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The End of All Things 
 
 The attack was so fast that it blinded Coltran. Something reached past his shield 
and hurled him backward with sickening force. He screamed into the void that 
surrounded him and tried to fight back. Pain coursed through his body and his scream of 
frustration turned to one of agony. 
 Light burst around him and the pain departed in a horrendous instant that left him 
gasping and breathless. It took him several moments to realize what that meant. Coltran 
sucked real air, into real lungs. 
 I’m back, it’s me, he thought. He lowered his hands to his sides and his eyes 
slowly adjusted to the bright light. Or maybe the light faded, he wasn’t sure how it 
worked. First there were dark images and then everything resolved into focus as if he had 
twisted a lens. 
 He pushed his glasses up his nose. His heart sank into his abdomen. Death was all 
about him. 
 “Smith,” he exclaimed in shock. He almost didn’t recognize her. She knelt on 
hands and knees only a few yards from him and retched violently, her head hanging down 
between her arms until it almost touched the ground. Her lustrous dark hair was now 
scraggly and hung in wet strings about her face until it pooled on the ground around her 
head. She was dressed in a man’s clothes that were much too large for her and clung 
wetly to her skin. 
 He rushed toward her, a sick feeling settling into his stomach. He choked back a 
cry of shock as he saw her skull. The back of her head oozed blood from a purple, 
swollen lump. The blood dripped down her wet hair to puddle on the ground below. She 
retched again. 
 “What has happened here?” Coltran muttered, “What is happening, now?” 
 He knelt next to her and put his arm around her shoulders. She flinched at his 
touch and then sagged to the ground, still retching at intervals.  
 “We lost,” Smith muttered through blood stained lips. Her eyes were glazed and 
glossy. “We lost the world, Robert.” 
 Coltran looked at her pityingly. His next actions he did before he even realized 
what he was doing. He found the crushed bone at the back of her head and pulled the 
fractures together, melding the seams. Her eyes rolled back into her head for an instant 
and she whimpered, unable to cry out. 
 He had scarcely started when her eyes snapped open again and she pushed his 
hand away from her shoulder, slowly but forcefully. 
 “Stop,” she said. “They need your help. I will live.” 
 Coltran looked at her, unsure that her assessment of the situation was accurate. 
She would live, for a while, but… he didn’t know any more than that. 
 “Can you…” Smith started to say. “Are you like them, now?” 
 “Like who?” He asked. 
 Smith pointed with her finger and Coltran swiveled to look. How had he missed 
so much? Friar Ives and an emaciated, dark-robed figure were trading blows of electric 
blue power across a distance of about a hundred meters. Three others, two men and one 
woman, huddled in a circle a few meters away. They were engaged in keeping four 
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circling dragons busy. On the plain beneath, legions of men stood still and watched the 
waging of the almost noiseless battle like patrons at a theater. 
 His eyes were drawn to the man in dark robes. He was much taller than his 
companions, and his hair was white like pure snow. The whiteness was not purely from 
age. His skin bore the same pale colorlessness that Coltran had seen so much of late. He 
wasn’t close enough to see the eyes but he felt sure that their color would be the same 
burning pink. 
 “Samuel,” he hissed under his breath, “that bastard made it here?” 
 “Can you…” Smith muttered weakly. 
 Coltran turned back to her and nodded. He suddenly realized how much he stood 
out. He looked like he had just come from a business meeting: dark suit, and polished 
shoes. 
 She seemed to sigh in relief and closed her eyes. “An angel,” she mumbled, “you 
really are an angel.” She rolled back limply onto the grass. 
 Why does everybody think I’m a bloody angel? Coltran grabbed her shoulder 
again and shook it violently, a knot of fear creeping into him. Her eyes popped open then 
and she looked at him, startled. 
 “Go,” she cried. 
 “You’re hurt,” he insisted. “Your skull is broken.” 
 “Go,” she yelled at him. Her voice was so commanding, so imploring, that he was 
on his feet before he realized what he was doing. 
 Turning back he looked at her. A small lump rose in his throat. He always 
remembered her as being very beautiful, but now she looked… “Don’t fall asleep, you 
might not wake up.” 
 She smiled at him and nodded her head, then grimaced. 
 Coltran turned away and ran across the hilltop toward where Samuel stood. 
 As he ran he gathered the intelligences about him. He approached Samuel a little 
from the back and on one side. He cocked his fist back and gathered all his force behind 
his hurtling body. He was not a fast man or a strong man but he could sense the 
molecules and photons that swirled and spun around him. He wrapped his fist and his 
body in shimmering energy until he glowed with power. 
 He leaped into the air and his fist struck with enough power to break stone. The 
instant before his fist hit, something slammed into his body. His concentration slipped 
and all his energy fled. His graceful jump and raised fist became a clumsy hurdle through 
the air. He slammed into Samuel, not with bone-crushing power but with jarring impact 
that left him feeling bruised and battered. 
 They fell to the ground. Coltran tried in vain to grab hold of Samuel as his 
momentum rolled over the old albino but his reflexes failed him and he tumbled over and 
over in the grass before coming to a halt. 
 He groaned, and shook his head. He was no warrior like William, he did not like 
being tumbled about. He rolled to his side and got to his feet. 
 Friar Ives had not let the sudden appearance of Coltran slow him down. He was 
busy blasting Samuel with everything he had. Arrows of flame, shards of black glass, 
mixed with slender streams of needle-thin water flashed at Samuel from all sides. An 
explosion of wind carried the air away to leave him standing in a vacuum. 
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 There was a great thunderclap and a flash of expended energy. Samuel stood on 
his feet when Coltran looked at him, seemingly ignoring his new attacker. The flash of 
energy that disabled Coltran’s attack had come from Samuel. He pulled the air back 
around him in a rush of pressure and condensed it into a thick shield that shattered the 
attacks of the flame and stone and water. The solid shield smoked and hissed, its essence 
subliming back into the atmosphere. 
 Coltran, standing little more than a meter away, began pushing the air molecules 
together around Samuel. Tighter and tighter he let it condense around him until he was 
cocooned in a solid barrier of frozen air. 
 Samuel flicked his wrist irritably and the deadly cold ice shattered, hissing into 
the grass around them. Coltran had to throw his own shield up to keep the shards from 
hitting and burning his skin. 
 Samuel turned to look at him then and smiled. Coltran felt a cold chill enter his 
stomach. He swallowed miserably and suddenly wished that he were not wearing a tie. 
His neck felt tight and constricted. 
 Samuel’s pink eyes burned with a condescension that made Coltran’s lip quiver. 
There was hatred there too. Something so deep and black that it almost brought color to 
those pale eyes. His emaciated skin was somehow taught and wrinkly in a way that 
looked like the vagaries of death. What made Coltran’s muscles freeze up in panic, 
however, was the look on his twisted and age-wrinkled face. 
 He was expecting me, Coltran thought. That realization brought horror to his mind 
that banished all hope of fighting this madman. Samuel expected both of them to be here 
and he was prepared for it. He was not worried. 
 Coltran’s mouth was suddenly dry and he tried to lick his lips. 
 “He cannot take both of us. Do not lose hope.” 
 That voice, he had heard it before. He broke his gaze with Samuel and turned to 
look at the Friar. The bald man looked tired and worn, he leaned heavily on his thick staff 
and his eyes were hooded slightly by his lids. He smiled quickly and nodded. 
 “It is I,” Coltran heard the voice again, the Friar’s lips did not move. “You gave 
me strength once to fight and showed me the courage to live. Now I will return the 
favor.” 
 Coltran’s eyes narrowed. Could it be? William? He realized he had no idea what 
the boy had looked like. Friar Ives? Could this balding, scholarly man be the strapping, 
tortured soldier that Coltran had known so intimately? 
 He had no time to puzzle the matter because Samuel reacted with sudden and 
direct violence. A fist of air struck his gut and a flying ball of ice smashed into his 
forehead as he doubled over. The force of the blow knocked him back and he stumbled 
for a few feet while his vision whirled and spun around him. 
 He let the disorientation of the blow take enough effect to fall down in the short 
grass of the hilltop. With any luck, his fall would be regarded as a chance to focus on 
Ives. William Ives? Could it really be the same person? 
 Coltran landed in the grass and sent out a slither of thought toward Samuel’s 
heart. He wondered why neither Samuel nor the Friar -- William, if that was who he was 
-- attacked the inside of a man. It was always some kind of physical attack that could be 
seen and dealt with. 
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 He had a very simple plan. He would find Samuel’s heart, or his brain, or any 
vital organ and crush it. Or tear it apart, or sever it from its connections to the body. 
 Moments later he found out why neither of them tried such attacks. Traps of 
invisible energy surrounded Samuel’s body. Coltran, reaching to crush Samuel’s heart 
encountered these traps. Something inside Samuel’s cunning brain had prepared energy 
and matter, stored and filled with kinetic force to return along the line of attack. 
 Within seconds of falling to the ground Coltran found himself gasping for breath 
as his own heart convulsed in pain inside his chest. The trap he had triggered was 
crushing his own heart in the grip of death, slowly constricting its beating. His back 
arched as he fought frantically to disarm the trap that had sprung back on him. Finally, he 
pried the grip on his heart loose and hurled the fatal energy away from him. He was left 
weak and exhausted. 
 Gritting his teeth in determination he got to his hands and knees and took a 
shivering breath of cool air to calm his nerves. 
 William? He asked. I have the ability to help you. I lack only the knowledge to do 
it effectively. Tell me what to do now. Together we will rid the world of this monster 
forever. 
 “God has given us this moment to fight together and the strength to accomplish 
His will,” William Ives said. His voice echoed in Coltran’s ears as if he had heard it 
through natural means. 
 Coltran raised his head and looked at Samuel standing like a tree only two meters 
away. Samuel and the Friar were once again exchanging vast amounts of power and 
strength between them. Coltran’s stomach hurt and his forehead throbbed. He listened to 
Coltran’s instruction and surged to his feet. 
 What followed seemed to Coltran to be nothing short of miraculous. Coltran and 
William began hurling their forces at Samuel in concert. Samuel defended each attack 
with precognitive speed. The three of them stood still in their positions, but in their minds 
the real battle waged with such ferocity and strength that Coltran was astonished at his 
own abilities. 
 He felt like an acrobat, an Olympian athlete that knows that everything is going 
his way. Samuel, William and Coltran made a static triangle of gladiatorial ferocity. 
Coltran felt as though he were coming alive, more and more. His mind started moving 
faster and faster and soon he was raining down destruction on his enemy as though he 
commanded the fury of God. He smiled grimly as Samuel smashed aside his attacks and 
then reduced William’s own offense to nothingness. Coltran felt like he was just getting 
started. 
 William’s voice echoed in his ears and their minds seemed to meld into one. They 
were almost as complete as they had been when sharing the same body. Two minds, 
perfectly matched, should be more than enough to destroy this hideous prodigy. 
 That thought, was the last prideful moment that Coltran was allowed. Even as it 
was echoing across his brain Samuel turned and looked at him again. His eyes, previously 
burning with hatred were now sheathed in pure glee. 
 That was when Coltran realized that Samuel was more powerful than both of 
them. The ferocity of his retaliation sent both of them staggering. What had been his 
moment of triumph became, suddenly, a desperate defense. Coltran and William 
staggered backward. Samuel’s attacks came with such shattering force that some things 
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had to get through. Small cuts and scratches left lines of blood on the white sleeves of 
Coltran’s shirt. His ribs purpled with bruises and his eye began to swell from a blow that 
he had not been fast enough to stop. 
 William shouted some more instructions to him and they surged forward again, 
pushing Samuel into a defensive stance. Coltran didn’t know how long this could last. 
Back and forth they went. Surging like waves. Each time Samuel’s attack was stronger. 
Each time Coltran found himself driven back harder than before. He was bruised and cut 
and sore and his lips were swollen and bloody. 
 “Keep him busy,” William said, “I think I can end this. Hold him off of me long 
enough for that.” 
 Then he was gone and Coltran was alone. 
 

*** 
 

 Death was on its way. Red could feel it breathing over his wing like a chill wind 
heralding doom. The dragon pumped his wings to stay aloft while he sent another blast of 
his stone-melting breath at the three elements crouching on the ground. He folded his 
wings close to his body and fell into a twisting dive. He felt something cold and sharp 
graze his wing and send flames of pain throughout his body. Until today he had not 
experienced pain. None of the dragons had. The real pain had come from their mutinous 
battle that had reduced their number so drastically. 
 Like fire purifies gold by burning away the unwanted metal, so did the fire of civil 
conflict purify the dragons. 
 There was an anguished cry of destruction as another one of his companions 
plummeted to the earth, not so quick in his evasive flight. 
 That was the worst pain of all. Red had decided that the many abrasions and 
wounds he had received would be as nothing if he could banish the cries of his fellows 
dying. He had participated in the great purification of his race. Indeed he had instigated it. 
He would have abandoned this cause immediately at the first mental cry of death if his 
own mind had not been so clear. This is redemption. The dragons are paying for their 
sins, we will be redeemed, and in the end we will all go back to the earth. It is where we 
belong. 
 There was another gash of anguish across his consciousness as he spread his 
wings and pulled out of his dive. There were only three of them left now and they had 
accomplished almost nothing. 
 “We are too few.” 
 “We cannot win this.” 
 “It is hopeless. Let us turn back and live.” 
 “Redemption will mean nothing if our actions are useless.” 
 The voices of the other dragons sounded around him as they circled and dove 
again. 
 “We must fight together,” Red told them. “They are more in force but we are 
greater in body.” 
 “We are fire and light,” cried another of the dragons, “they are but water, 
darkness and stone. Together we will burn them with the heat of our flame and blind 
them with the light of our souls.” 
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 Red reached out to his comrades. They had never had names, none of them had. 
He knew who he was and each dragon knew itself. There were no individuals. Their 
minds meshed with his and they became one single source of thought and inspiration. He 
could see through their eyes, smell through their noses, feel with their scales the wind 
rushing past them. 
 Together they dove toward the ground, plummeting like meteors behind the hill 
where their enemy stood. They could feel the ground shake as, with exactness of a single 
creature, all three of the huge beasts struck the ground at the same time. Their claws dug 
into the soil and their wings folded along their sides. 
 As one voice they bellowed a challenge toward the sky. It was a challenge of hate, 
a cry for redemption and a deep utterance of sadness. 
 They turned to face the three enemies that had given them such trouble. 
 Darkness, Water and Earth stood on the top of the hill watching the dragons. They 
were unmarked by any wounds or abrasions. The three elements looked at each other, 
trading glances momentarily. 
 A black length of steel appeared in the woman’s hand, followed by a round shield 
of blackness across her forearm. Earth bent and pulled a long, two-handed sword of dark 
stone from the ground and Water lifted, as if from the air two shimmering axes of stone-
hard ice. 
 The three elements rushed down the hill toward the dragons. They were so small 
in comparison to the giant beasts that it appeared to be nothing more than a suicide. The 
dragons sprang into action. 
 They met the charge each with a different action. Acting as one creature with 
three bodies, they lashed out at the three enemies in front of them. 
 The elements dove out of the way of slashing claws, snapping jaws and lashing 
tails. Then they were upon the dragons, moving with such ferocity that they could not be 
checked. Red had thought the battle between the dragons -- the battle that had purified 
them -- had been a destruction of great terribleness. This battle held nothing in 
comparison. Like six cats trying to catch three mice the dragons stamped and snapped at 
the three attackers. But these mice had teeth and claws and armor. 
 Elemental blades bit deep into dragon flesh leaving nasty, gaping wounds. The 
woman, Darkness, left sizzling pits that burned with acid behind where her sword 
touched. Red caught Water across the back with his claw as the element was spinning 
away from an attack at Red’s chest. His claw only grazed the man’s back but it grazed it 
with enough force to send the man spinning and rolling across the ground. One of Red’s 
companions pounced on the Element with both his front hands, intending to squeeze the 
life from his enemy. The ice axes slashed the pads on the dragon’s hands, leaving 
frostbitten gashes behind. Red dove for the man, his jaws gaping. Water leapt with 
incredible speed, his back dripping blood, and buried both his axes in the throat of Red’s 
companion. Dragon blood squirted from the wound, coating the enemy element in a 
sheath of red liquid and spilling to the ground in a great pool. 
 Red heard the horrific cry in his mind as the other dragon died and felt his 
strength increase slightly as the might of his fallen companion poured into the other 
dragons. 
 Red spun himself about and slashed with his tail at Earth who was springing 
toward Red’s companion. The elemental altered his jump enough to avoid Red’s tail but a 
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swipe from the other dragon caught him in the air. He plunged his two-handed long 
sword into the dragon’s wrist and the green-scaled beast snarled in pain as it clenched its 
fist around the body with crushing force. There was a grinding sound and Earth’s body 
went limp. 
 The green dragon dropped the lifeless body of Earth to the ground and the two of 
them turned to face their final enemies. 
 Darkness and Water faced the dragons, their bodies completely sheathed in red 
dragon blood. Both of them had wild looks in their eyes as if they enjoyed what they had 
done. 
 We’re even, now. Two for two. Red didn’t know how to feel about that. Two 
elements, two bodies, they were evenly matched, but the dragons had been so numerous. 
He felt sadness mixed with elation. His body was lacerated with cuts and bruises that he 
didn’t remember sustaining. His companion could not put any weight on the hand he had 
used to crush Earth with, the wrist torn open by his enemy’s sword. 
 There is only one sure way of this. The green dragon told him. Red swiveled one 
eye over to look at him, keeping the other focused on the panting enemies in front of him. 
He acknowledged the other dragon’s plan. They would die in the attempt, but in that 
death they would redeem the actions of all their kindred and they would destroy the 
bodies of the elements of darkness. All would return to the way it was meant to be. 
 As if responding to an unspoken command Darkness and Water jumped into the 
air toward the two dragons at the same instant that the two giant creatures leaped forward 
in attack. There was a flurry of movement and Red found himself furiously batting at 
Water as his two axes cut and bit into Red’s hide. Red’s fist clenched on air and his jaws 
snapped on nothing as he rolled across the ground, now thick with the blood of their 
battle. Water was too fast for him to grab but not fast enough to inflict a fatal wound 
before Red’s own scaly hand snaked out to grasp him in a crushing grip. 
 Suddenly, something changed. There was a subtle puff of wind that blew across 
the four elementals lashing about in the blood-churned grass. Both water and Darkness 
suddenly jerked upright, their spines stiffening. It was only a moment, but it was enough. 
Red and his companion champed their jaws down in unison on the two human figures. 
 Immediately things began to change. Red could feel his mind shifting and 
spinning about as if hurled like a skipping stone across a lake. He stumbled to his side 
and felt his wing bend painfully beneath him as he landed on it. His tail lashed the ground 
violently with a sudden ferocity. 
 His breathing accelerated. He could feel the heat of his flame cooling as if 
dampened by a rush of water. Water. 
 The enemy that he had consumed possessed him. 
 He fought back, fire against water, while at the same time he could feel the light 
of his companion battling the darkness that threatened to control his body. He could see 
at the top of the hill the old man with the thick wooden staff watching them. As Red’s 
gaze jerked away he saw the old man pitch forward and slide on his face for a few feet 
down the hill. 
 Red hurled his body about, slamming it into the ground, flailing his limbs around, 
tearing at himself with his claws. Water fought for control and Red battled back. This 
fight was more serious than the one before. If he lost, it was all gone. 
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 “We… are not strong… enough,” he hissed through clenched teeth. “We 
cannot… hold them back.” His wings beat the air ferociously fanning a great wind 
around him. Water gained control for a moment and slammed Red’s head into the ground 
violently. He felt several of his teeth puncture his tongue. 
 The green dragon trembled with exerted effort to keep his body from bashing 
itself into the earth. “There is one.” He grated through his clenched jaws. “I feel his 
strength. We must give our lives…” 
 Red could also feel the one he was talking about. There was no guarantee that 
what they were planning would work. All it would do was free the dragons of the 
responsibility of containing the dark energy that struggled for their control. It would be 
the end of their species. 
 “It must be done.” Red responded. It must be done. 
 Reaching deep inside himself he gathered all the deep, radiant energy of light and 
fire into a miniature sun within his chest. He felt his companion do the same. He lunged 
to his feet and bellowed at the sky. 
 As one the dragons released the energy inside them, exploding in a burst of 
brilliant fire that obliterated the ground around them. A twisting, writhing mass of energy 
arced up over the hill. The newly dispossessed Elements sought a new host. 
 

*** 
 

 Coltran could see the Friar circling the hill where Samuel stood. His limp was 
worse than before but he moved with celerity that belied his crippled stride. 
 Samuel’s focus turned toward the old monk with sudden vigor. It was as if he 
understood what Ives what doing. Coltran stretched out his hand and a blue shield of 
impenetrable energy sprang up in an ellipse between Ives and Samuel. Just in time for a 
blast of murderous energy to splash against it. Samuel hissed in rage and turned his 
virulent force on Coltran. Coltran shifted his concentration and the shield jumped in front 
of him. He staggered under the force of the blow as if he were holding a real shield in 
front of him, trying to stop a flood. He braced one foot behind him and dug his toes into 
the soil. He slid back slightly in the wet grass. 
 Samuel shifted his aim again and again Coltran had to adjust his shield. Samuel’s 
face twisted with acrimony. He looked at Coltran, virulent anger suffusing his gaze. 
Coltran tried to wink and offer a cocky smile at him. It felt more like a grimace. His face 
twisted in concentration. The shield was impenetrable but it required every bit of strength 
and effort that he had. He could not counter attack and he felt almost certain he could not 
raise two of them, if Samuel decided to attack both of them at once.  
 If I have to make that choice, which will I make? He didn’t feel like he knew what 
he would do. He had no idea what the old Friar was doing. His limping form was now 
working his way up the side of the hill, not toward Samuel, but behind him. Was that his 
plan? 
 Coltran’s attempted smirk must have been clear because Samuel’s ancient albino 
face twisted into a mask of rage. 
 In that moment, Coltran found out exactly what he was capable of. Samuel struck 
out at both of them and Coltran raised his arm up to block the impending demise that 
crashed down on him. It didn’t come. Lowering his arm, he saw a shimmering blue sheen 
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in the air in front of him. Wave after wave of elemental power crashed against that shield 
in a seemingly endless torrent of destructive force. 
 Sweat began to run down Coltran’s face, drifting into his eyes and burning them. 
He tried to blink it out of his vision. The suit he wore seemed very hot suddenly and he 
wished he could take off the jacket and remove the tie. Instinctively he had shifted his 
shield, not to protect against both attacks but to surround Samuel himself, to hold all his 
energy in. 
 I’m a genius. 
 Suddenly it all stopped and Coltran waited, afraid to release his tenuous 
concentration on the protection that it offered. 
 Samuel ran toward him, his ancient legs propelling him forward in a blind fury. 
Coltran swallowed. He was not a fighting man. He had never been in a fight of physical 
blows in his life. Samuel, on the other hand, was deadly. Coltran had seen the way that he 
had ruthlessly pounded William into the ground with the power and precision of his 
physical prowess. 
 Just as Samuel drew close to him he felt a force of tremendous power building up 
behind him. He jerked his shield around, desperate to stop the destruction of his body. 
 Even as Coltran shifted his shield to stop the power that threatened his back he 
realized his mistake. With no screen in front, Samuel had a clear field to strike in. His 
fists struck with the power of a machine piston, driving into Coltran’s gut and lifting him 
off the ground. The air passed violently out of his lungs and he fell backward nearly a 
meter and landed on his back, gasping for breath. He let his shields go almost as soon as 
he was struck. 
 A blast of hardened air rolled up the hill, flattening the grass beneath it. It struck 
Ives in the back of his head and shoulders and he fell forward, down the other side. 

All Coltran could think about was dragging sweet air into his lungs. His 
diaphragm spasmed in pain and he rolled on his side. 
 William had continued fighting when the air was knocked from his lungs, even 
while he struggled for breath he had struck back at Samuel. Coltran could not. His breath 
whistled through his throat as he sucked hungrily at the air. Just as the rush of coveted air 
leaked into his body Samuel kicked him viciously in the ribs. The blow was enough to 
make him roll over and he let the roll continue so that he was on hands and knees. 
Another kick hit his ribs. This time he moved with it so that damage to his bruised side 
was less painful. 
 He rolled several times and stumbled to his feet. Samuel advanced toward him, 
his face now benign with assured victory. Coltran looked over the albino’s shoulder. Ives 
had not risen back up. Instead a flash of fire and light burst behind the hill, so bright it 
left Coltran blinking to clear his vision. Samuel took two steps and his large fists hit 
Coltran in the face. Coltran fell backward from the force of the blow, his cheek exploding 
on both sides with pain. He sprawled on the ground, thinking incongruously of the grass 
stains he was getting in his suit. 
 “It must be done this way, human.” The voice sounded familiar and 
unrecognizable all at once. He realized belatedly that it was the voice of a dragon, 
echoing inside his skull. “We have… we have no other choice. We cannot contain the 
strength of darkness. The dragons wane. Perhaps the will of a man can do so. We have 
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seen another master the elements. She is our friend.” The words were accompanied by an 
image of Smith, uninjured leaping into the air. 
 Samuel towered over him now, his foot drawn up to stomp down on Coltran’s 
face. Coltran noticed the thick sole of the boot that Samuel wore and wondered how 
painful it would be. Would it leave an imprint on his face or just crush it into oblivion. 
 An arc of light, braided with fire and black darkness, shot over the hill behind 
Samuel. It shot down, over Samuel’s head and hit Coltran full in the face. He felt as if he 
breathed strength in through his mouth, power pouring over his tongue as he sucked it 
into his lungs. Power and perspicuity infused his mind and body. He was cancer and 
corruption by comparison to the virulence that seeped into his bones. 

He struck upward with his hand and caught Samuel’s booted foot. He jerked and 
Samuel toppled over backward. Coltran surged to his feet anger carrying him into a leap. 

New sight burst forth around him. He saw tiny strands of light and black twists of 
silken threads branching away, connected to each living person around him. He saw, as if 
in some insane slow motion, the photons of light radiating all around, bouncing off the 
molecules of air, stone, grass, skin and cloth. He could feel the emotions at the end of 
those strands of light and dark and he knew how to pull them to exert control on those 
people’s minds. He could hear the fire, inherent in everything whispering to him to set it 
free, to call it up from the core of the earth, bursting out of the ground. He heard the 
water all around him greedily seeping into the cracks in the ground. 

He saw Samuel, lying on the ground, his wispy white hair splayed around him 
like a halo. 
 Samuel, his eyes wide with fear and shock stared at him. Coltran mirrored the 
same force that William had used so many hundred years ago to banish Samuel from 
existence. This time, however, when Samuel’s shield snapped up around him, Coltran 
reached into the very essence of that screen and tore it apart. Samuel’s attempt to save 
himself seemed almost pitiful. 
 Then it was over. Samuel’s body convulsed once and lay still. Coltran had only a 
moment to stare at the body of the albino giant. The forces that infused his soul began to 
tear him apart. 

 
*** 

 
 Smith watched Coltran run off through blurred vision. She felt nauseous and 
dizzy but something he had done before she sent him away had helped her. She felt 
better, not well, but better. When he had showed up she wasn’t sure if she was delusional 
or coherent. Now she knew she was not hallucinating. 
 She remained on her back for several minutes while the world spun and tilted 
around her. Finally she sat up, the throbbing in her head intensified for a moment and she 
gasped in shock as a wave of fresh nausea washed over her. She began crawling toward 
MacElly’s prostrate form. He hadn’t moved since being struck down and she had a sick 
feeling in her stomach that had nothing to do with her wounds. 
 She stopped just before reaching him and looked at his burned and tortured body. 
Sadness welled up inside her at the suffering he had gone through. And none of it was 
necessary. He hadn’t known anything to tell, he had posed no threat. 
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 Slowly, fearfully she reached out one of her own blood-streaked hands to touch 
his throat. She jerked back almost immediately. His skin was cool to the touch. Her lip 
began to quiver and she bit down on it as she jammed her fingers against his neck again, 
searching desperately for a pulse. There was nothing. 
 CPR. She told herself, do something. She tried to push on his chest, to shock his 
heart into picking up the beat that it had given up on, but the effort threatened to send her 
tumbling into blackness and her stomach tightened in a retching spasm. 
 Tears flowed freely down her face, stinging the abrasions there as the salt rushed 
into the small cuts. She couldn’t hold back the sobs that wracked her body. The tumult of 
battle, the pounding fight of the dragons, all washed away from her and she slumped over 
MacElly’s body. The charcoal of his burnt skin stained her clothes. Why did it have to be 
him? Why couldn’t he make it just a little bit further? He made it this far. 
 Oh, MacElly, you knew this was coming, didn’t you? You tried to tell me. Her 
tears pooled on his naked and burned chest underneath her face. All things around her 
ceased and she was alone with her friend. She sprawled across him and cried, for how 
long she didn’t know. She wanted to take his place. 
 She became aware of someone standing over her. Someone to kill me? She 
couldn’t bring herself to look. Just let it end quickly. 
 “It’s over,” a familiar voice said. Then again, it was not so familiar. It sounded 
like Coltran, only different, changed. 
 She raised her head to look at him, tears running down her face and making her 
vision fuzzy. Coltran stood over her looking down at her and MacElly. His suit hung, 
tattered and torn, on his torso and large swollen bruises purpled around his eyes. The 
white shirt that he wore under his suit jacket was spotted and striped with blood from 
various small cuts. 
 “He’s dead,” she told him, her voice sounded so impassionate, so uncaring. 
 Coltran didn’t respond. He just looked at her. A cold shiver ran down her spine 
suddenly, cold enough to dry her tears with deepest fear. His eyes burned with flames 
barely contained. She fell backward in fear and tried to move away from him. He 
watched her, his face immobile. 
 “It’s over,” he said again. His eyes changed suddenly to a brilliant light that 
quickly faded into the light grey that she remembered sitting behind his glasses so many 
times while they had worked together. “I wouldn’t say we won…” he stopped talking and 
his eyes flashed a brilliant blue for just a second, “but we’re still alive.” 
 She raised herself up on her knees and reached out to touch his forehead. She 
drew back just before her finger made contact with his skin and looked into his solemn 
eyes, her face still tear-streaked. 
 “They’re in there, aren’t they?” she asked him. 
 He nodded. 
 “MacElly, he… did something…” she wasn’t sure what he had done but it had 
gotten him killed, and it had set her free. “If I knew what it was I would do it.” 
 Coltran’s face did not change but she knew as she finished speaking that he had 
already done for himself what she could not do for him. He was possessed, not by one 
demon as she had been but by many. She shook her head sympathetically. 
 “I know how hard it is…” there was nothing really to say, beyond that. She had 
nearly been lost fighting only one element possessing her body. It was a marvel that he 
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was even recognizable as himself. She wanted to hold him in an embrace, take away the 
conflict that fought his mind, relieve his body. She could not. 
 Coltran’s eyes clouded over with blackness so deep it threatened to swallow her 
and his lips curled back in a threatening snarl. She remembered suddenly what MacElly 
had said to her when she was in the deepest despair. 
 “I love you, Coltran,” she whispered. “I love you.” She sat back on her heels, “My 
friend.” 
 The snarl disappeared from his face and his upper lip twitched twice as if fighting 
for some kind of control. One small tear leaked from the corner of his eye as its color 
faded again to its normal hue. 
 He met her gaze for a few seconds only. She almost heard his voice echoing 
through the breeze that blew across the hilltop. Thank you. Out loud he said, “It’s over. 
It’s finished.” 
 He turned and walked away. As she watched his back receding from her she 
wondered if she would ever see him again. 
 

*** 
 

 Coltran would have sunk into despair and waited to let his body be claimed by the 
victor if he felt like he had a choice about it. He felt like a violent current was hurling him 
around. Air and light rushed past him in an ecstasy of virulence. He felt doomed. He 
would live his entire life possessed until he lost the battle and was subdued, pushed back 
into that silent corner of his mind while the elements that battled for control of him 
warred with each other to the ruin of Coltran’s physical being. 
 He had only one clear desire in his mind. He had to talk to the monk, Friar Ives. If 
anyone knew what to do, it would be him. I hope he’s alive. 
 “Give up, turn back,” a dark voice hissed in his mind and he felt his vision 
darken. 
 “I will give you strength,” another voice pled with him. His vision returned, tinted 
red and searing with heat. 
 He continued on towards his destination. He smashed the voices down, quashing 
their desires for control and battering them into silence. He did not think he could last for 
years or even months. He was already growing weary, constant mental anguish seemed 
rampant in his brain. 
 The bodies of the dragons lay scattered about at the base of the hill on one side 
and on the other, several hundred yards away the two armies milled about. It looked like 
they were getting ready to come over and see what had happened. It must be obvious that 
he was the only one standing on top of the hill. 
 I could destroy them all. He thought idly. One wave of my hand and they would 
all die. It was true of course, but it took him several seconds to become appalled at the 
thought. I am already weakening. They will win in the end. 
 He turned away from the gathered army and walked over to the fallen body of 
Friar Ives. Ives lay still in the grass, his chest rising and falling slowly as his breath 
bubbled in his lungs. 
 Coltran knelt beside him and stretched his hands over the body. He began 
searching out the man’s wounds and trying to put them together. Flame leapt up under the 
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palms of his hands and he quickly quenched it. He felt blinded by the rushing of water 
through the man’s body, blood flowing everywhere. He seized the water there and 
grinned viciously as he prepared to tear it out of the body, spilling it in a great shower on 
the already stained grass. Gritting his teeth through the smile on his lips he forced his 
mind to withdraw from Ives’ body. 
 “Don’t worry. I’m going to die anyway.” 
 His eyes met the deep blue ones of Friar Ives and he felt a terrible sadness flow 
through him. It was as if he knew this person, intimately, and couldn’t bear to live 
without him. 
 He couldn’t speak for the lump that rose up in his throat. Ives coughed weakly 
and a bubble of blood burst from his lips. He smiled and his eyes closed. 
 Coltran stared at him for several seconds and then his eyes opened again. 
 Ives spoke barely above a whisper. “Here I come,” he smiled, “she’s been waiting 
for me. So long, it’s been. So long…” 
 Coltran nodded slowly, still unable to speak. 
 “Oh… Sarah…” 
 “William?” 
 Ives nodded his head slowly. “We fought together again, Coltran. You really are 
my guardian angel.” 
 Coltran felt himself smiling despite the immediate pressure in his mind of 
demonic possession and a dying friend before him. “I didn’t know it was you.” 
 Ives shook his head. “You are the last of my line, you have the knowledge now. I 
pass it all on to you. You are the new guardian of the balance.” 
 “I…” Coltran felt a cold feeling of dread and guilt wash through his body, “I 
can’t. William, I’m possessed. I am infested with demons. The light and fire of the 
dragons flows through my veins as though it were a burning passion. Darkness and water 
batter my mind for control.” 
 “Coltran,” William Ives muttered, “Robert Coltran. I raised a foundling child. 
You are descended from him. You are my son. You will find a way. I did.” 
 “I…” Coltran looked at him. 
 “All three of you,” Ives nodded, his eyes closing. “Patricia Smith, Peter MacElly 
and you. You are only distantly related now, but you are descended from the son I 
raised.” 
 Coltran felt tears dripping down his cheeks. “Don’t leave me like this,” he sobbed. 
“I cannot make it. They batter at my mind and win more and more ground as I speak. Tell 
me what to do.” 
 William Ives lifted a hand, pale and weak, and touched the tears that rolled down 
Coltran’s face. His hand dropped back to the grass and his head lolled to one side. “Stand 
in the circle…” With those words his breath ran out and his lungs drew no more air into 
them. 
 Coltran threw his head back and yelled at the heavens in anguish. His salvation 
and redemption had just perished. A great pillar of flame surrounded him and bored a 
hole into the sky. His eyes faded to a dark black and the fire vanished as though it had 
never existed. A dark cloud gathered about him and shrouded him in blackness. With 
another yell he hurled the cloud away and forced the elements that possessed him down 
again. 
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 He stood up and walked away. William Ives words repeated in his mind. You will 
find a way. You will find a way. You will find a way. 
 He did not turn back or look to see what happened to the others. “I will find a 
way.” He said out loud and quickened his pace. 
 


