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Voices and Dreams 
 
 

The cold seemed to seep into the bones and chill the sinews. William sat under a 
tree, a thin travel blanket draped around his shoulders. The sun was just beginning to toss 
dim rays of light under the clouds that cast a pall over the forest. The blanket, coated in a 
thin sheet of ice, reflected the red of the morning sun. 

He could hear someone crying. His eyes did not want to open in the late winter 
frost. They felt feverish and dry like they were unnaturally warm compared to the cold 
around him. At least the rain had stopped. He looked around to take quick note of his 
men that had come with him. They were all bundled up in similar fashion, leaning against 
trees with blankets pulled up over their heads trying to stay warm. The horses stamped 
their feet and snorted great clouds of steam from their nostrils. 

When he realized what he had heard an icy chill settled inside his stomach that 
had nothing to do with the cold. It was the trees. He turned his head to look toward them 
and reached out his mind. They wept with such bitterness that his breath caught in his 
throat. 

He threw the blanket aside scattering tiny shards of ice crystals that glinted in the 
morning sun like slivers of fire. He stood up and walked toward the burned thicket. He 
felt their pain. He forced himself to listen to the crying of the intelligences that made up 
the trees and in so doing he learned the wounds that they had. They flinched away from 
him. 

I am not here to hurt you. He tried to say. Their reaction was a firm rebuke. He 
had hurt them. That was all they knew. 

Slowly he extended his thoughts to them again. This time he did not try to tell 
them anything. He stood in the middle of the burned out thicket and let his mind carry 
him into each tree, assessing the damage and looking at what needed to be done. He 
guided their efforts to heal, slowly, gently. 

He stood there, ignoring the cold. 
He bound up exposed wood where the flames had girdled the bark. He severed the 

limbs burned too badly to repair. Even through all his efforts he felt many of the trees 
fade away into nothingness. Their life drained from them just as easily as Kev’s. 

Finally he opened his eyes and looked around him. What had been a tall thicket of 
stately trees was now a blackened cluster of gnarled evergreens. He coughed in the cold 
air and rubbed at his nose, trying to warm it. I will never use my power to hurt innocent 
things again. He felt in himself a recriminating voice that seemed to whisper, “you will, 
you know you will.” I have to start keeping my promises sometime. It will start now. 

All around him was utter silence, no more weeping, no more crying, and no 
welcome. He had helped them but he was not forgiven. He reached out to them again 
trying to communicate his sorrow and grief and all the remorse he felt for what he had 
done. There was still no response; they acted as if they had not heard. 

You have a terrifying power, young William. 
William had heard that voice before, inside his mind, telling him not to burn the 

trees, warning him against destroying his own soul. 
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No, I am not God. The voice in his mind was impatient. I am… a voice. Your will 
is powerful. 

William wanted to weep at that admonition. Was it the force of his will that was 
so amazing or the depth to which he had sunk? 

God did speak to me, once, William remembered. I have felt his peace and love. 
Those things are real. This power did come from him. 

Then act like it. The voice in his head was adamant now. Stop sniveling about 
what you’ve done. Go on. Make amends and move forward. 

William stood still in stunned silence. He could see his five men feeding their 
horses from the small supply of grain they had brought with them. They rubbed 
themselves trying to get warm. 

If God gave me this power then why has he let me go so far astray? I am… He 
stopped his thought suddenly. He had meant to say ‘I am corruption,’ instead he had 
remembered what the voice in his mind had told him. Stop worrying so much about how 
bad it is. That’s what you are. He knew it so adamantly that he had no doubts in his mind. 
You are my guardian angel. 

The answer didn’t come for so long that William thought it wasn’t going to. He 
started walking toward his men, his feet feeling like lead inside his shoes. He wasn’t sure 
if his toes would ever regain feeling. Perhaps. That was all he heard and he smiled to 
himself. God had given him a guardian angel to help him use his gift in ways that would 
make him a tool in His hand. 

One of his men came running up to him as he left the mangled thicket of burned 
trees. 

“Captain, sir,” he said. He raised his fist to his forehead in salute. 
“Liam,” William said in surprise, “what are you doing here?” 
“I sent the wounded men home by way of the road. They’re on their way back to 

Bradbury Castle. I brought the rest, fifteen in all, sir, to follow after you.” Liam took a 
deep breath and looked William in the eyes. “I bring fair news, sir.” 

William looked over his shoulder at the charred pines. “Fair news of any sort is 
most welcome, Liam.” 

“Me and the men, sir,” he started out. “We tried to track you through the snow, 
follow your trail. Somehow we got lost and veered north. After it got dark we started 
looking for a place to stop the night and planned to find your trail the next day. We 
stumbled on them in the dark, sir.” Liam’s voice rose in excitement, “It’s Sir David, 
camped not a half mile north of where we stand.” 

“Did he see you?” William asked, his heart leaping in his chest. 
“I don’t think so, we withdrew quickly and made little noise.” 
“How many were there?” 
“Not more than thirty, sir.” 
“Liam, remind me to reward you later.” William was more than pleased with the 

news. The man had earned respect doubly for the manner in which it was presented to 
him. William doubted if he could lead fifteen cold and hungry foot soldiers through the 
forest silently enough that a resting army would not hear them. “Prepare your men for 
another march. Hopefully this will be the last one before we can all go home.” Raising 
his voice to be heard by the others he shouted, “Get ready to ride, we leave in one quarter 
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hour.” Quieter he muttered to himself, “We’ll ambush them, attack them before they 
wake.” 

His heart felt joyous at the good fortune that would allow him to attack his enemy 
but deep inside there was something else. He felt something in his stomach that 
whispered he was headed for disaster. Failure was imminent. If he went into battle again 
he would break his promise. Every moment that he continued to fight was a moment he 
was putting himself at jeopardy. He knelt in the ice that coated the ground and bowed his 
head. 

God, help me. He sent his plea toward heaven, “Help me,” he whispered. The last 
was a plea to his guardian angel to keep him safe. “Help me conquer evil and do the will 
of the Lord.” 

Quickly he got to his feet and headed toward his horse. “Mount up,” he 
commanded. “We march.” 

The horses stamped and snorted and one of them whinnied. They could sense the 
change in the air that spoke of impending battle. 

William lifted himself up onto his horse and sat in the ice-cold saddle preparing 
for battle. His mind had to be clear. Slowly, he took several deep breaths and allowed his 
thoughts to relax. There was a fury and a rage that rushed through him when he was in 
battle and he did not want that this time. It made him a ferocious warrior but it also made 
him kill more quickly. “I will be in control of myself,” he whispered quietly. He repeated 
the phrase in his mind hoping for some kind of confirmation from his guardian but the 
voice was silent. 

He twisted in his saddle to look over his shoulder. Five horses stood behind him, 
shoulder to shoulder, their riders straight and ready. Past them there was an array of 
fifteen footmen. Their armor was mismatched and spotty at best and their weapons 
consisted mostly of short-swords and spears, but they were his army. Liam caught his eye 
and William saw for the first time the look that was in the eyes of all his men. 

“We will follow you,” they seemed to say to him, “to the end.” 
William tried to say back to them as he took a moment to look at each one of 

them and meet their gaze, “I will not let you down. What we do we do for our families.” 
He didn’t know if it worked or not. 

Turning forward he raised his arm above his head in silent command and started 
his horse forward. He did not look back to see if they were following. He knew they 
would be. 

They love you William. That’s more than a lot of commanders can say. They also 
respect you. 

I know. William could think of no other reply. 
They tried to march quickly but the forest was so thick that they could not move 

in a straight line. The air was so cold and the battle before them so much on their minds 
that it washed away the last vestiges of the weariness they must have felt from the 
previous night. 

True to Liam’s report they caught sight of the enemy tents not half a mile north of 
where William and his horsemen had camped the night. Overconfidence had led Sir 
David to camp so closely. That was the only explanation William could find. 

They crept as close and as silently as they could. William signaled a halt when 
they were thirty yards distant. His horsemen fanned out on either side of him, flanking 
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him. The footmen gathered in a long line behind him. Fighting sleeping men would not 
be clean battle and fighting in the middle of a camp was likely to turn the whole thing 
into a melee. 

“Leave any man who surrenders,” he told them, “I will not kill any man who 
wishes to retain his life.” He counted to twenty slowly in his head to allow his mind to 
calm. Keep me and protect me. He prayed. “Charge,” he said low and quiet, just loud 
enough for his men to hear. 

All six of them set heel to horse and leaned forward over the saddle. The horses, 
already stamping impatiently bolted forward with all the speed they could muster. They 
cleared the distance in seconds and suddenly they were in the camp. William could hear 
men behind him sending up a great cry as they ran toward the tents. William slashed his 
sword out at tent poles as he rode past, letting them fall behind him. 

Suddenly he drew to a halt, reining his horse in. Gathered in a circle in the middle 
of the camp, nearly thirty soldiers stood back to back, weapons drawn. Sir David stood in 
the middle smiling. 

“I quite like how you fell for it.” Sir David said, “ My man played his part well.” 
William did not even turn his head to look for Liam. He could worry about that 

later. “I will not give in to your taunting any more,” he said, “I am here to destroy you 
and your army, I will kill you all if I must. My family will be safe.” 

Sir David laughed loudly and strolled, seemingly calmly, between his soldiers that 
stood stiff and ready. “You desire safety for your family but you do not know what you 
left behind. There is a wolf in the fold, boy.” 

He laughed again at the look on William’s face, “You had no idea did you? Yes, 
boy, the spy in your midst is not the only traitor you have befriended. You will learn one 
day, boy. Witches are children of the devil, and I will destroy them all. God has promised 
me.” He thumped his chest, “That’s why I am alive. I have a holy calling.” 

William fought the rage building up in his chest. This man seemed able to always 
say the things that ignited passion in him. Careful, William. “You…” he spat. Taking a 
breath he continued more calmly, “You are a liar.” 

David spread his arms mockingly, “Come and get me then. If I am not the servant 
of God then kill me quickly. You should have no troubles. A fine and noble boy like 
yourself.” His smile was just as mocking as ever. 

William ground his teeth. 
“We are ready, sir.” Liam muttered beside him, he and the footmen had 

approached while they talked. Liam didn’t seem perturbed by the accusations his former 
captain had laid against him. 

“Silence, you traitorous fiend,” Sir David raged suddenly. Spittle flew from his 
lips in his fury. “Do you not know that the man to whom you speak carries your eternal 
damnation in his hands? You filthy fools are following a witch.” 

Careful, William, don’t let him get to you. The voice in his head seemed worried 
about William’s reaction. William felt calmer now than ever before. This display was 
madness; surely even Sir David’s own men could see that. 

This time I have the upper hand, he thought. “A witch,” William muttered 
thoughtfully, “don’t they say that a witch can only be killed by drowning or fire? I recall 
running a pike through your chest, captain, why are you not dead?” 
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Sir David snarled, “God has saved me to bring his vengeance to the earth. I am his 
hand.” With that he raised his arms and shouted at his men. “Kill them, slay the wicked 
that the righteous may go free on the earth. Erase this blemish from mankind.” 

William loosened his grip on the reins, letting his horse take it’s own head. The 
animal had been trained for battle; it knew what to do. He raised his sword and cut down 
the first man that came at him. Sir David’s men were armed with spears and pikes and 
swords but William had horses and men determined to fight for their captain. David had 
slaves, men whose will was bought or blackmailed. Even so, William was surprised at the 
ferocity with which they fought. The battle quickly became a slaughter. Blood and sweat 
mingled to warm up the frozen soldiers. William guided his horse with his knees, 
wheeling it about one way then the other as he smashed away spears and pikes and 
bashed in the skulls of men carrying swords. He winced at every casualty he inflicted. 

How many men would survive this day? Not enough, he feared. He felt saddened 
suddenly and wished it to all be over. I don’t want to be a soldier anymore. He told the 
guardian angel that whispered in his head, I don’t want to kill anything. I want to have 
peace, live with Sarah and my child and be happy. 

He could see Sir David still standing where he had been while taunting William. 
He had not yet drawn a weapon. He only watched and smiled. He began to laugh 
suddenly and it seemed he would be doubled over and helpless with laughter. He threw 
back his head and crowed at the sky. William could only catch glimpses of him as he 
stood in that spot shaking with laughter. 

William fought on, trying to wound without killing, trying to find some way to 
end the battle quickly without much death. His horse was locked in, unable to move 
toward Sir David. He saw, out of the corner of his eye, one of his horses go down 
squealing loudly. Some lucky soldier had opened its intestines. This could not go on. 
They would all be dead before the day ended. 

William leaped from his horse suddenly, his weight bearing one enemy soldier to 
the ground. He shoved a punch into the man’s jaw hard enough to daze him and jumped 
to his feet. Even as he did a blade slammed into his back and bounced off his armor with 
enough force to make him stumble. He caught himself and pulled erect again in time to 
turn and face his opponent. They were outnumbered and growing more so. William 
fought with two enemy soldiers at once. If the other soldiers faced such odds the battle 
would be over quickly. He ducked a swing from one enemy blade and shoved his sword 
out to block the spear thrust of the other. 

I have to get to Sir David. 
William slashed the sword holder across the cheek and felt the spear of his second 

enemy bite into his thigh. He ignored it long enough to follow up his slash with a stab 
from the knife he held in his left hand. The knife went to the hilt in the man’s throat and 
blood ran over William’s hand. He let the knife go and whirled to face the other man. As 
he spun around the spear tore out of his leg and he cried out in sudden pain. The man 
made another lunge at William and William knocked the spear aside and twisted in close 
to the man. He twisted again when he saw the soldier stab at him with a short dagger and 
felt the tip of it slash him across the stomach. His midsection felt warm suddenly and he 
hoped it was only blood that warmed him and not something worse. He let his motion 
carry him through into a mighty thrust that sent his sword point stabbing through the 
metal rings sown into his enemy’s hard leather jerkin and deep into his body. The man 



206	   VOICES	  AND	  DREAMS	  
 

stood still looking at him and toppled over backward. William let the sword go and 
plucked the spear from the fallen enemy’s hand as he fell. The spear had a long steel tip 
on it and thick wooden shaft. William used it like a staff, whirling it about him and 
knocking people aside as they drew close. He looked for Sir David then, picking his next 
target. 

David stood in the same spot, still laughing. As William watched he saw Liam, 
short-sword in one hand, long handled dagger in the other, slash down one of Sir David’s 
soldiers and sprint toward his former leader. 

“No, Liam,” William shouted, “He’ll kill you.” His voice couldn’t carry over the 
sound of battle. Or maybe Liam didn’t care, or maybe he just had so much momentum 
that he couldn’t stop. Whichever it was he kept on going. It happened so fast William 
couldn’t even see what happened. Liam leaped in the air, both blades bared at his insane 
target. The next instant he was gasping in pain and Sir David had a knife buried hilt deep 
in Liam’s stomach. 

William smashed another attacker aside with the stout wood of his spear and took 
a few steps closer to the two of them. Sir David was holding the knife in Liam’s stomach, 
his other hand held Liam by the collar. He was speaking to Liam, his eyes wide with 
madness, and his hair falling around his face in sweaty, frozen clumps. 

Everything seemed to slow down for William. He could see David’s lips moving 
slowly as they spoke to Liam. Then as if in slow motion Sir David shoved with both 
arms, tossing Liam away as if he were no heavier than a child. Liam landed on his feet 
but fell backward in the snow. 

Sir David bent and picked up the weapons Liam had dropped. 
William paused for a moment to listen to the song of the intelligences. They 

crackled around him, anxious. This must end, now. He tried to remember what he had 
done to stop the fighting before. He had called on tremendous power then but he couldn’t 
seem to muster it this time. 

Be cautious, William, he is trying to get you to break your promise. Remember 
that, above all. 

“I remember,” he shouted at the air. He whirled the spear around him now in great 
sweeping arcs that knocked people aside quickly. Furiously he fought toward Sir David 
who stood still, holding the fallen Liam’s weapons in his hands watching William 
approach. 

Finally William knocked the last obstacle aside and charged toward his enemy. 
“Let us end this now,” he shouted. “I will kill you and let this battle be ended.” 
“Ah, you are confident as always that you will win,” Sir David hissed through his 

tight smile, “but consider what shall happen should I kill you.” 
William kept his spear lowered and circled David slowly. The other man looked 

like a lion, his hair unkempt, and his eyes jaundiced and red streaked with madness. 
“If I am dead,” William answered, “then you have no more to fear. I am your 

enemy only as long as I am alive.” 
“I will be your enemy as long as there is any of your kind left in the world,” Sir 

David said, “You are heathen and pagan and it is my calling to destroy you and your 
family.” 

William felt panic welling up inside him. Not my child, not Sarah. He snarled as 
the panic was replaced with white-hot anger. 
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William, the voice in his mind snapped suddenly. Stay calm. 
William breathed deeply trying to calm the rage that burned inside him. It would 

not go away but he could channel it and control it. “You give me only reason to fight all 
the harder,” he said. “I will not let my wife and child die.” 

“I did not know witches could feel love and devotion,” Sir David taunted him, “I 
am surprised at how well you mimic the feelings of greater people who have not sold 
their souls to the devil.” He brought the short-sword and knife up in front of him and 
crossed them to form a kind of crucifix. “I will kill you,” he said, “and then I will hunt 
you to the very gates of Hell and make you beg to be let inside.” 

This time William did not respond. He merely gazed at Sir David with his deep, 
blue eyes. A look of sadness came over his face then passed into the rest of him and he 
felt pity for this madman who could not save his own soul and tried so hard to save the 
souls of others. Sir David saw the change that came over him and his face burned red 
with anger. He lunged forward, both blades slashing wildly. 

William pushed the blades away with the sharp end of his spear and swung the 
butt around to smash it into Sir David’s head. He ducked under the swinging staff and 
came up in a leap. William adjusted his swing to arc up and smack audibly into David’s 
shins. The man tumbled in mid-leap and fell forward. As he fell to the ground he 
stretched out his sword arm and the tip of his short-sword slashed across William’s chest 
from shoulder to hip. Most of the damage he should have taken was absorbed by the 
metal rings sown into his leather armor but his unprotected shoulder took a deep cut from 
the sharp point that sent blood dripping down his arm. 

David rolled when he hit the ground and came to his feet in a fighting stance 
within striking distance of William’s spear. Both blades held ready to parry any attack. 

“You’ve gotten much better, boy.” 
William did not reply. Hatred and anger warred inside him for control. He wanted 

to lash out with every bit of might that he possessed and tear this creature apart into his 
component particles. He was afraid if he spoke there would be an outlet for his feelings to 
depart from him and he would lose control of them. As it was he beat them down and 
forced his mind to remember calm and peace. Those were the feeling he had felt when 
God spoke to him. Those were the feelings he focused on now.  

Suddenly David jumped forward again, attacking William with both blades. 
Sir David’s knife reached past William’s defenses and cut him across the cheek. 

Another missed parry drew a line of red across one knee. Sir David moved faster and 
faster, dancing and weaving and spinning with his blades. He was as good as William had 
ever seen him, maybe even as good as Samuel. That gave William pause. He could not 
beat Samuel in a fair fight. 

William tried to call on the intelligences to help him but they swirled around, still 
unwilling to respond to his call. He could hear them but they didn’t seem to be listening 
to his pleas. 

Sir David batted William’s spear thrust aside and stabbed at William, the point of 
the blade slipped between two of the rings on his armor and pierced his side. William 
gasped in pain as Sir David wrenched the knife in his side then withdrew leaving it there. 

William charged at him, his spear lowered, his teeth grinding. 
William, his angel was pleading with him frantically, William, don’t do anything 

foolish. 
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“I won’t,” he grunted as he smashed with all his tremendous force into Sir David. 
David fell backward with William on top of him. William put all his weight onto the 
spear haft and bore down on it, pressing it into Sir David’s throat. David made a gurgling 
sound and suddenly the haft of the spear splintered across the middle and Sir David 
shoved him away with tremendous strength. William sailed through the air nearly six 
paces before he came to the ground and skidded in the snow. 

He jumped to his feet as quickly as he could, each hand holding one piece of the 
spear. He threw away the wooden shaft and pulled the long handled knife that Sir David 
had left buried in his side. He gritted his teeth at the fresh flow of blood that gushed from 
the wound. 

Lowering his head he charged back toward the slowly rising Sir David. David 
looked up just in time to see William coming at him and lift his sword up in a parry. 

Sir David rose up in a rage of madness, the kind of madness that makes a man 
crazy, not foolish. William swung his knife and the sharp half of the spear in a fury of 
motion that he found hard to believe he was even capable of. Sir David parried every one 
of them and even found occasion to slip in a lunge or an attack of his own. 

William drove forward, always on the offensive with his knife and his spearhead. 
Warm blood ran down his leg and his feet slipped often in the ground that was no longer 
frozen but slicked and slushy from blood and strewn with the bodies of fallen soldiers. 
The angel in his mind whispered to him cautions and he listened to its voice. He felt 
calmness and purpose in his mind, a clarity in battle that he had never experienced. His 
trainers, mostly Samuel, had taught him that his fury in battle was his strongest asset. But 
as he fought now, his mind clear, he fought better and faster than he ever had before. His 
rage had been a handicap, not a blessing. Peace and forgiveness are blessings, not rage or 
fury. 

William and Sir David strove back and forth across the rubble-strewn camp. 
Fallen tents and bodies stubbed their feet. William let Sir David get closer and closer to 
him. His blade came nearer and nearer to his body as he slashed his sword furiously 
about. Finally he saw his chance. The butt end of his short spear smashed into the side of 
Sir David’s jaw, shattering it, and David spun around at the force of the blow. Sir David 
staggered backward, tripped on a log and fell to the ground. 

Sir David rolled onto his back, his jaw already blackened and swollen around his 
mouth. Thick, mucous-like blood dripped from a crack in the skin. He smiled, his swollen 
face making it more hideous and insane than ever. 

His eyes seemed to be laughing at William. 
You didn’t win, this time. William thought to himself, I did the right things. I kept 

my promises. 
“God give you mercy,” he said out loud and turned his back on the fallen Captain. 
With a wordless cry that must have sent shockwaves of agony through him, Sir 

David scrambled to his feet. He screamed something unintelligible through his mutilated 
mouth and charged at William’s back. William had no time to even react. Something 
sprang up suddenly in between him and Sir David. Liam, the bloody knife from his own 
midsection gripped in his blood covered hands and driven hilt deep in the heart of his 
former commander. 

Sir David gurgled and fell backward, landing with a thump on the ground. Liam 
looked at William once and then his eyes rolled back and he too collapsed.  
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The fighting stopped gradually as men realized that they’re leader was gone and 
with him the pay they might have received or the threat of blackmail that he held over 
them. 

William quickly felt into Liam’s body for life. He had lost so much blood it was a 
miracle that he had even stood, but he was alive and, William suspected, could be healed. 
He stood still in the middle of the destroyed camp and let his own head sink to his chest 
in weariness. After the healing was done then they would sleep. Then, finally, they would 
return home. Bradbury castle was safe, and so were Sarah, and all the other people who 
lived there. He lifted his head and began the arduous task of questing out those who could 
be helped and those who must be left to die. 

William spent the next couple of hours knitting bodies back together from the 
inside out. Many of them were unconscious by the time he finished with them and he 
could only hope that what he had done would help them. By the time he finished there 
were five of his own footmen left alive. One of his horsemen had made it through the 
battle and two horses besides William’s own. There were ten mercenaries left alive but 
after feeling William’s healing touch they expressed no desire to fight his men any more. 
They mingled with the others as if they were comrades, their former rivalry forgotten. 
Several of them even swore fealty to William as he was delving into their bodies to repair 
their organs. He chastised them when he heard them. He was no lord and if word ever got 
back to any lord that William had been taking fealties they would charge him with 
treason. He didn’t want servants anyway. He didn’t even want soldiers. He just wanted to 
be home, to hold Sarah in his arms and look upon the face of his child that had yet to be 
born. 

When all was done he slumped down on the trunk of one of the fallen trees. 
Thank you. He muttered a prayer to God. He was alive and his soul had been given new 
strength. He felt revived and invigorated while at the same time he was weary and worn. 

“It’s time you looked after yourself now,” Liam said leaning against the trunk 
beside him. 

William did not answer, he just stared wearily at the soldiers and mercenaries 
around him, working to dig a series of shallow graves in the frozen dirt to bury the dead 
in. “How quickly they forget their former alliances.” 

“It is not forgetting,” Liam told him, “It is knowing. You inspire those around you 
to love you. You are a good person William. Were that our Lords were like you and this 
country would be a fair place to live indeed.” 

William felt a smile come to his lips. How long had it been since he had smiled? 
It wasn’t much of a smile but it felt good. “Thank you, Liam,” he said patting the other 
on the back. 

“Sir,” Liam said, “you’re wounded. You must heal yourself now.” 
William looked down at his forgotten wounds. Dry blood caked his side and made 

black streaks in his leggings. There were other stains on his shoulder and arms. “I’ve 
tried,” he muttered, “I can feel what needs to be done but…” he shook his head. He could 
tell that none of his wounds were serious as long as they did not fester. He knew that the 
one in his side where Sir David had stabbed him was the worst of his wounds. It would 
probably pain him for the rest of his life, but it would not kill him. 
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“We’ll stay here tonight,” he said looking Liam in the eyes, “We’ll return home 
tomorrow.” He patted Liam on the back as he rose, “Thank you for what you have done, 
you have saved me a grievance that I was loath to perform.” 
 

*** 
 

 William allowed one of his men to clean his wounds. The stab in his side had 
been only sharply noticeable before, while still engaged in battle. Now it made his vision 
blur with pain as the man swabbed at it with a cold wet cloth. It was deep and even 
moving was painful. William’s own muscles had stopped the blade from reaching any of 
his vitals, however, and for that he was grateful. The other wounds he had sustained were 
not much more than scratches and shallow cuts. 
 Once his wounds had been cleaned and all the other soldiers were healed as much 
as could be, William crawled inside one of the newly re-erected tents and covered 
himself. He was bone weary. Pulling tissue and sinew back together was more tiring than 
fighting the most arduous of battles and he had done it twice now in two days with little 
sleep in between. He was too worn to feel remorse for his past actions and much too tired 
to feel the elation of accomplishment. This day had been different. He had only used his 
skill for righteousness. 
 He realized as he drifted off that the intelligences had responded to his voice the 
instant he had tried to heal Liam. Am I forgiven my sins, then? The earth beneath him 
seemed to hum an affirmative. 
 He drifted off to sleep and sank beneath the level of dreams in his weariness. 
 

*** 
 
 William was on his feet before he had even figured out why. He gripped his 
sword in his right hand where he had picked it up from the floor next to his blankets. He 
stood in the tent, his chest naked. He felt a sharp pain in his side where the wound there 
had opened from his sudden movements. 
 There was a clangor outside and men shouting. Attacked? Had Sir David’s 
followers risen up in the night, forsaking their oaths, to slay William and his men? 
 A quick and sudden rage swelled up inside him and he lurched out into the cold 
night air. 

Bandits. 
The cold had not dissipated with the sun the day before and when darkness had 

fallen for the night it had dropped even further. He felt the bitter sting of the cold on his 
bare chest and the contrasting warmth of blood trickling down his side from the wound 
that had reopened. He ignored it all. 
 His anger and rage gave him all the warmth he needed. It seemed to infuse his 
blood with strength and vigor. He felt an overpowering impatience to put an end to it. 
 I have made a vow to serve God. Everywhere I go God pushes me to destroy his 
children. Am I his vengeful arm? He panted in the cold morning, his toes gripping the 
newly frozen ground. 
 “This must… end… now,” he screamed as he pushed outward, showing the air 
and the water and the earth what it was that he wanted and watching as they obeyed him. 



VOICES	  AND	  DREAMS	   211	  
 

A great concussion of air slammed down on the battle from above as the earth beneath 
heaved up suddenly. Every soldier, every bandit, was forced to the ground with a great 
clatter of weapons. Only William was left standing at its epicenter. 
 Men were struggling to their feet slowly, the bandits with their hands held high 
above their heads, weapons on the ground. The soldiers picked up their weapons as they 
stood to point them menacingly at the bandits. No doubt the bandits had not thought the 
camp would be peopled with professional soldiers. 
 One of the bandits, the one closest to William glared at him darkly. William stood 
in the frozen air breathing hard, his sword lowered at his side. 
 “No more fighting,” he said, “Let these men go, if they are willing to go in peace, 
otherwise, they will be slain.” 
 “Bloody witch,” the wiry man near William muttered. William ignored him. 
 He allowed himself to slump forward, his head falling forward to rest on his chest. 
He was still filled with anger that seemed to be trapped inside him by the cold. 
 A sudden premonition made him spin around. He threw his sword up into a guard 
position out of reflex. He was too late. A knife plunged into his gut. The wiry man who 
had accused him held the other end of it in his doubled fist. William grunted in pain and 
surprise. It was a fatal blow. He would die, slowly. He felt a calm peacefulness come 
over him. It was finally going to be over. At the same time he was infused with sudden 
energy as his mind was taken over by furious ire. 
 His face twisted into a mask of rage as he adjusted the swing of his sword to bring 
the pommel down on the top of the man’s head. Even as the man let go of the knife, still 
hilt deep in William’s mid-section, William’s left hand lashed out and grabbed the man 
by the throat. He lifted him up by his neck until their faces were even with each other. 
 “Witches?” he hissed, “you know nothing of witches. It is you and your kind who 
spread evil and perniciousness into the world. You killed my father, you’ve killed me, 
and it is time the world was rid of your foul presence.” 
 William, the angel was screaming inside his head, he didn’t kill you father. Sir 
David did that and he’s dead already. 
 William paused for only a second. Sir David had returned from the dead once 
before. He felt consumed by his anger. He began to draw on his power calling it into his 
own muscles, strengthening them. He began to squeeze the man’s throat while he held 
him aloft. 
 William, the voice sounded frantic, screaming in desperation. Don’t do this. 
 William spat in the man’s face. His eyes bulged from their sockets and his face 
turned purple. William’s grip on him was so tight he could not make any noise other than 
wet gurgling sounds. 
 William, you’re becoming the thing you hate. You look like the enemy of your life. 
Sir David is evident in you visage. 
 William paid no attention to him. He only lifted the man higher and squeezed 
harder. He began to laugh. His laughter was hoarse and terrible sounding and it tore from 
his throat as if it was coming from a grave where he had buried it long ago. 
 You even sound like him. 
 William heard another sound then. It was the soft, gravelly chuckling of Sir 
David, wicked and gleeful at the downfall of others. As if blowing on the wind the sound 
of his own laugh and the chuckling of his deceased enemy merged and became the same 
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sound. He also heard, as if on the wind the faint echoes of Sir David’s words as he had 
laughed at William. “Rash words, boy, rash words.” 
 William stopped suddenly. The anger in his features drained away to shame. He 
released his hold on the bandit, who dropped onto the cold frozen ground where he 
collapsed gasping and retching, trying to get his breath. 
 William suddenly felt weak all over. He could feel the knife in his stomach 
draining his life away as if it had opened a hole in him from which his strength could 
pour. 
 He placed his hand over the knife hilt in reflex and fell to his knees in the snow. 
The cold air made his body burn all over with prickles like thousands of tiny thorns. 
 “So comes my ending,” he whispered almost silently, “Samuel take care of Sarah 
for me.” He let his head bow to his chest as he knelt, struggling to maintain 
consciousness. 
 William, we have to get that knife out of you and clean the wound. The angel 
sounded almost frantic. You can’t die now. 
 “No,” William muttered, “I deserve death. Look what I have done. He held his 
hand up in front of his face, covered in his own blood. My hands are stained with the 
blood of my enemies. I am not a worthy servant of the Lord.” 
 He slumped forward then, his blood covered hand sending steam up as it quickly 
cooled. 
 No. You will not die. You cannot die. William, you are needed still. 
 “Then you will have to find another,” William bit out angrily, “I am tired, I am 
weak.” He ground his teeth in anticipation, “I want this,” he said suddenly, “can’t you 
see, I want this rest. My life is nothing but slaughter and evil. All that I do serves the 
Enemy of mankind in spreading suffering to other beings. Let me die so that I may seek 
peace in the life to come at least.” This last he screamed with such rage that a new spurt 
of blood gushed from beneath the knife still stuck in his gut. 
 William, the angel was quiet now, less insistent. If you die then mankind is lost 
forever. I feel that so strongly that it cannot be denied. You are the means of salvation of 
millions of human beings. 
 “How can you know?” William shook his head. This was nonsense. He could feel 
his own life seeping away as the blood trickled down over his undergarments, soaked his 
knees and dripped from his knuckles. “I will not bring salvation by slaying them. I am not 
but a wild beast that cannot be tamed and God has dealt with me in his own way. I am to 
die in payment for all the lives that I have finished.” He knew his soldiers were watching 
him, wondering at his actions. He sounded crazy he knew. They wouldn’t be able to hear 
most of what he was saying but it was obvious that he was talking to himself. He could 
tell by the dead silence that surrounded him that nobody had moved. Not even the bandits 
had taken the opportunity to escape. 
 A beast of the forest would feel no remorse for his actions. 
 “Then I am a monster,” William interrupted angrily. 
 You are God’s servant and you are my host. You have no right to wish death upon 
yourself. 
 “You would switch with me then?” he said through gritted teeth. “You would live 
my life? It is only pain and misery you will find. I wish it ended. I do not want to follow 
this path any longer.” 
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 You have no right to… 
 William interrupted him again. “I have no choice in the matter. I am dying and 
my life seeps through my fingers whatever I shall try. My life is gone, it is spent, and you 
should accept it as well as I have.” 
 You must live, William. 
 There was a long pause while the voice in his mind seemed to be gathering its 
thoughts. 
 William, it said, almost cautiously, I am from the future. I do not know how or 
why but if you die now countless people will suffer. 
 William allowed that information to sink in slowly. He was having a hard time 
concentrating now. His head felt dizzy and his eyes would no longer focus. The future, 
not an angel then? 
 “What happens?” he muttered, “What happens to Sarah and my child? What 
happens to me?” 
 I am sorry William, they are unknown to me, the voice said, I come from a time so 
far distant that we do not know about you and your family. We have forgotten. 
 “Then how do you know that I am important?” he mouthed the words but no 
sound came from his throat, he was too weak. The knife in his belly gripped him up with 
pain and he doubled over, both hands still clutching the bloody knife, until his forehead 
touched the ground. 
 There was no answer for a long time and William thought maybe the voice from 
the future had given up. He groaned in pain as his life continued to leak from his body. 
He could hear people moving around him now. He hoped they were obeying his last 
command to stop fighting and depart each other in peace. 
 Suddenly the pain in his gut seemed to disappear and his entire body felt culled 
from the depths of the earth. He felt a warm peace spread through him and a familiar 
elation. This is what I felt before, when God spoke to me. I have died. He felt no fear at 
the thought and no terror at the prospect of meeting his maker. I’m sorry for the pain I 
caused. Please forgive me. 
 There was no response for several seconds and William basked in the 
peacefulness that flowed into him. 
 “My son…” that most familiar of all voices sounded throughout his mind. That 
voice that sounded so much like his father, so much like the voice of love. It was the 
voice of God, speaking to him out of the intelligences that surrounded him. 
 Suddenly the pain returned to his body and he grunted. There was cold all around. 
Voices, frantic and strained, surrounded him and he felt hands touching him. With that 
his mind collapsed into blackness. 
 

*** 
 

 Coltran lay suspended in darkness. It reminded him of the darkness that he had 
been in after the lightning struck and before he had released the amulet from his grasp. 
 Did William die? Am I stuck in this darkness forever? 
 He tried to calm the panic that came to him. He didn’t want to die, but more than 
that he didn’t want William to die. 
 He floated in the dark and waited, conscious but cut off from all feeling. 
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 After several moments he became aware of sound. A soft song of sadness seemed 
to emanate from the darkness around him. It sounded like the soft chorus of a thousand 
voices, lamenting in song. 
 He had heard those voices before. It was the collective voices of the intelligences 
that William spoke to. Coltran concentrated on the sound listening to their humming 
lament. 
 Slowly he began to understand them and an image formed in his mind. He could 
see where each of them was and where they should be. The chorus he heard was 
William’s body, it’s cells and atoms and even the tiny quantum particles that made up his 
atoms were singing to him, begging him to help them repair the damage. 
 I can’t, he thought. I’m not that kind of doctor. 
 Try. They seemed to beg him for his help. 
 Could he have the same power that William had? If he commanded them, would 
they respond? 
 He sat for several long seconds in the blackness, contemplating. A voice had 
spoken to William a couple of times. Coltran had heard it. He didn’t know if it was the 
collective voice of the intelligences that apparently filled even the tiniest of quarks and 
electrons or if it really was the voice of God. He didn’t know if perhaps they were the 
same thing. But something had answered William’s prayers. 
 Please, God, help me save this boy. Coltran thought quickly, reflecting that it was 
possibly the first prayer he had ever said. 
 He reached out towards William’s torn stomach and ripped intestines. 
 

*** 
 

 William sunk into the softest bed he had ever felt. He seemed to fall forever in 
darkness that wrapped around him like a blanket of warmth and comfort. All his pain was 
gone, all his wounds, his scratches, scrapes, cuts, bruises, were but a memory that was 
quickly fading into the night to disappear amid the black sands of his pillow. 
 He was lying in the grass of a meadow. Surrounded by blooming flowers that 
billowed around him like clouds of brilliant color. He was astonished at the luminance of 
the landscape. Purple, blue, green, violet, yellow, every color imaginable was present and 
there were some he was certain he had never seen before. 
 There was a man standing in front of him and William took a moment to 
recognize him. 
 “Gawyn,” he exclaimed in surprise. He stopped then. Am I dead? He waited for a 
response from his angel then remembered that it was not an angel in his mind but an 
apparition from the future. 
 Gawyn looked at him sadly. He shook his head slowly. William leaped to his feet 
to clasp the other man’s hand firmly. Gawyn did not extend his hand and when William 
reached for him he stepped back a step. 
 “You cannot touch me,” Gawyn told him. “William, you are dying but you will 
live. There is much pain ahead for you. Be strong, steadfast and remember all of us are 
here to help you. You can survive this.” 
 “I… don’t understand,” William said raising his hand beseechingly. He wanted 
only to embrace his friend whom he thought dead. “I thought you were dead?” 



VOICES	  AND	  DREAMS	   215	  
 

 Gawyn’s body was already becoming transparent and his voice echoed as if 
across a great distance. “I am gone from the earth William… but…” his voice faded then 
as his body did and William was left standing alone. 
 William felt a tear streak across his cheek. Gawyn had been his friend and he had 
been forced to watch as arrows murdered the man while he guarded the castle gate. 
 He turned away to silence his memory from the harsh thoughts of guilt at the 
absence of his momentarily restored friend. Why am I to be shown these things and then 
have them taken from me before my joy is even full? 
 There was another man standing behind him. This one small and thin, little more 
than a boy with a hawk-like nose and a small leather cap on his head. 
 Again William reached out his hand. “Kev,” he whispered. He felt another tear 
stain his cheek and more brimming in his eyes. “I owe you my life.” 
 Kev only smiled that crooked smile that he always used. It seemed to say “Thank 
you for noticing me.” Kev bowed his head as if embarrassed. “It’s no more than any other 
would have done and you know that true enough I just happened to be in the right place 
at the right time to take care of matters so it was me you see.” He still talked in that 
never-ending rush of words that seemed to flow together without break or pause. 
 “I’m glad to see you Kev,” William muttered, “It means a lot to me. You have no 
idea what I’ve gone through.” 
 Kev nodded solemnly as if he really did know exactly what William had been 
going through. “It’s going to get tougher and tougher if it hasn’t already and I feel like I 
need to tell you that we’ll all be here to help you and be with you.” There was actually a 
pause in his speech for a fraction of a second. He was beginning to fade away just as 
Gawyn had, “I gave my life for you once William, I’d do it again if I had it to give over.” 
 “Kev,” William cried, “don’t go…” It was too late and he wept bitter tears. He did 
not deserve such devotion from his men, his friends. They were willing to die for him and 
once done they still loved him for all the wicked things that he had done. 
 “William,” a voice muttered off to his left. “William, do not weep.” William’s 
tears stopped suddenly. How many years had it been since he had heard that voice. It was 
the voice that read him scriptures at night while he dozed on his mat. It was the voice that 
taught him letters and numbers and everything he knew. 
 “Father?” he whispered. The word didn’t finish because his throat choked on the 
last syllable. His lips quivered as he saw the old man standing there in that brilliant 
meadow. He still leaned heavily on his staff and his beard and hair hung long and white 
as they had in life. 
 “William my boy, you have grown strong,” his father said. 
 “Oh, father,” he whispered, “I have missed you so much. I need you. I feel lost 
without your guidance. Please, let me stay here with you.” 
 His father only shook his head, “This is not the land of the living my dear boy.” 
He saw William reaching out, his hands pleading, “You cannot touch me. You cannot 
touch anything that is here. We are not living and you are.” 
 “I don’t want to live anymore.” William cried out suddenly. “I am tired and I can 
do no right.” 
 “Hush, William. I am only here for a few moments and have not the time for your 
foolish self-pity. Hard times are ahead for you. Only remember the words of the Lord to 
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his people. ‘When thou goest out to battle and seest chariots and a people more than thou, 
be not afraid, for the Lord thy God is with thee.’” 
 William sank to his knees and tried to calm his quivering lips. He wanted to say 
so much. He wanted to plead with his father to let him stay, or to come back with him but 
his father was already fading away just like the others had. 
 “As are we with you, William. We are his angels round about you, on your right 
hand and on your left.” 
 His voice faded so much into the distance as his body faded that the last echoed 
out of the air after his body had completely disappeared. 
 William felt a strong surge of strength suddenly infuse him. His father, Kev and 
Gawyn were his guardian angels. All three had given their lives to save William. 
 “I will make your sacrifices worth it,” he said, his voice carrying across the empty 
meadow. “I will make my life something you will all be proud of.” 
 “We know you will,” he heard a familiar voice behind him and he whirled around, 
his heart sinking in his chest suddenly. 
 Sarah stood behind him. She was beautiful. Her swollen belly was gone and her 
youthful figure was clothed in a simple white dress that fit her perfectly and flowed down 
around her ankles. Her long brown hair fell down her back and her face shown with a 
light that William remembered seeing only a few times when she was at her most joyous. 
 He felt his heart seize within his chest. “Sarah, are you…” he couldn’t bring 
himself to utter the word. 
 She did not answer his question. “I love you William, I always have. I’ll be 
waiting for you here. I’ll be with you always, until then.” 
 “Wait,” William cried out frantically, he lunged forward as her body started to 
fade just like the others. This was too much. He stopped when she became more solid and 
he stood only a few inches from her. So close he could reach up and caress her cheek 
with one of his knuckles, run his fingers through her hair. “Sarah…” he didn’t know what 
to say. He lifted a hand and then lowered it at the look in her eyes. 
 “Remember me, always,” she said and clutched her fist to her left breast, “I’ll 
remember you, until you come again to this place.” She smiled then as her body turned to 
mist and faded into nothing. “We’ll dance in the meadow when we meet again. My dear, 
dear William.” 
 William fell over backward as if in a faint, his whole body filled with warring 
emotions of despair. Sarah was dead. He knew it in his heart as well as he knew that the 
others who had visited him were also deceased. Did that mean that his good friend 
Samuel was also killed by whatever means had killed his beloved? Had she died in 
childbirth? Had someone killed her? He wanted more than anything at that moment to die 
completely so that he could join her in death and bask in her presence forever. 
 He raised his hands to his head and cried out in utter exhaustion of soul. As his 
face and his hands came in contact with each other pain flooded back into his body and 
his cry of anguish melded with that of pain. 
 Quiet, young man, hold still and I’ll finish this up. It will only last a few more 
minutes. William wanted to curl into a ball and scream in anguish of soul and hurl his 
pain at the heavens but something held him fast to the cold hard ground. Rough hands 
clasped his arms and legs tightly and he thrashed about trying to get free. He wanted to 
die. 
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 Finally they released him and he curled into a fetal position as a thin blanket was 
thrown over him. He wept for several more minutes. ‘Be not afraid, for the Lord thy God 
is with thee…’ his father’s voice seemed to echo through his thoughts while his body was 
wracked with painful torment. His sobs calmed gradually and the depths of despair were 
replaced with a cold determination. He would make his life worth the sacrifices of his 
friends. 
 Slowly he stood up, shedding the blanket from around his shoulders and began to 
dress. 
 
 


