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Seeds of Doubt 
 

___Somewhere over York, July 22 
 
 The tiny lights of farm buildings far below twinkled, stretching out across the 
English countryside like a dark mirror of the stars above. To the south the glow of 
London cast a yellow haze into the night sky. 

Smith huddled inside the dragon’s grasp, his talons locked in a shell around her. 
They didn’t squeeze her but she didn’t think anything short of dismemberment would set 
her free before the dragon wanted to let go. 
 Her muscles ached all over with fatigue and strain. Her eyelids felt heavy. The 
bullet in her thigh pulsed pain up and down her leg and there was no way to extend her 
cramped muscles in the dragon’s tight grasp. Her shoulder felt stiff and the bandage 
around it chafed at her skin. 
 “I am in need of nourishment,” Red said, his deep thought echoing through her 
mind. 
 “I could use some rest,” she replied. 

He tucked his wings suddenly and dropped toward the ground. Smith sucked in 
her breath as the bottom of her stomach came up to meet her throat. Lazily the dragon 
spread his wings out again and pulled into a tight loop that pressed Smith against his 
stone-hard talons so hard that her vision darkened momentarily. 

When they finally leveled off they were skimming just above the level of the 
trees. It looked like she could reach down and touch their dark leaves. 

Watching the treetops flash past reminded her of a time she and MacElly had 
visited her uncle in the states. Her uncle, a retired General had recently gotten a private 
plane and took them on a flight over the forests near his home in West Virginia. MacElly, 
she thought, are you still alive? She cast the thought out into the void, wishing that 
humans had the same skill as dragons so that she could at least talk to him and make sure 
he was okay. 
 Red swooped down toward a small clearing in the forest. His wings beat against 
the air slowing his forward motion, the trees bending and swaying in the wind of his 
wings. As his rear claws touched the ground they slowly opened up and parted, 
depositing Smith gently in the middle of the clearing. The huge red talons touched the 
soft forest soil on either side of her and the wings beat a few more times before the 
dragon settled to the ground, his front legs landing almost delicately on the earth and his 
wings folding tightly against his scaly sides. 
 “I need to get some sleep,” Smith said, stretching her legs. “Just a few hours. I’m 
exhausted.” 
 Red’s head curved around on his long neck to look at her. His pale yellow eyes 
blinked once. “Do you require a fire?” 
 She almost felt like smiling at him. “That would be nice, but just a small one. It’s 
not very cold and I don’t want to attract attention.” 
 Red reached out casually and plucked one of the trees from the ground, dirt and 
rock showering down from the roots. Using only one scaly hand he twisted it against the 
ground and the trunk of the tree shattered, sharp bits of wood exploding into the air. 
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Smith fell to her knees and covered her head to protect her face from flying debris but 
Red shifted his hind leg slightly so that his pebbly flesh shielded her from the sharp shafts 
of wood. 
 She felt no fear, just calmness. 
 Red scraped up the shattered branches and broken pieces of trunk in one hand, 
scraping long furrows in the forest soil. Some of the pieces, ten feet long and as big 
around as Smith’s waist, looked like a handful of kindling in his hands. He plopped the 
pile down in the middle of the clearing. 
 “No, no,” Smith said quickly, “That much fire will roast me alive.” 
 She felt only the hint of a question in answer. He didn’t understand. 

“I just need a campfire, just a small fire for a little bit of warmth.” She closed her 
eyes and tried to picture a small fire surrounded by a ring of rocks. 
 She gathered several sticks from the pile of the ruined tree and surrounded them 
with a ring of rocks that had been unearthed by Red’s claws. 

Red watched her, head cocked curiously sideways, yellow cat-slit eyes studying 
her movements. 

When she was done she stepped back well out of the dragons way, waiting for 
him to blast the small pile of wood with a breath of searing flame. 
 Red glanced at her once and then at the wood lying on the ground, then back at 
her again. She looked down. Flames crackled among the pile, licking hungrily at the 
other sticks. He did it just like the man with the red eyes. 
 “I go now,” Red told her. 
 She nodded, too tired to say anything. 
 The dragon’s wings beat the air twice and he disappeared into the darkness. 
 Smith lay down on the ground, exhausted. The firelight flickered around her, 
casting a comfortingly warm aura to the dark and menacing night. She felt safe. If they 
did find her Red was close by.  

She fell asleep immediately, her head resting on her arm. Her dreams turned to 
tortured, twisted visions of MacElly being carried away from her, his arms outstretched, 
his eyes pleading, mouth open wide in a yell that she was too far away to hear. I’ll come, 
as soon as I can, she tried to say, but her voice was drowned out by the sound of 
footsteps coming closer, ever closer. 
 

*** 
 

 “Mind if I share your fire?” 
 Smith bolted upright. A man crouched across from her, shrouded in a hooded 
cloak. His hand, wrinkled with age and pale as snow, stirred the remaining coals with a 
stick. 
 “Who are you?” she asked, her body tense. She tried to rise but her leg throbbed 
painfully and her muscles didn’t seem to work properly. 
 “Oh,” he said, his voice quiet and raspy, “just a traveler.” 
 “In the middle of the forest?” she tried to scoot backward, to get as far away as 
possible. 
 “Is it now illegal to wander at night in the King’s wood?” 
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 She actually didn’t know the answer to that so she kept silent. His speech seemed 
strange, almost archaic. 
 “What brings you out on a night like this?” the man asked, still poking at the fire 
with his stick. 
 “I think I could ask you the same question,” Smith replied. 
 The man chuckled, a pleasant sound that seemed genuine. “You, however, are not 
from around here,” he said raising his head to look at her. She could just see the outline 
of a face underneath his hood. “You’ve also been shot.” She could feel his eyes 
examining her. 
 “I think that’s my business,” she said. It sounded lame but she couldn’t think what 
to say. 
 “Oh, definitely,” the other shrugged, “why do I care?” 
 There were several moments of silence punctuated only by the sounds of the 
crackling fire and the coals being stirred around by the man’s stick. 
 “People call me Sam,” the other man said breaking the silence. 
 Smith did not reply. She wished the dragon would come back. Something about 
this man made her uncomfortable. She wasn’t afraid of him; at least she didn’t think so. 
She felt more like something was wrong with him, like he didn’t belong. 
 The man stopped poking the fire and laid the stick on the ground. 
 “I have a story to tell you,” he said. When she still did not reply he started talking 
again, his voice pleasant and soothing. “Long ago dragons roamed the earth... yes I know 
about dragons,” he added when he saw her expression. 
 “I don’t think I want to hear this story,” she said. Anger welled up inside her 
suddenly. 
 “Ah,” Sam nodded slowly, knowingly, “it’s already happening.” 
 “What are you talking about?” 
 “Your dragon friend is deceiving you. He’s controlling your mind.” 
 “Shut up,” she screamed at him. She tried to lunge to her feet but her injured leg 
would not support her weight and she fell back to the ground. 
 “You see, he’s already got you under his control.” Sam had not even flinched. “It 
hurts doesn’t it, breaking away?” He waved a hand. 
 Suddenly the pain in her leg seemed to multiply and her sense of loss over 
MacElly made her stomach muscles clench. 
 “Yes,” Sam whispered to her, “it’s true. Why do you think the dragons were 
banished in the first place? They stole the agency of man. They made us into zombies, 
slaves, forced to do their will. Because they hate us they forced us to kill each other over 
and over until there would be none of us left. Fortunately there are some who are able to 
resist the will of the dragons and they learned of a way to banish them to another world.” 
 Her mind seemed numb from pain and her leg screamed at her. She gritted her 
teeth. “Who are you really?” she asked. “What are you doing to me?” 
 Sam waited a moment before he replied, “I am a man,” he said. “I am trying to 
help you. All I have done is momentarily remove the dragon’s influence on your mind. I 
freed you. You should be grateful.” 
 “What are you talking about?” Smith asked. She gritted her teeth. The pain from 
her wounded leg intensified and felt like it throbbed through every nerve of her body. 
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 “Ah,” Sam sounded like he knew exactly what she was thinking, “You see? Even 
you’re pain is not yours to bear.” 
 Smith stared at him confused. 
 “Now that you have been freed from the dragon your pain is unbearable. Am I 
wrong?” She saw a flash of teeth beneath the cowl of his hood as he smiled broadly. “Just 
remember this,” he whispered. “Dragons take away your ability to think. They make you 
a puppet, no more than a drone serving your master until they discard you and leave you 
in the dust to die.” 
 “What are you talking about?” she asked. Elements and mind control and pain, it 
was all too much. It didn’t make sense and her leg throbbed so bad that she felt like she 
was only seconds away from blacking out. 
 “The dragons will use you,” Sam’s voice hissed in frustration. “They feed on your 
pain.” Spittle flew from his concealed lips. “They will enslave the human race if you let 
them, unless we stop them, you and I. I have the means whereby I can vanish their kind 
from the earth again if only I knew where they were.” 
 There was silence for several seconds. Smith gritted her teeth and closed her eyes. 
She wanted to just fall back against the cold hard dirt and sleep, or die, anything to make 
the pain go away. But she was scared to relax at all while this man was still crouched 
across from her, filled with a righteous fire that almost consumed him. 
 “Where are the dragons?” He asked, sounding calmer. 
 “I don’t know,” she answered truthfully. 
 “You would damn the world to Hell,” Sam cried out, his voice catching. He raised 
his hands to his face and then balled them into fists. “All of us will become peons to 
creatures of magnificent power and all our freedom will be lost. It is better to die.” With 
the last word he spit into the fire and his saliva sizzled in the coals. 
 Smith didn’t know what to say, she really didn’t know where the dragons were 
and wasn’t sure she would tell this man even if she did. If the dragons were trying to 
enslave the humans it seemed like there were easier ways to go about it than to hide in a 
cave in the Scottish highlands. 
 “Don’t you understand?” Sam asked, his voice intense but calm again. “They are 
the serpents of legend. The tempters, the mighty worm that destroyed humans so long 
ago.” 
 “We don’t seem to be doing so bad for a race that's been destroyed,” Smith 
replied. What if he was telling the truth? What if somewhere in his crazed and fanatical 
ranting there was a measure of sanity and the dragons really were manipulating her… and 
MacElly… and everyone else. But they can’t manipulate MacElly she thought. It doesn’t 
work with him. 
 Sam spat into the fire again, “Trust them if you want but I will find out another 
way. There are other sources of knowledge...” He looked up at the sky suddenly. As he 
did, she noticed for the first time that she could see the trees beyond him, through him. A 
cold fear settled into her stomach. 
 “Your friend returns,” he said looking back at her. “I must be gone.” He stood 
from his crouch and looked down at her one more time. “Maybe if you won’t tell me then 
I can persuade your little Scottish friend.” With that he strode away with great, quick 
strides, the forest sucking him in and swallowing him almost immediately. 
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 “MacElly?” she yelled after him. “You come back here,” she screamed, “tell me 
where he is.” She tried to rise and follow but her leg protested painfully and she fell back 
to the ground. She beat the dirt with her fists in frustration and sobbed from the pain. 
“Bring him back,” she murmured. “Bring him back.” 
 The only response she got was a whisper that seemed to float on the wind, Give 
me the dragons, and I’ll spare your friend. Give me freedom and I’ll return his. 
 Smith curled into a fetal position on the ground and cried, her tears running across 
her cheeks and dripping on the rich brown soil. 
 

*** 
 

 Sleep escaped her. The pain in her leg had receded shortly after Sam left. She 
didn’t know whether to be grateful or angry. 

Was Sam telling her the truth or was it another lie that had been twisted to make 
her do things she didn’t want to do? She didn’t know whether to believe it or not. If she 
did believe him, then what? Red would return shortly. What would she do? Could she 
send him away? If Sam was telling the truth then she was powerless to refuse the dragon 
anything he wanted. 
 She lay staring at the smoldering embers of her campfire. It seemed that she had 
two choices, either trust Red or trust this stranger in the night. They were both strangers 
really. Red had saved her life. Sam claimed to have captured MacElly. On the other hand 
if she did decide to trust the dragon, what would she do? She knew that they were here 
for a reason but what was it? It couldn’t be to sit in that cave and avoid everybody. 
 She sighed deeply and closed her eyes. 
 What do I do? She cast her thoughts out in a plea to the heavens. Tell me what to 
do, whom to believe. 
 The only answer was the sigh of the wind through the trees and the pop of one of 
the coals in front of her. She could hear MacElly’s steady Scottish accent saying you’re 
on your own now lass. You’ll have to make do with what you’ve got. 
 Slowly she stretched out her thoughts calling to the dragon. Almost immediately 
the pain in her leg eased to a mild discomfort and she began to relax, her emotions 
calmed. Everything would be okay. 
 Wait! She jerked suddenly. What if that feeling was just the dragon manipulating 
her? 
 I’m coming back now, little one. 
 The voice ran through her head and sent a dagger of fear down her spinal column. 
She had to trust one of them. Either the stranger who called himself Sam or the dragon 
she called Red. 
 As Red settled on the ground, his claws grasping the soil like it was all that would 
hold him to the earth, he turned his head to look at her. 
 “What troubles?” he asked. 
 She didn’t know what to say. She was afraid to tell him she didn’t trust him. She 
was afraid to trust him. 
 “Ah,” Red seemed to understand. 
 “Did you read my mind?” she asked. 
 “Your feelings only are enough. You doubt me. I do not understand the reason.” 
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 “Someone came while you were gone,” she said. “He called himself Sam. He said 
that dragons were banished because they forced people to become their slaves.” She tried 
to glare at his passive, scaly face but gave up trying, “Is that true?” 
 Red did not answer immediately. Then, “I do not remember.” 
 “Is it possible?” she asked. 
 Again he was silent. This time his answer came as a feeling, sorrow, so powerful 
she wanted to cry. “Yes.” 
 “Stop that,” she yelled. “No more emotions. Let me feel my own feelings, think 
my own thoughts.” 
 “You do not require my help any longer?” Red asked. 
 “Don’t go yet,” she said quietly. “I haven’t decided what to do.” 
 They were both quiet for several moments. “He said he had MacElly,” Smith said 
finally. “He wanted to know where the dragons are hiding.” 
 Red curled his tail around his body and folded his wings at his side. He laid his 
bus-sized head on his front paws and watched her. She looked at him for a long moment 
before saying anything more. 
 “How much is the word of a dragon worth?” 
 “We are noble creatures, really. Do not distrust us merely for our capacity to do 
evil. After all are you not able also to commit evil acts?” 
 She nodded. 
 “I feel alive again for the first time in thousands of years. This world is a part of 
me and I of it. I will do whatever is required of me to keep it.” 
 “Would you enslave the human race in order to keep it?” Smith asked. 
 The dragon lifted his huge red head and looked at her with his placid catlike eyes. 
“I am only a part of this world. You live on it,” he said. 
 “But would you enslave us if that was what it took to stay here?” 
 “Yes.” 
 “Then how can I trust you?” Smith asked. She felt strangely numb. She expected 
to feel betrayed, angered, and used. Instead she felt nothing. 
 “We do not want to harm you. You destroyed us.” Red told her. He snorted once 
and his hot breath washed over her. It smelled of burning coal and fire and seemed to 
soothe her tense muscles. “We will do what we must to keep this world. We are part of 
it.” 
 “Then what am I?” Smith asked, quietly. 
 “A creation,” the dragon responded. 
 “I still need time to think,” Smith said. “Will you carry me a little farther until I 
have decided what to do?” 
 “Where will we go?” the dragon asked. 
 “Westminster Abbey.” 
 “Wherever you travel, I will be your guide.” Despite herself she smiled at the 
poetic sound of it. “Through the darkness and into the light. Until we pass the dark days 
and climb high, into the sun. And she welcomes us home.” 
 “What was that?” Smith asked. 
 “An oath,” Red said, “of servitude.” 
 The sun cast its first rays of brilliant gold across the sky to the east. Smith looked 
at the sunrise and chewed on her bottom lip. Red rose up suddenly, and spread his wings 
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wide over the trees. He stretched his neck up and closed his eyes. The morning rays of 
the sun hit his extended wings and back and illuminated long, thick veins running 
through the translucent leather of his wings. He sighed deeply once and froze in that 
position. 
 “We probably shouldn’t fly around here in the daylight,” she said. “We’ll stay 
here until nightfall.” 
 The sun reflected off the clouded sky and turned the entire world orange as if the 
forest around her were ablaze with fire. She hoped it didn’t rain. She hoped MacElly was 
all right. 
 What do I do? She leaned forward with her head in her hands. Her leg hurt and 
she had nothing to dress it with. She knew it needed attention soon or else it would start 
to fester. The bullet was still in there somewhere. She was afraid she would have a 
permanent limp if it weren’t fixed soon. She leaned back against a tree and fell into a 
fitful rest. 
 When she awoke it was still light and the dragon was in exactly the same position 
as he had been before. His eyes opened and his neck tilted down to look at her. 
 “You are in pain,” Red said. It wasn’t a question. 
 She nodded. The throbbing in her leg was almost unbearable now and she felt 
sure there was an infection. 
 “Can I help?” he asked her. 
 She couldn’t think how. She was too scared to go to a hospital. They would know 
to look in a hospital, that’s where they had found Jay and Roberto. I’m the last one, she 
thought, everybody else is gone. 
 “I may be able to fix it,” Red told her. His strange voice was oddly concerned. “I 
have seen an unknown artifact inside your flesh.” 
 “It’s a bullet,” she said through gritted teeth. “They shot me as you were lifting 
me off the roof.” 
 “It should be removed,” Red said. 
 “Thanks,” she muttered, “but I don’t really have anything to remove it with right 
now.” 
 “I could do it,” he replied. “It will be painful.” 
 She looked at his huge, scaly, hand-like front feet with claws as long as she was 
tall digging into the soil. He brought his head down to peer at her. 
 “I think you will die, if I do not.” 
 “I’m not going to die,” she said, “not right now at any rate but I might lose my leg 
if the infection spreads. I need medicine too.” She tried to imagine those long dirty claws 
probing around inside her leg and shivered. 
 The dragon shook his head in a manner that reminded her of a shrug and raised 
his head back up to catch the sunlight on his blood red scales. 
 She looked at him some more. Could he help her? He was possessed by two of the 
Elements. Slowly, she nodded. “Go ahead.” 
 “Remove your outer covering,” Red told her. 
 She hesitated for a moment then decided the dragon wasn’t likely to manipulate 
her just so he could see her undressed. He was a dragon after all. She wondered if he 
could be embarrassed. She slowly and painfully worked her pants off until the wound 
was exposed. It was red and swollen and leaked red and yellow ooze. 
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 The dragon moved his head down close to her bare leg. She could feel his hot 
breath on her skin. He lifted one of his fingers and placed it lightly across her legs, his 
long claw curving into the dirt. His gentleness surprised her. He could have crushed her 
easily. His scales felt smooth, like silk on her thigh, the edges rough like sandpaper. His 
skin did not feel warm, or cold. 
 Red’s eyes turned their focus to her, “You will feel pain.” 
 She nodded in understanding. 
 Red lifted his finger off of her leg. He curled the finger and flames danced over 
his claw for a few seconds. He looked at her and she nodded. His razor pointed claw 
probed delicately at the hole in her leg. She winced at the poking. Then, without warning 
his claw plunged into her wound. 
 She gasped at the pain and put her head back, closing her eyes. She felt like he 
was splitting her bone apart with his claw. She grunted and clenched her jaw tight, 
resisting the reflex to jerk her leg under the dragon’s claw. Then a sharp burning feeling 
flooded her body, unbearable heat. She jerked suddenly as the stench of burned flesh 
reached her nostrils. 
 The heat dissipated leaving only the memory of it in her skin. 
 “You will be well,” the dragon voice penetrated her numbed thoughts. She opened 
her eyes and lifted her head from the ground. She propped herself up on her elbows and 
looked at the dragon. Between one claw and the claw of his thumb he held, almost 
delicately, a shiny brass colored bullet. “It was lying against the bone,” he told her, “That 
is the reason for the pain.” 
 She looked down at her leg. He had pried the bullet out with those huge, sharp 
claws; claws that could have engulfed her in one hand, and had not made the hole in her 
flesh any bigger. Somehow, he had seared the bullet hole so that the bleeding and 
infection were stopped. She would have a nasty scar and the skin was red and irritated 
from being burned but it should heal. 
 She struggled into a standing position and worked her pants back up to her waste. 
The wound still hurt but she thought it might support weight now if it had to. 
 Red still held the bullet squeezed between his claws and stared at her. She held 
out her hand and he dropped the shiny metal into her palm. It had looked so small 
pinched between those delicate pointed claws. 
 “Thank you,” she said and looked at Red. His eyes regarded her. He looked… 
sheepish. Was he embarrassed? 
 “I did not think I could do it,” he said and lay fluidly down on the ground, his 
head resting on his folded forearms. 
 She stared at him for several seconds. She wondered why she had trusted him. 
Had he influenced her emotions? She could tell, sometimes, because she would suddenly 
feel calm when she was starting to panic or sudden trust when she began to question him. 
She had not felt that since she had told the dragon to stop his manipulations, but could he 
be subtler than that? What if it just felt like logic or natural emotional reactions? She 
frowned at him. 
 “About that oath?” she asked suddenly turning the bullet in her fingers. “How 
important is it?” 
 She felt the dragon’s confusion for a moment then he replied, “I do not 
understand. It is an oath. There is only one.” 
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 Smith glanced at him then back at the bullet in her hand. 
 “Why did the dragons return, Red?” 
 “We were summoned.” 
 “Yes, I know you were summoned, but why?” 
 “We do not know,” Red said. He growled deep in his throat, his eyes narrowing. 
 “Maybe you haven’t fulfilled your responsibility.” 
 “We have not,” Red sounded almost angry. “We must die to prepare the world for 
you. Would you make that choice?” 
 Smith was stunned, then angry. 
 “That is not my choice,” she said, “but if the time came for me to forfeit my life 
for the lives of millions of people I would not hesitate.” 
 “Millions of your own people,” Red hissed at her, his mouth actually moved when 
he spoke now. “Would you sacrifice all of humanity to save a few billion mice?” 
 “Is that how you think of us? As mice? Rodents that you toy with and experiment 
on?” 
 “We did, once,” Red told her. “Much to our detriment.” His voice sounded so sad 
that Smith actually felt sorry for him. Then she wondered if that feeling was his influence 
or her own. 
 She gritted her teeth in frustration, “Don’t you understand? We’re all going to die 
if you don’t help.” 
 “And we’ll all die if we do,” Red said, his voice in her mind felt calmer now, 
almost cold. “I have sworn to serve you and I will till the end of my days. But I will not 
sacrifice the end of my kind for the continuation of yours.” 
 Smith felt a surge of anger inside her. 
 “Would you do any differently?’ He asked. 
 She gritted her teeth and stared at the ground. She didn’t think she would. She 
would do the same as the dragon was telling her. “But what if you are going to die 
anyway. They’ll destroy you in the end either way.” 
 “Death comes to all.” Red told her, the sadness in his voice made her look up at 
him. 
 “You said, the sun would welcome you home,” she said, studying him, watching 
for a reaction. “Is the sun your home?” 
 “This is our home,” Red hissed between his teeth, a deep rumble starting in his 
chest. “Earth. This is where we were created, we are a part of it.” He stared at her 
intensely, his head rising up off of his folded hands. His lips peeled back in a snarl, “And 
humans would destroy us and take it away.” 
 “How strong is the oath,” she said, almost a whisper, she knew he could hear. 
 “It is not yet dark, we can not travel for several more hours,” was his only reply. 
 She settled back against a tree. Her leg burned and the muscle in her thigh 
twitched painfully. 
 

*** 
 

 “The light is receding,” Red’s voice in her mind woke Smith up gently. She 
opened her eyes to almost pitch darkness. The sky was shrouded with thick clouds that 
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blocked out the moon and the stars and left the night in the forest almost completely 
without light. 
 Smith struggled to her feet and slowly put weight on her wounded leg. Pain shot 
up her thigh and made her gasp but it held her. She used one hand to steady herself 
against the tree while she waited for the pain to subside. 
 “We’d better get going,” she said through gritted teeth. She wasn’t sure she was 
looking forward to another trip gripped between the steel hard claws of the dragon’s rear 
feet. 
 “How could the sun be our home?” he asked. 
 She looked at him. All she could see were the giant glowing orbs of his yellow 
eyes, the slit-shaped pupils stretched to almost perfect circles in the darkness. “You are 
creatures of Light and Fire,” she said hesitantly. “Say that oath of yours again, you’ll see 
what I’m talking about.” 
 Red raised his head high above the treetops and stared at the stars for a moment. 
“Wherever you travel, I will be your guide. Through the darkness and into the light. Until 
we pass the dark days and climb high, into the sun. And she welcomes us home.” 
 “Do you hear it?” Smith asked. 
 “But this is our home,” Red sounded confused, “we are part of the earth, not the 
sun.” 
 “Where did dragons come from?” Smith asked him. 
 “We are of the elements of the earth,” he replied. 
 “No, no,” she shook her head, “You are possessed by Elements. The people who 
hunt me are possessed by the Elements but they are just people. You told me that 
yourself. Where did you come from, before you were possessed by the elements?” 
 “It has always been,” he replied, still staring at the stars. 
 “What if your oath to me is also a promise to you?” she asked. “You have an 
obligation as a race. You say that you will all die if you fulfill that obligation. What if 
that’s not true? What if you will finally be free of this earth and able to return home?” 
 She watched him for a moment. He did not say anything or even move. He might 
as well have been stone. “Take me to Westminster now?’ she asked. 
 He slowly focused his eyes on her, his head tilting down from the height of his 
erect neck. “I feel that you are right,” he said sadly. “It is hard.” 
 Red held out one of his paws, the fingers and claws open, palm upward and flat 
on the ground. What does he want? A handshake? She tried to imagine her tiny hands 
fitting into that huge scaly red one. 
 “Step into my hand,” Red told her. 
 She felt a moment of distrust, what if he chooses to crush me? “Can you still 
control my emotions, Red?” she asked as she stepped onto the rock hard surface of his 
pebbly skin. 
 “You still feel hostile.” 
 “That’s not an answer.” 
 “No.” 
 His hand curled up around her. She couldn’t tell if his succinct response was in 
agreement to her reply or in answer to her question. She decided to let it go. 

The red claws closed above her head and she felt herself being lifted off the 
ground. Then the hand opened again and deposited her on the dragons back. Her first 
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thought was that she would fall off when he started to fly but she found there was a 
hollow between the muscles that pumped his long leathery wings and even a ridge of 
scales that looked much like a saddle horn. She sat down and gripped the ridge in both 
hands. 
 Red spread his great wings with a whoosh and shook them a couple of times. 
Then they rose into the air and the cold night rushed past her blurring the ground below. 
Red climbed higher and higher as he flew until the ground seemed to fade away below 
them and she wondered if they had passed into the clouds. The air rushing past was 
blowing her dark curls back behind her and it felt like it was sucking the air right out of 
her lungs. She felt a laugh of pleasure come out of her mouth and blow away on the wind. 
 “Flying is good,” she heard Red’s voice in her mind. It startled her at first. “It 
helps me find peace.” 
 “I can see why,” she yelled into the wind, “this is amazing.” 
 “Do not shout. I hear.” 
 “Do you fly often?” 
 “Yes.” Red replied, “We could not fly in the time between. When the air touched 
my wings again I knew I was home and…” he stopped. 
 “You were happy,” she wasn’t asking a question. “I think we are more alike than 
you might imagine.” 
 “You cannot fly,” Red said. She felt a hint of a smile in his voice. 
 “True,” she replied, “but am I not flying now?” 
 “You are not, I am flying. You are riding.” Red’s emotions withdrew slightly and 
became somewhat saddened, “There are things that I cannot do.” 
 “Like what?” she asked. “You’re magnificent. Beautiful, frightful, intimidating, 
most people both fear and love you without even knowing that you exist.” 
 “I cannot remember,” he replied, his great wings beat at the air. “I cannot 
remember the past.” 
 Smith remained silent for a few moments feeling Red’s muted emotions. 
 “Men,” Red said finally, “live their whole lives on the ground. They love each 
other, or hate each other in turn. They work, play, love, hate, kill, mourn. And they 
remember. They remember everything.” 
 “Not everything,” Smith assured him. 
 “Still,” Red sounded impatient, “Man can do all those things and taste the 
memory of it. Dragons do not remember.” 
 “Dragons must remember some things,” she said. “You remember being sent 
away. You remember being killed.” 
 “We do not remember,” he said. “Our anger is our only memory. We do not 
remember the reason you killed our kind. Only the anger that it gave us.” He gave the 
mental equivalent of a shrug. 
 “So it could be because you tried to control us?” she asked. “And you wouldn’t 
even know?” 
 “That is not possible,” Red replied. “We only desire life.” 
 “But you don’t really know.” Smith said in frustration, “You just made up what 
seemed like the most logical explanation and ran with it.” 
 “Yes.” 
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 His great wings beat at the air. She could see a huge cluster of lights far below 
and wondered if that was London already. 
 Red opened his mouth and let out a low moan, filled with sadness. His wings beat 
slower and he turned into a lazy spiral toward the ground. 
 Neither of them spoke again for several minutes and Smith watched over the 
dragon’s broad shoulder as the lights and movements of late night London rose up to 
greet them. The dragon drifted downward much like a leaf that has fallen from a tree in 
autumn. A giant leaf, with a human perched upon its back. Smith patted his back, grateful 
that he had chosen not to fold his wings and free fall like he had the last time he had 
landed. 
 Soon she could pick out individual buildings and she saw the giant clock of Big 
Ben, the sprawling estates of the Royal Buckingham Palace... and there, looming up like 
a giant monument to Deity, Westminster Abbey. 
 “Where?” the dragon asked. She didn’t feel any anger coming from him but she 
wondered if he could shield it from her. 
 “Is the street wide enough for you to land in?” she asked. 
 Red seemed to consider it for a moment as he circled the building. “No,” he said 
finally. 
 Smith caught a movement out of the corner of her eye. Someone was standing on 
the roof waving with both arms. “There,” she pointed, wondering if he could see her 
finger, “land there, on the roof.” 
 Red turned to look and flapped his wings backward once to slow their movement. 
They dropped closer and he went into a series of powerful flaps to slow his descent 
followed by immediate drops.  
 Smith could no longer see the man who had been waving. She hoped he hadn’t 
been waving to something else. That could be quite a surprise for somebody. The 
dragon’s claws settled to the clay tiles on the roof and one of his front limbs raised up to 
help her down from his back. She stepped into his palm and his claws made a cage 
around her and lowered her. They released her and the huge red hand rested lightly on the 
roofing tiles. Red still beat his wings slowly, seeming to hover with only a small amount 
of his weight resting on the roof of the building. Probably wise. She didn’t know how 
much the dragon weighed but she doubted the roof could support him. 
 “You have come at last,” a deep, grating voice said. “I have been waiting for 
you.” 
 She turned and saw an elderly man dressed in friar’s robes standing in the shadow 
of the dragon’s body. The light from the city below cast odd shadows on his face. Despite 
the age in his voice his posture was upright and his shoulders broad. He carried a thick 
staff that he seemed to lean on slightly. Age spots mottled his hands and the skin on his 
face drooped with age. His blue eyes stared at her intently. 
 “Friar Ives?” she asked. 
 “Yes,” he nodded. He looked up at Red towering over him. “Magnificent creature, 
isn’t he?” He reached up one hand and patted the stone-like scales of Red’s underside. “I 
finally get to see one. But that is not why you are here,” he looked back at Smith. 
 “No,” she said. Ives was rather odd. She hoped he could help her. 
 “So do I,” Ives told her, “but I think I can.” He noticed her incredulous look and 
added, “Ah, yes, I too have learned to listen deeply to what you are saying, and it is not 
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always with your mouth that you say it. I have not read your mind but it is there in your 
eyes. One can read that if one but learns the language.” 
 She looked up at Red. She took a few steps back trying to see his face. Red 
twisted his neck around her, wrapping her in an embrace, his right eye staring at her. She 
felt comforted. He could crush her right now but she knew she was safe, it felt almost like 
a sign of affection. 
 “Red,” she said, in her most commanding voice, it came out a little more tentative 
than she wanted, “go to your kind and take a message with you. They must fulfill their 
oath and redeem themselves of their previous transgression, when they do they will be 
taken home. I’m sending you to convince them of this, have faith that it is true. Hang on 
to hope and trust in your oath.” 
 The dragon gave no sign of acknowledgment. He uncoiled his neck from around 
her and beat his wings lifting himself into the air. His body turned around away from her 
and she felt the mighty wind of his great wings as he flew away. She called after him, 
“I’m trusting you dragon, don’t let me down.” Then he was out of sight, lost in the 
darkness. 
 She stood on the roof tiles staring after him for several long minutes. “Don’t let 
me down.” She whispered into the darkness. 
 “Come,” the voice of the friar pulled her back from her reverie. “We have much 
to talk about.” 
 She turned to look at him. She had seen him once before but only from a distance. 
His deep grating voice was similarly strange to her. He was balding and wrinkled, his 
face filled with the solid sternness of a man who rarely smiled. His deep blue eyes held 
an age and wisdom that she had never encountered before, bearing so much power she 
felt compelled to respect him. It was different from the worshipful compulsion that 
Darkness forced on her. It was more a deep feeling of awe at his wisdom and potency. 
 “Yes,” she muttered, “I have a lot of questions for you.” 
 He raised a finger and lifted one eyebrow, “All in good time,” he said. “First let’s 
get inside where you can get some rest and I can look at your wounds.” 
 


