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After the Storm 
 
 Smith stared at the coffin long after everybody else had left. She wore a wide-
brimmed black hat to cover her completely shaved head and a black dress that hugged her 
torso then flowed down around her ankles. 
 She wanted to cry but her tears had dried up. Peter MacElly rested in front of her. 
 He was gone. 
 He gave his life for me. How can I repay that kind of sacrifice? 
 “I love you, Peter,” she whispered. 
 She saw somebody move up beside her out of the corner of her eye. She turned 
her head. 
 “Emily,” she nodded. 
 Emily MacElly was a pretty woman, slender, shorter than Smith and with 
shoulder-length blond hair that seemed to perfectly match her bright green eyes. 

Emily had left her two young children sitting on a bench with their grandparents a 
couple hundred yards away. 

She put an arm around Smith’s waist and pulled her close. Smith returned the 
gesture and they held each other for several long moments. 

“He did it for me,” Smith said. “He could have just left me.” 
“I know,” Emily said. 
They were silent again, holding each other. Then Emily raised her gaze from the 

coffin in the grave to her children, sitting with her parents. Finally she turned to look up 
at Smith. 

Smith returned her gaze. 
“Patricia?” Emily asked. “Will you be their god-mother? I think Peter would have 

wanted that.” 
Smith nodded slowly and found herself smiling, just a little. She pulled the other 

woman into an embrace and they turned away from the unburied grave and walked across 
the lawn toward Emily’s waiting children. 
 

*** 
 
 William felt like he was dying. 
 He had found the horse that Samuel had ridden and, secured tightly to its saddle, 
the book that William had given him. He had pulled himself into the saddle, the pain 
sending blackness across his vision, and had nearly fallen off again as his vision darkened 
and his body swayed sideways. He had caught himself just in time and cried out at the 
pain that shot across his chest. He knew Coltran had healed him some before being sent 
away but he didn’t know how much. He wasn’t sure still if he was going to live. He’d 
seen men die from less severe wounds than the one he had on his ankle alone. 
 His chest hurt to sit upright and the jarring steps of the horse sent arcs of pain 
across his body. Leaning over the horse’s neck he eased it forward at a slow walk. He 
clucked softly to his own horse so that the mare would follow him and wouldn’t be left 
on the plain for the wolves or thieves. 
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 The night passed in a daze before him as he hugged the horse’s neck. Many times 
he passed into blackness and awoke to catch himself slipping sideways. In those few 
lucid moments he looked around to make sure that he was still heading in the right 
direction. 
 “Just one more ride,” he kept muttering to himself, “Then we’ll stop. No more 
fighting, no more running, it will all be over.” 
 The pale light of a gray early morning was just splashing its paint across the 
eastern sky when the sound of the horse’s hooves changed. Instead of soft, chalky, plain 
soil they clopped on hard packed road. 
 He lifted his head and looked around. “Almost there.” 
 He guided the horse through the scattering of houses and outbuildings that made 
up the small town of Salisbury until the horse stopped in front of the small Cathedral. He 
sat on the saddle looking sadly at the wide doors of the Lord’s house. They were 
probably preparing the morning rituals inside, preparing to sing the songs to welcome the 
morning and bless the day to the sanctification of God. He had claimed sanctuary here as 
a boy when being pursued by Sir David’s men. The old friar who had saved him from the 
soldiers had died not long after and William had left the Cathedral to join Lord 
Bradbury’s guard. 
 He let himself slide sideways off of the horse. His face twisted into a grimace at 
the pain that it caused in his chest. He felt sure now that something was broken inside 
him but it felt as though it was still straight, it would heal if he didn’t jar it. He was 
certain he could thank Coltran for that. His legs were weak and didn’t want to hold him 
so he crumpled to the dirt when his feet hit the ground and he sat there, hunched over 
painfully, his arms wrapped around his chest and took several deep breaths, panting 
slowly. 
 Finally he used the stirrup of the patient horse that he had ridden to pull himself to 
his feet. He balanced on his good foot while he loosed the thongs that secured his book to 
the saddle and hefted it in one arm. It was painful to carry it but he didn’t want to lose it 
again. 
 It’s all I have. It’s all I own. 
 There was a small bundle of rags that somebody had left on the steps of the 
Cathedral and he fixed them in his mind as his next goal. Once there, he would sit and 
rest before going through the great wooden doors. 
 His left ankle still did not want to support his weight so he lowered himself to his 
hands and knees and crawled up the short set of steps leading to the door. He slumped 
down on the step next to the pile of rags and heaved a heavy sigh of pain and exhaustion. 
 All thought of his pain and discomfort vanished from his mind. The pile of rags 
was not the leavings of some beggar or careless peasant. Bundled tightly in rough cloths 
was an infant, lying against the top step of the stairs. 
 William’s mind raced with possibilities. It is my child. Is it a daughter? Samuel 
could not kill a baby. He left it here. He looked down at the mottled red face of the infant, 
its eyes squeezed shut tightly. He knew in his heart that it wasn’t true. His child was 
gone, dead. No power on the earth could bring her back. But God had given him a 
miracle. Just as an adopted father had raised him, he would adopt this child as his own. 
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 He reached out his large, blood-smeared hand to lift the child into his arms. Just 
as he grabbed the baby and lifted it awkwardly he heard a gasp behind him. He craned his 
head around to see the friar of the Cathedral staring at him. 
 “I claim sanctuary,” William said. “I wish to enter into service with the Church.” 
 The friar seemed not to hear him, only pointed at the infant William held. “That 
child must be destroyed.” 
 William looked down at the tiny infant held awkwardly in his two hands -- hands 
that had killed numerous men in battle, fighting hands. Could they be hands of peace? 
 He shook his head. 
 “It is a foundling child,” the friar’s voice shook, “it is the get of a demon or an 
incubus.” 
 William didn’t even look at the man, “I was a foundling child, father.” He said, “I 
was raised with love. As will this child be.” He turned finally, breaking his gaze away 
from the infant, “I require medical attention. I wish to enter into service in the Church.” 
 As he slowly lurched to his feet, allowing the friar to support his left side, 
clutching the infant in the crook of his right arm he looked down at his hands and 
imagined them cleaned and softened, no longer used to the hard bite of a sword and 
shield. The cleanliness seemed to spread up his arm and across his body until he felt like 
God had cleansed his soul. 
 Finally, I have found peace. 
 “Every child needs a name,” he muttered as he balanced on his right foot while 
the friar closed the huge doors and darkness descended in the small Cathedral entrance. “I 
think I will call you…Coltran.” 
 He felt a genuine smile crease his face and he chuckled as the infant opened its 
solemn gray eyes and peered at him. 
 “Coltran it is.” 
 

*** 
 

 Friar William Ives was dead. 
 He lay in darkness, somewhere and wondered if perhaps he had not died after all. 
He felt a pang of sadness that he would have to wait longer for his blessed rest. 
 Haven’t I served you long enough, Lord? He felt weightless and began 
wondering, if he was alive, where was he. He also wondered what was left of him. He 
knew Samuel had struck him down. He knew he had been dying. He had spoken to 
Coltran. Maybe the man had done something to save his life. 
 “William?” a sweet female voice called to him. The voice sounded familiar. Was 
it the young woman, Patricia Smith? He had never told her but she looked so much like 
his deceased wife he felt tenderness for her, as though she were his own daughter. 
 “William?” the voice was more insistent now. His heart suddenly stopped in his 
chest and he sucked a breath in through his lungs. That was not the voice of Patricia 
Smith calling to him. A tear swelled up in the corner of his eye. 
 “Sarah?” he whispered. 
 “I’m here,” he felt a hand on his shoulder and his eyes flew open. He grunted in 
frustration as tears blurred his vision. 
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 “All these years, dreaming about this moment,” he said, “and I’m crying so hard I 
can’t see you.” 
 He felt her arms encircling him and pulling him toward her. He held her close and 
breathed deeply the smell of her hair and her skin. 
 Thank you. 
 He relaxed his grip enough to wipe tears from his eyes and then held her out at 
arms length so that he could look at her. She looked the same as he had remembered her. 
Her brown eyes staring up into his, her long hair cascading down her back. 
 His eyes were drawn to a figure standing behind Sarah. It was a young woman, 
tall and slender and beautiful. Sarah turned with a smile and gestured to the woman to 
come forward. The girl seemed hesitant at first. 
 “Your daughter,” Sarah whispered to him as the girl stepped toward them. 
 His eyes blurred with tears again and he reached out to hold them both. He 
wrapped them tightly in his arms and cried. 
 

*** 
 
 Coltran stared at the remains of Stonehenge. He stood on the flat plane just short 
of a hundred meters from the great trench that surrounded the once proud stones of 
Salisbury. 
 I am mad. He knew it was true. There was no way around it. Demons that 
struggled and fought for control possessed his body. It had taken him nearly two months 
to get here. He had walked much of the way, avoiding people as often as possible. He 
feared that he would hurt someone if he were near them. 
 Several times he had found himself turned aside, misdirected by the will of the 
elements that possessed him. His skin burned like the deepest of fevers and his 
complexion was darker than before. He looked like he had been burned almost black by 
the hot suns of a desert and his flesh felt much the same way. 
 He wasn’t sure how much longer he could contain the powers that warred within 
him. He wore nothing but rags, his shoes having long since been blasted away by a surge 
of flame that had burst from his limbs like an explosion before he could tamp it down. 
His hair was soaked with sweat and he shook and shivered. His beard, two months of 
growth, was dirty and stained. 
 He looked much like Stonehenge, he reflected. The once magnificent temporal 
sentinels were now nothing but rubble. Government officials had dug through the gravel 
and sand with rakes and shovels, looking for evidence of what had happened. They had 
found nothing and had given up, leaving the shattered stones scattered about on the plain. 
The only stone left that was larger than Coltran’s fist was the alter-stone, still leaning a 
little off keel as if it had been designed to tilt slightly. 
 Coltran started walking. It was slow going. His legs could manage little more than 
a shuffle along the ground, dragging his bare and bloody feet through the grass. 
 Do you really want me? He muttered to his would-be possessors, “I can’t really 
help you, only one of you could live that way.” 
 There was a resounding yes from them in the form of another flurry of attempts to 
seize control that sent him stumbling forward to land on his face in the grass. He lay there 
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twitching, his eyes rolling about in his head until he could gain control again and lurch to 
his feet. 
 “Freedom,” he muttered under his breath, “this will be freedom. I will die soon. I 
must die before I give in. If you win it will all start over, won’t it?” 
 There was no answer, he needed none -- the question was rhetorical. 
 He spent several minutes standing near the trench that cut a large circle around the 
demolished stones. He wasn’t sure, in the state that he was in, if he could climb back out 
of it once he got down into it. As a precaution he turned to his right and headed for one of 
the three bridges of land that had been left for crossing the trench. 
 Several times, as he made his way toward the center of the giant circle he was 
attacked. Once he was able to maintain his balance but the muscles in his face and neck 
contorted into such a knot that he felt sure his neck would break under the pressure before 
he got control. Just as he neared the newly formed gravel bed he fell again. This time his 
arms were locked firmly at his sides and the bits of gravel cut into his face and chest, 
tearing his already tattered clothing. 
 Gritting his teeth in determination he jerked to his feet again and took three 
lurching steps. He fell again but caught himself on his hands, feeling the sharpness 
digging into his palms. 
 Summoning the last of the strength that he possessed he surged to his feet and 
with a hoarse cry he lurched forward. It was only a few more steps. His strength and his 
will gave out almost instantly and his legs collapsed beneath him. He felt the bite of the 
stones digging into his knees as his momentum carried him along in a skid in the gravel. 
His body contorted horribly as his control over it burst and the demons that struggled 
within him crashed upon his soul. 
 He screamed, air tore from his lungs as the elements battled each other for equal 
portions. He fell forward, unable to catch himself, no longer in control of his own body. 
His face hit something hard and cool and he felt a sharp pain spread across his face as the 
skin split beneath the blow. 
 At that instant something else happened. The coolness spread through his face. At 
first it made him shudder and want to shake, trying to get rid of it. As he lay there, 
convulsing with possession he began to gasp as the coldness spread down his shoulders 
and across his torso. 
 The cool feeling spread across his entire body and he stayed where he was, his 
face bleeding on the altar stone as if he was one final sacrifice being offered up to pagan 
gods. Slowly his body relaxed and he slumped over on his side. His eyes closed wearily, 
and he slept. 
 He was free. The stones had performed this one last act of mercy. 
 Right then, he didn’t even care what else his life brought to him. 
 The demons were gone. 
 


