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The Voice of God 
 

 Sunlight pooled on the floor and splattered across the stacks of books and papers 
piled high on every flat surface. Many stacks looked like they were on the verge of 
toppling over. Still others looked like they already had and their ruin, like many ancient 
cities, had been the foundation for which another stack of yet more papers was made. 
 William stood in the doorway to Samuel’s room letting his mind caution him. He 
still felt like he was intruding into his friend’s affairs in a way that was unwarranted. If I 
step beyond this threshold, there is no turning back. It means that I truly doubt my best 
friend’s loyalty. I believe he could be capable of murder. There were too many logical 
holes in the story that Samuel had told William and the facts that had been gathered. 
Outright lies is what they properly were. He couldn’t discount that. Samuel was certainly 
capable of great destruction. There wasn’t anybody in the castle who could have stood up 
to him in a fair fight. Despite his priestly attire and his scholarly frame he possessed a 
strength that sometimes amazed William. But the entire castle? Could he overpower 
every person in the entire castle at once? It seemed ludicrous in his mind but William 
suspected he could probably do much the same himself if he had a good defensible 
position -- like the top of the stair landing. 
 He took a deep breath and closed his eyes. This felt like the worst kind of 
betrayal. If you don’t go, you’ll doubt him your whole life, what’s left of it. He searched 
his feelings. He still retained that deep calm that engulfed him in the chapel. This was 
right. This was the correct choice. He felt it inside him. Finally he had learned to listen as 
God spoke in the chorus of intelligences that surrounded him. Despite the consequences, 
despite his own feeling of doubt he would always follow God’s will. 
 He stepped into the room. The light from the window slit spilled across his boots 
as he stood in its center. The red rays of setting sunlight faded and drew away from him 
as if repulsed, then winked out entirely as the sun dropped inexorably below the edge of 
the horizon. 
 William held the torch he carried high above his head to light the room so that he 
could look around. Slowly he pulled out Samuel’s chair and sat in it. He planted the torch 
in the wall sconce above the desk and sat silent for several seconds. He bowed his head 
and murmured a few words of prayer. Please Lord, let my fingers be guided to the right 
places. Show me what I need to see. 
 He began then to go through the stacks of papers on the large desk. It all seemed 
so bizarre to him and daunting. How could he ever find clues to anything in this mess? 
There was so much information. He felt inundated with it. He sat for several hours 
glancing at papers and notes scribbled on the covers of books and on the desktop and on 
the margins of pages. All written in a spidery hand that seemed almost archaic and hard 
to read. The torch hissed and spat occasionally and William glanced up several times 
guiltily when he heard a noise outside the door but there was no one there. 
 Finally, his head drooping with weariness, he closed the book he had been leafing 
through and dropped it on the table exasperated. There was nothing here. There were no 
clues as to what was going on. Of course Samuel wouldn’t write down his intentions if he 
even had them at all in the first place. 
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 He stood up and grabbed his torch. There is nothing here… His thought died out 
at the tale end. There is nothing here. That’s the problem exactly. Where is my book? He 
scanned the room quickly in the dim torchlight. It was not here. They were all much too 
small, bound in leather and wood, some merely rolled up and tied together with string but 
none of them could possibly be the huge tome that William had loaned to Samuel to 
study. 
 What could he want with that book? William’s mind raced over the possibilities. 
He had hardly had time, or patience, to understand it. Samuel would grasp its meanings 
much more quickly. He would understand the control of the intelligences and the way 
William asked them to obey his wishes and aid him in his tasks. That couldn’t be enough 
to keep the book though, could it? Why would he take it to wherever he had fled? 
William racked his brain, standing there in front of the large wooden desk that Samuel 
must have hunched over for hours every day, his long thin frame bent at the spine in an 
arc like a drawn bow. What else was in the book? There was a great deal about 
Stonehenge but he had not read much of that. His father told him it was complete. His 
own explosion that had destroyed the outside of it had served only one purpose, to keep 
the inner workings out of reach of man. The secret door into the machine was destroyed, 
nobody could tamper with it. He had not bothered much with it because he could not 
understand it and he didn’t need to. 
 Something else triggered in his memory and he dropped the torch back into the 
sconce above the desk and grabbed a large stack of papers with both hands. He riffled 
through the stack keeping an eye out for what he remembered seeing. There, he pulled 
the paper out of the stack and stared at it. There was a fairly accurate sketch of 
Stonehenge on the paper, each stone labeled in a runic language that William could not 
read. There was a dark arrow drawn on the map on one side of the outer circle. There was 
a rough circle sketched at the end of the arrow point as if Samuel had run his charcoal 
around and around it excitedly. William pulled the next paper out of the stack. He stared 
at the paper. He had read it earlier and it had made no sense but now it sent cold shivers 
down his spine. It sounded entirely too malicious to be his friend. 
 Written in bold black letters it said. “All is inevitable. I have a found a way. Meet 
me there tonight. Your world is ending.” 
 William set the paper down. “My world ended when Sarah was taken from me,” 
William muttered. “You have found a way to do what? Kill me? The deaths of my wife 
and child have already done that. I will meet you, old friend, just as you ask. You will 
answer for these things. Beware of me Samuel, I am a man who no longer cares to live.” 
 The paper was silent. It did not answer his challenge. He let it fall from his fingers 
and looked back at the sketch of the standing stones. The spot where the circle was drawn 
tugged at his mind. He called up all that he knew about the complex operations of the 
stones that his father had told him. There wasn’t much but he felt sure that if a person dug 
deep enough into the hard, chalky soil that the stones were deposited on he could reach 
the chamber where the complex array of machinery resided. But only if he dug through 
that spot. If his memory was correct the chamber was encased in stone, that one place had 
to be left open to allow energy to pass through. It would be just wide enough for a man to 
slip inside. 
 Why would Samuel want to get into that chamber unless he wished to damage it 
somehow? William felt another cold feeling pass through him. Why would he want to 
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damage it? William had no idea what the stones were supposed to do. He only knew that 
his father had died defending them from people who wanted them destroyed. 
 He leaped to his feet and grabbed the torch. I must hurry; perhaps he is already 
there. William sprinted down the hall and jumped down the stairs three at a time. He 
rushed out into the courtyard and headed for the stable. He only hoped that there was a 
fresh horse available that he could use. 
 His torch burned out on his way across the courtyard with a final sizzle and he 
dropped it on the cold hard ground. As he approached the stable he adjusted his sword 
from his waist to his back so that he could ride with it better. He had no helmet and his 
only armor was the leather jerkin that he still wore, sown with interlocking metal rings. It 
would not stop a thrust from a knife or a sword, but it would slow down most direct 
blows and deflect glancing ones. It had saved him more times than he could count. 
 He walked down the line of horses. They were all standing still in their stalls, 
sleeping. There were only four here and he could tell by the way they had been taken care 
of that they had all been ridden hard for the last couple of days. They were weary. They 
would never make it. He walked slowly toward his own horse, the one that had bore him 
up so well. 
 The horse nickered softly as he approached and William slipped his hand up to 
rub behind his ears. The charger looked at him balefully as if he knew what William 
expected of him. 
 “Well, how about it old buddy?” he whispered, “You good for one more ride? I 
promise after that we’ll quit this business altogether. No more fighting.” 
 The horse only stared back at him and to William his eyes seemed to be accusing 
him. If you’d quit sooner you might still have your family. Or have joined them. William 
wasn’t sure which he would prefer. He longed for death to take him on that final journey 
to see his wife, and his child. He longed for it but he couldn’t tell if his longing was 
spurred by recent events or just weariness from life. 
 The horse tossed his head impatiently and William broke from his dark thoughts 
to the task at hand. He worked quickly, saddling the horse and cinching the straps 
securely. He left a few instructions for the two soldiers guarding the fallen gate to take 
the remaining men into Salisbury and offer their services to the lord there. 
 “I don’t believe I’ll be coming back. Liam is your commander now, do as he 
says.” 
 William let his horse take off at a gallop, his mind seeking out the tired muscles 
and aching lungs of the animal as it ran, driving strength into it. He knew what he was 
doing made the horse feel better and have more energy but he didn’t know what else it 
would do to the animal. There was a limit any body could endure before it would die. 
 The night was considerably warmer than the previous ones had been yet still cold 
enough that the ground was hard and frosty. William hunched over the speeding animal 
trying to use some of its heat to keep warm as they shot off toward Salisbury Plain. It was 
a four-hour ride at a quick trot from Bradbury Castle. At the full gallop that William rode 
they made it in just less than two hours. He reined in his horse as they approached the 
trench that surrounded the stones. He turned to the right and made his way around until 
he came to one of the few upraised paths of dirt that crossed over the ditch. He let the 
horse walk slowly toward the dim silhouette of the stones. He sat upright, his back 
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straight. He hadn’t been here since he had set off the explosion that toppled the structure 
to the ground, completely burying some of the giant monoliths. 
 This was more painful than he had expected. Memories of his life before were 
crowding his mind. All he could hear was his father, reading to him from that large book, 
talking to him, telling him stories, teaching him to read. Most of all he saw the stones 
before him. They were once so familiar. He spent most of his boyhood among them, 
helping with small tasks, playing in the shadows of the great trilithons. His eyes welled 
up with tears. It was all gone now. The silhouettes he saw looked menacing and alien in 
the darkness of the moonless night. Stones hunched over with age, broken, sunken or 
toppled. They appeared to be giant monsters crouching in a private conference, their 
speech as ineffable as the stone from which they were made, trapped in eternity to discuss 
the fate of the world. 
 He stopped halfway between the dark shapes and the ditch crossing behind him. 
Slowly he dismounted his horse and began walking forward. He patted the horse 
comfortingly on the neck as he passed by it and continued toward the apparitions of stone 
that filled his mind and soul with dread. 
 A light rain began to fall as he approached and he shivered as the icy drops 
touched his face. The stones seemed like an eerie graveyard as he walked among them. 
He brushed his fingers along the side of one of the still standing trilithons as he passed it. 
A shiver went down his spine. He felt a cold, deep sadness enter his bones, as if these 
were the gravestones of some great and mighty race, long dead, their ghosts haunting the 
night. 
 I’ve got my own ghosts to worry about, William thought to himself, my own 
demon to fight. 
 He made his way to the center of the stones and stood in the blackness letting the 
rain slowly soak his hair and drip down his unshaven face to catch in his grizzly 
whiskers. He closed his eyes and wept, his face pointed at the cloudy sky, his fists 
doubled at his side, the cords of his arms swelling and bunching beneath his skin. He let 
his tears mingle with the rain running down his face. 
 He had wept many times and for many reasons. Despair, hurt, anger, all were 
reasons that had torn his mind apart in the past. This time was different. There was more. 
This was pure and simple sadness. He did not weep for the pain he had caused to others, 
for the losses he had suffered, he wept out of the deep sadness of the place he was in. 
 How many lives have these stones claimed? 
 His mind recalled all the stories of sacrifice his father had told him. He recalled 
the memories they had shared together here. As he wept he felt his mind become clearer. 
The peace and surety he had gained from the chapel intensified into a white ember of 
glowing comfort inside his heart. He was doing the right thing and God had brought him 
here to cleanse him and make him whole. His fists slowly unclenched. 
 I am healed. He took a deep breath of the cold, damp air. My soul is healed. 
 He became aware suddenly of another presence. He opened his eyes and lowered 
his head. 
 Samuel stood less than ten feet away. His cloak dripped rainwater and his hood 
was drawn back so that William could see the sharp angular features. His pale hair clung 
to his head and face. His pink eyes burned with a fire that belied the cold wetness falling 
all around them. He held a naked sword in his right hand, pointed at the ground. 
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 William did not move. His hands hung loosely at his side. He felt a sureness that 
infused his body. He made no move to reach for his sword. The same feeling that warmed 
his soul and cleansed his spirit also told him that his feelings were correct. 
 They stood in the rain and darkness staring at each other for several minutes. 
Neither one spoke. Samuel, his pale features outlined by moonlight appeared as the ghost 
of a giant avenging angel bearing the sword of justice. 
 Finally William spoke, one word. “Why?” 
 Samuel’s pink eyes studied him for a moment, their heat threatened to boil the 
rain. 
 “Don’t you see?” he asked finally, his voice hoarse and scratchy. He lifted his left 
hand and curled it into a fist, “I have the power to save the world.” 
 “Save it from what?” William asked, “What threatens so that it demands these 
kinds of ungodly acts?” 
 Samuel shook his head sadly. “That is where you are wrong, boy, you think my 
acts ungodly. Did not God himself destroy the cities of Sodom and Gomorrah? Did he not 
command Saul to kill even the women and children of his enemies?” 
 William stared at him, stunned into silence. He had known, with a clarity that 
only comes from spiritual manifestation that Samuel was guilty of all the murders he had 
seen. Was he trying to say that he did the will of God? 
 “Do you not understand who I am?” Samuel blurted his pale features twisting into 
a grimace, “I am the Lord of this world. I am the Savior come again.” 
 William reeled in shock at the strength of such a blasphemy. 
 “I can control the minds of the people, boy.” Something in his tone made William 
think of Sir David, “Your book taught me that. I thought it might. I have sought it for 
many years.” 
 “You are not… Him.” William could not bring himself to say the name of the 
Lord. 
 Samuel’s face changed to one of intensity, “Do you not understand, boy?” Then 
his tone changed to sound more like the Samuel that William had known for so many 
years, “I can bring peace and utopia to the world, William. Isn’t any price worth that? 
With the power I’ve gained I can ensure honesty and comfort for everyone. Everyone, 
William, do you not think a few lives are worth that?” 
 Something inside William cried out in horror. This is wrong. Coltran echoed that 
statement in his mind. He shook his head violently. “If done in some other way, perhaps, 
but peace among slaves is no better than war among free people. That is what you make 
of the world, Samuel? You would turn us all into mindless slaves? Zombies in a 
similitude of life?” 
 Samuel sneered with contempt suddenly and opened his clenched fist as if hurling 
something foul away from his body. “I am on the side of God,” he hissed. “That has been 
proven by what I have done. God would not allow His people to be harmed if it were not 
His will. I am the Lord come again. My first task to prove my divinity was to destroy 
you, the spawn of Satan. I have sought the knowledge that will free the people of the 
world from the bondage of treachery for far longer than you could know.” 
 William’s mind raced back to the jeering faces of the soldiers as they stood 
outside his father’s domicile. The malice with which his father was accused of being a 
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druid, a pagan, had dripped from the commander’s lips. That same man William had 
killed in battle and had risen up and fought again. 
 “Yes,” Samuel smiled, “I see it in your face, you begin to understand.” 
 “You sent the soldiers that killed my father,” Samuel’s smile broadened. 
 “The Captain was a creature of elements that I revived long ago. He lives much 
like men do. Only he is fiercely loyal and always does exactly what he’s told. Once I’m 
done here I intend to revive him again. He is very useful.” Samuel spoke as if with 
fondness. 
 The rain was coming down harder now and was starting to soak through 
William’s leather jerkin. Water was pooling around his boots, reluctant to soak into the 
chalky soil. 
 “Samuel,” William pleaded, “don’t do this. Your soul is darkened but you can 
walk away from it now and…” 
 “Don’t preach to me,” Samuel roared, his hoarse voice leaping from his throat. “I 
must destroy all who stand in my way. My coming has been foretold for thousands of 
years.” 
 William’s face became solemn and still, “Then why did you kill Sarah?” His 
voice choked, “and… and the baby” 
 Samuel’s furor died instantly and he studied William’s face for several seconds. 
“That’s why you’re here?” he muttered. “All you have faced and you do not come for 
revenge? You came for answers only?” 
 William did not respond. He only stared into the pink, burning eyes of Samuel. 
 Samuel turned his head suddenly and looked away. He seemed almost ashamed of 
what he had done and William felt a surge of hope that Samuel could be changed. “It was 
meant to anger you, make you irrational. I have failed. I did not know how far you had 
sunk into the depths of darkness.” 
 William’s anger rose up in him suddenly. Samuel’s shame was not at his actions 
but at the miscalculation he had made on William’s behalf. He quenched the feeling and 
forced it down. 
 Samuel still was not looking at him, “God called me,” he said, “he whispered to 
me in my dreams and told me who I was. He taught me many powerful things.” 
 William looked upward at the face of the much taller figure, his face so pale that 
it seemed to glow in the darkness. “Why did you bring me here?’ 
 Samuel met his eyes again. “Pagans,” he hissed acidly, his face twisting into a 
tortured look of anger, “pagans knew as much about the plans of the Lord as the ancient 
prophets. They have designed ways to thwart me.” He gestured with his sword at the 
stones lying all about them. “Do you know what these do? No, I suppose you don’t. They 
will sense my power being used in the world to save mankind from its own follies. Then 
they will stop me. Dragons, dragons will come and stop me. They have the power to do 
it.” 
 William stared at him in disbelief. Samuel was mad, he could see that plainly. His 
friend was gone, had never existed. 
 “I can not get in,” Samuel said pointing again with his sword, “I don’t know how 
to break it.” 
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 William felt a rush of stress wash away from him. That was all Samuel wanted of 
him? He closed his eyes and uttered a prayer of thanks to God. “I don’t know either,” 
William said, his lips curving into a sad smile. 
 Samuel stared at him for several seconds as if stunned his eyes searching 
William’s for a lie. “I have the power of God,” he screeched suddenly, “I can bring back 
your family if you will just tell me.” Spittle flew from his mouth as he screamed, mixing 
with the icy rain that poured down on them now. William could see a thin crust of ice 
forming on the puddle at his feet and the yellow grass around them glistened as if encased 
in glass. 
 He shook his head, “You can bring back no one, Samuel. I don’t know how to 
help you. But I can tell you that I have felt the power of God. He has touched my soul 
and healed me.” His lip quivered slightly at the memory and the love he felt from his 
father, his wife and his friends. “I have felt His power and His touch, Samuel, and this is 
not it.” William’s voice became stronger as he spoke so that the last was delivered with a 
giant strength of testimony that seemed to make Samuel’s lanky frame rock back. 
 “Foul… demon,” Samuel hissed, “You are a deceiver and a liar. God has warned 
me of your prevarications. You are a son of the devil.” As he spoke he raised his sword 
high above his head and with the last syllable he attacked with all the speed and agility 
that he possessed. 
 William didn’t even have time to reach for his sword. 
	  


