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The End of Hope 
 

 They took a train across town toward the United States embassy. Smith sat 
solemnly listening to the steady rhythm of the wheels on the track. 
 Memories assaulted her thoughts. She could see, vividly, the face of Fire as she 
pulled the trigger on her gun. The way his head jerked back suddenly, a blossom of 
crimson on his forehead before he disappeared. She saw the spatter of blood splash away 
from Air’s face as she smashed it with the stone. She remembered the intense euphoria 
that had come after each one. 
 I’m a killer. She thought. I don’t even feel bad. 
 After Ives had pulled her off of Air she had succumbed to violent shakes from the 
withdrawal of adrenaline. They fled the building through a back exit and made their way 
to a train station where Ives had bought them tickets for a train across town. 
 Her thoughts turned toward something else. Somehow Sam had been able to cut 
into the line while she spoke to her uncle. His voice had been like stones grating together 
after centuries of immobility. She shivered at the memory, a ball of ice forming in her 
stomach. 
 She also recalled Coltran running across the roof of their hotel, his arms raised, 
lightning flashing down and striking him directly. MacElly had been flung away by the 
impact of energy, his sight taken for a short time. 
 MacElly. She felt a tear gather in the corner of her eye and she quickly rubbed it 
out with her finger. She could see him being shoved into the trunk of a car as she left him 
behind to be taken. 
 Ives sat next to her, silent and apparently lost in his own thoughts. She felt 
comforted by his presence as if he would keep her safe. 
 She turned to look at him. His broad frame seemed ill proportioned for the narrow 
seats in the train. His eyes were closed and his head bowed but she could tell he was not 
asleep. 
 “Friar Ives?” she asked. He opened one eye and looked at her. “Could you have 
beaten Air by yourself?” 
 He remained silent for several seconds, looking at her. “Why did I let you do all 
the work when I had the ability to fight back? That’s what your really asking, isn’t it?” 
 She looked down embarrassed. 
 He nodded slowly and turned away from her. “I took a vow, many years ago. I 
can not kill again or my soul will be forfeit to God.” 
 Smith leaned her head back against her seat. How did this man, possessing such 
knowledge and abilities still have faith in a god who had not intervened? How could such 
devotion exist? 
 They continued the rest of the train ride in silence, with Smith wondering what 
Ives thought about while he sat next to her. Probably prayers. 
 When the train stopped they got off without speaking and walked the couple of 
blocks to the embassy. 
 “Patricia?” she heard a familiar voice and turned her head to see the graying, 
round face of her uncle. 
 “Hello, uncle,” she said quietly, almost a whisper. 
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 Travis Smith was only a little taller than his niece. He had the stocky build of one 
long accustomed to physical workout. He stood straight-backed, his uniform pressed and 
clean. His mouth looked stern underneath his thick mustache. 
 “Come this way,” he nodded toward a door. Smith and Ives followed him into a 
small conference room with a long table surrounded by a dozen empty chairs. General 
Smith pulled out a chair and sat down, motioning for them to do the same. 
  “I know it sounds crazy…” Smith started. 
 “I told you I believed you didn’t I?” General Smith cut her off. “We’ve been 
following Sam and his followers for some time. They’ve been recruiting all over the 
Muslim countries. They claim to be avatars of Allah. They perform miracles, like filling 
wells, curing sicknesses and making a general nuisance. They’ve gathered quite an army 
this way. They’re not well armed, yet, but growing in numbers. We’ve also been tracking 
you, apparently, all over Great Britain. We didn’t know it was you we were watching, at 
the time.” 
 “So, you know about the Elements?” Smith asked. 
 “I’m aware that they are very good at making their scams look real. Several of our 
agents are convinced they have real power.” 
 “They do,” she told him. “Believe me uncle, I would be as skeptical as you if I 
hadn’t seen them myself.” 
 He nodded and waved his hand at her. “That’s what the agents say as well. What 
matters is that they are getting ready for something big.” 
 She looked at him, disappointment gnawing at her stomach. She had felt so sure 
that her Uncle Travis would believe what had happened. 
 “You two can stay here tonight,” General Smith said. “We’ll discuss our course of 
action in the morning.” 
 Smith’s heart sank, “MacElly is in danger, they might kill him if they haven’t 
already. We need to act now.” 

“I don’t know where he is, now,” General Smith barked at her, “There are bigger 
things right now than rescuing one of your old boyfriends…” He stopped. He sighed 
heavily. “The phones are all down. Shortly after your call to me was interrupted all the 
phones quit working. We don’t know how widespread it is right now but it appears to be 
all of Great Britain. Radios can only get static. Without radio, planes can’t fly, the 
instruments don’t work. This is a lot bigger than MacElly, or you, or me.” 
 We’re alone on this one. Smith finished his thoughts in her own mind, just the 
three of us, versus the whole world.  
 “There may still be hope,” Friar Ives muttered from the doorway. He looked 
sharply at Smith and she sent a prayer of hope toward the dragons. “But we can’t depend 
on that for our salvation,” he looked at them both. “I am somewhat acquainted with this 
man. Many years ago he and I knew each other. I will help you the best I can to decide on 
a course of action.” 
 General Smith led them to a couple of rooms inside the embassy. They were 
sparsely furnished with beds, and a couple of chairs. There was no television, or phone 
but they each had a bathroom. At Ives’ insistence he posted two soldiers to stand guard 
outside their doors. 
 Smith headed for the bathroom as soon as the door to her room was closed behind 
her. She stripped off all of her clothes and turned the hot water in the shower on. She 
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sighed as she stepped into the stream of warm water and pulled the curtain closed behind 
her. 
 She was just rinsing out her hair when the lights went out. She heard shouting and 
a thump from the other room. Her heart lodged in her throat. They were here. Again. She 
quickly turned the shower water off and tried to swallow her pounding pulse. 
 Slowly she pulled the curtain open and stepped out of the bathtub, her ears 
straining to pick up the sounds of combat in the other room. She heard nothing. 
 She probed the darkness for her clothes, her eyes squinting and staring about, 
trying to adjust. There just was no light, nothing to see by. She had piled her clothes on 
the toilet seat; it shouldn’t be too hard to find in the dark. Finally her foot touched the 
cold porcelain of the toilet and she bent down feeling with her hand to find her clothes. 
The lid of the seat was bare. She licked her lips trying to moisten them. They must have 
slid to the floor. She leaned over farther to reach for them when a cold, hard hand 
clamped down on her wrist. 
 She jumped and her mouth let out an involuntary scream as she jerked back. Her 
wrist did not come loose, the hand only closed tighter until it hurt and then pulled her up 
into an upright position, her arm raised high above her head until she had to stand on tip 
toes to keep it from pulling out of the socket. She aimed a foot backward toward her 
attacker’s crotch and kicked, feeling only air. 
 She felt hot tears of frustration welling up in her eyes. All this and now she was 
utterly helpless. She wanted to call out to her uncle, to Friar Ives, surely they could do 
something but her voice seemed frozen in her throat. What were they going to do with 
her? She felt an arm reaching around her waist, the fingers trailing along her skin. 
 She began to squirm, wiggling herself as much as she could, flailing her legs and 
body about. She reached for the offending arm with her free hand and tried to pull it 
away. It only tightened around her pulling her back up against a warm body. She 
scratched at the hand with her fingernails frantically trying to loosen the grip around her. 
When she kicked, her wrist held high above her head pulled her shoulder painfully, when 
she swung her free arm she could not get enough momentum to cause pain to the attacker 
behind her. 
 “Relax,” hissed a voice on the back of her neck. “You will not be harmed.” 
 She lifted her feet in the air. Letting the arm around her waist hold her up she 
jammed her heels backward into the shins of her assailant until her feet felt bruised. 
Suddenly the arm let go of her and she dropped to the ground, her knees banging on the 
tile floor. Before she had time to move her assailant had pulled her other arm up behind 
her back, her wrist bent sharply. Another arm snaked up between her breasts and pinched 
her throat, just enough to cause pain, but not to harm her. She gasped and gagged, and 
tried to wretch but the pressure on her arm was too much. She rose to her feet and then to 
her tiptoes in an effort to relieve the pain from her twisted arm. 
 “We’ve learned some things,” the voice whispered into the back of her neck 
again. She turned her head trying to see who it was. “Nice move, don’t you think?” She 
could hear the smile in his voice. She couldn’t see his eyes. 
 Which one are you? I’ll kill you too. 
 The bathroom door burst open then and light flashed in her eyes. The scarred but 
still beautiful face of Water looked her up and down. She still dripped from the shower 
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and her back arched in pain. Water scowled over her shoulder and jerked his head as if to 
say, “Bring her along.” 
 Her captor jammed his knee into her buttocks to driver her toward the door and 
she grunted, pain shooting up her tailbone. 
 In the main room Earth stood by the door watching them. He too eyed her as her 
captor shoved her along, his grip on her throat and wrist still firm. Earth smirked at her 
and shook his head as if disgusted that he had to do everything himself. The hallway was 
also dark but in the light cast by the lamp that Water carried she saw the bodies of the 
two guards sprawled on the floor. One of them lay on his stomach and stared up at the 
ceiling, his head twisted completely around on his neck. 
 In the doorway of the room next to hers Ives slumped, his eyes closed, a trickle of 
blood running down his temple and into his ear. 
 She choked off a sob of fear and frustration as her captor kneed her forward again. 
 “It would be easier if she was asleep,” Earth said. 

If Water and Earth are here, Fire and Air are dead, who’s holding me? 
Earth struck her forehead with the palm of his hand, suddenly hard as stone and 

she fell into darkness. 
 

*** 
 

 Her eyes opened to blinding white light and a splitting headache. She winced and 
tried to raise a hand to cover her eyes but her arms would not move. They were strapped 
tightly to the surface where she lay. 
 She closed her eyes trying to reduce the pain of the light shining into them and 
waited. Was MacElly here? 

“MacElly?” she tried to turn her head but it wouldn’t move either, “MacElly? Are 
you there?” 
 She was tied securely to some hard surface, all limbs spread eagle like Leonardo 
da Vinci’s Vitruvian Man. 
 She lay where she was, immobile and secured, for a long time. Gradually the 
headache subsided to a dull pain that served only to remind her that she was still alive. 
She thought about dying and found that she was not scared to die. She thought about 
everything she could think of that could be used to damage her mentally in some way, 
make her irrational. 
 “I cannot be broken,” she muttered to herself. She didn’t know if it was true but 
she felt calm and sure of herself. 
 She thought about Ives and hoped he was not dead. She did not hope to be 
rescued. This is bigger than us. She remembered Uncle Travis’s assertion of that fact. 
 She dozed several times and one of those times she awoke to a freezing room, her 
skin tight with the cold and her body doing its best to shiver in its bonds. Her teeth 
chattered and she wished for clothes. Then, finding their lack to be painful as the cold 
penetrated her skin and made her muscles clench in desperate reflexes for warmth, she 
concentrated on thinking warm thoughts. 
 She lay and shivered and tried to think until her body became so accustomed to 
the cold that she no longer shivered. Her fingers felt stiff and her lips hurt to move. Her 
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eyes felt swollen in the sockets like they were trying to freeze solid and her nostrils 
revolted when she tried to breathe deeply. Time passed interminably slow. 
 She knew now exactly what was happening. She was being tortured. Sam thought 
there was something to be gained by torturing her. What secret did she possess that could 
be so useful? What information did she hold inside her brain that could aid or hinder this 
man? She could think of nothing, she really had only been trying to survive. She had no 
grand plans and schemes to tear down this man whom she had not known of until 
recently. She knew nothing that could help. She felt a small clench of fear in her gut as 
the thought struck her that if she truly were useless then she would be killed, discarded 
like worthless trash. She quelled the feeling and continued to rack her brain for answers. 
Why, with all his power could Sam not simply pick the information from her mind?
 Finally, after many hours of shivering her body was blasted with a hot wind that 
made her gasp and her skin break out with rejoicing. She gasped several times as the rush 
of warmth brought feeling back to her After several seconds her gasps turned to moans as 
the warmth brought pain to her frozen nerves and sharp needles rolled up and down her 
limbs and over her torso. She clenched her jaw tight and tried to calm herself by 
breathing only through her nose, deep, agonizing, slow. 
 A tall dark figure blocked the bright light in front of her. “I am sorry for the 
actions of my friends earlier. In the heat of the moment, you see...” 
 She recognized the voice. It was the same one that had been on the other end of 
the phone when she had tried to talk to her uncle. It was the same one that had spoken to 
her across the campfire. 
 “Well, surely you understand that you are a very attractive woman...” the voice 
seemed to be struggling to find the words. “Fire is young yet, he is passionate but does 
not understand how to control those passions, he will learn. In the mean time...” 
 Suddenly she was reminded of her nakedness. The corona of light that surrounded 
the silhouette of her hooded interrogator blocked her view of him but she had the 
creeping feeling that his eyes were probing her body. 

“What I’m trying to say is… they were meant to be somewhat more gentle.” 
Fire was not dead? Had it been Fire holding her from behind, squeezing her throat 

and pinching her wrist? 
 She was brought out of her shock by a blow across the face. She felt a burst of 
anger. She could not strike back, could not even defend herself. 
 “What kind of coward are you?” she snarled. “You can’t even face a woman 
while she’s standing on her own feet? You have to tie me down, so that you can beat me 
and ridicule me? What does that do for you?” 
 “We are going to ask you some questions,” Sam told her, his voice grating as if 
two stones were being rubbed together deep in his throat. 
 “Ask then,” she whispered between clenched teeth. Here it came, she would 
finally find out what it was they wanted to know. 
 “What is your name?” This came from the familiar voice of one of the elements 
out of her sight. 
 Before she could even open her mouth to respond she was struck again, this time 
a flat slap across her breasts that made her clench her teeth in anger. 
 “You already know that,” she yelled. 
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 Then it began in earnest. She heard questions repeated over and over, first they 
were just asking things about her life. Did she have any pets? Family? Boyfriends? 
Lovers? What were their names, birthdays, and where was she from, what was it like? 
She knew they were trying to make her comfortable, feel like all the questions were 
nonsense, useless, meaningless. She answered them carefully. With each question came 
another blow. Her ribs were bruised and her thighs were beat incessantly as well as her 
arms, face, feet and hands. They drove fists into her stomach, they jabbed fingers into her 
side and back. No matter what she said or did, the pain kept coming and each act made 
her more and more angry until she wanted to scream. Get to the point, fools. I don’t know 
anything anyway. 
 When the serious question finally came she heaved an inward sigh of relief. It was 
almost over. She could tell by the feeling in the room, they were drawing up to the point 
where they were going to ask what they really wanted to know. 
 “What are the dragons planning to do at the end of all things?” Sam’s voice grated 
through his throat with anxious exuberance. He had been waiting for this, this answer that 
would give him what he wanted. 
 Smith heard the question and felt the slap that was about to come as she lay there 
considering. This was what he thought she could tell him? Didn’t he know that the 
dragons didn’t share their thoughts with anybody? Did he not know that they had told her 
they would do nothing? 
 A smile began to spread across her face. “That’s what this is all about?” she burst 
out suddenly, “you think I know? I don’t even know where the dragons are, or how to 
find them. I don’t know anything…” 
 There was no blow, no jab or slap. There was only deadly silence that scared her 
more than if Sam had reared up in anger at her and fallen upon her helpless body with all 
his might. 
 “She is lying,” Smith recognized the voice of the man who had captured her in the 
motel, Fire, the passionate one. He sounded different from the other elements, his voice 
younger, less mature. She tried to crane her neck to see him, look at the speaker but her 
head could not move any more than the rest of her could. 
 “I will get it out of her,” Fire muttered. 
 Sam made no reply. Smith tried to show no fear. 
 Sam stepped closer to her and leaned down over her so that his robed chest was 
nearly touching her own bare one. She could just see into the darkness of his cowl as his 
face peered into her eyes. 
 “Tell me one thing,” he said, his nose nearly touching hers, “are the dragons 
aiding you? Do you have their help?” 
 She swallowed hard. She had always imagined that villains had horrendous 
breath. She found herself reflecting on the fact that what emanated from Sam had no 
smell at all; it was merely words that leaked into her mind and sent a shiver down her 
spine. 
 She tried to shake her head but couldn’t so she parted her lips and said simply, 
“No. They have refused our every plea for mercy.” 
 She saw the shadow of a smile grace his lips momentarily and then he was gone, 
with a speed that left her suddenly blinded by the light that had been hidden behind him. 
She heard his voice. “Lock her up. She tells the truth. I have what I need.” 
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 She was released suddenly and collapsed to the floor, her muscles unable to hold 
her up after being strained and held still for so long. She tried to rise but felt rough hands 
grabbing her thigh and then a sharp pain in one of her buttocks. They had injected 
something into her. She tried to struggle but was too weak. Already her vision was 
getting blurry. She rolled onto her back, or was rolled, she couldn’t tell which and she 
looked up to see the flaming red eyes of Fire looking down at her. She tried to move but 
couldn’t tell if her muscles responded. Suddenly there were some hands sliding under her 
and lifting her off the ground. She plunged into the depths of sleep and all thought left 
her. 
 In her sleep she dreamed of darkness, complete and absolute. Hands groped at her 
in the dark, feeling her naked body as she lay motionless, unable to move. 

She woke, panting in the dark, to find silence all around and she drifted off again 
in the drug-induced sleep that kept her docile. This time her dreams were more pleasant, 
dreams of family, dreams of MacElly and Coltran and friends from her past. None of 
them touched her she was grateful and full of peace. 
 She slept with the knowledge that she was safe, she had not been harmed in any 
way that would not heal. 
 When she finally awoke she lay naked on a cold floor in complete darkness, one 
arm and one leg were stretched over something that radiated heat. She could tell 
immediately that it was a human body, a live one. Her first thought was ice-cold fear that 
her dream had come true. It dissipated quickly as she realized the body she was so close 
to was much hotter than it should be, so feverish that she could barely stand to touch the 
sultry skin with her own flesh. 
 MacElly? “Oh what have they done to you?” she whispered. “What have they 
done?” 
 There was no response in the darkness, just the sound of heavy breathing as the 
chest under her arm rose and fell sporadically. She struggled up with her knees beneath 
her on the concrete floor. She leaned over the body. She could see nothing. She ran her 
fingers gently over his chest and then the rest of his body, looking for a wound or sore 
that could be causing this fever. She found it quickly, his left shoulder festered and 
swollen so that when her fingers probed at the raw flesh he jerked deliriously. She tried to 
remember every bit of medical training she had ever received. She was not a medic. The 
wound had to be cleaned out, that much she was sure of, and he needed water. His skin 
was so dry from the fever that it felt like hot paper under her hands. 
 She began to weep with helplessness and laid her head down on his chest and let 
the tears run silently down her cheeks to drip onto his burning skin. 

She would have to sit with him and wait while he died. 
 We’ve got to escape, she decided. 
 “God,” she whispered into the silence around her, more for the sound of her voice 
than for anything, “what can I do?” She fell silent again and let the tears leak out of her 
eyes and run down her face. She leaned away from MacElly’s inert body and looked up 
into the darkness, her mind gone suddenly numb with desperation. Finally she wiped the 
tears from her cheeks. Her muscles protested as she stood in the dark, naked and alone. 
 Slowly she inched along the floor until she found a wall, then she felt her way 
along that wall until she came to another one. She turned the corner and began to work 
her way back along that wall, her hands questing about, looking for a door or a window 
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or any sign of weakness in the smooth material. It felt like wood - boards nailed flush 
against each other. At one point she found what felt like the head of a nail that was not 
pounded in all the way, there was just enough room to fit one fingernail underneath it but 
it was painfully obvious after several tries that it was in too securely to pry out. She 
continued on her way around until she came to another corner and from there finally she 
found what had to be the door. It was smooth and wide and of a different texture than the 
rest of the wall. She felt it up and down and could not find a handle anywhere. When she 
moved past it her foot bumped into something and wetness splashed across her foot. She 
bent down to feel with her hand and found a bowl, metal by the feel of it and full of 
water. She felt tears well up in her eyes again at the discovery. It wasn’t much water, but 
it was enough to keep MacElly alive… for a while anyway. 
 Carefully, on hands and knees, scooting the bowl in front of her as she went she 
made her way directly across the floor until her hand found MacElly’s knee. She felt her 
way up his body to his mouth and swollen tongue and sat down on the floor next to him. 
She leaned over him, resting herself on his chest. She kept one hand on his mouth so that 
she would know where it was. She wet her other hand in the water and quickly moved it 
over to drip on MacElly’s tongue. 
 After several minutes of this she decided to try something else. She knelt on the 
floor and lifted him under his armpits so that his head was resting against the middle of 
her chest and his body was propped up against her. Tipping his head back she lifted the 
bowl up and poured as much water as she dared into his mouth. At first he gagged and 
choked as if he had forgotten how to swallow but then she heard the audible sound of his 
throat doing what it was made for as the water found its way down the proper channel. 
She poured some more water into his mouth and he swallowed it. She began holding it to 
his lips and tilting it slightly and he would drink it in great gulps, water splashed down 
his chin and she felt it running off his body and onto her legs. She kept pouring it into his 
mouth until the bowl was empty and his feverish belly was bloated with new water. She 
lowered him to the ground then and let him rest some more. Other than swallowing the 
water that was given to him he had made no motions to indicate that he was still alive or 
even conscious. 
 She crawled into one of the corners and huddled up, her knees drawn up to her 
face and let the tears return. This was not the despair of hopelessness that had gripped her 
before. It was the deep feeling of pain and helplessness that she could do nothing. 
MacElly was going to die, and she could do nothing to help him. If it was MacElly. She 
realized as she rested her forehead on her arms that she didn’t really know who it was. 
 Her body soon carried her into sleep, weariness overpowering her grief. She had 
been through a lot in the last two days and had not slept except in the restless repose of 
one drugged. She was weary and her eyes quickly dried as they relaxed into slumber. 
 This time when she awoke she felt an exhilarating euphoria come over her. She 
knew how to save MacElly. Maybe. That nail she had found before, if she could get it 
from the wall she could use it to lance his shoulder, the infection could get out and maybe 
his fever would drop. She rose, her body pressed against the wall and began feeling with 
her hands as she worked her way along. She remembered it had been about shoulder high 
so she moved along the wall quickly feeling for the protruding head of the nail. She had 
only made it a few feet when she realized she had no way of getting it out of the wall 
once she found it. 
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 She sunk to the floor again and stretched her legs out, letting her buttocks rest on 
the cool floor. Her foot kicked the metal bowl that had been full of water and it clanged 
on the concrete as it tipped over in the darkness. 
 Groping at the floor where the noise had been she quickly retrieved the bowl and 
stood up again. Carrying it in one hand she moved around the room feeling the wall with 
her other hand. 
 When she finally found the nail she thrust the edge of the bowl up against the 
head of the nail and pulled down on the opposite side. There was an audible ping and the 
bowl snapped free. The nail didn’t stick out far enough for the bowl to get a good 
purchase on it. She dug her fingernails under the edge of the nail and pulled until each of 
them was broken off, two of them bleeding and painful. She tried to bite the nail by 
pressing her face up against the wall and locking her teeth behind it but she found her 
nose and lips got in the way. In frustration she slammed the bowl into the wall. 
 She wanted to give up. There was no use. There was nothing else. No other form 
of hope. 
 She jammed the edge of the bowl up against the nail again and pounded on the 
bottom of the bowl with the side of her fist. She beat on it until her hand hurt and she 
couldn’t hit it any more. Finally she uttered a short prayer and sighed once in anticipation 
then jerked on the lip of the bowl. It didn’t move. She put all her strength into it and felt 
the bowl warping as she pulled with all her might. There was a scraping, wrenching 
sound and she felt the nail move slightly. Elation washed through her and she began 
tugging and jerking on the bowl frenetically. Finally the bowl clattered to the ground and 
she heard the nail bouncing on the concrete also. She lunged to the floor and felt around 
with her hands until she found it and picked it up. 
 Now was the hard part. She had never stabbed somebody with a nail before. She 
had never stabbed anybody with anything. She began having second thoughts, what if the 
nail was rusty, what if it was dirty? She didn’t know what kind of infections she would be 
giving her friend. For that matter she didn’t really know how clean she was. 
 It was the only choice. MacElly would die if something weren’t done for him 
soon. He might die if she used a dirty nail to lance his wound. It was a chance she would 
have to take. 
 She made her way to where MacElly lay, still burning with fever. His breathing 
sounded a little less labored and she hoped the water was doing him some good. Finding 
the wound on his shoulder she placed the tip of her nail against it and held it there for a 
moment while she prepared herself. What if it was the wrong spot? What if the wound 
was actually up another centimeter - or a whole inch? 
 The longer you think about it the harder it’s going to be, she told herself. Just do 
it. Then, pressing her hand down on the head of the nail she leaned into it until she felt it 
break through his flesh. MacElly jerked and cried out in pain, his shoulder bucking 
underneath her as his body tried in vain to get away from whatever was causing injury to 
it. The nail slid in easily after that and she jerked her hand away, pulling it with her. 
 The fluid needed to drain, she had no cloth or water to wipe it away from his 
punctured wound so she dropped the nail and found his shoulder with her hands. Part of 
his shoulder was already slick with fluid and she tried not to think about it as she found 
the puncture with her fingers and began to squeeze all around it, massaging the infection 
out of the sore. MacElly thrashed about weakly as she did so, trying to jerk his shoulder 
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out from under the firm pressure of her grip. He whimpered every time she squeezed and 
cried out several times. 
 Sudden light blasted her face and she jerked in shock. Her eyes, so accustomed to 
the dark cried out in pain at the sudden brightness. 
 There was a low exhaling of breath and then a voice spoke to her. “Still think 
you’re so important?” She could see his shape now, surrounded by a corona of light that 
made him appear angelic. “I came to water the dogs. Your friend, he never drank the 
water, guess he didn’t know it was there. Did you like it?” He chuckled to himself as if he 
had just uttered some joke that nobody else understood. 
 Smith turned her head away from the light and tried to blink the all-encompassing 
spot from her eyes. She could see the water bowl next to her where she kneeled next to 
MacElly on the concrete. It was bent and misshapen into an oval from her prying with it. 
She picked it up and looked at it as if it could tell her something. 
 She felt a rage building up inside her. Why were they treating her this way? 
Wasn’t it apparent that neither of them knew anything? 
 She lurched to her feet, forgetting her nakedness, and her smaller stature. 
 “What do you want?” she screamed at him, “He needs a doctor, and we need to 
get out of this pit. What do you think your going to get from us?” She was in his face 
now -- her body almost touching his -- as she pressed close to him in her fury. He was 
different from the other Elements. His skin pale, his hair blond, but his face was still 
indescribably beautiful. She swung the metal bowl with all her strength and caught him 
squarely in the side of the head making him step back. He looked dazed and she 
advanced on him again. 
 “This is idiocy,” she screamed, “Do you want us dead? Then why don’t you just 
kill us?” She struck out again. This time his elbow blocked her strike and smashed into 
her wrist, making her drop the bowl. She tried to hit him with her fists but he quickly 
shoved those aside as well and his arm snaked out and gripped her around the neck lifting 
her up onto her tiptoes as his fingers dug into her flesh. She stared into his flaming red 
eyes. 
 He hissed, deep in his throat and his all too handsome features contorted into a 
grimace. “Be careful what you say,” he said, his voice gone soft. His eyes looked up and 
down her body slowly and his lip curled into a sneer again. “If I had things my way, you 
would not be here,” he whispered, “your friend would be dead also.” He glanced over her 
shoulder then and looked at MacElly. He shrugged as if to say, but they aren’t, for now. 
He smiled then and looked back at her, “You humans are quite resourceful really, I think 
you might have saved his life.” 
 She had both of her hands grasping his, trying to loosen his grip on her throat. He 
squeezed hard enough that she couldn’t breathe and the heat of his skin burned her. 
 He paid no attention to her efforts. Instead he focused again on MacElly lying on 
the floor and she heard a soft sizzling sound. MacElly began thrashing around on the 
floor and whimpering in pain. 
 She became even more frantic then. What was he doing? She lifted her feet up 
underneath herself to kick him in the abdomen. With a snarl he dropped her so that she 
landed on the hard floor with a bump that sent pain up through her tailbone and spine. 
She gasped in pain that seemed too great to move. She hoped that her tailbone wasn’t 
broken, or her spine impacted. She rolled onto her side and tried to force air in and out of 
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her lungs. The skin on her throat felt burned and raw and the pain in her tailbone sent 
paralyzing darts through her body that tried to force the air from her lungs. 
 She heard the sound of water pouring into a bowl and then the soft clang as it was 
set on the floor a few feet from her. Then the light disappeared again and she was left in 
darkness. 
 The tears were there, she knew they were, they wanted to come out and she 
wanted to cry. Her throat made restricting motions that caused her to sob softly in the 
darkness but there were no more tears to be had. No more crying. She swallowed the sobs 
in her throat and lay on her side waiting for the pain to go away and subside. It wasn’t 
long before she fell asleep again. 
 

*** 
 

 She awoke to a low moaning sound emanating from the darkness around her. She 
lay still on the ground listening to the low sounds, her heart racing in pain for her friend. 
MacElly wasn’t dead yet but she could not bring herself to move in the darkness for fear 
of what she might find. His keening had an eerie pitch that sent shivers up and down her 
spine as if she was surrounded by ethereal creatures all whining in symphony. 
 She sucked air into her lungs, realizing she had been holding her breath. Finally, 
telling herself that any sound from him was a good sign, not a bad one, she rolled onto 
her hands and knees and tried to identify him in the darkness. His voice bounced off the 
close walls and surrounded her so that she had a hard time telling the direction of the 
sound. She began crawling until her hand touched his thigh and she stopped not knowing 
what to do next. His moaning cry never faltered, repeating over and over, slow, deep and 
resonant. 
 She stayed where she was for several minutes trying to think what to do. 
 “Waa-aaa” MacElly cried into the dark in front of her. “Waa-aaa, waa-aaa.” It 
rasped out of his throat like it was scraping across something. 
 Water? 
 “Water?” she asked. Her own voice was scratchy and dry and she had to swallow 
several times to wet her throat so that she could talk. “Do you need water?” 
 There was sudden silence at the sound of her voice and she wondered if he had 
lapsed into unconsciousness. Suddenly a hand grabbed her forearm and she jumped. 
MacElly pulled at her pleadingly and she allowed him to pull her over to him until she 
felt his dry lips touch her ear. 
 “Waa - teeerrr,” he whispered so quietly she almost missed it even this close. 
 “All right,” she muttered, “I’ll get you water. Just let me go.” 
 His hand released her and she stumbled back and fell on her rump. She made her 
way across the floor toward where she remembered the water was left next to the door. 
She retrieved it and brought it back to him. Her thoughts threatened to overcome her as 
she remembered MacElly in all his virulence during the weeks they had worked on the 
Stonehenge project and the months afterwards. He was always such a delight to be 
around. She squeezed her eyes shut and remembered his laughing at his own jokes that 
were usually so bad they made most people smile and shake their heads. Will he ever be 
like that again? She wondered to herself if the world would ever be ‘normal’ again. She 
longed for the days of her childhood when she had no worries and no concerns. 
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 She knelt down next to MacElly and touched his lips with her hand then brought 
the bowl over close to him. 
 “It’s here,” she rasped out, realizing suddenly that she was very thirsty also, she 
better make sure that he saved some for her. 
 His hands reached up groping in wanton desire for the water that was so near to 
him. She helped him hold it steady in his shaking hands as he pulled it up to his cracked 
lips. He was barely able to lift his head so she cradled the bowl with one hand and his 
head with the other while he swallowed the water, letting it run over his swollen tongue 
and across his cracked lips. He didn’t spill a drop, despite his shaking hands, not an 
ounce of wetness splashed down his face. 
 Finally he handed the bowl back to her and laid his head back on the cold floor. 
As she lifted the bowl to her own lips she realized that his fever had broken. He was no 
longer burning with heat. 
 She drank slowly, cherishing what little remained. 
 “I saw him,” MacElly muttered. 
 “Saw who?” she asked setting the bowl down again. 
 “Coltran?” he asked, “Bob? I’m not sure which. He was a great red dragon, like 
fire in the night parting the mist and fog and boiling his own skin.” 
 Smith tried to peer at him in the darkness. He was dreaming. He had to be, or 
mad, one of the two. 
 “Are you... awake?” she asked quietly. 
 “Yes, I’m awake,” he said irritably. “We’ve got to get out of here. The boss is 
going to be mad if he finds out what we’ve been doing.” 
 “What are you talking about?” Smith asked him, a cold ball forming in her 
stomach. 
 “You, me, in here. Would you mind turning the lights on?” 
 Smith closed her eyes again praying silently that MacElly would recover from this 
madness. “There are no lights, MacElly... Peter.” 
 “No lights? Sounds like pretty shoddy construction. Open a window or something 
then, I can’t see a thing.” 
 “Neither can I,” she said. At least she meant to say it. It got choked in her throat 
so that her lips made the movements but her voice would not work. She didn’t want to 
start crying again, she had done too much of that lately. 
 “Help... me... up” MacElly was grunting like he was trying to get up by himself. 
 “You’re too weak,” she insisted, “You should lie still.” 
 “No,” his grunt was strained as if it was barely making it out of his throat. 
 She reached out to him and helped him sit up then she scooted him across the 
smooth floor so that his back was leaning against the wall. She was afraid he would tip 
over and hurt himself so she leaned him up against her shoulder and sat next to him. 
 He was silent for several minutes then and she sat in the darkness contemplating 
what was going on. 
 “Dark thoughts.” MacElly seemed to be stating a fact rather than asking so she 
didn’t answer. “It’s all dark now,” he continued after a moment, “even my dreams, and 
my thoughts, my mind.” 
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 Smith sat in silence letting his voice drone on in the dark, feeling the warmth of 
his body pressed against her side, not moving. She sat and let the ice form in her stomach, 
and her chin quiver in helplessness. He was going mad, or already had gone. 
 “I’ve seen it.” He reached over and patted her on the shoulder as he said that, 
“I’ve seen it.” 
 “Seen what?” she asked after swallowing the knot in her throat. 
 He didn’t seem to notice the quaver in her voice. “The stones.” He said, “so tall, 
majestic. They glint in the sun, only they’re not there yet. It hasn’t been built. The 
darkness is coming.” The last was a whisper that sent shivers down her spine. 
 “What do you mean MacElly?” she asked, “The darkness is here.” 
 “No, no, it can’t be,” she could feel his body convulsing next to her as he shook 
himself violently as if trying to rid himself of the suggestion. “Where are the dragons? 
The dragons will come when the darkness comes. That’s what it’s for, you know. The 
dragons will kill each other.” He swallowed audibly and his hand prodded at her shoulder 
again. “I had a dream.” 
 She knew she couldn’t talk now without letting the distress show in her voice so 
she just lowered her head and let a tear squeeze through her tightly closed eyes to roll 
silently down her cheek. 
 “It hurts so bad, and I am very thirsty. We must get out of here. I know a way out, 
it’s very easy, and I just need more strength. I can’t run very fast right now. Let me finish 
my meal.” 
 Smith took a few deep breaths trying to calm her mind. She had explored the 
entire room as much as she could with her hands and feet, if there was a way out they 
couldn’t find it in the dark. She had already thought of pulling on the board with the loose 
nail that she had removed but it was still held in place just as solidly as if the nail had still 
been there. No, she decided, it was not possible to escape right now. She wouldn’t give 
up hope, there could be changes, and she dared not call the dragons. Red was doing 
something much more important now and as far as she knew it all depended on him. 
 “Coltran sends his love,” MacElly muttered, his voice deep and scratchy, “he’s 
been burning things. Poof.” He laughed suddenly, “Just like that and up it goes, flaming 
its way to the heavens. Quite beautiful really.” Smith remained silent, she didn’t know 
what to say, the ice in her stomach and the knot in her throat might have made it 
impossible to talk anyway and something inside her told her that it would only get worse 
if she spoke. If she just remained silent it would soon go away and everything would be 
normal again. 
 “I don’t like him though,” MacElly’s voice grew dark and menacing, “William is 
very bad,” he began shaking his head violently, “he makes everything burn so fast and so 
hot. He burns my eyes and my shoulder and my lungs and the heat is too much, it’s going 
to kill me.” 
 His voice faded to a whisper at the end and he was silent again. Smith noticed that 
his fever was returning, his shoulder pressed up against hers was searing hot and she 
cried out in her heart for some solution to his pain and suffering. 
 “Fire,” he suddenly screamed, making her jump. “Fire.” He began to frantically 
scrabble at the wall as if trying to climb it. She put her arm around him and whispered 
because that was all her voice would do right then. “There’s no fire, MacElly, there’s no 
fire.” 
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 He became more and more frantic trying to push her arm away and crawl up the 
wall. He was too feeble to exert much force so she held him down. Finally, in frustration, 
she wrapped both arms around him, pinning his arms to his sides, and put all of her 
weight down on his body. He collapsed to the floor, sprawled out and shivering 
underneath her. She clung to him for several seconds, holding him tight while he shook. 
 “There is no fire,” she whispered again. 
 His arms twitched trying to get loose and she relaxed a little. He moved one hand 
slowly up her side and over her shoulder to grip the back of her neck. He didn’t squeeze 
tight but he held on to her with a grip that screamed in desperation. 
 “They’re going to die, Smith.” It was the first time he had used her name, 
“They’re killing each other. Fire and acid and claws and teeth are rending the fabric of 
their very being.” 
 She lay on top of him in silence for several seconds trying to comprehend what 
she should do. “I’m not crazy, Patricia.” His whisper begged to be heard. 
 “But...” her tears were threatening to return. You sound so crazy? What was there 
to say, he couldn’t be anything else. 
 His body was shaking violently now, shivering in reaction to it’s own exigent 
heat. His grip on her neck weakened as he passed back into unconsciousness. He pulled 
her head down with the last of his strength until her chin rested on his shoulder and his 
lips were almost touching her ear. 
 “I can see things in the darkness,” his whisper sent another shiver down her spine. 
It sounded so eerily cognitive. Not at all like what she imagined a madman would sound 
like. “They are very angry. There is war. The dragons are fighting. The dragons are 
killing each other. We have to stop them. Patricia.” Then there was silence and his hand 
released its grip on her and slid to the floor. 
 Smith lay there for a long time, counting her breaths, letting her mind wander in 
and out of thought. Emotionally numb she felt unable to comprehend what he had told 
her and unwilling to believe it. 
 


