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War 
 

 Smith wondered if her hopeless inability to stop the violence and maliciousness of 
her possessor was similar to what Coltran experienced in the past. That thought made her 
feel a pang of worry for Coltran. Where was he? Back there, where he had been before? 
 Help us Coltran. She tried to shout. Help us Red. She was silent then. She 
retained a vague hope that Red could still hear her but she could tell even as she shouted 
that none of her thoughts went past her skull. Help us. She prayed, hoping that some deity 
would hear her and send an angel or avatar to save them.  
 They had marched for most of the day. The going was slow through the highlands 
of Scotland but when night came they made camp. Smith had watched helplessly as 
MacElly was taken from her and hidden away somewhere. She didn’t know where, nor 
did it matter. She had no control. 
 Frequently she hurled herself at her captor, her possessor, trying to push its 
presence from her mind, get her body back. It was no use. It acted as though it was not 
even aware that she still existed. She understood how the elements kept their grasp on 
their subjects. She suspected that if it lasted much longer she would give in also. Her 
body had never felt so alive. She was tempted to just let herself become part of it. Vitality 
and health flooded into her, the broken rib that had caused so much pain was nearly 
completely healed and all her other wounds were gone as well. She was energized like 
being on a constant adrenaline high. Her body screamed to experience everything 
possible. 
 She had to force herself not to give in. Those are its feelings, not mine. She 
reminded herself. 
 She wandered through the camp looking lustfully at the soldiers as they went 
about their business. 

She slammed her mind into the presence that possessed her again. This time there 
was a soft shrug as she was forced back, a sense of irritation. So it did know that she was 
there. The dark skinned soldiers didn’t seem to notice her at all. They walked about with 
glazed looks on their faces, mindlessly completing tasks that they were meant to do. She 
realized suddenly that there was no speaking going on in the camp. Men rushed about 
without a word, instinctively knowing what their tasks should be. Or maybe not 
instinctively she realized with a shudder. 
 She could see the air around her as though it were solid. She could see each 
molecule and she could reach out and touch it and make it do things. Only it wasn’t her 
that could do those things it was Air. She wanted to cry, but had no tears, she wanted to 
scream, but had no voice. She was completely and utterly alone. 
 She went from tent to tent, maliciously eying the dazed soldiers. Small bits of air 
exacted such cruelty on the unknowing men that she began to weep with terror at what 
the element which possessed her could think up next. She began to withdraw from 
consciousness. She did not want to see. She did not want to experience the pleasure of 
seeing men writhing in pain while they were tortured for her entertainment. She wanted 
to not see any of it, not know that any of it ever happened. She closed herself off, walled 
herself up in darkness and blocked out the sounds of men crying in pain. In her dark cave 
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she shivered and listened to the muted sounds around her trying not to imagine what they 
could be. 
 When Air finally lapsed into a state of rest Smith offered up a silent prayer of 
thanks that she had reached some respite. She felt, in that moment before she was forced 
into slumber by the overpowering will of possession, that she was grateful for that above 
all other things. Despite being used and defeated she was not beaten. 
 While she slept she was plagued with dreams of another life that made her shiver 
and withdraw in horror. In her dreams she acted out cruelties on people that she had 
previously not been able to imagine. She found herself struggling to wake up, destroy all 
these images. She wanted to forget them, she hoped that they would fade quickly as most 
dreams did but she somehow felt that she was viewing them objectively, not like a dream 
but more like a cinematic experience. She began to flail about, trying to jerk herself away 
so that she did not have to see the gruesome and horrible things that crowded her dreams. 
She was bound as surely as a straight jacket would have done. Torture and rapine, 
wholesale slaughter and mutilations paraded before her mind in exquisite details until she 
thought she would retch in disgust. When she finally did she found only that her mouth 
and throat were no more under her control than the rest of the body was and the urge to 
vomit just built up inside until she felt like going crazy in an effort to get it out. When the 
dream ended she sank back in relief and again closed herself off from the outside world. 
 Are these the things that entertain the elements? She wondered, or was that a 
nightmare. She busied herself with walling up darkness around her. She didn’t want to 
know if horrible crimes were committed while using her body. There’s nothing I can do. 
 “Don’t give up hope,” she heard the voice as plain as if he was standing right next 
to her. 
 “MacElly,” she screamed, her voice made no sound, “where are you, I can’t get 
free.” 
 “I know,” he told her, “just keep fighting. I think I’ve got a way to help you but 
I’m still working it out.” 
 “Where are you?” 
 “I don’t know, I can’t see.” He chuckled. She felt a pang of regret as he reminded 
her of his handicap, “I only just figured how to hear you.” 
 “I’ve had the most awful dreams. I’ve seen the most awful things. MacElly,” she 
said wondering suddenly if Air could hear them in its mind. “I sometimes like this. It’s 
like it feels comfortable. It makes me sick and scared all at once but I almost don’t want 
it to change.” 
 “That’s why their power is so horrible Patricia,” he responded. She conjured up 
an image of him standing in the darkness with her, his goofy smile smeared across his 
face, his thin glasses halfway down his nose. He was pushing them up with the knuckle 
of his middle finger like he always did when he talked. “They overwhelm your mind until 
you become part of them. You must hold on. I think I can help you. Don’t give in. Fight 
back every chance you’ve got. Wear yourself out fighting.” Suddenly his glasses were 
gone and behind them there were two swollen and red eye sockets, empty sockets. His 
clothes disappeared also and he stood, naked and feverish, his body tiger-striped with 
lashes that seeped viscous blood. She closed her eyes and turned her head away but the 
image did not disappear. 
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 “It’s so hard, MacElly.” She said. She felt like her voice should catch somewhere 
as she struggled to stop her weeping. “It’s so hard.” 
 MacElly did not speak to her again for a very long time. She sat in the silence of 
her cocoon waiting and thinking. She could tell that the army was moving again and they 
were approaching the foothills of the highlands. Air was wandering through the ranks of 
glass-eyed soldiers sending thin strands of air into the depths of their lungs to give them 
more energy, his mind whirling about at such a pace that Smith could not even fathom 
the vast majority of it all. 
 The soldiers came to a halt and Air stopped suddenly. Smith pulled herself deeper 
into her darkness as she turned to look toward the front of the march. Something’s 
happened. I don’t want to know. I don’t want to know. 
 Suddenly a great force grabbed her, wrapping so intimately around her she felt a 
surge of panic and violation. Then it felt soothing, in a guttural sort of way. She wanted 
it. No. She tried to scream and push away but her will told her to relax. Let it take you, 
you want it. She tried to pull free. 
 “Come on, I think you’ll want to see this,” she heard her own voice muttering. 
Only it was not her voice, it was different in timbre somehow, less familiar, more 
malicious. She went limp with shock and with a feeling of inevitable futility. The mental 
touch drug her out through her barriers and slammed her full into the light of mid-
morning. She could see through her own eyes, hear through her own ears, but when she 
tried to gasp in shock nothing moved. 
 They stood on the top of the last tor of the highlands looking down a grassy plain 
that was dotted with trees. Filling the space between the trees were people. She felt a 
wave of dread pass through her. It was quickly replaced with something else. These 
people arrayed below were facing Smith and the other elements where they stood on the 
summit of the steep slope. They were not glassy-eyed and empty like the army of the 
Middle Eastern Coalition. No, they burned with a deep fire of indignation and anger that 
Smith felt almost repulsed by. Her feelings were confused, she felt disgusted at their 
rabble performance and deep hope at their willpower and strength. 
 Don’t give in. She grasped onto hope and tried to make it be enough. 
 Then her gaze was directed toward the two men who stood in the front of the 
army on the plain. Large men. One wore a brown smock that hung to his ankles. He was 
leaning casually on a thick wooden staff. The other man wore army fatigues from head to 
toe. He was holding a long sword in one hand and what looked like a pitchfork in the 
other. 
 General Smith and Friar Ives. She noticed for the first time then that the rest of 
the people below carried similar instruments. Long carving knives from the kitchen, 
pitchforks, shovels, hammers, axes, a few rusted swords or spears could be seen. 
Anything the people could scrounge up when their guns quit working and vehicles 
stopped running. It really did look like a rabble compared to the gleaming scimitars of 
their enemy and the bright shining heads of their spears. Samuel’s control over 
technology spread to his own forces, it seemed. 
 She saw a light of recognition in her uncle’s eyes as he looked at her and his gaze 
darted toward Ives in consternation. I’m right here. She cried, save me. His returning 
gaze informed her that he could not hear, could not understand and was filled with 
sadness for her. He thought he would have to kill her in battle. He thought that she was 
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on the wrong side and his worst nightmare was going to come true. Smith began to 
scream in fury. She pounded at the being that possessed her body. How dare it keep her 
from living? She knew if her uncle came at her she would kill him. No manner of 
justification could take that sin away from her. It didn’t matter that she did not have 
control of her body or that the actions made were somebody else’s entirely. It was her 
body. She pounded away until she was exhausted and then slunk back into her darkness 
only to be jerked out again. She fought back, viciously this time but seemed to have no 
effect on her captor. 
 Suddenly she was released and she froze as a deep chill spread through her mind, 
the kind that would have sent a shiver down her spine if it had been connected to her. She 
noticed that her body did give a slight, almost unnoticeable quiver. Could it be that Air 
was also scared? The sound that scared every being into silence was laughter. Sam was 
standing on the crest of the slope not twenty feet away laughing, his rasping voice 
projecting out over the plain so that all could hear. 
 “What is this rabble?” he rasped through his parchment dry throat. “Go home, all 
of you. We need no welcome. We are here to save you from the dragons.” He laughed 
again. His face was still covered and his back was bent like a hunchback beneath the 
weight of his dark cloak. 
 The Scottish farmers, factory workers and country folk stood still as if unaware of 
the coldness with which Sam could act when given the opportunity, or the excuse. 
 “It will not work,” Friar Ives said, still leaning on his staff. “Their ears are turned 
away from your malicious whisperings.” 
 “My…” Sam intoned incredulously, “My malicious whisperings? Why my dear 
friend, come into the light that I may see you better, for I do not know you. What did you 
tell them to bring them here? Did you say they would fight for their freedom, they would 
save the world?” He chuckled again, “Noble deeds to be sure but those days of chivalrous 
self sacrifice for the benefits of all mankind are in our history. Praise God that they are 
not here again today.” 
 “How dare you invoke God into what you are attempting to do,” Ives said. 
 “And what is it I am attempting?” Sam replied, “It appears I have succeeded. You 
don’t have the power to stop me, little man of God. Go back to your abbey and wait for 
me to save mankind.” His mood suddenly became dark and even the five elements shrank 
away from him. “Leave now,” his voice thundered across the plain with such force that 
many of the hodge-podge army staggered, “you fools, I am your Savior.” 
 Ives suddenly stepped forward, a look of surprise and awe blanketing his face. He 
reached out his left hand as if grabbing at something in the air. His lips moved but no 
sound could be heard at this distance. Then his gaze focused again and he looked up at 
Sam standing bent and hollow on the top of the hill. 
 “You are no Savior.” His voice was calm but it carried to every ear and through 
every mind, “I am already in the light, remove the covering from your face that I may see 
you, for I know your person.” 
 The two of them stared at each other for several long moments and then Sam took 
a quick step forward and jerked the hood from his head. His face was a pasty white with a 
shock of long white hair and eyebrows. His hair was so brilliant that the sun shining on it 
made Smith want to squint her eyes, and would have if she had controlled them. In the 
center of his face were two blood-red eyes that stared murder and deviltry at Ives. What 
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struck her most about his appearance was his age. He was old. So old that she almost 
didn’t believe that he was still alive. His skin was so thin that rivers of blue veins pulsed 
in sight, just beneath the surface. Dark splotches of age clouded his cheeks like a leopard 
and his skin was such a mess of wrinkles and creases that she felt it almost hurt to look at 
him. 
 “Do you see what I have become?” Sam hissed, his eyes boring into Ives like 
arrows. “Look at me,” he pointed at his face. “You did this to me. I survived, I got out 
and here I am at last. I am the vengeance of the Almighty come to earth to destroy the 
wicked.” 
 Ives shook his head sadly; “How we both have changed from what we once were 
old friend. But you did that to yourself. I have never had any part of your ruin from the 
beginning. You cannot lay blame on me any longer. That was my weakness once. It is no 
more.” 
 Sam paced quickly along the top of the hill like a lion in a cage. Suddenly he 
stopped and whirled toward Ives, “Can’t you see what I’m trying to do?” His voice 
sounded almost pleading, “You lack vision, there is tremendous power to be had here, 
and I only wish to use it.” Then his voice rose to a reverberating shout again, “I want to 
save my people. God gave me this power, let me use it.” 
 “Why?” was all Ives said. 
 “You got your answer to that question long ago,” Sam snarled at him. “I am the 
stronger now. You cannot stop me this time. I will be the savior of mankind and bring 
peace and utopia to the world. I am…” 
 “You would be no better than the devils,” Ives interrupted. He seemed loath to 
hear Sam blaspheme so publicly. 
 Sam spluttered, spittle flying from his mouth as his lips quivered with rage, “so be 
it then. You will die with the rest of them.” His voice rang out across the plain, echoed 
through the hills and thundered across the sky. 
 Several things happened all at once. With a great cry the armies behind the hill 
raised their spears and scimitars and charged up over the crest and down into the waiting 
army of locals. The Scots, women and men, stood firmly in their lines waiting, their farm 
tools held ready. At the same time a concussive sound ripped through the air nearly 
drowning out the shout of the army. Huge gouts of flame streaked through the air toward 
Friar Ives. The friar tightened his grip on his staff and a bright blue shield hammered into 
the flames forcing their energy upwards. It was that impact that made the cacophony that 
threatened to deafen everyone present. The air and ground between the two men suddenly 
exploded with shards of shattered stone and knives of ice. The air around them crackled 
with pent up energy as the ice was melted by a wave of hot air and the stone was ground 
to sand. Spears of ice leapt into being, tunneling the air towards Sam’s heart, at the same 
instant the ground beneath his feet exploded upward in a fantastic spray of mud and clods 
of grass. Sam sidestepped, deflected the debris off to one side, hurled fire into the spears 
of ice and dropped a shower of needle-sharp crystals of solidified air on Ives all while 
slamming a huge fist of invisible air as wide as Ives’ own body. So it continued. Each 
attack was forced back, each defense shattered, more and more were added until it was a 
flurry of confused destruction. 
 In that same instant Smith began her attack as well. She could feel herself reach 
out and twist the air and mold it into a solid block of invisible power. As she stilled the 
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molecules their heat passed out of them in a brilliant explosion that sent a warm wind 
gusting down from the sky. The frozen air plummeted to the earth -- the size of a small 
car -- it hit the ground and shattered. People were struck with super-cooled fragments of 
solid oxygen and nitrogen that steamed and boiled on the warm flesh of the people it 
touched. She felt herself smile at the screaming of her enemies. 
 Patricia, MacElly’s voice was urgent, don’t give in to them. Stay your mind. 
 As the two armies came together with a terrible clash of hard metal and soft 
bodies the attack began in earnest. Huge balls of liquid flame lanced from the heavens to 
impact the ground with shuddering force. The grass on the plains leapt alive with fire. 
The earth exploded beneath the feet of the running Scots, their weapons crumbled as they 
struck them against the weapons of their enemies. Strands of air whipped about tossing 
people from their feet and lashing great welts upon their bodies. Balls of frozen air 
smashed into the ground amidst balls of fire. Water seeped from the ground on the plain 
until it became a bog beneath the British feet. Darkness stood still on the hill watching 
everything impassively, her exquisite complexion paled slightly as she strained to gain 
control of the Scots in the same way she controlled the Middle Eastern Coalition. 
 Smith, awakened by MacElly’s plea began her own attack. Wrenching her mind 
from the awful encasement that held it firmly bound she tried to jerk her arms, her legs, 
some part of her free from the control of her possessor. She pummeled at the alien 
presence that infested her own private place. She let all the anger she felt build up in her 
and smashed her mind into that presence that violated her and dug into her memories in 
ways that left her feeling dirty and unworthy. All of it amounted to nothing. She felt not 
even a twinge or a shrug of indifference to her efforts. 
 Help me, she cried to the heavens for strength while she battered herself against 
her foe. She felt like weeping in hopelessness and would have if she had been allowed to. 
Every time she started to cry she was reminded that she did not have the control of her 
own body to weep in frustration and her anger renewed, giving her strength to fight 
again. The siren song of Air that told her to just give up was tempting. She could feel the 
tranquility and rest that it promised her as if it were a tantalizing bit of candy placed just 
on the edge of her lips. Sinking back into her rage she attacked him again. 
 “The British will fall, it is finished,” the seductive voice of Darkness spoke to 
them all. “There is another battle we must fight.” 
 The one she spoke of was the duel between Sam and Ives. Ives still stood in the 
middle of the battle on the plain, a clear area around him, still leaning on his staff. Smith 
could not see her uncle and could not look for him through the eyes that were not under 
her control. Sam stood on the ground on the top of the hill that could no longer be 
recognized as ground. Debris was piled ankle deep around him. Shards of ice melted into 
the dirt, clods of soil glowed red with heat. Bits of burning liquid dripped and ran over 
the chaotic piles of debris. He was creating less and less attacks now and more shields, 
almost desperate in an attempt to stop the onslaught. 
 “I have spent my entire lifetime since you left preparing for this,” Ives said. His 
voice was mild but it carried over the din anyway. “You are beaten, old friend.” 
 Sam only smiled while he deflected a series of attacks. Was that sweat glistening 
on his brow? “That is where you are wrong,” his hideous face twisted into a furious 
grimace, “For I have allies.” 
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 Smith saw what it was Air was preparing to do. She slammed her mind into his 
trying to rest control from him, desperate not to see everything end this way. Air and 
Fire, Earth and Water, all of it bound together with Darkness, coalesced into a gout of 
elemental power that Smith felt sure nobody could survive. In the last instant Ives saw it 
coming and dove into a crouch on the ground holding his staff above his head. The move 
looked like cowering in fear of the inevitable and Sam laughed cruelly as he sent his own 
pitiful bits of power towards his cowering nemesis. Sam was right, it was a hopeless 
lunge to the ground to save his body from harm. However, Ives did not cower in fear. Out 
of his staff a shimmering, transparent aura flashed out and surrounded him creating a 
bubble around his crouching body. Steam leaped toward the sky as the heat of the energy 
being poured into it vaporized the ground around him. The rain of power did not cease 
and Ives knelt in the grass under his protective dome, hunkered down, every bit of power 
he possessed pouring into his shield. 
 Help us, Smith cried frantically. Everything she was doing amounted to exactly 
nothing and she felt fingers of insanity creeping across her mind. Everything was going 
to hell around her and the tranquility and rest that she wanted more than anything were 
being offered to her truthfully and she had to refuse them. She felt torn by confusion, how 
did she know she wasn’t already mad with misunderstanding? Red, if you’re out there, 
now would be a good time. She choked back a sob before remembering that she couldn’t 
sob anyway. Her mind was in tatters of guilty feelings. God, she cried, if ever man 
needed a miracle it is now. 
 Out of the corner of her vision she could see a figure topping the rise of the hill to 
her right. She tried to see who it was but was forced to look only where Air was looking. 
She concentrated on the image in the corner of her vision until she recognized it. 
Shuffling feet, hands out in front, naked and striped with lash wounds. 
 MacElly. Is he our miracle? 
 Patricia, don’t fight them. Control them. It was MacElly’s voice in her mind. She 
felt a deep confusion. A blind man, naked and covered with feverish wounds was hardly 
what she would have considered a miracle. Try to redirect their efforts. MacElly 
continued. Fighting them is futile, so just mislead them. 
 She didn’t do anything for several seconds. Wasn’t he the one who had told her to 
fight them? She still wasn’t sure if he was fully sane or not. He sounded sane, sometimes, 
but what he said was not always clear. Was this the miracle she had prayed for? She let 
her mind slowly reach out with Air to grasp the weave of elements. It welcomed her 
gladly as if satisfied that she had finally given in. Suddenly she jerked her mind away 
with her grip still firm on the air. For a single instant the entire weave of power that 
pummeled Friar Ives dissipated into nothing. Air wrenched control away from her with 
such force that it sent her mind tumbling back into blackness for several seconds. The 
rain of energy on Ives’ shield quickly resumed and she gathered her wits for another 
attempt. Her efforts were pitiful against the mighty rain of terror that was being 
unleashed but it was all she could do. 
 We are coming, the voice of Red bounced around inside her brain. All of the 
elements looked at each other and she felt a great shock of despair go through her, they 
had all heard his pronouncement. 
 In that brief look she could tell that the elements had planned for this and they 
knew exactly what to do. 
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 Red, don’t come, it’s a trap, she screamed at him, he had always been able to hear 
her, she could warn him.  
 We are coming, little one. We are keeping the promise. 
 Red, don’t, they can hear you. 
 Don’t worry we are on our way. Shortly we will arrive. 
 Smith tried everything she could think of to cast her mind across the distance 
separating them. Don’t talk, don’t come, they’re waiting for you. The barrage of energy 
and pressure that had engulfed Friar Ives now ceased and the din of fighting and dying 
filled her ears. Ives still cowered under his shield, unsure of the safety of lowering it just 
yet. He looked weary and worn, one hand resting on the ground to hold him up where he 
crouched. 
 He can’t hear you… little one. 
 Smith was stunned into silence at first. It was the first time Air had acknowledged 
she was actually there. She almost didn’t recognize what it was because she heard it as 
her own voice whispering in her ear, mocking her. 
 There was no more response from the elements but they all formed in a circle and 
she saw the tremendous energy and power of the five of them being woven together 
again, this time into a less powerful but more volatile bond of elemental power. Strands 
of invisible air wove a net that was razor thin through the sky above. Lines of pure white 
fire that made it shimmer with heat bound it to the earth with water and darkness 
intermingled all about. She saw immediately what the trap was going to do. The razor 
edged air would slice the dragons to pieces when they passed through it. The net of fire 
would close around what was left of them and the ground would open up and drag them 
down where they would be suffocated and drenched in underground water. It sounded 
almost too simple. Is it that easy to kill dragons? 
 Oh, Red, she wanted to weep. She felt like she was going to lose her sanity. This 
was psychological torture that she didn’t think she could bear. She was trapped in the 
middle of the enemy, unhindered in any way and she was helping them destroy the 
people she loved and the things that she felt were good in the world. She could see 
MacElly clearly now from the angle that Air had her head turned. He was standing just 
where she had seen him last. His face was turned to look at her as though his empty 
sockets could see her. He had said that he saw visions and dreams through those empty 
sockets. What was he seeing now? Could he see the outcome of the entire battle? His face 
was held in a grimace that looked like despondency. Her hopes dropped away suddenly 
and she sank into despair. If MacElly had lost his hope then surely there was no hope left. 
She whimpered softly in her mind, drawing into herself. 
 Don’t give up hope yet, little one. 
 Red! She gasped out of the depths of wretchedness. Is that you? Can you hear 
me? 
 We will come soon, Red continued as if he had not heard. There has been war 
among the dragons. We are much diminished. Sadness crept into his voice as he said it. 
She felt sure that what he was telling her had happened was the first instance of any such 
thing in dragon history. 
 Red, don’t come, she wanted to shout, tried to shout but her voice would not 
respond to her commands and her mind could not be heard. 
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 We are more pure than we have been in many thousands of lives of men. The 
sadness of his words and the feeling that came with them almost made her withdraw into 
her little black box again, to go somewhere safe. She couldn’t bear the sadness of what he 
was telling her. Then his voice became powerful again. We are fire and light. Through 
the fire we have been refined. We are brighter than we have ever been. We are come to 
set you free. We will free you from the bond of slavery. We will save you. 
 
 


