the large tome sitting on his desk, 
“it is a journal of sorts, a record of your guardian’s discoveries.” 
 “My father,” William interrupted quietly. 
 Samuel raised his pale eyebrows and blinked, “Yes, well, he didn’t immediately 
understand everything. He seems to have just written things down as he discovered them 
and sometimes his logic is rather hard to follow.” 
 “Why is that?” William asked. 
 “Well,” Samuel paused for a moment to look at the writing on the yellow pages, 
“the part you asked me about before, the intelligences. There is more detail later on.” He 
raised his eyes to look at William. “There are a lot of things in this book that I can’t begin 
to understand. This knowledge could give a man the power to save the world or break it.” 
 William shrugged, “My father was a powerful man.” 
 He’s too worried about being attacked… about his wife, to concentrate, Coltran 
realized. He could feel the deep worry, the ever prevalent bending of his thoughts toward 
her safety. 
 “Do you realize,” Samuel said, a hint of excitement showing in his voice, “I’ve 
been searching my whole life for this knowledge? And you had it here all along.” 
 Coltran felt a spark of interest overcome the nervousness that William felt in his 
gut. “What do you mean?” he asked. 
 Samuel drew his hands together in front of his face, and smiled. The smile made 
his face look even more skeletal and his eyes shone with an excitement that surprised 
Coltran. “I think your father discovered the secrets of creation.” 
 William smiled then in surprise, “Of course he did,” he said in dismissal, “he 
lived for nearly four thousand years.” 
 Samuel’s smile disappeared suddenly and he lowered his hands, “That’s what I’m 
talking about,” he slapped the book with his hand, “it’s all here. Everything he knew. It’s 
jumbled, and mixed up, almost as if past present and future are all the same to him, but 
it’s all here if you are patient enough to pick it out and learn it.” 
 William furrowed his brow, “Everything he knew?” 
 Samuel nodded slowly, “I assume it’s everything.” 
 William suddenly lunged forward and closed the large leather cover of the book, 
“This is what he wants,” he hissed to Samuel, “we can’t let anybody know it’s here.” 
 Samuel stared at him as William clutched the heavy tome to his chest, “What are 
you talking about?” 
 Coltran could feel William’s fear welling up inside him, along with a feeling of 
certainty, “Sir David,” William gasped, “He’s coming for this book. This is what he 
wants. With it he could live forever.” 
 Samuel shook his head. “He never mentioned the book to you when he came. He 
was just here for revenge. If he comes back we’ll catch him and kill him. Don’t worry. 
You personally trained the guards that stand at your door at night.” 
 William was almost breathless. He slowly relaxed his grip on the binding of the 
thick book and placed it on the table again. His hands jerked away from it as he set it 
down. Coltran could tell he wanted to pick it up again to keep it safe. A memory flashed 
in his mind of a bearded old man shoving the book into a saddlebag right before slapping 
the rump of his horse. 
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 “Are you all right?” Samuel asked, “You act as though you were hunted by ghosts 
and devils.” 
 “I think I am,” William whispered. Then he asked, “Can you teach me,” he looked 
at Samuel, “to understand it?” 
 Samuel looked at him for a few moments and then opened the cover of the book 
again. 
 “Your father speaks of a place he calls, ‘ante absiduus.’ In Latin, I believe, it 
means ‘without time’ or something similar, maybe ‘without coming before,’ or ‘never 
having been?’” 
 William nodded, “The timeless place. That’s where he banished the dragons and 
the Dark Elements. I don’t know where it is though.” 
 “Not on this Earth, that’s for certain.” Samuel paused for a moment, “He seems to 
think it’s a place where eternity passes in an instant. From my own research I think it is 
much less permanent than that. I think that it is possible that someday the Dark Elements 
will find their way out of this ‘ante absiduus’.” 
 “So it’s not a perfect prison,” William muttered. 
 “Your father seemed to think it was.” 
 “Then why was he still working on the stones up to the day he died? What use 
were they after that?” 
 Samuel shrugged. “Perhaps he was trying to bring them back.” 
 William nodded slowly. Coltran could feel the distant ache of sadness that talking 
about his father had brought to William. “What of the intelligences?” He asked suddenly 
“What does all that mean?” 
 “Ah.” Samuel said, “That is the power that your father had. He called it ‘the 
power of the creator’.” He looked at William, his pink eyes studying him intently, 
“Everything possesses an intelligence, even the smallest grain of dust is made up of a 
multitude of tiny intelligences. One need only ask, speak to these intelligences and they 
will respond.” 
 “How does one speak to something so small?” William asked. 
 “I’m not sure yet myself,” Samuel replied, “but think of the possibilities. You 
could lift things just by telling them to move. You could raise an impenetrable shield 
around yourself by asking the air not to let anything close to you. You could speak 
directly to the intelligences of people and take away their desire to cause harm. You 
could be the savior of the world.” 
 William eyed his friend for a moment then clapped him on the shoulder, “That’s 
blasphemy, Samuel.” He said. 
 “I don’t think so,” Samuel said coldly. 
 They were silent for several moments and Coltran wondered if they would begin 
fighting. 

“You are a good friend.” William said, suddenly, “Thank you for telling me what 
you have learned. I need to go.” 
 “The pleasure is mine, friend. I will make sure and keep you updated if I learn any 
more about this.” 
 William nodded solemnly and headed toward the door. 
 

*** 
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 William knelt in the small, windowless chapel. There were no seats and very little 
adornment. It wasn’t much bigger than William’s own living quarters with a stone alter at 
one end haloed by a dozen tallow candles. The room smelled of burnt fat and the dusty 
clean smell of damp earth. 
 William was alone in the room, his head bowed. 
 The flagstones that paved the floor dug into his knees but he ignored it. A trickle 
of cold sweat ran down the back of his neck. The chapel felt dank like a cave. 
 “Dear God,” he whispered, “can you save me?” 
 Only silence responded to his plea. 
 Without looking up he continued, “I am hunted by demons, Lord. I know that I 
am unworthy of your forgiveness but what of Sarah and our child?” 
 Despair twisted his face and tears dripped from his eyes, running down his nose. 
He leaned forward and rested his forehead on the cold, damp stone. The candles 
sputtered. 
 “I know that I do not deserve the power to save myself,” he whispered, his lips 
almost touching the floor, “but give me the power to save Sarah and our child. Forgive 
me for their sakes.” 
 He fell silent. His mind pleading with God for forgiveness, he rehearsed in his 
mind the faces of every man that he had killed. He remembered all their faces. These men 
had families, homes, maybe children. I robbed them of that. Just to stay alive. Is my life 
worth all of that? 
 Finally the parade of faces in his mind made their way back to the sneering face 
of Sir David. William stared into that face, his pike handle gripped tightly in his hands, 
the blade buried in David’s chest. He felt the pulse of Sir David’s heart along the wooden 
shaft before it stuttered to a halt and he fell over dead. 
 He is dead, William thought, I know it. 
 Another memory formed in his mind. His father, limp and lifeless, hung from a 
gibbet cast into the branches of a tree. Around him the charred remains of soldiers littered 
the ground. Fire had consumed them but had not touched the trees or the old man. 
 Such power. If I had that power I could save Sarah and our child without killing. 
 He squeezed the tears from his eyes and reached out with his mind toward 
heaven. “If you cannot grant me the power, Lord,” he plead, “send an angel to protect 
Sarah. She is innocent.” 
 In response to his plea he felt... exultation. The very stones of the chapel seemed 
to be singing to him. The flames that danced on the tallow candles flickered and leaped 
with joy. The specks of dust on the floor welcomed him. The air embraced him. You are 
us, you are part of us, they all seemed to say. 
 He jerked his head up, looking around. The feeling vanished. 
 He sat back on his heels. Was that you, God? Was that an answer? 
 Silence. 
 He rose stiffly and crossed himself in front of the alter before turning toward the 
door. 
 

*** 
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William’s thoughts swirled inside his head. Coltran felt the barrage of emotions 
shifting and changing. 

Coltran wondered at his sudden insight into William’s emotions and memories. It 
seemed to be growing. Are we becoming inseparable? What’s next? Will our thoughts be 
joined? What if we become so connected that we can’t be separated and I can never go 
home? What if I die here? What if William dies? 
 He cursed himself for thinking that way. It was no use. He could do nothing about 
it. 

He walked with Sarah slowly across the muddy inner courtyard of the small 
castle. Sarah was leaning on his arm and taking small steps, the guard who had been 
assigned to keep her safe trailed several long strides behind them. 
 “Do you remember old Father Owens?” William asked. 
 Sarah giggled suddenly, “He used to make us read that awful poetry,” she said 
through her smile. 
 “Knowledge,” William said, altering his voice to a mocking deep serious tone, 
“Knowledge of the arts is essential to incorporation of the lower class into the upper 
echelons of societal benefits.” 
 Sarah laughed again as they walked, “He always used such big words. Do you 
remember the time he tried to explain to Charles about how fish can breathe.” 
 William’s laugh was a deep chuckle. “He sounded more like he was making up 
words than actually explaining anything.” 
 “I think he was.” She looked up at him. 
 William touched one of the strands of her sweaty brown hair and his face became 
serious, “Do you ever feel like you don’t belong in this world?” 
 She looked at him, curiously, “What do you mean, William?” 
 He shrugged, “Bradbury seems to be attracted to misfits. I mean look at us. You, 
me, Samuel, we would all be dead, or treated as slaves anywhere else.” 
 “William, you’re a brilliant soldier, nobody is going to enslave you.” 
 “I am a foundling child, Sarah, a spawn of Satan.” 
 “You know that’s not true…” 
 “It’s what is believed, that’s enough.” 
 “Nobody would ever know if you didn’t tell them,” she insisted. 
 “Why should I have to lie?” 
 She sighed heavily and pulled on his arm. 
 “Samuel would be burned as a witch anywhere else,” William continued. “He’s 
an albino, and a giant, and he speaks blasphemy.” 
 “William,” she said, pleading, “If you keep talking about this you’re just going to 
get depressed.” 
 “Do you remember Samuel, when we were at the monastery with Father Owens?” 
William asked, and then continued as if she had answered. “He was ten years older than 
us and he asked Father Owens if the Savior was born again would he even know he was 
the Savior or would he have to find out through study and learning.” 
 Sarah didn’t respond. Coltran felt an intense sadness from William. 
 “Father Owens cursed him for blasphemy and…” 
 “Please, William, talk about something else,” Sarah kept her head down as if she 
didn’t want to look at William. 
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 William didn’t seem to hear her. He stopped walking, “He whipped Samuel, forty 
lashes to remind him of the Lord’s sacrifice. Samuel just stood there and took it all, blood 
running down his back…” 
 “William…” 
 William lunged forward suddenly, his feet sliding in the mud. Pain shot up his 
back and he yelled as an arrow plunged into his flesh just over his left shoulder blade. 
 Coltran felt a panic well up inside him that he was sure was his own. 
 The young guard covered the distance between them in less than a second and he 
placed his hand on William’s good shoulder. William stood still, his teeth gritted in pain. 
 He looked at Sarah’s face. The blood had gone from her pretty features leaving 
her pale. 
 “You okay?” he asked. 
 “Are you okay?” she asked him without answering, “What just happened?” 
 “I saw an archer on the wall,” William said. He turned and pointed, “Over there, I 
don’t know where he went. I only had enough time to keep the arrow from hitting you.” 
 Sarah’s face turned whiter, if that was possible. “It was aimed at me?” 
 He nodded. Coltran could feel the pain throbbing dully in William’s shoulder. 
 Coltran heard a sudden twang - so faint he barely even noticed it. Suddenly 
William moved again, he wrapped his arms protectively around Sarah and lunged toward 
the wall of the courtyard. Gently he pushed her up against the wall where less of her was 
visible. The zipping sound of arrows drove through the air and thwacked into the muddy 
ground. 
 Sarah looked into his eyes. “He’s back?” she whispered. 
 William only nodded his head. 
 Coltran heard a sound behind him that was different than any of the others. One of 
the arrows had pierced flesh. The guard had been running toward the steps that led up to 
the wall. As William turned his head to yell at him he stumbled in the mud, an arrow 
sticking from his back. He lurched to his feet and another one twisted him around and he 
stumbled again. 
 “Gawyn.” William yelled, “Damn.” Another arrow sprouted out of the guard’s 
back and he knelt in the mud trying to rise, finally he toppled forward. More guards 
poured out of the barracks across the courtyard. 
 “Over here,” he called. “Over here.” 
 “William,” Sarah whispered, “please, be careful.” Her eyes flicked momentarily 
to the arrow sticking from the back of William’s own shoulder. 
 “He was my friend,” William said hollowly. Coltran could feel the deep bitterness 
inside welling up again, the anger that had arisen. Coltran had been there before, when 
William’s father had been killed. 
 “I know,” she whispered, “just be careful.” 
 The other soldiers came running up then, their eyes filled with questions. 
 “Stay here,” William told them, “keep her safe.” 
 With that he took a sword from one of the soldiers and took off through the mud. 
Coltran could still feel the pain of the arrow in his back grating across his shoulder blade 
with each movement of his arm. There was a twang and an arrow bounced off the rock of 
the wall in front of him. Another arrow smacked into the steps right behind his heels as 
he lunged up the stairs. 
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 William reached the top of the steps and turned the corner on the top of the wall at 
a dead run. The archer could only be hiding in one place. The parapet on the wall 
extended on the inside only a few feet beyond the guard tower. The shadows cast by the 
late afternoon sun nearly completely shrouded the small space on the wall. William 
slowed as he approached. 
 He could see in the shadow the silhouette of someone reloading a bow. The 
shadows clung to the other person, wrapped around him like a cloak. 
 William crouched low, the arrow in his back forgotten. 
 “I know you’re there,” William said, his voice almost a hiss of rage. Coltran’s 
mind recoiled at the menace that William felt. This was pure, untainted anger. 
 “And I can see you,” a deep rasping voice said from the darkness. 
 “Come out here and fight me,” William snarled. 
 “No, boy,” the voice chuckled, his dark image seemed to fade away in the 
darkness, “I don’t think so. I did that before and you killed me. Remember? I do. I can 
still see that look on your face. You didn’t like it did you? Killing me. You won’t like 
doing it again either, I suspect. I won’t give you the chance to find out.” 
 William gritted his teeth. “You murdered my father, now you have killed my 
friend. You threaten my wife, do you expect me to stand by and watch?” 
 “No, boy, I don’t,” the voice was almost a whisper, taunting William to lean 
closer to hear it. “I expect you to hunt me down. In fact I know that one day you will do 
just that, because some day I’m going to succeed. No matter what you do, I will win. 
That day you will have your fight, and I will leave your worthless remains to the wolves 
and the birds.” 
 William snarled and jumped forward, his powerful legs driving him into the 
darkness, his sword slashing across the small area where the shadows cowered. His 
sword clanged against the stone of the wall and sparks bounced off the blade. He swung 
into the emptiness a couple more times in frustration then yelled wordlessly into the sky. 
 “Watch,” the raspy voice whispered. It seemed to be everywhere, “Watch and 
wait, I will return.” 
 “Come back wraith!” William screamed into the breeze that blew across the wall 
top. “Come back and let us finish this once and forever.” 
 Only silence answered him. 
 What if he’s going crazy? Coltran wondered, that would mean I am too, since I 
can see the same things he does. Maybe it’s just because I am limited by his aural and 
optical interpretations. If he hallucinates, then am I forced to see it? 
 William swung his sword in a mighty two-handed strike against the stones of the 
wall in frustration and the blade rang at the blow. 
 “William,” Samuel’s voice said. 
 William spun around to stare at him, his eyes blazing with anger. He lifted his 
sword up as if to strike and then suddenly hurled it to the ground, his body shaking with 
restrained fury. 
 “William,” Samuel said again, he stood on the wall just behind William, his hood 
pulled up to hide his face, shading his pale eyes from the bright sun. 
 “How can I fight a wraith that has no substance?” William yelled, “No sooner do I 
strike than he shrinks away and becomes a part of the wind. A spirit that is there yet 
cannot be stopped or struck down. How can I win?” 
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 Samuel was silent for a long moment as if waiting for William to say more. 
Finally William turned away and struck the top of the parapet with his fist. He leaned on 
the stones and stared out at the plain and the forest beyond. 
 “How can I protect her?” William said through gritted teeth, his voice broke 
toward the end of the sentence and his jaw closed tightly. Coltran could feel the start of a 
tear forming in William’s eye, not a tear of sadness, but a tear of pent up rage and 
frustration seeking any way to release itself. 
 “You’ve got an arrow in your back,” Samuel said. 
 “I know I’ve got an arrow in my back, I can feel it. I’ve had worse.” William said. 
Samuel came to stand beside him and look out at the dark forest that stretched out away 
from the castle. He too leaned on the parapet, seeming to fold his tall body in half to rest 
his folded arms on the rocks next to William. 
 Coltran could feel Samuel’s eyes looking at him. 
 “Sir David?” Samuel asked. 
 “Yes,” William said, “It was him, I know it was, and he disappeared even as I 
made the blow that would have struck him down. His body seemed to flow into the air 
and blow away with the wind.” 
 Samuel waited again. 
 “He’s going to kill her,” William said suddenly, he turned to look Samuel in the 
face and this time the tear in his eye leaked out. “I can’t stop him.” His voice broke again, 
“How does one stop the wind? How does one fight or hide from the very air that we 
breathe? It is madness, I will go mad trying and that is his plan.” 
 William turned back toward the forest again but he could not see more than a 
green blur, his vision clouded by tears. 
 “I don’t know what to do,” he said finally. “Gawyn was my friend, as are all the 
soldiers here. Will he wear me down slowly by killing all that I love? I tell myself that he 
cannot, no person can be that bitter. But I do not believe it. He tried to kill her, Samuel!” 
He whirled to look at Samuel again grabbing the taller man’s cloak in both hands and 
shaking him, “He tried to kill her, and it’s just to hurt me. That’s all he wants.” 
 They were both still for several moments again, then finally Samuel put his arm 
around William’s shoulder. “I do not know how to fight this, William,” he said, “but I do 
know that whatever you ask of me that will I do. I swear it as a friend.” 
 William was silent for a moment then turned his tear-streaked face toward 
Samuel. “I feel like a ship lost at see. What do I do?” 
 “The best you can,” Samuel said. “Sometimes man must depend on the mercy of 
God to save him.” 
 “He does not answer me,” William said dejectedly. 
 Samuel turned William toward the stairs with his arm, “Perhaps you should look 
closer to yourself for the source of your trouble.” 
 William stopped walking and looked into Samuel’s pale blue eyes, “You have 
been a true friend. The best I have ever had save Sarah and my father.” 
 Samuel said suddenly, “Now what kind of friend would I be if I let you stand up 
here watching the sunset with an arrow sticking from your back?” 
 

*** 
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William lay in his bed, staring at the ceiling. The room was dark. Coltran, by 
extension was also awake. He didn’t feel tired and he wondered if that was because 
William did not feel tired or because he had no body. 
 William’s thoughts were a jumble. Coltran felt slightly disconcerted and more 
than a little embarrassed to be privy to some of William’s thoughts. During the day when 
William had knelt in the church pouring his heart out in prayer Coltran had only been 
able to feel William’s emotions. They were muted, almost… softer. He didn’t think he 
could get much more uncomfortable than that. 
 Now he was hearing snatches of William’s thoughts. 
 William could still hear the grating sound of Sir David’s voice.  “No matter what 
you do, I will win.” His face twisted in frustration. David was not his only worry. 
Somebody in the castle had let him in the first night by slitting the throats of the gate 
guards. Who would do such a thing to his comrades? 
 “William?” Sarah’s voice asked from beside him. 
 William paused for a moment, “Yes?” 
 “Just seeing if you’re awake,” she said, “I can’t sleep.” 
 “Me neither,” he responded. 
 She placed her hand on his chest and he turned his head to look at her. “Let’s go 
for a walk,” she said. 
 He squinted in the dark trying to see her features. She looked like she was 
smiling, the purple bruise on her face nearly invisible in the darkness. 
 “What if...” he started to say. 
 “He’s already come once today,” she said. She pulled his arm up around her 
shoulders and gently pulled him out of bed. “Besides are we any safer in here than we 
will be somewhere else. Maybe you’ll run into him and surprise him.” 
 “Yes but then I’ll be surprised too,” William muttered. “Besides, it’s cold out.” 
 She didn’t respond. William heard her putting on a cloak and then her small thin 
fingers slipped into his hand and pulled him toward the door. He picked up his sword 
with his free hand on the way out and closed the door behind them. 
 A few short words to the guards watching their door and they were followed 
outside as Sarah led him out onto the wall of the castle. She let go of his hand and stared 
into the darkness, hugging the cloak around her body. 
 “Why did we come out here?” William asked putting his arm around her and 
pulling her close to him. 
 “I don’t know,” she replied, her voice strangely solemn. 
 William looked up at the clear black sky and the stars glittering like diamonds in 
its inky blackness. 
 So many stars, Coltran thought. The shear immensity of the heavens left him in 
awe and he realized that he had never been anywhere where he could truly see the stars. 
 “Aren’t they beautiful?” Sarah whispered. 
 “What?” 
 “The stars,” she said, “do you ever wonder what they are?” 
 William smiled suddenly as he gazed out into the night. The twinkling pinholes of 
light seemed to wrap around them until the guards, the castle, even the wall they stood on 
seemed distant. “No,” he said, “they’re just stars.” 
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 Sarah backed up against him and he wrapped his arms around her and rested his 
chin on the top of her head, smelling her hair. 
 “I should like to see them one day,” she said. 
 He let out a small chuckle, “You are seeing them.” 
 She bent her head back to look up at him for a second before turning back to look 
at the stars. “I mean see them. Up close, I guess you could say.” 
 “I don’t understand,” William said. 
 “If you stand on this wall,” she told him, pointing one arm to the west, “and you 
look to the west right before the sun sets, you will see, just for an instant the flash of light 
coming off of the ocean between Tintagel Head and Boscastle. What if that’s what the 
stars are?” 
 William was silent for a while. Coltran felt the confusion running through his 
brain. 
 “You mean what if the stars are oceans?” William asked. 
 “No,” even though he couldn’t see her face he could hear the smile in her voice, 
“if they were oceans they would fall down on us and we’d drown.” 
 “Maybe that’s what the rain is,” he said. “Maybe the oceans fall apart as they fall 
and they just come down as rain. That’s why there aren’t any stars the night after it rains, 
they have to fill back up again.” 
 Sarah laughed, a quiet delighted laugh, “There aren’t any stars because of the 
clouds.” 
 “Maybe we just think that,” William said, “but really, how could we know, 
without going up there to look?” 
 “No they’re not oceans,” she said, “or at least, I don’t think so.” 
 “Then what are they?” William asked. 
 “I don’t know. That’s why I want to see them. I mean, when I see that light flash 
off of the ocean it’s like I’m seeing the ocean only it’s so far away that I can’t really see 
it. What if the stars are a flash of light, or a solid burning torch from a strange far away 
land that’s being reflected off the bottom of the sky and all we can see is that twinkling 
flicker.” 
 “You should write poetry,” William said. 
 “That’s a lot of lands to see,” Sarah murmured. “Maybe the smaller ones are just 
villages and the larger ones are cities. Maybe they’re not reflected off the sky at all but 
they live there.” 
 “That seems like it would be kind of scary, don’t you think?” William asked. 
 I wish I could tell her what they really are, Coltran thought, but then if she knew 
would she really believe it? He wondered if the truth, to them, would sound stranger than 
fiction. 
 “Not if you grew up that way,” Sarah said. “You wouldn’t know any better.” 
 “How do you do this, Sarah?” William asked. 
 “Hmm?” she asked smiling up at him, her eyes twinkling. 
 “I came out here consumed with worry and you’ve taken my mind completely off 
of it.” 
 “Sir,” a voice said behind them. William let go of Sarah and turned toward the 
guard standing behind them. “Sir, we thought we saw someone up here with you.” The 
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guard, Thomas, flicked his eyes around the wall top nervously. “I didn’t want to disturb 
you but maybe we better get down off the wall. Just to be careful, you understand.” 
 William looked around. The other guard stood at the bottom of the stairs, his 
spear held firmly in both hands. Two night sentries watched the darkness from the safety 
of the two corner towers, both of them looking out at the dark carpet of trees. He picked 
up his sword where he had laid it atop the parapet and moved Sarah between him and the 
guard. As he did he caught a flicker out of the corner of his eye, a movement. He jerked 
his head and stared into the shadows near the closest tower. Did he see a flicker of 
movement in the shadows? 
 “What is it?” Sarah’s hand touched his arm, his muscles corded and tense. 
 Nothing, just shadows, Coltran thought. Even as he thought it something moved 
in the shadows. Slowly and calmly a man stepped from the deep blackness and into the 
pale moonlight. The unmistakable gaunt form of William’s enemy stood still on the wall 
in front of them. 
 Now’s your chance, kill him, Coltran wanted to scream, end it before he causes 
you more pain. 
 William did not move. He just stared at the man standing silently several paces 
away.  

The man at the bottom of the stairs shouted, and William flicked his eyes down 
quickly. A cluster of armed men, he couldn’t tell how many, rushed the lone guard, trying 
to gain entrance to the stair. 

When he turned his gaze back to Sir David, the man’s face was lit with a toothy 
smile. 
 Thomas rushed down the stairs to aid his fellow guard. 
 “So, it’s just you and I, boy,” David said, his voice grating out through his throat, 
“just what you wanted wasn’t it?” He began walking slowly forward, drawing his sword 
from it’s scabbard. “You’ll lose. Even if you kill me now, do you think I’m the only one 
you need to fear? There are others, others that are close to you, who are your real 
enemies. You can’t trust anybody you know, not really.” He glanced over William’s 
shoulder at Sarah, standing at the top of the stairs, wrapped in her cloak. “Isn’t that right, 
girl?” 
 Don’t listen to him. He’s just trying to get you to… make a mistake… or 
something. Coltran wanted to scream at William. 
 William did not respond to David’s monologue. He merely pulled the covering 
from his own blade and dropped it to the ground. 
 “You cannot win,” Sir David hissed suddenly and then lunged forward. 
 “Stay back Sarah,” William whispered and then their blades clashed together. 
 Coltran’s mind seemed to go numb with terror, he couldn’t think, couldn’t reason. 
He grasped at the hope that if William died he would still live. The two men struck and 
slashed at each other with a strength, desperation, and speed that Coltran would not have 
thought possible. Their blades threw sparks off the stones of the wall as they smashed 
into the rough rock. William ducking and swinging desperately, kept his unprotected 
body away from the wild slashing of his enemy. 
 He heard shouts from below and the blaring of a warning trumpet on the tower 
above them. 
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 With an angry slash at William’s head that William blocked with his blade, David 
leaped backward along the wall. “Such a short time, boy. You have increased your skill 
since the last time we fought.” His crooked face formed a gruesome parody of a grin. 
 William didn’t respond. Sweat streamed down his chest and back underneath the 
light shirt that he wore. His hair was matted to his head and face. His breath came in short 
gasps. Coltran tried to gain comfort in the thought that Sir David didn’t look much better. 
Neither had been touched. 
 The number of voices shouting below increased suddenly. Somebody had heard 
the trumpet call. 
 Sir David threw himself forward again with a snarl. Coltran felt… pushed aside. 
William’s mind forced him into a dark corner as it seized control of William’s every 
reflex. Coltran watched in fascination as William stopped Sir David’s charge. Coltran 
could see William’s thoughts. Moves and positions passed through his mind in a dizzying 
pattern, so fast that Coltran couldn’t keep them straight. Then William surged forward 
viciously, his attack so fast that no thought preceded it. Coltran felt coldness throughout 
his mind. He’s the perfect fighting machine. 
 William drove Sir David back along the wall, his sword flashing in the moonlight. 
David lunged forward and William placed his sword between them. Their blades struck 
and William shoved back with all the pent up rage and violence he possessed. David fell 
back losing his balance. He stumbled against the parapet and his head struck the rock. He 
fell over, blood matting his hair. His sword fell from his hand and tumbled off the wall to 
the ground below. He twitched and William raised his sword to stab downward. 
 “William,” Sarah yelled. 

He turned. Thomas and the other guard lay in crumpled heaps at the bottom of the 
stairs, surrounded by the bodies of three of the intruders. The rest of the men, nearly a 
dozen fled toward the open gate, William’s own men in pursuit. 

His men would never get there in time to stop them from escaping. 
Don’t let them get away. Coltran heard William’s thought as thick despair settled 

over him. I have to find out how they get in, who is sending them. 
William turned back to Sir David. He was gone. 
One need only ask. 
Samuel stood in the middle of the courtyard, his dark cloak flapping around his 

ghost-like arms and face. He had one arm raised, pointing at the gates. 
William closed his eyes and reached out with his mind. Please, God, he prayed, 

give me the power I need to keep my family safe. 
Suddenly, the night swelled into song. It was not loud, just whispers. The night air 

hummed around him, tense with the recent action. The stones at his feet stalwartly 
groaned their determination to stand. He stood still, afraid to move. 

Push against the gates, he told the air. Push them closed for me. At first nothing 
happened. He felt like something fought against his will, something asked the gates to 
remain open, just a little longer. 

“Close the gates,” he whispered. 
The air outside the castle responded and gusted with a great rush, slamming 

against the heavy wood. He opened his eyes. The gates slammed shut with a bang. The 
last enemy soldier ran full speed into them and crumpled to the ground, unconscious. 



118	   ATTACKED	  
 

William looked at Samuel, met his gaze. Samuel lowered his hand and nodded his 
head. Dark cloak flapping around his tall, lanky frame Samuel bounded up the stairs three 
at a time. He took Sarah’s hands briefly and looked into her eyes then hurried over to 
William, slumped against the stone parapet. Sweat now froze on William’s body making 
him shiver. 
 “Are you hurt?” Samuel asked, his voice quiet. 
 William shook his head numbly. 
 He slowly followed Samuel along the wall toward the stairs. Bodies were heaped 
up at the bottom. Oh, Thomas, William thought. Coltran felt his despair. Another one 
dead, just for me. 

They reached the bottom and Samuel turned over the front most form with his 
boot. The blank staring face of Charles Bradbury looked up at them. 
 William let go of Sarah to kneel at his friend’s side. “No, Charles,” he murmured. 
Coltran recognized the same deep anger that William had felt when his father was killed. 
 Charles sucked in a slow breath of air. He’s not dead. 
 “I thought I could save you,” Charles said, “I should have waited for the rest of 
the guard.” 
 “No, Charles,” he whispered, “you came just in time. You saved me, you saved 
Sarah...” he wanted to say more but his voice wouldn’t work anymore. 
 Charles tried to smile once then coughed weakly, blood bubbling from his lips, 
and went limp. 
 It’s happening again, Coltran thought, everything this boy cares for is doomed to 
die. It’s a wonder he doesn’t become a callous old man very quickly. If this is the history 
that I was meant to see then I’ve learned what I need to learn. Men are cruel and the few 
that are worth saving would probably rather be dead than live with their pain. 
 Life is pain! All of life, it will never change. Even joy is meant only so that we can 
understand the pain more fully. 
 That last had been William’s thoughts. This time, however, they were not just 
William’s thoughts he was hearing but thoughts in response to his own. Does he know 
I’m here? He waited but there was no more that came to him from William’s mind except 
deep, deep sorrow. 
 “I shall inform Lord Bradbury,” William said standing up, the rest of the guards 
just approaching them, “that his son is dead.” He turned to several of the guards who had 
just arrived, “Please escort Sarah back to our rooms. The rest of you get these men out of 
here and prepare them for burial. Tie the prisoner and put him in the barracks. I wish to 
question him.” 
 He and Samuel walked over to the wall where Sir David had dropped his sword. 
William quickly found it lying in the shadows. 
 “So,” Samuel said, “he still lives.” 
 “Yes,” William sighed, “despite my better efforts. Will you accompany me to 
speak with Lord Bradbury?” 
 Samuel nodded and they started across the small courtyard to the doors of the 
keep. 
 “I think…” William paused, trying to decide what to say, “I think I spoke to the 
Intelligences.” 
 Samuel only nodded. 
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 “Only a little.” William said, “Sometimes in the heat of battle I get the feeling that 
I know what the other person will do next. I can feel the leaves on the trees and the grains 
of sand in the soil.” 
 “Yes?” Samuel said, eager. 
 “I think it happened before, when I was praying in the chapel. It’s… beautiful. 
Did you know they sing?” 
 Samuel looked down at him with his pale pink eyes and shook his head. 
 They stopped in front of Bradbury’s bedchamber door. One of the serving maids 
was sitting on a short stool there, leaning against the wall, her eyes closed. “Go wake the 
Lord at once,” Samuel said shaking her shoulder. 
 She awoke with a start and looked around slightly disoriented, “Now?” she asked, 
“he’ll be angry…” 
 “At once,” Samuel said firmly and she darted through the closed door and into the 
dark room. A moment later she came back out and lit a small tallow candle. 
 “He wishes to know what is so urgent,” she said. 
 “We will speak to him in person,” William said. He took the candle from her hand 
and opened the door. The room smelled of age and mustiness. Lord Bradbury lay on his 
bed the he hadn’t moved from in months. His once flabby body was now thin and his skin 
hung off of him as if it was too large. His eyes were closed but he beckoned them in 
weakly with one hand. 
 “We come to you with sore news, my Lord,” William said kneeling next to the 
bed. His voice shook, “It is news of your son Charles.” 
 The old man seemed to sag even more into the furs that covered his bed, “He’s 
dead.” Bradbury murmured in a weak, quiet, whisper. “How did it happen?” 
 William was unable to talk further so Samuel told him briefly of the attack and 
the mercenary soldiers that had killed his son. When Samuel finished Lord Bradbury 
turned his head toward William and opened his eyes for the first time since they’d 
entered the room. They were a pale blue and looked a sickly yellow color around the 
edges. 
 “Take some men,” Bradbury whispered, “Kill the murderers of my son. Track 
them however far you must. Don’t return until they are all dead.” 
 “But...” William started to protest, under other circumstances he would have been 
happy to do what his lord commanded but with Sarah so close to her time. 
 “Leave tomorrow,” Bradbury grated out and slumped back against his pillow. He 
seemed to fall instantly asleep. 
 William and Samuel left the room slowly and closed the door behind them. No! 
No! No! Coltran couldn’t tell if that was himself or William, if you leave tomorrow they 
might return while your gone. Don’t do it. 
 I know they might return, but what choice do I have? I feel like my life is 
crumbling around me and I don’t have the power to pull it all back together. 
 Coltran was shocked. William had directly answered his thoughts. 
 “You’ll watch after her while I’m gone?” William asked not looking at Samuel. 
Samuel only nodded. “I’ll try to hurry back. There’s still a traitor in this castle and I don’t 
know if I’ll be taking him with me or leaving him behind.” 
 “She will be safe as long as I am your friend,” Samuel said. 
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 “Let’s hope I can end this before if comes to that,” William said, “and if I don’t 
come back, for some reason...” his voice broke off. 
 Samuel placed his hand on William’s shoulder and followed him down the stairs. 
Neither of them said anything as they walked out into the courtyard beyond. A wind had 
picked up and it howled over the parapets of the wall, blowing Samuel’s cloaks about his 
legs. William buried the rage in his chest and hurried out into the wind to help bury his 
comrades. 
 


