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Into Darkness 
 

 MacElly awoke in darkness. Not the darkness of night but the blackness of pitch 
that seeps into the bones and inspires panic. His entire body felt stiff and his right 
shoulder burned with an unquenchable internal furnace. He lay on his back with his legs 
curled up against his chest and there was a sore on the back of his head that sent painful 
messages coursing along his nerves every couple of seconds as the surface he lay 
prostrate on bounced beneath him. 
 Where am I? He wondered as he groaned softly. He lifted his right hand to place 
it under his head to cushion it against the bouncing. After a few seconds he realized his 
hand had not moved. His entire right arm was dead. He couldn’t see but he thought he 
could move his fingers a little. He moved his left hand up along his body and across his 
chest to feel the smoldering wound in his shoulder. As his fingers probed at it he let out 
an involuntary gasp of pain as the furnace suddenly flared into a raging volcano charging 
through his veins and nerves. 
 Oh. 
 He remembered the stone spike jutting up through his flesh and the taunting kicks 
against his feet. He remembered Air and Earth lifting him and twisting his arm until he 
blacked out. 
 Is Smith still alive? He could remember gunshots. Had the bullets found her? Or 
was she out there somewhere alone and still running? 
 His head ached, all of it, punctuated by the sharp jolt of a bouncing, hard mattress. 
He guessed by his position and the motion that he was in the trunk of a car and it was still 
moving. 
 Not even a glass of water? He thought. Such poor service, I’ll never leave them a 
tip. The darkness and close surroundings made him feel claustrophobic. Where were they 
taking him? What were they going to do? 
 He began pounding on the roof of his moving coffin with his left fist. 
 “Let me out!” he screamed into the darkness. There was no response. Just the 
steady bouncing of the car as it rolled along. 
 He screamed once wordlessly then put his fist into his mouth and bit down on his 
knuckles trying to calm his nerves. Whatever was going to happen he couldn’t stop it. 
 He felt his breathing calm and he concentrated on keeping the dark thoughts in his 
mind from taking hold on his conscious. Slowly, through the throbbing of his skull and 
the sharp burning pain of his shoulder he drifted again into slumber and troubled dreams. 
 His body hurt. Everywhere he felt pain, and sadness. He saw a light in front of 
him and he reached out his hand, partly to reach for the light and partly to shade his eyes 
from the brightness. A silhouette appeared in the light, walking toward him, shapely and 
feminine. He squinted into the light his hand trying to shield his eyes. He noticed 
suddenly that he held a gun in his hand. 
 “Shoot her, she’s going to kill you,” a voice said from behind him. “Shoot her.” 
 The woman was still walking toward him, coming closer and closer, her body 
swaying with every step. His breath caught in his throat. There’s not much time left, she’s 
almost here. He quickly pointed the gun at her and pulled the trigger. The sound was like 
the punctuation at the end of life, echoing in his ears, everything else dead silence. The 
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light dimmed and he saw the woman standing in front of him, her face blank and her eyes 
glazed over. She toppled to the ground. 
 “Smith,” he whispered into the air. “Smith?” 
 The light went out. 
 “No,” he screamed into the darkness around him, “No, I can’t, I didn’t.” 
 He realized suddenly that he had wakened again. His heart continued to pound in 
his chest. 
 It was only a dream. He thought. It wasn’t real. 
 He raised his left hand and wiped the sweat from his brow. That was when he 
noticed that the floor no longer bounced underneath him. The car was no longer moving. 
 Are they just going to leave me here? Maybe they’re going to let me suffocate to 
death. Leave me out in the sun to cook until I dehydrate. Or run me into a lake and let me 
drown. 
 He felt panic rising up in him again and he fought it back down. They probably 
just stopped for a few minutes, or they had barely stopped and just hadn’t taken him out 
of the trunk yet. He could hear no noises outside, no voices, no keys rattling the lock, no 
sounds of motors, nothing. He started to sit up and was painfully reminded that he was in 
a small space as his forehead banged into the lid above him. He grunted both in surprise 
and at the sharp protest of bruised stomach muscles. He fell back to a prone position, his 
legs still folded up against his chest, his shins pressing against the lid. 
 He remembered a time when he was little. His dad had broken the key off in the 
trunk of the car. MacElly, as the smallest in the family had climbed in through the back 
seat with a flashlight and pushed the lock mechanism with his fingers. He had no idea if a 
modern car could be opened as easily or not. After all they were designed to keep people 
out, not in. 
 He reached around with his left hand searching for the lock mechanism. It took 
only a few seconds of groping in the darkness to realize that the lock mechanism was on 
his right side. He tried to roll onto his right side but the pain in his shoulder prevented 
him. Reaching across his chest he fumbled around as best he could with his fingertips. 
 Finally his hand closed on an uneven square of metal that he was certain must be 
the talisman of his salvation. He had no idea what to do but he could feel the part where 
the lock clamped onto the pin welded to the body of the car. He fumbled at it clumsily 
and then felt a piece give way. He pushed until the metal felt like it was forcing it’s way 
through to the bone of his thumb. Then suddenly it popped in the direction he was 
pushing it and something smashed into his thumbnail from the other side. He cursed and 
jerked his hand away. His thumb throbbed and he sucked on it for a moment, gritting his 
teeth. 
 He reached his hand up and pushed on the lid of the trunk. His heart jumped into 
his throat when he felt it give way under the pressure of his fingers and a cool breeze 
drifted across his face. A slash of starlight cut across his vision. 
 No time to stay, he thought, they’ll be back soon, if they’re not already. I need to 
be long gone before that happens. 

His legs, stiff from being cramped in the trunk, were useless. He levered himself 
up on his left elbow to look over the edge of the trunk. The ground looked a lot farther 
down than he remembered most car trunks being. Just a small drop and then gravel. He 
told himself. He pulled himself up over the edge of the trunk, his stomach muscles 
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protesting. He slumped down, letting the weight of his own body do the work of pulling 
the rest of him with it. The bite of the metal edge sent burning sensations running through 
his bruised stomach and his shins banged painfully on the car as he fell. He landed on his 
left shoulder and his right arm slammed into the gravel. He lay motionless for several 
seconds gasping for breath as long fingers of pain stroked up and down his right side and 
arm. 
 His eyes rolled back in his head and he saw Smith. She stood staring down at him, 
contemptuously, her hand on her hip. In her other hand she pointed a gun at his face. A 
large Red dragon hovered behind her whispering in her ear. Coltran stepped between 
them, surrounded by darkness, dressed in armor and holding a sword. 
 His eyes popped open. Keep moving, keep moving, they’ll find you any second. 
 The pain in his right shoulder was more excruciating than anything he had ever 
experienced before. He pushed himself up with his elbow, which forced his weight onto 
his wounded side. He felt the dark fingers creep across his vision and struggled to remain 
conscious. Finally he pushed himself into a sitting position and took several deep breaths. 
He grabbed the car with his good hand and pulled himself up. His legs wobbled at first. 
The muscles twitched and jerked if he tried to move fast but he suspected that would 
change as he walked. 
 He surveyed the surroundings. He was in a gravel driveway that stopped in front 
of a large brick house. The driveway curved away into a thick forest that surrounded the 
house. He had no idea where he was. The lights were on and he could see the silhouettes 
of two people moving around inside. To his left, there was nothing but trees. 
 He headed toward them. 

His legs became stronger and stronger as he walked. The gravel crunched beneath 
his shoes. His arm hung limply at his side. He was almost to the trees when he heard the 
door of the house open behind him. He threw himself to the ground and felt the large 
sharp stones claw into his good hand as he caught himself. Maybe they wouldn’t see him 
in the dark. 
 He knew it was futile. It wouldn’t take them long to find him, he didn’t have 
enough of a head start. He began to pull himself along the ground, feeling the gravel slide 
under his body and scrape his skin. He reached out to pull himself farther when his hand 
grabbed hold of something hard and covered in cloth. 
 An ankle. 
 He raised his head to look up at the tall figure of an old man, cloaked and bent, 
face shrouded in darkness. 
 A voice rasped out of the emptiness beneath the hood of the cloak. “So, you are as 
stupid as they told me you were. That’s interesting.” 
 MacElly heaved a sigh. They had him, and he couldn’t get away. 
 The man laughed. “When I first came here I thought all you people were weak. 
The world had gone soft in my absence. In my day you wouldn’t have survived a month.” 
The man crouched in front of MacElly and lifted his chin off the ground, “I thought I 
could conquer the human spirit because it had conquered itself. I despaired that humans 
were not worth my time.” MacElly heard a smile enter the man’s voice as it grated out 
like a file on a sharp edge. “You have proved me wrong, as small and worthless as you 
are.” He stared at MacElly for several moments. “I just spoke to your friend, the 
attractive young woman. No, I do not have her. She is out of my reach right now. If you 
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and she are indicative of the human race perhaps you deserve my salvation. Remember 
me, Peter MacElly, I am Sam, remember me.” He dropped MacElly’s face and let it fall 
to the ground. MacElly, blacked out again as his chin smashed into a sharp rock and bolts 
of lightning crashed through his brain. 
 

*** 
 

 This time when MacElly awoke it was not darkness that greeted him. Light so 
strong it burned his eyes shone all around. Even when he closed them the light shone 
through his eyelids like a bright red sun burning in the same room. He lay stretched out 
on the floor. He tried to turn his head and found it fastened down. 
 His head hurt with a dull pounding of bowling balls bouncing inside his skull. He 
could not move his arms to cover his eyes. His shoulder burned with a fever that seeped 
into his bones. His breathing felt ragged, almost tight, like something clogged his chest. 
He coughed once trying to clear it and found that it only got worse. Phlegm felt deposited 
in his lungs and the back of his throat but lying on his back he could not cough it out or 
spit. He began to choke then somehow swallowed what was in the back of his throat. He 
continued to gurgle when he breathed. 
 He lay still for a long time, his eyes squeezed shut, trying to block the light from 
his vision. Slowly, as if stuck in some kind of thick substance, his eyes dilated to adjust to 
the bright light. It still hurt but it was not nearly as painful. He opened them and squinted 
about. All he could see was the light pointing directly at him. 
 His head hurt and his stomach growled, reminding him that he couldn’t remember 
the last time he had eaten. The hunger seemed driven forward by a strong sense of nausea 
that sat at the back of his throat and threatened to gag him. He didn’t want to find out 
what happened when he gagged while strapped down like this. He tried to swallow the 
feeling and found he could get no saliva in his mouth. 
 Dehydrated, he thought, hungry, lights. I’m being tortured. He had read a book in 
school about how the Germans had tortured Jews and others that they considered a threat. 
If that was their intent then things hadn’t even started. 
 Escape. That was the only thing to think about. That’s what had gotten him out of 
the car. That’s what had kept him alive running away from monsters who inhabited 
human bodies. Escape. 
 How? 
 If it had been possible to slump the way he was tied up he would have. Instead he 
felt his muscles all relax and settle back into the hard surface that he was fastened to. 
There was no way. His muscles were too weak to break free of whatever held him and he 
couldn’t even turn his head to look at anything. It was hopeless. 
 He lay there for a long time feeling the sharp stabbing pain in his temples, the dull 
ache of his elbow, the throbbing burning of his festered shoulder. The pain was like a 
lifeline to him. As long as he was feeling pain he was still alive and help might come. He 
refused to think otherwise. 
 He did not know how long he lay there, immobile, feeling the symphony of his 
various injuries from his scrapes and sore muscles to his more serious, more immediately 
apparent ones. Minutes passed, or hours. He did not think it was days that he lay there but 
he couldn’t be sure. His hunger and thirst did not abate and he found he could not make 
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sounds any more with his mouth because his tongue was swollen from lack of water. The 
hunger in his stomach seemed to gnaw away inside him until he thought he must have 
been digesting himself from the inside out. Nausea washed over him in waves, melding 
into a long series of monotonous repetition. 
 Once, he retched, his empty stomach twisting into knots that he could not control, 
again and again his body seized, held fast by whatever bound him tight. The muscles of 
his abdomen screamed in pain as they contorted until finally he felt the wetness of bile on 
his tongue, his mouth so dry he could not taste its bitterness. 
 He gasped, out of breath. When his body finally began to relax and the knotted, 
twisted muscles unwound and let go he fell into a fitful, feverish sleep. He dreamed he 
wandered through a blistering hot desert. The sun blinded his eyes and no water or food 
could be seen for miles. 
 He awoke abruptly at a sharp pain in his side. His eyes burst open before he 
remembered the bright light. Only it was gone, diminished to manageable size. He still 
could not move but at least he could see a little around the colored spots that seemed to 
be engraved on his vision. His breathing was ragged still, and all his pains continued to 
afflict him. 
 Then he saw what it was that had awakened him. A man stood in front of him, 
tall, hooded, and bent. MacElly could not see his face but he held a stick in his hand that 
MacElly assumed had been the tool of his wakening. 
 “I have some questions for you,” the tall man stated. “If you answer them 
truthfully you will be rewarded. If you lie or choose silence...” he left the sentence open 
but his meaning was clear. More torture. More pain. More suffering. 
 “We will start with something simple,” another voice said, it sounded like a 
woman, a beautiful woman. He twisted trying to see who it was that spoke to him. The 
female chuckled at his immobility and he changed his opinion of the voice. 
 “What is your name?” This time it was a man’s voice, on his other side. He jerked 
again in recognition. 
 Suddenly, Sam, the tall man standing in front of him, struck him across the face 
with the thick wooden stick that he held. MacElly felt the sting across his cheekbone 
followed by a trickle of blood running down his face. 
 “Answer quickly,” was all Sam said, his voice quiet. 
 MacElly opened his mouth to speak but found his throat too dry to make sound, 
his tongue too swollen to form words. All he could do was moan. Sam struck him again, 
this time on the other cheek. 
 I can’t answer, he wanted to scream, I’m too dry. Would he answer them 
anyway? He had heard since he was little about how noble it was to resist torture. What 
harm can that be anyway? They already know my name. He was struck again, and again, 
his face growing numb to the blows. He gritted his teeth. Show no weakness. Die first. 
 Sam battered MacElly’s already bruised stomach muscles, he jabbed the club into 
the festered infection of his right shoulder, thumped it on his Adam’s apple. The latter 
made his gag reflex rise and he went through another retching fit of painfully knotted 
muscles that tried to curl his body against its immovable tethers. No part of his body was 
safe from the whips and jabs of the stout piece of wood and he could do nothing to 
defend himself. All the while he was bombarded with questions from voices all around 
him. 
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 Where are the dragons? Where are your friends? Where are they going? What 
were your plans? What are their weaknesses? What are the dragons going to do? Why 
have you brought them back? Who is the other one - the one we can’t find? 
 I don’t know! He screamed inside his head. His mouth formed the words over and 
over, his parched tongue trying to work enough saliva just to say them out loud. 
 It seemed to go on and on, even longer than his time spent alone staring at the 
light. The voices came with questions followed by immediate pain. No time to think, or 
answer, just pain. He tried to sink into a state of mindless repetition, like he had when he 
was alone. But, unlike the throbbing of his wounds, this pain was administered with no 
recognizable pattern. He could not ignore it or stop thinking about it. It struck him again 
and again in his knees, feet, arms, ribs, head, face, legs, and groin until he felt like he was 
bruised from head to toe. He wanted to cry, to curl up and weep, but there was not 
enough water in his body for tears to come and he was stretched out like a scarecrow, 
unable to move. 
 He sank into a delirium where the pain had meaning and the questions faded into 
faint whispers that bounced off the walls like the age-old war cries of long dead warlords; 
some memory of their ancient fury still palpable in the air but not comprehended or 
heard. His body hurt. The pain was part of life. As long as he felt the pain he was still 
alive. A light shone down on him. Was it the bright pure whiteness of the tunnel of 
death? He did not close his eyes or blink away. He wanted to stare wide-eyed at the face 
of God. He thrust his limbs out wide in welcome and laughed into the brightness. I am 
here. He cried. I am here. Take me home. 
 The light seemed to lessen as if the angels sensed his discomfort at the brightness 
of their glory. A man-shaped darkness appeared within the light and seemed to loom over 
him. He smiled at the image. The angels were coming to take him. 
 The angel bore a long bright object in his hand. It is a sword, glowing red with the 
fires of his wrath. He is come to set me free. He leaned toward the angel, welcoming it, 
begging for it’s blessing. The angel raised the red glowing sword in his hand and he felt 
the wave of its heat close to his body. A searing pain stretched across his abdomen and 
his chest as the angel raked the burning sword across his ribs and stomach. The voices 
had gained momentum now. The whispering of the ancients was now like the rushing of 
falling water tumbling over rocks. What are you doing? I am here. The angel struck his 
face with the burning sword and he felt his skin come alight with fire. He gritted his teeth 
and welcomed the pain that followed. The dark image in the midst of the light leaned 
over him. 
 “Though light be my strongest ally, darkness be my gravest enemy,” the angel 
whispered in a voice that seemed to echo across time and scrape through the cracks 
between great sandstone boulders, “Though I walk through the valley of the shadow of 
death, I will fear no evil. Thy life has changed from this day forth. Thou art now 
afflicted.” 
 The burning sword came closer to his gaze; he felt its insipid heat singeing the 
hair off his eyebrows. His eyes, dry from the heat, blinked furiously but his body lacked 
the water to wet them. The sword drew closer and he watched fearlessly, eyes open until 
he plunged into blackness and blissful oblivion. 
 

*** 
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 Some things in life, Smith decided, are not fully appreciated until they have been 
missed and reacquired. So it was with hot baths, and clean clothes. 

Friar Ives had led her to a place where she could bathe. The hot water soaked into 
her wounded leg and stung so that it made her gasp. It also pulled all the grime of the last 
few days off of her and replaced it with a deep weariness. When she was clean she 
slipped into a long brown habit that he had left on a stool next to the stack of clean 
towels. She suspected it was one of the Friar’s own robes because the neck was so wide it 
drooped down over one of her shoulders and the sleeves completely covered her hands. 
She had to lift the cloth in front of her for fear of tripping on the thick brown material 
when she limped out of the bathing room. 
 Friar Ives sat in a thick straight-back chair just outside. He rose when she came 
out and helped her to sit on a sparse cot against one wall of the small room. She felt like 
falling over and sleeping right then. 
 He brought her a tray of cheese, course bread and simple vegetables, and left the 
room while she ate. She devoured the humble fare and curled up on the cot. 
 She woke feeling rested and relaxed. Her wounds no longer hurt and her body felt 
completely refreshed. 
 She felt a pang of guilt. I wonder where MacElly is now. 
 Friar Ives sat in his chair watching her. She sat up on the edge of the cot searching 
his face. He didn’t say anything, just watched her rise up and sit, facing him. She stared 
into his eyes for several moments then looked away. His gaze felt too intense. She had 
wanted to ask him so many questions, now she could think of nothing to say. 
 He leaned forward, placing his elbows on his knees. He lifted his hand up and 
brushed her cheek with on of his arthritis-gnarled knuckles. 
 “You look so much like…” he whispered softly. She was shocked at the softness 
in his voice, a clear contrast to the ancient, rough grating sound that he normally had. 
 She reached up and took his hand in hers. His hand felt dry, the skin papery with 
age, but strong. “Like who?” she asked.  
 He turned away from her then, looking at the wall behind her. “Someone I 
knew… once.” His voice had returned to its grinding hardness. 
 He pulled his hand away from her and folded it in his lap as if embarrassed. 
 “Friar?” she asked, then stopped, wondering if that was the proper form of 
address. 
 “What is it, child?” 
 “Why are the dragons here?” 
 He blinked at her as if her question was unexpected. “The Dark Elements are free 
from ante absiduus, the timeless place.” He sat back in his chair, his back straight. He 
was a big man, she realized. His shoulders were wider than most men and his forearms 
protruding from his sleeves were thickly corded with muscle. “The man who leads them 
is terrible beyond belief. He builds an army in the east. It will take all that you and your 
friends possess to see him destroyed.” 
 “I am the last,” she said, “I can do nothing.” 
 “The last?” he asked, his eyes intent on her face. 
 She nodded. “MacElly was captured, they’ve probably killed him by now. Coltran 
was struck by lightning. Jay and Roberto were murdered.” The full weight of what had 
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happened to her in the last several days seemed to bear down on her shoulders and she 
slumped, a deep sadness clenching her stomach. 
 “I did not think that things were so bad,” he whispered. “Have the dragons done 
nothing?” 
 She shook her head. “They cower in a cave and seek the enslavement of 
humankind.” She told him of their encounter with the dragons, focusing on retelling the 
story so that she wouldn’t think about the loss of her friends. Then she told him about the 
tall, cloaked man who had visited her the night before. 
 “It was not truly him,” Ives told her. “He projects himself across great distance.” 
 “All we could think of was to ask you what to do,” she said. “You knew what was 
going to happen at Stonehenge. We thought you might know what we need to do next.” 
She realized as she was speaking that this was not going to be the end for her. She would 
not be able to pass it all on and then rest and wait for things to unfold. 
 Ives regarded her for several moments, his eyes searching her face. Finally he 
shrugged his shoulders. “I do not know. I expected Coltran to return by now.” 
 “Coltran?” She furrowed her brow. “Then… he’s alive? Where is he? He was 
struck by lightning.” 
 “I do not know,” he repeated. “I did all that I could. This task remains for you.” 
 She stared at him. “I don’t know what’s going on,” she said. 
 “Sam…” he muttered the name as if it were strange to him, “must be stopped.” 
 “How…?” she asked, her teeth gritted. 
 He did not answer. He sat with his wide, twisted hands folded in his lap and 
watched her with his pale blue eyes that seemed to peer into her soul. 
 Finally he stood up and looked down at her. She felt small, like a child. 
 “Your clothes are mended and clean,” he said, pointing to where they had been 
neatly folded and placed on the floor next to the cot. “I will be downstairs, seeking God’s 
guidance. You may find me there.” 
 He left her then, closing the door behind him on the way out. 
 She pulled the large, course robe up over her head and crouched down to pick up 
her clothes. She stopped, suddenly and ran her hand over her thigh, looking at the 
smooth, unblemished flesh. The wound from the bullet was gone. She stood up, looking 
for a mirror. There were none to be found. She twisted her arm around to look at her 
shoulder where the bullet had grazed her several days ago. That too appeared smooth and 
unmarked. She touched her face. The tenderness of bruised skin was also gone. 
 Quickly she pulled her clothes on and hurried out the door. She hurried down the 
hallway and found a long, straight stairway with an elaborate stone banister. At the 
bottom she found another hallway that led to an antechamber with double doors. One 
door was propped open revealing the knave beyond. 

She stood in the doorway of the dimly lit cathedral for several moments. Tall 
pillars extended down either side, holding up the roof in a long line of stalwart soldiers. 
Light streamed in through the stained-glass windows, bouncing color off the floor and 
walls. Candles burned at the end, surrounding the altar. 

There were few patrons, sitting in the simple, wooden pews. Fewer still kneeled in 
front of the altar, heads bowed in prayer. 

She recognized the broad shouldered frame of Friar Ives. He knelt directly on the 
stone in front of the altar. His head bowed. 
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She walked solemnly toward him, her rush from a moment before forgotten in the 
awe and beauty that surrounded her. She lowered herself to the floor next to Ives. She felt 
horribly underdressed in her dark cargo pants and black t-shirt, her hair clean but 
uncombed after sleep. 

Her shoulder brushed against his arm and she bowed her head. She didn’t really 
know what to pray for, or how. Please, God, save MacElly. She couldn’t think of 
anything else to say so she folded her hands in front of her and waited for Ives to speak. 
She stared into the dancing flames of the candles. I shouldn’t have left him. He would 
have come back for me. It hurt because she knew it was true. MacElly would have died to 
keep her safe, willingly. She had run away. 

A tear dripped from the corner of her eye and rolled down the side of her nose. 
She clenched her teeth to keep her lip from quivering and fought back the tears that tried 
to work their way up from her heart. I will find you, MacElly. 

“Ives?” she whispered when she felt she had control of her voice. He didn’t move 
or respond. “You healed me. How did you do that?” 

He still did not respond. 
“What else can you do?” 
Silence. 
“Can you make people resistant to the dragons’ influence?” 
“Can’t you see that I am speaking to God?” he said finally, his words biting. 
“Can you?” she looked at him intently. He raised his head and returned her gaze. 

Slowly he turned his head, crossed himself and continued to pray. 
“Or the Elements? Can you stop them? Do you have that kind of pow…?” 
“Child,” Friar Ives hissed, his voice rumbling, “You must wait for God, not he for 

you.” 
“Do you?” she insisted. 
He stared at her for a moment then sighed. “No, I do not have the power to stop 

the Elements, or the dragons. Perhaps one Element, more I would be outmatched.” 
“I think I know what to do,” she said. 
He raised a finger to his lips. “We are in God’s house, child. Show some 

reverence.” 
She nodded her head in impatience. “I have an uncle who is a retired general from 

the US Army. He’s working as an attaché to the American Embassy here in London. He 
still knows most of his old friend. I can call him, and tell him what’s been happening. 
He’ll know a way to send help.” 

“You can’t invade England with the US Army,” Ives said. He looked disappointed 
in her. 

“I know that. He’s smart enough to know how to handle it. Trust me.” 
Ives pressed his finger to his lips again and bowed his head. 
Smith blew air out through her nostrils in frustration and opened her mouth to 

speak. She closed it again when somebody else knelt on the hard stone beside her. She 
stared at the candles flickering and dancing around the altar. 

“They’re quite beautiful, aren’t they?” the man beside her said. “They kind of 
remind me of you.” 

I know that voice. A deep coldness settled into her stomach and she turned her 
head to stare at him. 
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Blue eyes like swirling whirlpools stared back at her. His dark complexion 
contrasted with the brilliance of his smile. A long, puckered scar stretched from his 
eyebrow to behind his ear where her bullet had scraped his face down to the bone. Other, 
smaller scars traced lines across his face and he held his left arm close to his body as 
though it didn’t bend properly. 

Water. 
“Interesting thing,” he continued, winking at her. “The heat of your beauty, just 

like those candles is easily extinguished.” He winked again and the entire mass of candles 
hissed and went out, thin trails of smoke tracing up through the air from their wicks. 

She leaned toward him on her knees, swinging her fist across her body. Before 
she could make contact with him a wave of water surged up out of the stone, smashing 
into her chest. The water lifted her into the air and dropped her across several of the 
pews, water splashing across the varnished wood and running along the stone floor. She 
gasped as the backs of the pews smashed into her back and she fell in between two of 
them. 

“We have no more patience,” Water screamed, his voice deepening to the rushing 
timbre of a waterfall. “You are nothing. Stop resisting your destiny.” 

Smith tried to untangle her limbs from each other and push herself up. She slipped 
on the wet stone and smacked her elbow on the seat of one of the benches. “You’re just 
scared,” she yelled back, trying to sound confident. “You’re scared because I killed Fire. 
You don’t want that to happen to you.” 

“Fool girl,” he roared back at her, she could see his handsome, scarred face over 
the top of the bench, looking at her with raging eyes of liquid fury. “You can’t kill us. 
Sam has promised you to me, when he’s gotten what he needs from you.” He smiled, 
looking down at her and she glared back defiantly. “It shall be most enjoyable.” 

The tone of his voice sent a shiver down her spine. 
Suddenly Water turned his head as if surprised and something struck the side of 

his face, knocking him back. Friar Ives limped into view, his sandaled feet splashing in 
the spilled water, the hem of his robe damp. She grabbed the back of one pew and the 
seat of the other and levered herself to her feet, wincing at the new bruises on her arms 
and back. 

Water cowered a few feet away. Ives faced him, standing tall and wide, his broad, 
twisted hands curled into fists. 

Water watched him warily, his whirlpool eyes flicking from Ives to Smith. 
“So,” he whispered, his voice bubbling like a mountain stream. “It’s you. We’ve 

been searching for you.” He licked his lips nervously and took a couple steps back. “Sam 
told us you would be angry. He said you were always angry.” Water licked his lips again 
and took another step backward. He was crouched down as if wary of attack from all 
sides. His gaze flicked to Smith. “The other one said he didn’t know where you were. We 
didn’t believe him so we dug it out of him. There’s not much left of him now.” He 
grinned at her maliciously. 

Ives took one limping step toward Water, his chest heaving. Smith noticed the 
few patrons who had been in the room previously crowded around the exit, staring wide-
eyed. Water backed away. 

“You’re not so great,” he whispered. “You left your family to die. Sam told us 
that much. You betrayed your family.” Ives took another step, his shoulders bunching as 
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if ready to swing. His gaze, intent and focused, never left the fearfully flicking eyes of 
Water. “I’ll be back,” Water screamed suddenly. Smith watched in shock at the 
transformation that had come over the Element. He no longer seemed so intimidating. 
“We’ll return, you cannot best us in our might.” 

With those words he whirled and bolted for the exit, shoving the crowded patrons 
who did not move out of his way fast enough. The doors banged on their hinges as he 
pushed through them. 
 

*** 
 

 MacElly woke in darkness. At first he thought that he was still in the trunk of the 
car. Had it all been a dream? He knew it had not. 

This darkness was somehow thicker, more tangible. It felt like he could reach out 
and grab hold of it with his hands, part it like a curtain, only his muscles ached to move. 
He lacked the strength to even lift his hands. His body ached in every way that he could 
imagine. All his joints felt stretched beyond their capacity and his muscles burned from 
the inside with a fire that he could not comprehend. His skin cried out in pain and his 
head was an anvil being pounded mercilessly by a blacksmith’s hammer. 
 There was no light. He wasn’t even sure if he had opened his eyes. Even the 
muscles of his eyelids sent red streaks of pain lancing across his brain whenever he tried 
to blink. 
 Slowly his mind took control of his body. He had to get away before they did it 
again. He couldn’t remember most of what had happened to him, his mind had somehow 
gone somewhere else but the thought of going through it again brought a feeling of panic 
to his mind. He lifted his hand, slowly, to hover in front of his face. He gasped at the pain 
that the movement produced. Nothing. He could see nothing. He waved his arm around 
above his head and then to either side searching for some sort of wall or roof, something 
he could feel except the cold hard floor that lay underneath him. Still nothing. 
 “Let me out,” he yelled into the darkness. His voice echoed and bounced around 
him then came back to his ears. His speech seemed a little slurred so he yelled again. His 
only reply was his own voice screaming into the darkness. His arm dropped across his 
bare chest. He could feel the unnatural heat of his own skin. “I’m sick,” he yelled, “I 
don’t know anything. Help me. Let me out.”  His tongue felt thick in his mouth and he 
couldn’t understand his own words. 

Nobody could be this heartless. They had to hear him and help him. He might die 
of a fever or of starvation. Only pain responded to his cries and, when his voice grew too 
hoarse to make sound, his fever wracked body drug him mercifully down into the 
darkness of sleep. He dreamed. He was hunted and driven, caught and tortured. Over and 
over he was tortured in his sleep until finally he awoke and found that his dream was 
reality. 
 

*** 
 

 Smith’s hands shook as she dialed the number for the American embassy in 
London. She felt a strange confidence that she was doing the right thing. She could 
finally stop running from the people who chased her. 
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 “You have reached the American Embassy, London, England. How may I direct 
your call?” 
 “I need to speak with General Travis Smith,” she said. 
 There was a pause. “General Smith is in a meeting, may I ask who is calling?” 
 “This is his niece, tell him… tell him it’s an emergency.” 
 “I’m sorry,” the voice on the other end said, “General Smith is busy. May I take a 
message for him?” 
 “I’m his niece,” Smith said, slowly. “It’s an emergency. I need to talk to him now. 
Tell him Patricia Smith is on the phone.” 
 There was another long pause then the woman on the other end said, “One 
moment.” 
 Smith looked at Ives, sitting on a small stool. The phone was kept in a small 
room, almost the size of a closet up a flight of stairs behind the rectory. The phone sat on 
a table with a narrow stool next to it. The door behind her was open and she kept an eye 
out into the rectory below. If they catch us in here with no exits we’re dead. 
 “Patricia?” she heard a familiar voice, “What’s wrong?” 
 “Uncle Travis?” her voice caught suddenly and she swallowed the lump in her 
throat. “I need your help. I’m being hunted by… terrorists.” 
 “Terrorists?” he asked, “Patricia, what’s going on?” 
 She told him, her voice shaking in contemplation of finally being safe. She 
explained about the dragons, the Elements and Sam. 
 When she finished he was silent for several long moments. 
 “You don’t believe me, do you?” she whispered. A cold feeling settled into her 
stomach. 
 “No, no,” he said hurriedly, “Actually… I don’t think we should talk about this 
over a non-secure line, Patricia. Can you get to the embassy? We’ll talk when you get 
here. Do you need me to send a car?” 
 “No,” she said, “we’ll come to you. I don’t think we should wait for a car to 
come. I’m afraid we’ve already stayed longer than we should have.” 
 There was no response on the other end for a long time and Smith wondered if he 
had hung up on his end. 
 “You cannot stop me with the might of all the nations of the world, girl,” another 
familiar voice said suddenly making her jump. 
 “Sam,” she whispered, “what do you want? Where’s MacElly?” 
 “It turns out,” Sam said, his voice sounding tinny through the receiver, “that my 
previous guest was unable to answer my questions satisfactorily. I believe that he might 
not have known the answers. That means that you were the one I needed all along. If you 
had given up in the very beginning things would not have gotten as bad as they are now.” 
 “I suppose I could say the same thing to you,” she said. She looked at Ives. He 
watched her, his pale eyes intent. “How did you get on this line?” 
 Sam chuckled. “You of all people should know that I can be heard any place I 
choose. My voice is the voice of God. Don’t you see, girl? I cannot stop what I do. I am 
working for the salvation of mankind. I work under the direction of God. ‘His word is in 
mine heart as a burning fire and I cannot stay.’” 
 Smith grunted and felt her lip curling in disgust, “You’re a delusional old man, 
surrounded by warped and twisted creatures.” 
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 “You would be wise to hearken to my words, girl,” Sam’s voice lowered to a 
growl. “I have the power of the gods.” 
 “I’ve seen your power,” she said, “It amounts to sleight of hand and parlor 
tricks…” 
 “You have seen nothing,” Sam sounded truly angry now. Smith didn’t care. 
 “I killed Fire,” she told him, “I’ll kill the next one of your Elements I see. You’ve 
pushed me far enough. I’m not holding back anymore. And if I see you…” 
 “Such… small minds you have,” Sam interrupted her. “Little minds, little people. 
You cannot kill me, or the Elements. You do not have the power.” 
 “Give me back MacElly, damn it,” she yelled into the phone. 
 “It’s too late for that,” Sam said, his voice jovial again. “Tell the good friar his 
time has come.” 
 The phone clicked before she could respond. Slowly she placed the receiver back 
on its hanger and looked at Ives. He returned her gaze solemnly. It’s too late… Sam’s 
words echoed in her mind. Is MacElly dead? I shouldn’t have left him. 
 “We should not linger,” Ives rumbled, pushing himself to his feet. She felt very 
slight next to his broad frame. His shoulders stretched nearly twice as wide as hers and he 
stood at least a head taller. She thought he would have made a good football player if he 
had been born in the States. 
 “We need to get to the Embassy,” she told him. “We’ll be safe there.” 
 She ignored the dubious look on his face and led the way out the door and toward 
the stairs. One of his big hands grabbed her shoulder and held her back. 
 “There is a man on the stairs,” he whispered to her, his voice scraping up from the 
depths of his throat. 
 She nodded and moved forward more slowly. As she approached the stairway she 
crouched low and inched forward. She stopped when she saw dark hair, about halfway 
down. She moved just a little bit closer. The man faced down the stairs as if expecting 
them to be coming up. He stood tall and broad, perfectly formed and darkly tanned. He 
turned his head slightly and she saw that he wore dark glasses over his eyes. 
 Air. 
 She looked over her shoulder. Ives crouched behind her, leaning against the wall, 
his eyes watching her intently. I said I’d kill the next one I see. She flexed her ankle 
experimentally remembering the bad twist she had received the last time she had charged 
down a flight of stairs. It felt as good as new. 
 Ives had never answered her question about healing her. Somehow he’d avoided 
that. 
 Before she could talk herself out of it she lunged to her feet and leaped 
soundlessly from the stairs, foot aimed for Air’s head. 
 He whirled toward her and a violent burst of air whooshed past, catching her a 
glancing blow along her right side. Her body slammed sideways, smashing into the wall 
and she dropped to the stairs, two steps up from Air. She stumbled toward him as she fell 
and used the momentum to propel her fist into his throat. 
 He shoved his hand out, palm flat and struck her between her breasts. The wind 
rushed from her lungs in a gasp and she fell backward. She kicked high with her booted 
right foot as she fell and her toes smashed into the bottom of his chin. His head snapped 
back and he fell over backward, his head smashing against the stone steps below him. 
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Smith put her elbows behind her reflexively to stop her fall and banged them painfully on 
the stone edges. She pushed off with one arm, rolling sideways to grab the stone 
balustrade that ran down one side of the stairway. 
 Wind tore at her clothes as another fist of air smashed into the stairs where she 
had been, cracking the age smoothed stone with its force. 
 Air rolled to his feet below her. The stairs showed streaks of blood where his head 
had struck and his body had slid over the spot. Blood dripped from his chin, running 
down from the corners of his mouth. His sunglasses lay on the floor at the bottom of the 
stairs. His solid white eyes burned the distance between them. 
 “Water said you would be worthy of great torture,” Air said. His voice carried as 
if he whispered in her ear. “Earth didn’t believe him. Earth thinks he can take you. If I 
didn’t have to keep you alive Earth would not get a chance to try.” He shrugged. 
 Smith looked at the cracked stone beside her. This was keeping her alive? 
 “He should have fun in a place like this,” Air said, looking around, “all this 
stone.” 
 Smith used the balustrade to pull herself to her feet and took a few steps down the 
stairs toward Air.  He shook his head quickly and flicked a finger at her. An invisible 
hand pushed her violently in the chest and she fell back against the stairs again. 
 “You don’t give up, do you?” Air said, almost conversationally. “Not like your 
friend. All we had to do with him was pin him down…” he smiled up at her, his white 
eyes staring across the distance. 
 She lunged to her feet again and threw herself sideways, hoping his blow would 
miss. He anticipated her and the blow knocked her back against the balustrade. Her 
kidneys protested the jolt and her spine groaned. Her sternum felt bruised. 
 She fell to her hands and knees on the stone steps. Anger boiled inside her. She 
knew Air was taunting her but it worked. Guilt at leaving MacElly mixed with her anger 
and frustration into a potent brew of violent emotions. 
 Then she heard the voice of Ives. “This is a house of God, Element, you do not 
belong here.” 
 Air looked up the stairs beyond her and smiled, blood bubbling on his lips. 
“Water told me you would be here. I have no instructions to keep you alive.” 
 Ives stepped down two steps, gripping the balustrade with his hand, his limp 
apparent. Smith heard a whisper, “Be ready. The chance will come but once.” 
 Ives stepped down one more step, his body swaying as he leaned heavily on the 
balustrade for support. As he leaned on it there was a loud crack and the heavy stone 
banister came apart suddenly. Large chunks of shattered stone shot down the stairs 
toward Air in a river. Many pieces crashed to the steps. 
 Air extended one hand and the flying shrapnel split around him and smashed into 
the ceiling and walls, pummeling the stone in a staccato as rocks shattered on stone. 
 Smith picked up a long piece of rock that had fallen near her. It was about as long 
and as big around as her forearm. 
 She whirled around and threw herself down the stairs behind the river of broken 
balustrade. She raised her hand high, bearing the stone down toward Air with all the force 
of her fall. 
 Just as the last of the stone shards flew past him Air lifted his gaze towards the 
long piece of stone in Smith’s hand. A swirl of air stopped her hand in midair and the 
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momentum of her dive spun her body around. She kicked out as she spun and her feet 
smashed into the side of Air’s face, jerking his head around. The invisible hand holding 
her let go as he stumbled back and she dropped to the ground. 
 With a scream of rage Smith swung the piece of stone two-handed. It hit him 
square across the face and blood splattered from his nose. He crumpled to the ground and 
she leaped on top of him, driving her knee into the soft spot just below his sternum. She 
stabbed the end of the broken stone into the base of his throat. 
 He convulsed, retching and jerking to get her off but she leaned all her weight 
onto his chest and smashed the stone into the side of his head. Another spray of blood 
splattered along the floor. 
 This is for MacElly. 
 She raised her arms to swing again but thick, strong hands grabbed her wrists and 
held them fast. 
 “He’s dead,” Ives voice grated, softly. 
 She dropped the stone and it bounced off Air’s motionless chest. Ives helped her 
to her feet, her limbs suddenly shaky with adrenaline. 
 “We must leave,” Ives said, “the others are approaching.” 
 
 


