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Sacrifice 
 

 “Patricia,” MacElly’s voice seemed almost in her ear. She could still see him 
standing twenty feet away on the crest of the hill, his eyeless face turned toward her. His 
lips did not move. “You must fight. Fight hard, and don’t give up, I will open the door.” 
She sank into confusion and puzzlement, “Tell my family I love them, Patricia.” 
 His voice left her almost immediately after that and something else -- she wasn’t 
sure what to call it -- crowded her mind, and made it smaller. She realized quickly that it 
was MacElly. He was inside her body, inside her brain and doing something. She 
struggled to see what he was doing. She felt a rush of anger from Air as her eyes focused 
on MacElly’s body. She saw a fist of air clench around MacElly’s throat and he stumbled 
backward gasping for breath. 
 Smith hurled herself against Air then, trying with all her might to overpower her 
captor. She was nothing. She was a fly trying to batter her way in through a window. 
 MacElly she cried, Peter. Damn. 
 Then two things happened at once. MacElly started running forward, his face still 
red and gagging for breath and… Smith found a small hole in the wall of her possessor. 
She almost drew back in fright at first. Then, realizing what it was, she dove into it, 
tearing at it, trying to get through before it was discovered. 
 MacElly’s presence left her suddenly, leaving behind a strong feeling of 
confidence as if he had just hugged her in farewell. At that same instant MacElly, 
emaciated, scarred and blind, charged into the circle of Elementals gathered on the 
hilltop. He shoved Earth and Water aside with outstretched hands and barreled into Smith 
without slowing. The impact knocked the air from her lungs and bore her backward to 
land on her back on the slick grassy slope. She slid a few inches and struggled to suck in 
air through her panicking esophagus. 
 Somehow the impact had made the hole that Smith was tearing at larger. She 
struggled to focus on her task, the impact, and the bruises, the lack of air felt as much like 
they happened to her as they did to another. It was difficult to think when she was 
struggling to draw a breath. She wanted to breathe but couldn’t control it even if she 
tried. Slowly she started to squeeze herself through the hole that kept her from her own 
body. 
 MacElly knelt on her stomach slapping her face with heavy-handed slaps, his 
knees digging into her diaphragm so that she could not regain her breath. Under the 
control of Air her fist slammed into his shoulder knocking him over in the grass. She 
leapt to her feet and in that instant Smith seized control. She wrenched the fist of air 
blocking MacElly’s throat away from him immediately. At that instant a ball of fire hit 
him in the chest and his body burst into flame. 
 Anger infused every bone and muscle of her body. Still fending off the vicious 
mental attacks of her would-be possessor she pulled the air away from MacElly’s naked 
body and let the flames die. He lay in the grass his skin blackened in places and peeling 
back where the flesh was burned. His breath bubbled in his throat. 
 Smith turned toward the circle a few feet away. Air smashed itself into her mind, 
trying to regain control but she bashed it back into the far recesses of her brain, battered it 
into recession. She could feel the virulence that possession gave her body. All her 
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wounds were healed. Her body was infused with energy and strength that she had never 
had before. 
 Fire nodded to her as if he had done her a courtesy and smiled smugly. She took 
two steps to get closer to him and leaped in the air. She spun as she jumped and her bare 
right foot smashed into his chin. His head snapped backward and she heard an audible 
pop as his vertebra broke. He fell backward on the grass, his still functioning arm and leg 
twitching violently. His head remained bent backward underneath his body. 
 Both her feet came down where he had stood and she turned toward Darkness. 

The trap that was laid for the dragons began to fall apart. 
Strength infused her every cell and celerity seemed a part of her. The other three 

Elements were caught in a moment of confusion. MacElly’s attack and now hers had set 
them off kilter. They struggled to rebuild the trap that they had put up around them. 
 Smith focused on Darkness and she sprung through the air again. A sudden 
realization entered the woman’s impassive eyes. Smith’s leap carried her across the five 
feet that separated them and both her fists hit the other woman square in the chest. 
Darkness fell over backward and Smith fell on top of her, fists jabbing out viciously with 
all her increased strength. They tumbled a few feet down the hill, her blows only glancing 
off shoulders and ribs as she struggled to get a solid hit while they fell. Each swing of her 
fist was in concert with a blow from her mind, beating back Air as it struggled to hang 
onto her in some form. She could feel her strength draining away as she forced Air back 
farther and farther. They came to rest with Darkness’ head pointing downhill and Smith 
kneeling over her. She pounded Darkness in the chest as hard as she could until she heard 
a cracking sound. Her first thought was one of triumph that she had broken a rib but it 
quickly turned to pain as she pulled her left arm back and felt a shock go through her 
arm. She had broken her own wrist instead. Darkness was beginning to recover from the 
original blow and her fists were just doubling up to strike back when Smith viciously 
smashed Air out of her body and her mind for good. She didn’t know where it went when 
she forced it out but she could feel a sudden and overpowering weakness take her. She 
slumped forward and the pain in her wrist intensified. 
 She had no time to think about the effects of her actions. She was suddenly 
thrown aside by a crushing blow to her left shoulder. Pain shot down her arm and up her 
neck as she was hurled sideways. She landed on a sharp rock that gouged a furrow down 
her back as she skidded in the grass. Before she could move Earth was on top of her, his 
brown eyes burning with rage. His left hand grabbed her breast viciously, his fingernails 
digging into her flesh. She was afraid he might tear it off in his fury but he only tightened 
his grip and leaned forward over her grabbing her scalp with his other hand. She 
whimpered in pain and felt tears begin to stain her cheeks. Earth lifted her head by the 
hair on her scalp and then slammed it back down hard onto the earth. Fire erupted in her 
brain and she felt a wash of blackness across her vision. The ground suddenly felt as hard 
as stone beneath her skull. He lifted her head to slam it into the ground again and the 
wave of blackness that engulfed her left her disoriented and shocked. Her whole body 
seemed to be pain, everything hurt. 
 Anytime MacElly, she thought to herself as she struggled to retain consciousness. 
Anytime you feel like helping out would be good. She could see him in her mind lying in 
the grass, his body scorched and wounded, naked, his chest struggling to rise and fall. He 
would not be coming, he needed severe medical attention, and it was all up to her. 
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 Earth raised her head again for what she was sure would be the final blow when 
her ears were filled with the sound of a great roar. She had heard that sound before, 
echoing through her mind and bouncing into her ears. Suddenly her head dropped back 
and his grip released. The weight of Earth’s knee on her abdomen disappeared and her 
head landed in the soil that had once again become yielding. The ground shuddered as if 
with a great impact and she saw through the darkness threatening to engulf her a giant red 
scaly belly stretching out above her and two giant, red arms to either side of her, 
protecting her. 
 I am here little one. You are safe. 
 The ground beneath her shuddered again and again as the dragons dropped to the 
earth. Each one bellowed in the deep vibrating roar that echoed inside the mind as they 
landed. She tried to count them but her wits were too addled from near unconsciousness. 
She thought there were less than a dozen but she couldn’t be sure. 
 Hope swelled up inside her and her heart leaped. They had come; the dragons had 
come to help. 
 Do not let your hope gain in strength beyond reason, little one, we are the greater 
power, but they are more in number. 
 She struggled to rise. Something was wrong and she wanted to see what it was. 
As she lifted herself up onto one elbow she realized what it was. The din and clangor of 
fighting had ceased. In fact all noise had ceased. There was absolute silence all around. 
Had she gone deaf? 
 She painfully got to her feet, her head throbbing with every move and she touched 
the back of her skull nimbly with her fingers. There was a soft squishy spot back there 
and her fingers came away bloody. She couldn’t tell if her skull was cracked or if it had 
just swollen. She did know that when she touched it a great wave of pain washed over her 
and threatened to topple her over into blackness. She got to her feet, unsteadily and took 
the few steps to the side that were required to get out from beneath the protective cover of 
Red. 
 Dragons surrounded the crest of the hill. Her original estimate of their numbers 
was not far off. Darkness, Earth and Water stood erect, their backs to each other, slowly 
circling, trying to keep an eye on the dragons. 
 Sam stood a few yards away from them, his hunched back now drawn up straight 
so that he looked like a regal king who had somehow lived far beyond the natural age of 
man. His height was extraordinary, his face so thin and dry it seemed to be a sun-
bleached skull. His pink eyes burned as they surveyed the dragons. She couldn’t tell what 
mood was going to come from him next. He seemed to change them as regularly as most 
people’s hearts beat. For the moment he stood stock-still and stared at the creatures that 
had surrounded him, his head swinging from side to side slowly. As she watched him his 
eyes turned toward her and she met his gaze. It was filled with such hatred and anger that 
she had to turn away. She gasped -- both in fright and pain at the motion of moving her 
head too quickly. He would not hesitate to kill her, in fact she felt sure that he would seek 
her out for just that purpose. 
 She turned slowly to stare at the battlefield. Both sides of fighters stood still on 
the field. Many of them held weapons poised to strike. Slowly, as if in slow motion, they 
began lowering their weapons. Sam’s army stepped back from the battle a few steps as if 
horrified at what they had done. Suddenly one of them threw his weapons down in 
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revulsion and backed away, his hands raised in a sign of surrender. As she watched, the 
same action passed through the army like a wave spreading out from its center. The 
British fighters stared at them in amazement as every one of them surrendered. There 
were a few shouted commands and the British rushed forward to round up the enemy 
combatants and surround them. She felt her heart swell with sudden relief. It was over, 
they had won. 
 Something made the relief quickly drift away, however. Something about the way 
the dragons behind her stood still, the scales on their backs risen up to create a long trail 
of spines down their backs. Or was it something about the way the Elements stood in 
their circle smiling? Or was it the cold black hatred that Sam radiated from his very 
being? 
 Friar Ives was just pulling himself to his feet, leaning heavily on the thick wooden 
staff that he carried. There was tension in his face and the muscles on his forearms bulged 
as he gripped the wood. He looked exhausted, used up beyond his normal mien. A cold 
ball of icy dread replaced the warmth of alleviation that had started to swell within her. It 
wasn’t over. 
 She didn’t understand what was happening between the dragons, the Elements, 
and Sam and Ives but she could see in all their eyes that it was a dangerous game they 
played and her side was losing. 

She didn’t want to lose any more. 
MacElly lay in the grass about a dozen yards away. From this distance she 

couldn’t tell if he was breathing. His chest was blackened and burned and she could 
almost hear his joking voice in her mind as he tried to make light of what had happened. 
“At least it cauterized all the other wounds,” he would say, “Now I don’t have to worry 
about infection.” She felt a tear leak from the corner of her eye. He must have suffered so 
much pain, and it was all for her. She remembered the words he had spoken to her as they 
both had lain inside the truck in the darkness, too exhausted and pained to even move. “I 
love you, Patricia,” he had said, and she had felt so much more than those simple words. 
He was not confessing a deep and burning desire for her, he was telling her simply and 
purely how he felt and she remembered the unspoken part of what she knew he had been 
saying. “I will die for you, Patricia.” She choked on the memory. 
 Red stood beside her, as unmoving as stone, his chest pushed forward and his 
neck drawn upward to its full height. His lizard-like head looked down on the Elements 
with flame-tinted eyes. The other dragons had adopted a similar pose. It was quite 
menacing, but the Elements did not look intimidated. She recalled what Red had told her 
only a few moments before. We are the greater power, but they are more in number. She 
didn’t understand the statement but it appeared to be true as she looked at the faces of all 
involved. The dragons looked as hard as stone, lining the crest of the hill like some kind 
of colorful Stonehenge erected there by ancient hands. She felt a small pang of fear for 
them. What had they gone through? There had been dozens of them before, maybe even 
thousands, now there were only a few, no more than half a dozen. 
 Her dread mounted as all the combatants stared at each other. The British had 
encircled the surrendering army and she could see the shape of her uncle directing them 
to guard the army in case they had second thoughts. She suspected they would not. They 
were probably terribly confused about how they had gotten there in the first place. 
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 Smith felt anger flowing through her veins again as she thought of all the 
sacrifices. The piles of dead bodies on the plain, thousands killed, in only a few minutes 
time. She would attack the Elements again. She turned toward them and swayed violently 
as her head reeled from the sudden movement and a dagger of pain shot through her 
skull. She staggered a few feet before regaining her balance with one hand on Red’s 
elbow just above her head. She stood panting while she waited for the blackness to recede 
from her vision. She wasn’t going to fight anybody. She had been effectively taken out of 
the battle. She was too injured to do more than move slowly. She suspected from the 
nausea that sloshed through her stomach that she had a concussion. 
 She closed her eyes and let tears squeeze through her eyelids. There must be 
something I can do. 
 There is some help you could be to us, little one. Red’s voice filled her mind and 
she stopped the anguished outcry she had been about to make. You are injured beyond 
your strength. You must not fight directly. We do have need of you. Your mind is special. 
You are open to all dragons. If you will give your mind to us, it will form a bond between 
us that we have not been able to have since… since before my life began. 
 Smith wasn’t sure what the dragon was saying. She balked at the thought of 
giving her mind to the dragons. She still felt some resentment to them for trying to 
control her before. They had released the Middle Eastern army from its mind control that 
Darkness had been enforcing over them. Or had they merely seized control themselves? 
 Will it make a difference? She wanted to know. 
 Perhaps. 
 I will do it then. 
 She hardly had time to finish her thought before the battle erupted again. The 
Elements lifted their arms and struck. Great columns of stone, needle sharp on the point, 
lanced up through the ground to impale the dragons. Many of the dragons saw it coming 
and launched themselves into the air. Several did not and the stone spikes drove up 
through them and out their giant backs. The newly unarmed army suddenly swarmed 
forward to attack with their bare hands. Smith’s mind was filled with a cacophony of 
anguished cries and such pain that she felt she would faint from the shear strength of the 
dragons’ suffering. 
 Red launched himself toward the sky, his elbow disappearing from under her 
hand as he beat his wings skyward. She could see two of the dragons impaled and 
squirming on the great stone spikes that had risen like a crown on the top of the hill. She 
staggered drunkenly and tried to regain her balance. The spikes had not finished rising 
from the ground when the world was suddenly drenched in a deluge of water that seemed 
more like an upturned bucket than rain. Rain so heavy that it bore Smith to her knees with 
its initial weight. 
 The rain on the back of her head made her vision darken again and she fell 
forward catching herself on her hands. The water poured off her body and ran in great 
streams down the hillside with enough force to erode the soil beneath the thick grass. 
Then the rain was gone and a tremendous heat that threatened to boil the water that was 
left behind, replaced it. She looked up to see the surviving dragons circling in the air 
above, their mouths gaping wide, huge bursts of flame showering down on the Elements. 
The flame was almost white with heat and Earth and Water crouched low on the ground 
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while Darkness stood in between them, her hand raised high casting a shimmering shield 
of energy around the three of them. 
 The army had once again stopped fighting and she could see this time that her 
uncle was directing the British to tear strips of cloth from their clothing to bind the 
Middle Easterners with. If Darkness gained control again she would have nothing to work 
with. 
 Smith needed to move, to do something but she was too sick. She retched several 
times but her stomach was empty. The world beneath her hands and knees tilted and 
gyrated at such a rate that she was sure she could not stand. She stayed on her hands and 
knees, sinking into the mud tasting the bitter bile that rose up in her throat. 
 Out of the corner of her eye she could see Friar Ives leaning on his staff. He 
staggered as a fist of ice struck him in the shoulder. He raised a shield in front of him but 
not quickly enough to stave off several more strikes against his body. He leaned even 
more heavily on his staff and Smith could tell he was struggling to remain upright. Sam 
on the other hand stood straighter and taller than ever. 
 Smith could not move. She felt sure she was going to die if she tried. Her vision 
blurred with every beat of her heart that brought another throb of pain scattering about 
her skull. 
 She was surrounded by noise and chaos. Her mind drifted into darkness as she 
struggled to remain conscious. Again and again the armies rose up and attacked, kicking 
and biting ferociously. Every time they were released from their control and surrendered 
again, every time they were bound tighter and more securely until they lay trussed around 
the ankles, arms, and mouth. Again and again the elements around Smith battled for 
supremacy. Fire and Light infused in the dragons rained down terrible amounts of power 
while Earth, Water and Darkness hurled the same back at them. Sam and Ives continued 
to battle but it was clear that Ives was losing strength quickly. 
 Smith’s vision filled with darkness in waves and she let her head hang from her 
shoulders, her hair dripping water and blood from their slick strands. Please, God, save 
us. We need it now more than ever. 
 As if in answer to her prayer a bright column of light shot down from the sky. It 
was only a few yards to her right, towards Ives. She turned her head and looked. In the 
center of the light stood a person, his arms outstretched. She had seen that light before. 
 Coltran? Was Coltran coming back? She didn’t know whether to feel dread that 
he would be thrust into this hell or elation that somebody else she knew would be there to 
help. 
 “Is this an angel?” she muttered as she was gripped with another wave of retching 
coughs. Coltran, the scholar has come to save us all. She chuckled at the irony. 
 It was over. They had lost. 
 
 


