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Battle 
 
 Everything seemed to happen in slow motion. Each instant was an eternity of 
waiting. He knew when Samuel raised the sword above his head that he was going to 
attack. He felt no need to thwart his friend’s purposes. 
 Send me home, he thought as he watched the gleaming metal make the fateful 
plunge to his uncovered head. He even smiled at the thought of death finally taking him 
to be with his loved ones. 
 The peace of God enveloped him and he closed his eyes and lifted his face toward 
the heavens as the blade descended upon him. 
 In that instant William heard a voice in his mind. Go, the time is not yet. He 
ducked into a crouch and leaped sideways. He felt a searing pain as the sword blade 
glanced off his ankle and another jolt as his shoulder impacted the frozen ground. He 
rolled in the ice, breaking the glass sheathes that were forming around the blades of grass, 
and came to his feet, favoring his left leg. 
 Blood poured from the wound. The sword had hit at an angle and glanced off his 
bone as it scythed through his flesh. If it had been a direct blow, it would have removed 
his foot from his leg. He had no time to examine it or to determine the depth of the cut. 
Samuel was already regaining his balance and turning to face him. 
 William drew his sword from his scabbard and gripped it tightly in his right hand, 
the cords of his arm rippling the leather of his jerkin sleeve. He clenched his jaw at the 
pain in his ankle and met Samuel’s gaze. 
 Samuel’s eyes burned with hatred for William, casting out a heat of their own that 
seemed to make the freezing rain hiss and sizzle around them. “Don’t you see what we 
have?” Samuel spat at him like a curse, “We can bring joy to this world, you can help and 
together we will defeat the powers of darkness.” 
 “You don’t understand,” William shook his head sadly, “All these years you’ve 
spent as my friend and you don’t understand.” He felt a knot of sadness enter his voice 
and a tear blurred the corner of his vision. “All I want is peace,” he yelled into the rain as 
if projecting his voice to some other being in the darkness. “All I want is to stop fighting. 
Don’t you see? I don’t want to rule the world, I don’t want to end destruction and bring 
all people under my will. I want to live in peace. I want my wife and my child at my side. 
I want my father alive. I want you to tell me where my child is.” 
 “I can give you those things, William, my dear boy, my friend,” Samuel’s voice 
softened but his eyes remained as hot and passionate as before, unchanging coals of 
crimson light. 
 William shook his head violently, “You can’t give me my fam…” His voice broke 
as he tried to say it. All he could feel was disgust. He swallowed the emotion in his throat 
and continued, “The ones that you killed? You would bring my father to life in the way 
you restored my enemy to health? You would bring a zombie from the grave, no more 
than an animated corpse to do your will.” He spat at Samuel, “You forget, I have seen 
your work. I know what it is. A shallow semblance of life that the dead are all too happy 
to accept even if it means servitude to you.” William watched his breath turn to mist in 
the cold while they stared at each other, each with his weapon held high in a ready stance. 
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 Samuel’s eyes changed and William thought he saw a look of regret or sadness 
flash across them before they returned to the burning coals of anger and hatred that he 
had been staring at. “I can give you whatever you desire, William, my friend, even peace, 
and your family.” 
 William drew himself up straight. He felt more certain of his actions now than he 
had ever been in his life. He was following the voice of God. He felt no hate, no anger 
churning inside his breast. The battle-rage that infused his bones did not threaten to 
overcome his judgment. He felt only calmness and assuredness. “I have what I desire,” 
William said, his voice now calm, unshaken, “I have the blessing of God. I have the 
strength of my father and the love of my wife. My only desire is to know the fate of the 
child she carried.” He felt infused with power at that moment as if that simple declaration 
had been the final step in crossing over a great barrier to power and might. 
 Samuel snarled again, “You are possessed with the spirit of the devil, your face 
glows with it’s unholy light.” 
 With that he charged forward, covering the ground between them in two long 
strides. His sword struck like the tooth of an adder. William deflected the blow with a 
twist of his arm. He gripped the handle of his sword with both hands and stepped back a 
step to gain some distance between them so that he had room to defend himself. As he 
lifted his right foot off the ground all his weight came down on his damaged ankle. It 
would not support him and he crumpled to the ground. He fell forward wrapping his arms 
around Samuel’s legs as he lurched and let his own momentum carry the giant to the 
ground. 
 They tumbled about in the frozen grass and freezing puddles exchanging blows 
with each other. Samuel’s knee knocked William in the chin hard enough to darken his 
vision as they fell. He pushed off the ground with his good foot ramming the crown of his 
head up into Samuel’s stomach, just below the ribs. He heard Samuel gasp as the air was 
forced out of his lungs and then they landed solidly on the wet and frozen ground. Rain 
pummeled the darkness around them and soaked through their bodies. Both of them 
retained grips on their weapons but were unable to get a chance to use them at this close 
range. They rolled to the side and Samuel punched William in the ribs with the 
protruding cross-guard of his sword. William felt his breath leaving his lungs and 
struggled to suck more air in through his mouth. While he tried to suck in air he pounded 
the pommel of his own sword into Samuel’s lower back with as much force as he could 
muster. Samuel let out his own grunt of pain and tried to pull away. William tightened his 
grip around him and held on tight. Finally, he felt the blessed, cold air pouring back into 
his lungs. 
 Samuel raised his fist and William turned his head. The blow from Samuel’s 
sword pommel glanced off his scalp sending an explosion of pain across his crown. 

He jabbed his knee up between Samuel’s legs. The man grunted again with pain 
and brought his fist back for another blow. William released his grip on Samuel and 
caught the other man’s descending fist in his own. William pulled his sword arm back to 
take a swing of his own but Samuel’s own fist snaked out and caught the blow. They 
stayed there for several seconds, the burning eyes of Samuel staring pure hatred at the 
softly glowing face of William. 
 “I can bring her back, William,” Samuel whispered. 
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 William had ended up on the ground, Samuel above him. They seemed locked in 
a stale mate. Either one that moved would regret doing so. 

“Who?” William grunted as he tried to hold Samuel’s weight off him. 
He could feel the cold wetness seeping through his clothing. He was thoroughly 

soaked from rolling in the sodden ground and the water in his clothes was beginning to 
freeze like the water that fell around them. Rain dripped from Samuel’s pasty white face 
as his crimson eyes burned deep into William’s. 

“Your daughter, your wife, whichever you pick.” 
He knew suddenly that no matter what happened, if he lived, he would never 

forget this moment. He would never forget the look in those eyes. Those were the eyes of 
his friend that he had seen for many years, looked into and seen no indication of malice. 
Now they simmered with contained hatred. The betrayal that he felt in his heart seared 
itself onto his soul. He is the slayer of my family. 
 Samuel shifted his weight forward bearing down on William’s upraised arms with 
all the pressure he could bring to bear. Once, when he was younger, William had pushed 
over a horse with his shoulder. He should have been able to easily bear the weight of 
Samuel who was thin and wiry. Something was wrong, however. Samuel leaned forward 
and William’s arms bent under the pressure, his sinews bulging like writhing snakes 
along his arms. Samuel’s weight made a sudden shift and his bony knees planted in 
William’s abdomen, just under his ribs. 
 Once more his breath was forced out of him and he was left gasping desperately 
for air. Samuel’s wrist twisted in William’s grasp and the blade of his sword angled down 
until it was perpendicular to William’s neck, his weight pressing it inexorably down. 
William dug his thumb into the heel of Samuel’s hand with all his strength and the angle 
of the sword moved slightly, just enough. He could see the blade now, aimed at his eyes, 
bisecting the burning orbs of Samuel’s as they bore his soul down as slowly and 
undeniably as his weight pushed William’s arms downward. 
 His elbow touched the icy ground and the edge of Samuel’s sword touched his 
forehead at the same time. He could feel it cutting into his skin, pressure building on his 
scalp as the blade pushed harder and harder. William gasped for air and the blade pressed 
down on his skull, grinding on the bone. Desperately he lashed out with his leg, kicking 
his right knee up into Samuel’s buttocks and tipping the man over forward. Samuel’s 
hands flew out to stop his forward tumble. William let his hand go and felt the blade 
scrape along his forehead and over his scalp. 
 William wasted no time thinking about what he was doing. While he tried to suck 
air back into his lungs he slammed his left fist into Samuel’s side with all the force that a 
decade of fighting had given him. Once, twice, on the third blow he heard and felt 
Samuel’s rib crack beneath his blows and the albino rolled off of William to the other 
side, letting his weight hold William’s sword arm pinned to the ground. 
 William followed him in his roll but Samuel was too fast. The lanky giant had 
rolled over twice in the frozen mud and freezing rain and finished the second roll on his 
feet. William, finding his sword arm suddenly free swiped it upward clumsily and felt the 
tip meet some resistance. He let the momentum of his swing carry him the other direction 
and rolled to his own feet. Careful to put all his weight down on his right foot he tried to 
come up in a fighting stance but it was more of a graceful stumble that ended with a 
wince as pain shot up his leg. 
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 He heard Coltran cursing in his mind. He had almost forgotten that Coltran was 
there. I can’t patch you up if you keep tearing everything apart. 
 William realized then that his ankle had been less painful than before. The 
bleeding had stopped but it was swollen so much that he could feel it stretching the seams 
of his leggings. The foot beneath it was unresponsive and unfeeling. 
 Samuel growled at him, the angry grunt of a wild boar, and he raised his sword up 
ready to defend an attack. Samuel had shifted his sword to his left hand, and the way he 
stood and breathed William suspected the rib on his right side was giving him 
considerable pain. He stood facing William, his eyes shrouded by pale eyebrows, the icy 
rain mixing with a long cut along his right collarbone and freezing in rivulets of shiny red 
down his robe. 
 Samuel raised his sword and charged at him. William had only enough time to 
realize that with his wounded ankle he would not be able to stand up to such a charge 
before Samuel was on him. Brace. He heard Coltran yell in his mind and felt a tight 
pressure wrap painfully around his ankle. On instinct he stepped backward with his left 
leg just as Samuel crashed into him with all his force. William’s foot slipped in the mud 
slightly and sent waves of blackness searing across his vision but it held. A blinding 
spark jumped off of their blades as they met and Samuel used his own momentum to 
twist into another attack at William’s side. 
 Thus started the most desperate fight of William’s life. This was no longer 
practice. Samuel, as wounded as he was, knew all of William’s weaknesses and exactly 
how to exploit them. William could think of none that Samuel possessed. He moved like 
a viper and struck with the strength of a bear. 
 William’s feet moved through the slushy ground as if they were made for this sole 
purpose. Every step sent flaming darts of pain shooting up his leg until it became a part of 
him just like his heartbeat or his breath. Stab, pain, step, pain, parry, pain… stabbing and 
driving into his mind until he forgot it was there. Their swords smashed together with 
such force that red sparks bounced off of them as they struck, sending orange gleams 
across the shiny blades. Small hot chips of metal broke off to hit a cheek or a hand with 
stinging force, cutting into the skin. William’s forehead bled steadily, running down 
through his eyebrows and into his eyes. He wiped the blood and water from his face with 
his free hand while he smashed his sword into Samuel’s. 
 Both of them fought with more ferocity than they had ever before possessed. 
Several times William had seen his blade leave long bloody welts one Samuel’s arms and 
face. Several times he felt the same happen to him, cuts that left his cheeks lacerated with 
thin red lines that were little more than scratches. More than once Samuel’s sword had 
made a fatal slash across William’s chest, only to be thwarted by the metal rings sown 
into his jerkin. 
 For all his speed and strength he was being driven back, one painful step at a time. 
He lost track of the surroundings, black as they were. His mind focused on staying alive, 
just one more stroke. Rain and blood mixed on both of their faces and froze in red streaks 
down the collars of their clothes. As he was forced back another step it finally occurred to 
him that he was being forced back with a purpose in mind. Could it be possible that 
Samuel was skilled enough to guide William in a certain direction while maintaining 
such ferocity? The sinking feeling in his gut told him that it was more than likely. 
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 Samuel pressed forward again, his blade striking sparks off of the cold steel of 
William’s sword. William was forced to step backward again. This time he allowed the 
pain in his ankle to show on his face and he let his knee buckle behind him as he put 
weight on it. He planned on falling backward and then rolling sideways before he hit the 
ground. If everything went as planned he would be on his feet flanking Samuel on the 
right before Samuel could do anything about it. His plan might have worked but he was 
an instant too late. As the shock of pain from his wounded leg shot up his hip and the 
grimace twisted his lips something slammed into his chest. An invisible fist hit him so 
hard that he rocketed backward, knocked completely off his feet. His flight came to a 
short end when his back slapped painfully into stone. He had been backed into one of the 
standing trilithons. 
 As he hit the stone his head jerked back and cracked against the rock with enough 
force to make his vision blurry. No time to pass out, he told himself. Through the fog of 
blackness edging around his vision he could see Samuel leaping through the air, his 
sword raised high above his head, the point aimed at William’s heart. William smashed 
Samuel’s sword viciously to the side and Samuel’s momentum carried him into 
William’s body, still leaning against the trilithon stone. There was an audible grunt from 
both of them but Samuel’s was the louder as his damaged rib was jarred on impact. 
William grabbed Samuel’s throat with his left hand and squeezed as hard as he could. His 
knuckles turned white and the cords in his arm bulged. William pulled Samuel’s head 
down until his forehead rested on the sandstone above William’s. Samuel used his height 
and William’s own motion to bring his forehead down in a lightning move that smashed 
his skull into William’s own. William reeled and felt his vision blur again. Samuel jerked 
back suddenly and his throat tore away from William’s grasp. William lashed out blindly 
with his sword only to have it batted aside. 
 Samuel came for him again, his face twisted into a hideous mask. His scarlet eyes 
set off by the contrast of his blood-streaked face. William had no time to react. He threw 
out his left hand in front of him, almost out of reflex and suddenly a great wall of icicles 
leapt up from the ground in front of Samuel. Their sharp points aiming for the sky like 
the spires of a crystal palace. William used the two seconds of respite that it granted him 
to gain a steady posture and shake the haziness from his bruised and throbbing head. Two 
seconds was all he had. Samuel’s sword smashed into the rising forest of icy stalagmites. 
Shards of ice rained all around and then a blast of hot air gusted through the space 
between William and Samuel for an instant before the freezing rain replaced it once 
again. 
 William placed his right foot against the stone as he regained his balance and used 
it to propel himself toward Samuel, sword pointed out in front of him, gripped in both 
hands. Samuel dove straight toward him. Their swords met again and the rain returned 
sizzling on the heated steel. 
 The battle resumed where it had been before. Neither giving any ground, their feet 
churning the ice, mud, and the dripping blood from their bodies into a frothy mess with 
white veins of grass roots glistening wetly in the rain. Their swords struck in such a 
staccato of beats that it seemed one long clang of sound uninterrupted by the passage of 
time. William’s leg still drove spikes of pain into his body with every move. It seemed 
more painful now and his head throbbed in the back where it had hit the stone and in the 
front where it had been struck by Samuel’s bloody forehead and sliced by his sword. 
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 The intelligences of nature swirled about them, doing their bidding and being 
vanquished just as quickly. William’s mind was awash with all that was happening. Their 
swords beat together.  

Samuel stripped such vast strength of lightning from the sky that he threatened to 
vaporize the very ground they stood on. William sent a thought to the heavens that 
dissipated the horrendous charge that built up in the clouds and sent scatterings of 
lightning drifting across the sky from cloud to cloud in a dazzling array of brilliant 
flashes. Even as he did that he was bringing his own force of will to bear heating the rain 
so that it would boil as it struck the skin of his opponent. 
 Samuel stripped the heat from the rain and froze the drops solid, sending them in 
a great swirl of tiny ice balls around William. These too were rendered harmless by a 
wind coming from William’s back and forcing the tiny grains of ice to the ground. 
 William called on forces that he knew would destroy them both in the hopes that 
Samuel would be destroyed along with him. At the same time Samuel pummeled the 
earth and the sky with the same vast amounts of force. Both of them smashed through the 
others attacks as they were created. The tiny, invisible particles that made up all of their 
surroundings whirled in confusion as they were directed toward destruction and away. 
 Quickly the battle went from taking place on two fronts to three and then to four 
as Samuel started attacking in two and then three different ways at once while his sword 
flashed in the rain and struck with blinding speed. William found himself struggling to 
keep up with the mounting number of attacks and still generate his own. The ground 
beneath them vibrated with power threatening to erupt beneath their feet. Even the stones 
of the surrounding trilithons shuddered and grated softly as they shifted positions from 
the invisible impact of the titanic duel that took place in their midst. 
 Once again William was driven back. He could now feel with his mind the dark, 
hulking shape of the stone behind him that Samuel drove him to. He changed tactics 
suddenly. Instead of a few devastating attacks he suddenly surrounded Samuel with 
dozens of shards of ice and stone meant to only injure him, the roots of the grass reaching 
up to trip Samuel’s feet. Fists of air and balls of ice shattered about. Gouts of flame 
sprang up from the ground. Stones uprooted and hurled at his head. Every attack prepared 
to come from a different direction and every one of them disappeared before they 
finished taking shape. William felt the heel of his injured ankle kick against the stone 
behind him and he stumbled slightly at the increased pain of the impact. He wasn’t sure 
that leg would ever heal completely, if he lived. Samuel drove his sword, point first, 
toward William’s throat, a look of triumph on his face. William ducked and as he did he 
opened up the stone, made it soft like butter and Samuel’s sword plunged over half its 
length directly into the rock. He fused the metal of the sword and the grains of the 
sandstone so that they became one as he rolled in the frozen mud and came to his feet 
swinging. His move was so fast that Samuel had no time to dodge. He gave one tug on 
his sword, which was stuck fast in the rock, and turned to see William’s cold steel 
descending on him. 
 Samuel reached deep into the material of William’s sword as it came toward his 
unprotected head and called fire from its depths. William let go of the sword and wrapped 
his arms around his head just in time for the blade and hilt to explode into glowing red 
shards of molten metal that pelted William’s arms and burned into his leather armor. 
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 He had no chance to recover from the burning rain of molten steel that made his 
nose twitch with the smell of his own burned flesh. His arms were spotted with black 
burns that felt like agony up and down their length. 
 Samuel kicked William viciously with his booted foot, raking the hard sole across 
his shins. William flew at him, his fists swinging in powerful arcs. He connected with a 
left to the jaw and then drove his right home into Samuel’s damaged ribcage. The albino 
grunted and cried out in pain but didn’t let it stop him. Samuel’s fists lashed out in quick 
succession hitting William’s jaw with an impact that jarred his teeth. Samuel spun in a 
whirling kick that lifted his foot to the height of William’s head and aimed his toe 
directly at William’s temple. 
 William grabbed Samuel’s ankle as it approached his head and hauled backward. 
He expected the move to pull Samuel off his feet but Samuel acted as though he expected 
the move and as William jerked backward Samuel launched himself into the air. 

William had an instant to wonder how Samuel suddenly became weightless and 
then he was tripping backward. He fell on his buttocks, still holding Samuel’s ankle 
tightly in his left hand. Samuel’s weight forced his hand to the cold ground and Samuel’s 
other foot landed on William’s chest. William formed a rock-hard ball of air and 
slammed it into Samuel’s head. The air dissipated into nothing and passed Samuel like a 
simple breeze. 
 Samuel looked down at him and grinned. His pink eyes set into his white face, 
streaked with lines of blood dripping from his chin looked like the face of a demon 
burning with lust for vengeance. 
 Samuel was doing something that William had not seen before. His grasp of his 
powers was immature at best but he had not yet encountered anything that he couldn’t 
quickly adapt to and see what was being done. This was something subtle, something that 
he wasn’t quite sure if he was sensing or just imagining. He began throwing everything 
he could at Samuel, even reaching down inside the albino who towered over him and 
wrenching at the man’s guts, closing off his air, tweaking his brain. All of his attacks 
were shoved aside just as easily as all his previous attacks had been foiled and dispersed. 
 With a gargoyle grimace across his bloodstained lips Samuel lifted his foot and 
stomped down hard on William’s chest. Pain and fire flooded into him and he imagined 
that his heart paused for an instant as it tried to orient itself to the impact. The foot rose 
and fell again and something snapped inside William. He didn’t know if it was his ribs or 
his sternum or something worse but his chest felt instantly tight and his breathing 
wheezed out of his lungs as though it was drawn out through a very tiny hole. He tried 
desperately to use his power to stop Samuel’s foot from striking him again but his 
reactions were becoming more and more sluggish so that he could not sense the tiny 
particles that obeyed his requests. It felt like they could not hear him, or that he was too 
far away to communicate clearly. 
 Samuel’s foot rose again and William felt all of time slow to a crawl. He knew 
that when that foot hit his chest again it would kill him. I’m coming Sarah. He whispered 
the words as he tried to roll to the side, or get up or knock that powerful foot aside with 
his arms. He didn’t know if he wanted to get away, he wasn’t sure if it was worth fighting 
anymore. He had fought his hardest and he had lost. 
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 Samuel’s foot reached its peak and started to descend. William closed his eyes. 
Take me to her, he thought. He tried to move but his breathing was tight and his chest felt 
there were weights piled on top of it. 
 Not yet, he heard a voice in him mind. Damn it William, the time is not yet. 
 Coltran. What did he know? Even as William dismissed the pleading of the voice 
in his mind he felt the peace and calm in his body that told him that Coltran was right. It’s 
not time to die yet. It’s still time to fight. He did not want to fight. His body felt as if a 
wash of pain covered it like water. His left ankle throbbed as though it was blighted, his 
arms and torso ached with burns, and his chest was a constant source of agony that 
paralyzed him. 
 You must live, boy. William didn’t know if that was Coltran or the voice of God 
but it echoed so firmly in his mind that his eyes snapped open. He tried to gather some 
kind of force around himself, to make one last effort to stop the crushing blow that was 
about to kill him. 
 There was no response from the air, from the rain that plunged to the ground 
around him, there was no response from the earth or the stones or the grass. All was 
silent. 
 Then it was over. Samuel’s boot crashed down. William grunted in reflex from 
the pain that never came. Between him and Samuel there was a shimmering blue energy 
that surrounded William like a coffin. Samuel’s foot had smashed into that shield and 
stopped, less than an inch from William’s chest. He felt a flood of life course into him as 
if a dam had been released. Whatever Samuel had done to keep William from using his 
power was suddenly stripped away and vitality washed across his consciousness. 
 With a shout he slammed a gust of wind into Samuel so hard the man was thrown 
back to slide on his back in the icy mud. 
 The shimmer of energy disappeared around William and he rolled to his side so 
that he could lift himself to his feet. 
 How did you do that? He asked Coltran as he ground his teeth at the pain. His 
breathing was still ragged and his chest felt like it was being squeezed by tremendous 
pressure. 
 I’m not sure. Coltran answered, I think I can do it again, though. 
 How about you try that, and I’ll try everything else I’ve got. William said, I don’t 
think he can handle both of us. 
 Coltran acknowledged the request. I can’t keep your ankle supported and your 
chest bones together while I do it. It requires too much concentration. 
 William only nodded his head. It will be okay. With any luck I won’t need to do 
much moving around. 
 He placed his left hand on the stone beside him to support his weight on that side. 
His chest hurt so bad that his breath could only come in short gasps and the pain in his 
ankle was excruciating. He knew it was swollen badly and the foot was completely 
lifeless. 
 Samuel got to his feet quickly but not as quickly as before. He held his right arm 
against his side as he stood and winced at the pain. I’m wearing him down. William 
thought. He knew, however, that his own stamina failed more quickly than Samuel’s 
 A twinge in his chest made him grunt in pain and struggle to remind his muscles 
to breathe. Coltran was spending the short moments of respite trying to mend William’s 



256	   BATTLE	  
	  

broken body. It would take more time than they had and more energy than they could 
spare to heal him completely but it might keep him alive a little bit longer. Just enough to 
see this through, he thought. He appreciated the extra help but in the beginning stages of 
healing it was more painful than letting it rest. 
 Samuel stood looking at him across the rain-blurred distance that separated them. 
His eyes were flecked with red spots of hatred and malice. His lean features brought into 
focus by the stark whiteness of his skin and the pale colorlessness of his shoulder length 
hair. 
 William suddenly felt a great surge of pity for this man. Samuel had been his 
friend after all. Even through all the crimes that Samuel had committed, William still felt 
no malice or hatred toward him. It had taken this blighted and corrupted soul to finally 
show William how to follow God’s will. His throat tightened and he felt a deep sadness 
come over him. 
 “Samuel,” he gasped, “it doesn’t have to be this way. Must we destroy ourselves 
like two rutting beasts fighting for a mate? Look at us. We are little better than animals in 
our ferocity and violence.” 
 Samuel lowered his head slowly but his eyes remained glued to William’s. “You 
speak of yourself, boy.” Samuel hissed between clenched teeth as if he had taken great 
umbrage at the words William had spoken. “You are not but a foundling child, a bastard 
son of a deserted slave. You have defiled your position in life. God made you to die.” 
 “You can not anger me,” William replied, “Don’t you think the death of my 
family at your hands would be enough for that. I know who I am and I feel no shame that 
I was saved from death by my father.” 
 “The demon you call father, you mean,” Samuel spat, lifting his head once more. 
His gaze remained just as steady and filled with hatred. The rain poured down his face 
and dripped from his chin. There was a faint light to the east that seemed to bounce off 
his face. The sun was fighting its way from beneath the clouds. Dawn approached. 
 “We were friends,” William cried in desperation. “We…” 
 “Friends,” Samuel snapped in disgust, “You had what I needed, that was all. Now 
it is mine.” 
 “We need not fight any longer,” William pleaded with him, “There is forgiveness 
for some things. You can end this hideous nightmare now.” 
 “Do not preach to me of forgiveness, you foundling bastard.” Samuel grated 
through his clenched teeth, “I am the harbinger of forgiveness. Once I purge the darkness 
from every man, all will be forgiven.” 
 With that he struck at William. The ground beneath his feet liquefied and turned 
red instantly, molten. The shimmering blue energy engulfed him as Coltran abandoned 
his healing work to surround his host with his shield. William’s feet sunk into the molten 
ground for a few inches but the bubble of protection pushed the lava away from him and 
reflected the heat away so that he felt only a waft of warmth around his feet. 
 William struck back with as many of his own attacks as he could imagine. He 
held himself up with his hand on the stone and fought for every breath while he pounded 
Samuel with every force at his command. There was something he was seeing in 
Coltran’s shield that gave him new ideas. The shield was energy, not matter. It was not 
made of small particles, it was one continuous force that shimmered and pulsed with 
immutable strength. 
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 He opened his mind to the light that shone from the east. The light that heralded 
the new day, responded to him. The thin rays of light concentrated into straight lines with 
scorching force and struck Samuel in his shoulder. He cried out and fell to the ground, his 
arm smoking where the tremendous energy had burned his flesh. William continued to 
attack, summoning large blasts of brilliant energy that could not be seen but sent up huge 
gouts of steam while Samuel dodged about trying to avoid them. 
 William struck faster and faster as Samuel dodged closer and closer to where 
William leaned painfully against the trilithon stones. Suddenly Samuel sprang at the 
stone and grasped his sword hilt that stuck from the rock. He pulled down and the blade 
snapped at the apex and he spun on William with the foot long blade. 
 Coltran’s shield stopped the blade so completely that William didn’t even flinch 
away. Instead he responded with an eruption beneath Samuel’s feet that sent frozen sod 
showering into the air and the albino tumbling onto his back. The tumble became a roll 
and Samuel towered to his feet raising the broken sword high above his head. 
 Deafening thunder popped William’s ears as a bolt of lightning dropped from the 
sky to strike the upraised blade. It hovered there for several seconds, the noise driving 
painfully into William’s head like a nail, and then it vanished. Samuel lowered his sword. 
White-blue streaks of energy played up and down it’s length and chased along his arm 
and over his shoulder and face. The hideous blue-white light, combined with his pale 
skin, made him appear skeletal and demonic. 
 Samuel advanced on him slowly now. The sword held out to his side and pointed 
toward the ground. His body crackled with contained energy and the air around him 
popped brilliantly as the energy coursing through his body tore the particles of air apart. 
 “Now you will see the vengeance of God,” Samuel raged, his voice melding with 
the crackling sparks into a resonant boom. 
 William tried to attack him but everything he did just stopped abruptly when it got 
close to the advancing albino. He stood helpless while the wrathful man approached and 
swung his sword in an arc at William’s head. The blade stopped mere inches from 
William’s face, lightning shooting and arcing across the shield that Coltran had erected. 
 They were at a standstill. 
 Samuel’s face twisted in frustrated consternation. “How are you doing that?” He 
growled. 
 William lifted his head and looked at him. He was getting weaker. Coltran’s 
healing had helped him but not by much. His breathing was ragged and his head was 
almost too heavy to keep up. He felt that any moment he would topple over in the mud 
and Samuel would win. William would die and go to be with Sarah and his father. 
 Samuel’s face twisted suddenly into rage, “You are possessed by a demon,” he 
howled. William felt the icy touch of Samuel’s mind inside his own, reaching past the 
shield that Coltran held between them. “Go back to the hell from whence you sprang.” 
Samuel shouted, spittle flecking his chin in his fury. 
 William felt Samuel gathering his energy and power into a wrathful blast focused 
on Coltran. He had no idea what effect an attack on his incorporeal friend would have on 
him but he ignored it. Instead he began gathering his own forces. Summoning all the 
energy and matter that would listen to him, he built it up and collected it into a force of 
immense power that need only be released. 
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 Pain and disorientation ripped through William’s brain in an instant that sent him 
screaming and falling to the ground, his hands grasping at his head, clawing at his scalp 
in a desperate attempt to stop the pain. He retained his thoughts just enough to release his 
hold on all his energy as he crumbled to the ground. 
 He was vaguely aware of a rushing as of mighty winds that heralded about him in 
angelic conflagration but he could focus on nothing but the pain. His chest and ankle 
seemed like mere aches compared to the ripping of his brain. He was being severed from 
his very soul. 
 In an eternal instant it was gone and he breathed a desperate gasp of air. His lungs 
shivered in pain as he filled them with blessed oxygen and shuttered down the entire 
length of his body. 
 He was surrounded by complete silence that was so profound he thought 
momentarily that he had lost all hearing. He lay in the icy water that pooled around him 
and felt a deep calming peace. It is done. 
 The rain had stopped and a bright beam of sunlight cast red across his vision. He 
opened his eyes and lifted his head. Samuel was gone. The place he had been standing 
was completely empty. In his place lay a sword, broken a foot from the cross guard. 
 It is done? He thought. I have killed my friend? He knew that Samuel was not 
really his friend but his mind still thought of him as such. He felt a deep sadness wash 
over him. 
  Then a vision came to his mind, a memory of what he had seen as he fell to the 
ground in pain. Samuel releasing his sword and raising his hand above his head, the 
shimmering blue shield suddenly engulfed him just as the rushing sound of William’s 
released attack came to his ears. 
 William slowly reached out with his mind. If he is not dead, where is he? He 
searched until he found the answer. Samuel was gone, he was banished from the flow of 
time, ante absiduus. William let his head fall back to the ground. It was over for him. He 
would not live to see Samuel return. 
 William would lie here in the cold and damp and let his body die. It is finished. 
He thought. It is finally finished. I’m ready to go home. 
 He closed his eyes and let the tears come. They flowed from his eyes and down 
his temples and he let himself think of the events of the last two days. He was tired and 
hurt and wounded so deeply it pained his very soul. He wanted death more than anything. 
 There is more for you to do. That voice was unmistakable. He lay for several long 
moments on the frozen ground sobbing in desperation. How much more was there? How 
much longer could he go? 
 He wanted to weep for his trials. He wanted to mourn for Sarah, for Samuel, for 
Kev, for all his friends and brethren that had been slain. He wanted to join them in death 
more than anything. 
  Finally he got to his feet crying out in pain and stumbled away from the standing 
stones. He did not look back, not for more than a thousand years. 
	  


