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The Return 
 
 Outside, the snow fell. 
 Patricia Smith flipped her phone open. 
 “What?” she snapped. 
 “Got a moment?” a thick Scottish voice answered. 
 “MacElly,” she sighed, “I’m on a date.” 
 Peter MacElly was an old classmate. They met at Oxford while studying Physics 
and became fast friends. They graduated and MacElly went on to marry a young 
undergrad and get his PhD in material sciences. Smith had returned to America and 
served four years in the US Army. She had graduated from the Army academy six 
months earlier and had spent that time trying to find work for a military trained physicist. 
There hadn’t been many prospects. 
 “You look beautiful,” MacElly told her. She heard the familiar joviality in his 
voice. 
 “MacElly,” she sighed, exasperated. 
 “I’m right,” he insisted. “Is he gazing longingly with a dreamy expression?” 
 She looked at her date and mouthed “sorry” to him and winced. He did seem to 
have a dreamy expression on his face. Or was that just annoyance? 
 “Told you so,” MacElly intoned as if her silence were confirmation enough. 
 “MacElly,” she said, frustration seeping into her voice, “I’m trying to…” 
 “If you didn’t want anybody to bother you why did you leave your phone on?” 
 “What do you want?” She snapped because she didn’t have an answer. 
 “I got you a job, fun stuff.” 
 “Can’t this wait for a couple of hours?” 
 “Nope, you will have missed your flight in a couple of hours.” 
 “What?” she asked, her voice rising. She glanced apologetically at the good-
looking man sitting across from her. “You’ve got fifteen seconds, Peter.” She bit out, 
knowing how much he despised his given name. 
 “Well, if you’re going to play that way, Pat,” all joviality left his voice. She rolled 
her eyes, angrier now. They had both agreed long ago to stick with last names. Neither 
liked the names they had been given as children. “You’ll be briefed when you arrive by 
some fellow named Friar Ives. Details are secret so far. Rumor is Her Majesty is 
involved. I understand it’s privately funded though. I’ll be on the job, plus you, and a 
scientist named Coltran just a tad less than a decade older than you and I. Just had a 
couple of articles published in a few science journals. I met him once, seems a nice 
fellow.” He paused for half a second, “So, you game? I knew it. I’ve booked you a flight 
over. The plane leaves in… just over two hours.” 
 Smith swallowed the string of choice words that had originally put themselves 
forward in response. She wanted to curse MacElly and thank him all at once. She felt a 
headache coming on as the muscles in her shoulders suddenly relaxed from the tension 
she hadn’t even realized had been there. 
 “Thank you, MacElly,” she said, her voice soft. 
 “Great, I knew you’d be excited,” he said, “See you when you get here.” 
 “Say ‘hi’ to Emily for me,” she said and hung up. 
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 She grimaced again and looked up at her date. His ocean gray eyes met hers. 
“Looks like I’m going to have to leave early.” 
 
___Stonehenge, Salisbury Plain, March 21, Four months later. 
 
 Two headlights bounced in the darkness as the jeep turned off the road onto the 
hidden dirt track, now covered in mud and water.  Rain pelted the windows mercilessly 
and the wipers whined back and forth on their fastest setting.  Bob Coltran, hunched over 
the wheel, his eyes red. His clothes looked hastily placed and his hair spread out in a star 
on one side of his head where he had lain on it. 
 “The man had better have a bloody good reason for this,” Coltran muttered.  
“Waking up this early isn’t good for your health.” He spoke with an Australian accent 
that his British peers always described as a mumble. 
 A wall loomed up in front of him and he slammed the brakes and slid to a stop in 
the saturated ground. He ran through the downpour to the massive building that had been 
erected over the stones of Stonehenge. Running did little good. His jacket was soaked by 
the time he got through the Plexiglas door. 
 The building was both very large and very simple. It consisted of a Plexiglas 
cube, reinforced with the minimum of steel to hold it up and built directly over the giant 
circle of stones that made up the center of Stonehenge. On the south side of the cube 
huddled a small wooden-floored office enclosed in sheet-rock, aluminum framing and 
vinyl siding. It was about the size of a small English flat. The office shared one wall with 
the cube and was the only entrance to the stones. Tables slouched haphazardly about the 
small room under the weight of papers, computers, electronic equipment, reference 
books, candy wrappers, and even an old pair of shoes. Coltran wondered, as he did nearly 
every time he came in, whose they were. 

The office was dimly lit and there were three people inside. Only one of them 
looked like he was actually awake. No surprise at two in the morning. 
 “All right, MacElly, what’s this all about?” Coltran muttered grumpily as he tried 
to shake some of the water from his wet clothes. A drizzle of cold England rainwater ran 
down his pant leg and into his shoe. He sighed, the cold seeping around his foot, and gave 
up trying to get dry. At least the heaters worked. 
 MacElly looked like he was up at this time every morning. On the other hand his 
generally frumpy appearance often made people wonder if he had always just woken up, 
regardless of the hour. Wire-rimmed glasses perched upon the bridge of his nose. “Come 
here,” he said motioning with his hand.  Coltran approached and looked at the screen that 
MacElly pointed at. 
 “What’s all that?” he asked. 
 “Don’t you see it?” MacElly said, a hint of sarcasm in his voice. 
 “It’s two o’clock in the morning and I’m looking at a screen of numbers and 
letters that wouldn’t mean anything to me if I was fully awake. What is it you want me to 
see?” Coltran demanded. MacElly’s ebullient manner grated on him. 
 “It’s the sarsen stones,” a woman muttered as she walked past both of them and 
slid into the chair in front of the computer screen. Patricia Smith had long, unruly dark 
hair that seemed to pile around her head in a manner that somehow never looked 
unkempt. She kept herself fit and had a natural prettiness about her face. Smith carried 
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herself with a distinctly militant air that she picked up serving in the United States Army. 
Beneath the viscid exterior lurked a combat trained, highly educated and intelligent 
scientist. That was why she was here – the scientist part. 
 Physics and chemistry, each of them specialized in one of those two fields. 

Coltran looked at her. He raised his eyebrows at the back of her head to say, “Go 
on.”  He hoped she would somehow pick up on the message. She did. 
 “One of the alarms went off in the night.” She turned her head around to look up 
at him. “Our sensors indicate that there was a surge in electrical current – several hundred 
amps – and a rise in temperature just shy of fifteen Celsius degrees.” 
 Coltran watched her green eyes for a moment letting his mind process the 
information. He shifted his gaze to MacElly who was regarding him with an amused grin 
on his face. 
 “Current?” he asked, “In the sarsen stones?” 
 MacElly nodded, “The big ones. You know, sandstone, about… oh, so high,” he 
raised his hand above his head and pointed at the ceiling. 
 Coltran rolled his eyes and turned back to Smith. 
 “I know,” she said glancing once at MacElly, “he’s disgracefully incorrigible this 
morning. …And the sandstone is not conductive.” She added after a short pause. 
 Coltran looked at MacElly, “Let’s go take a look,” he said grabbing a flashlight 
from one of the tables. Checking to make sure it worked he led MacElly toward the 
entrance to the Plexiglas cube. There were no lights in that section of the building since 
its intended use had been for daytime study. He suspected that economical reasons also 
came into play. 

MacElly called the door linking the cube to the office “the Portal.” Everyone else 
seemed to accept it as an appropriate name. 

Coltran played the flashlight up and down the stones as they stepped through the 
Portal.  He couldn’t see anything different but the flashlight beam didn’t reach the top of 
the stones and he wasn’t really sure what he was supposed to be looking for anyway.  

MacElly followed him into the outer circle and through to the center of the 
horseshoe of taller stones in the middle. 
 “Nothing looks any different,” Coltran said. 
 MacElly said, “Would you mind letting me see that light a moment.” 
 Coltran handed him the light and MacElly shone the beam on the middle of the 
altar stone that inhabited the center of the structure. A small, dark, round patch of stone 
glistened in the beam from the light. Writing carved as fine as the most delicate 
penmanship filled the center of the darker stone. 
 “What’s it say?” Coltran asked MacElly who was squinting at the writing, lit by 
the glow of the flashlight. 
 “I don’t know,” MacElly said after a moment of study. “It kind of reminds me of 
some Welsh I saw in a museum once. We may have to get Roberto in here.” 
 Coltran nodded, “Can Roberto read Welsh?” 
 “Well he is a linguist, it’s his job isn’t it,” MacElly said with a laugh, and then 
added more seriously, “I doubt it. It’s not very well known and there were different 
dialects for just about every family.” 

“I thought it was the sarsen stones that were affected,” Coltran said. 
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 “They were,” MacElly replied, “but we don’t have any sensors on the altar.” He 
gestured at the surrounding sentinels of tumbled rocks that towered higher than seven and 
a half meters. “The sarsen stones are too big to look at until light. We’ll have to give 
them a gander in the morning.” 
 Coltran looked around. MacElly was right about that. They would have to wait 
until daylight. 
 They stood in silence for a moment their heads bowed, listening to the rain 
pattering along the Plexiglas roof. 
 “It’s a bit disappointing isn’t it?” MacElly finally asked. 
 Coltran looked at him and nodded, “Is this it? Is this why we’re here?” 
 “Really it is quite amazing, if you think about it,” MacElly shrugged, “It was 
probably written by fairies or some such nonsense,” Coltran heard the grin in MacElly’s 
voice. 
 “I think I’m too tired to appreciate it,” Coltran said, “Maybe in the morning I’ll be 
overcome with awe. Right now it just seems like…” He stopped and waved his hand, not 
having any words to finish his sentence. 
 “We could feed it to the computers,” MacElly said. 
 Coltran shook his head, “I don’t think they eat sandstone.” 
 “Was that a joke?” MacElly asked with mock incredulity, “Ol’ stiff as stones 
himself just made his first joke. How does it feel?” He punched Coltran in the arm 
playfully and chuckled. 
 Coltran didn’t smile, he still felt like the morning was too far away to smile. 
 “Might as well wait until Roberto gets here,” Coltran said starting back to the 
Portal. “It’ll be light then,” 
 “Right,” MacElly said, “Today’s Wednesday?” 
 Coltran only nodded, not worrying whether MacElly could see the gesture or not. 
 “Roberto doesn’t work on Wednesdays.”  MacElly said. 
 Coltran turned around as he stepped up onto the wooden floor of the office. “Then 
give him a call.  I’m going outside to sleep in the car until he gets here.”  He headed for 
the outside door. 
 “See you then.” 
 “What did you find?” Smith asked anxiously. 
 “There was something written on one of the stones that we can’t read. We’ll have 
to call Roberto in as soon as it gets light,” MacElly answered. 
 Coltran opened the door and jogged to his car. He was still thinking about how 
soggy England was when he tumbled uncomfortably into slumber. 

*** 
 The slam of a car door knocked him out of sleep three hours later. He sat upright 
suddenly and saw Roberto’s broad back disappearing into the building.  The rain still fell 
in a soft drizzle but it was almost light out now and the sun was peeking its top 
underneath the blanket of clouds to the east. 
 He hurried through the door, wondering grumpily why he bothered. His jacket 
was still damp from his earlier encounter with the rain and his neck felt stiff from 
sleeping in the car. He opened his mouth to say something to Roberto and stopped as his 
eyes passed by the Portal that looked out on Stonehenge. 
 “Close your mouth,” MacElly said, “you’ll let flies in.” 
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 Coltran snapped his jaw shut, his mouth dry.  The stones stood as if they had been 
built only a week ago.  Every stone in place, not one so much as chipped in any way. 
 “What happened?” he asked finally. 
 “We’re not sure.”  MacElly answered him. “I think that’s what the whole electric 
current and rising temperature thing was about last night.” 
 “That is not possible,” Roberto muttered, his Spanish accent only barely 
noticeable under the carefully pronounced words.  
 “I have a feeling you’ll see a lot of things that are not possible before this year is 
over,” Smith muttered dryly. 
 “Let’s go show Roberto the altar stone,” MacElly said. 

Coltran nodded but he couldn’t move. He couldn’t take his eyes off the stones 
standing like sentinels untouched by the passage of time. 
 MacElly bumped him from behind and made a waving motion with his hand to 
get him to move. He stepped out of the way and MacElly grabbed his arm and pulled him 
along. MacElly led the three of them out to the center of the huge circle, Coltran and 
Roberto staring at the stones in awe. The muscle-bound Castilian tripped on a clump of 
soil and caught himself on one of the stones. As they approached the center MacElly 
tapped Roberto’s thick shoulder and pointed to the altar stone. Roberto flushed in 
excitement. 
 MacElly grinned at the two of them, for some reason totally unperturbed by what 
had happened.  Coltran stared up at the giant trilithons, turning in a circle, his face frozen 
in wonder.  Roberto simply ogled the writing on the altar stone, his jaw open slightly. 
 Finally Roberto moved toward the stone and peered at the writing through his thin 
glasses. 
 “It looks like ancient Welsh,” Roberto said. “It is an odd dialect, but I think that is 
what it is.” 
 “That’s what I thought,” MacElly told him. “Some of it looks a little different, 
though.” 
 Roberto peered at MacElly skeptically over the tops of his spectacles. 
 “Didn’t I say I thought it was Welsh?’ MacElly appealed to Coltran. Coltran 
didn’t answer. 
 “Those are Hebrew characters,” Roberto told him, indicating a small section with 
his finger. “Some of the characters I am not familiar with.” 
 Coltran finally turned around to look over the Castilian's shoulder. “What puzzles 
me is how it got there. It wasn’t there before last night.” 
 “Half the rest of Stonehenge was not much better than gravel,” MacElly pointed 
out, “All we can guess is that it serves some purpose in whatever it is that we are waiting 
for.” 
 “Until now” Coltran muttered, “I didn’t actually believe there was any point to all 
this. This thing, whatever it does,” he waved his hand at the stones, “seems to work 
perfectly without our help.” 
 MacElly glanced around and shrugged. 
 “Feel it,” Roberto said, his voice reverent. He was rubbing his hand over the 
writing. He held a camera in his other hand. 
 Coltran reached out and felt the stone. The circle of writing felt as smooth as 
glass. As soon as his hand left the circle the stone was rough again. 
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 Roberto stood up, “This should just take a couple of minutes. I may have to get 
on,” he paused as he searched for the word, “on the Net, and find a translation for some 
of the symbols.” 
 Roberto took some quick photos of the writing and headed back toward the Portal. 
MacElly and Coltran remained behind, standing with their hands in their pockets staring 
at the stones around them. Coltran shook his head slowly as if in disbelief. MacElly 
pushed his glasses up his nose and looked down at the round circles of shadow dancing 
across the grass as the light from outside shone through the rain running off the Plexiglas 
roof. 
 Coltran suddenly felt very tiny. 
 “Intimidating old things aren’t they?” MacElly said as if he had read Coltran’s 
mind. 
 “I can’t even imagine what will happen on the solstice when it’s supposed to do… 
whatever it does,” Coltran finished lamely. 
 “I wonder...” MacElly mumbled quietly.  For the first time Coltran noticed a 
touch of emotion in his usually calm and good-humored voice. He didn’t finish the 
sentence. 
 “I suppose we’ll find out soon enough,” Coltran told him solemnly. 
 “Uh, Coltran.”  Roberto cleared his throat behind them. 
 He started, “What is it?” 
 “I think I have got it figured out,” he said.  His eyes lit up his face and betrayed 
the excitement that his other features kept hidden. 
 Coltran glanced at MacElly who was standing nearby Roberto. “Let’s go see the 
grand mystery.”  He said trying to make his voice sound as unaffected as MacElly’s was. 
It didn’t work. 
 MacElly started forward, “That was fast,” he said to Roberto as he walked past. 
 The big man only shrugged. “It was easier than I thought at first. The Hebrew was 
used, I think, just to make some phrases shorter. It translated very well.” 
 They followed Roberto through the Portal and approached his desk, a small island 
of neatness amongst the general clutter in the rest of the office. Roberto stepped forward 
and hit a couple of buttons. “This is the inscription,” he said as it displayed the characters 
on the screen, “and this,” he tapped another button, “is the translation.” 
 Coltran pulled Roberto’s chair over and sat down as he stared at the screen, “Print 
it out. Make as many copies as you can, we may need them later.” 
 “Already done,” Roberto said. 

 Coltran started reading. 
 

 “In the day of the Return, shall one man, a descendant of 
Merlin, the Magician of Camelot, stand in the center of the 
hanging stones of Salisbury. When that man has done this, 
the circle will be complete, the creature that was and is no 
more, the creature that never was, and never has been, shall 
walk again but for the first time among men upon the dirt of 
the Earth. It will shake the ground with its passing, and 
wind will blow, and the water shall stand still.” 
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 Coltran looked at MacElly who was reading over his shoulder, “It’s garbage,” he 
muttered, “meaningless. What do you make of it?” 
 “I don’t know, I didn’t write the bloody thing,” MacElly said.  “I think the fairies 
that wrote it were just a bit daft.” 
 “Maybe it’s the translation?” Coltran asked. 
 “Descendent of Merlin?”  MacElly chuckled, “I always fancied myself quite 
wizardly. He is buried in Edinburgh, you know.” 
 Coltran glared at him. 
 “No, really,” MacElly insisted, “I think he was my great uncle.” 
 Smith glanced up from one of the printouts, “If he’s your uncle then you’re not a 
descendant. Who said it had to be taken literally anyway?” 
 MacElly looked at her. “Spit it out, girl. What are you thinking?” he asked. 
 She shrugged, “It could mean… somebody who follows in his career, somebody 
who learned from him, or… anybody.” 
 “If anybody could do it then why include it in the instruction booklet?” MacElly 
asked. 
 “I don’t think it likely that somebody in the twentieth century has learned 
anything from a mythical character. It’s even less likely that somebody has followed in 
his ‘career’,” Coltran told her. 
 “Twenty-First century,” she said. 
 “What?” 
 “It’s the twenty-first century.”  She said. 
 “Whatever,” Coltran said, “the point is that we don’t have a chance of finding a 
person like you’ve described.” 
 “Why not? Maybe Merlin was not a magician, maybe he was a very well learned 
physicist, or chemist,” she said giving MacElly a frosty look as he opened his mouth to 
retort, “…or both.” 
 “Smith,” Coltran said, his voice frustrated, “he would have to have known more 
about both subjects than we do now in order to have done half of what the stories about 
Merlin claim.” He had to make a conscious effort to keep his voice from escalating into a 
shout. 
 “That’s assuming he even existed in the first place.”  MacElly put in. 
 “Legends are based on facts. Maybe he was an alchemist.”  Smith said. 
 “Perhaps it is meant to be figurative,” Roberto spoke softly, “Like a man who can 
do things that people today find amazing, or somebody respected as an advisor to a high 
official.” 
 Nobody said anything against that one; it was easier to accept. 
 “Let’s move on,” MacElly said, “This is making my head feel like a black-smith’s 
anvil” 
 “Exactly what does an anvil feel like?” Smith asked with mock sincerity. 
 MacElly glared at her and tried to hide his grin by turning back to read the 
message on the screen. The friendly repartee between the two of them never stopped but 
it bothered Coltran this morning and made him even more on edge. 
 “Let’s try and focus,” he grumbled. “’…the creature that was and is no more, the 
creature that never was, and never has been, shall walk again but for the first time among 
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men upon the dirt of the Earth,’” he read out loud. “Do you think it’s talking about 
several different creatures or is it just daft fairies, as MacElly puts it?” 
  “It sounds like it’s talking all about one animal,” Smith said, “So I guess I’ll 
choose the daft fairies…” 
 “What if the first statement is what is true, and the second is what men believe to 
be true,” Roberto said. 
 Coltran raised his eyebrows, “That’s possible…” 
 “But what is it?” MacElly asked. 
 “It could be Merlin himself,” Smith said excitedly. 
 “That’s not bloody likely,” MacElly said. 
 Smith opened her mouth to argue her point. 
 MacElly lifted his hand to stop her and pointed at the screen with the other, “It 
says creature.” 
 She only looked at him and continued as if he hadn’t spoken, “What if he isn’t 
human?” 
 Nobody answered. 
 Coltran rolled his eyes doubtfully. “The point is that nothing we’ve discussed so 
far is ‘bloody likely’.” This conversation was going nowhere, fast. “What’s the easiest 
solution? Remember Occam’s Razor?” 

“For all we know the creature is the human race and its referred to poetically so 
that we won’t understand that until it happens.”  MacElly said, doubtfully. 
 “The human race is already here,” Smith said. 
 “Why don’t we just wait and find out. We’re never going to guess it from this 
description.” Coltran said. 
 They were all silent for a while, still thinking to themselves. 
 “I’ve got an idea,” Roberto said. “How about me and MacElly run into Salisbury 
and pick up some breakfast for everybody?” 
 “Good idea,” MacElly said, “this is frustrating, I can’t think.” 
 They took orders from the others and headed out. 

Smith and Coltran remained behind to catch up on a backlog of data analysis. The 
lightning from the recent rain had wreaked havoc with the computers and they were 
trying to catch up on lost time caused by power outages and blown fuses. 
 After they left Coltran picked his way through the general clutter to where the 
French technician crouched over a mess of electronics scattered across several tables. 
 Coltran and the others had never been able to pronounce the technician’s name to 
his satisfaction so they called him Jay since they felt relatively certain that was the first 
letter of his name. 
 “More toasty computers, Jay?” Coltran asked. 
 The Frenchman nodded but did not look up from the delicate circuit board he was 
holding. 
 “I’ve never seen lightning like this,” he said, “I installed some more powerful 
surge protectors on all of the most important machines. We’ll just have to rely on the 
battery back-ups if the power goes out.” 
 “Maybe we should contact Ives and talk him into forking over cash for a couple 
of lightning rods.” 

Jay put down the board he was holding and looked up at Coltran skeptically. 
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 “Right,” Coltran muttered as he turned away, “not bloody likely.” 
 Maybe the lightning was attracted to Stonehenge. He shook his head at his own 
foolishness. 

Scientists had been trying to learn how to harness the power of lightning for 
hundreds of years. 
 “Thought of anything yet?” Coltran asked Smith who was staring blankly at the 
screen saver on her computer screen. 
 “I don’t know. The more I think about it the more I think it doesn’t matter,” she 
said. 
 “How can it not matter? According to the text this is the most important thing in 
the world,” Coltran replied sitting in a chair beside her. 
 “Actually, I think that was our Friar friend. The writing doesn’t say anything like 
that,” Smith said. 
 “You should have been a lawyer,” Coltran told her. 

“Well,” she said, tapping the spacebar on her keyboard to wake up the screen. 
“The writing said that the descendant would be there. It doesn’t say that we have to go 
out and find him and hope we can do it before the summer solstice,” she looked at him 
then. “I don’t think it makes any difference what we do. Whoever put that inscription 
there knew what was going to happen. It’s not something we can change.” 
 Coltran made a disgusted face, “How could anybody know what’s going to 
happen? The longer we think about this the more fantastical our ideas become. Next 
you’re going to suggest unicorns and dragons, heralded by heavenly trumpets.” 
 Smith grunted at him and shook her head. “I’m not suggesting time travel or some 
kind of prehistoric seer,” she said. “But a machinist knows what his machine will do.” 
 “Then why did they give us the message anyway,” Coltran said, “There would be 
no point in telling us.” 
 “I don’t know,” she said turning to stare at her screen again, “maybe it was there 
to confuse us, or warn us.  The point is, it doesn’t matter. In my tactics class they taught 
us that any information you did not know or could not get was irrelevant. Work around it 
and plan for every possible thing that could happen.” 
 “That’s what we’ll have to do I guess,” Coltran said, “Who would have thought 
American military tactics would help in scientific investigation?” 
 “Well,” she said, “I think that’s actually Sun Tsu.” 
 Coltran groaned, “I hope this never becomes an art or a war.” 
 She did not answer for a few minutes. There was silence in the room interrupted 
only by the patter of rain on the roof and the high-pitched whirring of computer fans. 
Even the lightning and thunder had stopped.  When she did answer it was in a voice that 
sounded almost like she was dreaming. 
 “I hope so too,” was all she said, “I hope so too.” 
 
___Stonehenge Complex, Salisbury Plain June 23 
 
 The rain pattered against the roof. 
 Coltran tried to remember if the rain had stopped in the last several months. It had 
waxed and waned but he felt sure that no interruption had occurred. Every little 
depression overflowed with water and the plain looked like a shimmering wetland.  The 
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flood filled the ditch that surrounded the stones. He wondered how it felt to be a raindrop 
-- curl up tight and fall to the ground -- the ultimate thrill ride. He imagined tiny little 
screams pitched much higher than human ears could hear emanating from the small bits 
of water. 
 He stood inside the office, staring through the Portal at the stones in the predawn 
light. They rose, majestic and proud, casting their elongated shadows across the plain -- 
so immense that they created pockets of near darkness in their midst. 
 The tip of the sun peeked underneath the cloud blanket that covered the sky on the 
Eastern horizon. A flurry of movement prompted him to turn around. 

Smith rushed from computer to computer, making sure that all of them showed 
active screens and were collecting data. 
 MacElly clapped his hands and looked at Coltran with his eyes twinkling. “This is 
it, old boy. This is it.” 
 Lightning flashed suddenly as if an accent to what he had said. The bolt of 
lightning blasted a crater in the rain-softened soil not a hundred meters from the building 
hurling clods of mud and grass into the air. The thunder came immediate and deafening. 
Coltran’s heart stuttered in his chest and his breath caught in his throat. 
 Complete silence reined for two heartbeats as each of them looked outside and 
then at each other, eyes wide. 
 “Are we going to live through this?” MacElly asked as he came up to stand beside 
Coltran. “The next one might hit us. If it does, we’re dead.” 
 “The sun’s coming up,” Coltran shouted, “Are all the monitors on?” 
 “Fired up and ready,” Smith replied from right behind him. “We just wait now.” 
 The building shuddered suddenly from the insistent boom of another slash of 
lightning. 
 Absolute stillness followed on its heels. Even the raindrops ceased their endless 
thrill-ride to the earth. 
 “Look at that,” Smith said. 
 Coltran’s eyes followed her pointing finger. 
 Directly above the stones the clouds roiled. Like a great hole in the sky, they 
twisted apart and a bright beam of light slashed through the pre-dawn twilight and 
pounced upon the top of the stones. 
 He glanced to the East. The sun, fingers of red and orange streaking underneath 
the cloud cover, kissed the tip of the heel stone with a magenta blush. 
 Thunder shattered the silence, rolling in one incessant, crashing rumble. All of 
them flinched and the room lights flickered. Several computer screens suddenly went 
dark and Coltran could smell the stench of burnt circuitry. 
 Out across the field a bolt of magnesium white lightning pounded into the henge 
joined by four other jagged pillars of pure energy. They surrounded the stones at equal 
angles. 
 Coltran covered his ears and cried out. The building around him vibrated under 
the onslaught of sound. 
 “What’s happening?” he yelled, his voice completely swallowed by the constant 
reverberating of the thunder.  He made his way among the computers toward where 
Smith sat frantically scanning the screen. 
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 She shouted something at him and pointed at her computer screen. Even inches 
from her face he couldn’t hear what she was saying. 
 He glanced toward the stones. 

Pure white light knifed painfully through his vision. A rush of air and a deafening 
roar threw him backward.  He felt the back of his leg collide with one of the tables. The 
table tipped over spilling the computer to the floor. He fell over backward and felt the 
crunch of broken monitor glass biting into his back.  He could feel tiny molten plastic 
particles pelting his skin. 
 Plexiglas, he realized, tiny bits of Plexiglas. The cube had shattered, blasting 
miniscule bits of the Portal across the room. 
 The roar of the lightning still hammered at his body. He felt like the sound might 
make his heart stop beating or his eardrums burst. It vibrated his entire body with an 
endless thrumming that threatened to force him into madness. 

He struggled to his feet. Small rivulets of blood ran down his back where the 
monitor shards had sliced his skin. 
 Someone touched his arm.  
 “It’s me, Coltran,” he yelled, “I can’t see.” 
 If the other responded he couldn’t hear it. He couldn’t hear his own shouts. 
 Darkness surrounded him on all sides. He tried to breathe deeply to calm the 
panic that threatened to seize control of him. 
 Dim shapes began to take form, emerging from the darkness that seized his 
vision. 
 He stood, frozen in place, and waited for sight to return. His ears battered into his 
head. 
 He faced the south wall of the office surrounded by tiny balls of melted Plexiglas 
and smashed computers. MacElly stood beside him rubbing his eyes furiously. 
 Another shockwave hit his back, knocking the air from his lungs and slamming 
him into the wall. 
 His forehead smashed into the sheetrock and he cried out in pain.  He fell to the 
floor on his hands and knees.  His head throbbed. He felt lightheaded and nauseated. 
 He saw MacElly trying to get to his feet. “Stay down,” he yelled as loud as he 
could, trying to be heard over the clangor. It was no use, the intensity of the thunder had 
increased with the last blast that had put a Coltran shaped dent in the south wall. He 
waved his arm and MacElly slowly lowered himself to the floor. 
 Coltran scanned along the floor and saw Smith lying near the remaining 
computers, a trickle of blood running from a cut above her left eyebrow. 

He motioned for MacElly to follow and began crawling across the room toward 
her. 
 Coltran and MacElly stood up long enough to drag Smith to the southeast corner 
of the office where a small cul-de-sac jutted from the east wall, guarding the entrance to 
the restrooms. 
 Coltran leaned his back against the wall of the cul-de-sac and sank down to the 
floor, his knees drawn up to his chest. 
 MacElly made some cryptic motions with his hands and crawled off across the 
room. 
 There was another boom as another lightning bolt struck. 
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 MacElly returned, dragging Jay along the Plexiglas littered floor. 
 “I can’t find Roberto,” MacElly mouthed. 
 Another shockwave struck, pushing debris around the floor. Chips of paint and 
plaster began falling from the walls, vibrated off by the intense rolling of the endless 
thunder. 
 Coltran looked at MacElly who held up five fingers, five strikes. 
 They sat in the small area behind the wall for several minutes before Coltran 
motioned to MacElly, pantomiming putting sunglasses on. 

MacElly shrugged doubtfully. 
He waited for thirty more seconds, his ears pulsing painfully to the steady rhythm 

of the thunder. Then, deciding that the shockwaves had ended, he darted out and picked 
up Smith’s sunglasses that lay amidst the debris not far from where they had found her. 
 MacElly was right. He could hardly keep his eyes open and they watered so bad 
he could hardly see. 
 All five lightning bolts leaped about on the lintels of the outer circle of sarsen 
stones.  They seemed to be doing an intricate dance, their ends reaching into the heavens. 
He turned away almost immediately, even through the dark plastic the light left his vision 
momentarily blackened. 
 MacElly stepped up to his side. 

An arc of green flame shot out of the ground. It arced above their heads and 
stopped directly above the stones. Another arc shot from his other side and the tips 
touched each other to form an arch. 
 He watched as the bright green flames converged from all around to form a dome 
over Stonehenge. 
 His scalp felt like it was being crushed. 
 He fell to his knees and curled up into a fetal position, his head in his hands as his 
fingers clawed at his invisible enemy. His cry of pain disappeared amidst the sound of 
thunder. 
 MacElly dropped to his knees beside him. Coltran screamed in agony. 
 The pain stopped, as quickly as it had begun. It left behind a weariness that 
infected every muscle. He curled up on the floor, too weak to rise. 

MacElly offered him a hand to help him stand, confusion and concern written all 
over his face. Coltran felt like he hadn’t eaten in a week.  He adjusted his sunglasses and 
looked at the stones again.  There was a streak of green flame shooting into the center of 
the stones from the focal point of the dome. 

He could remember hearing that one bolt of lightning held enough electricity to 
power Sidney for a year. Enough power had been expended in the last half hour to keep 
the entire world well supplied for hundreds of years. Such power. To control it would 
mean the end of energy concerns, pollution, and oil dependency. It could also be a 
devastating tool in war. 
 “A descendant of Merlin shall stand in the center,” he breathed not expecting to 
be heard, “the circuit will be complete.” 
 He looked at MacElly. The Scott wasn’t watching him. Smith was unconscious. 
Coltran felt an abrupt urge to run forward and leap into the center of the maelstrom. He 
fought the urge, which seemed to grow stronger until every muscle was clenched tight 



Approaching Darkness 
Jesse Whitehead 
154,000 words 

14   

with restraint. If he went in there what would happen? He would probably die, he 
decided, squinting at the mass of power flowing through and around the stones.  
 Maybe the sound of the thunder had driven him insane, maybe it was his destiny, 
and maybe he was just plain crazy, but something clicked in his mind and he knew right 
then that nothing would stop him. He took one step forward praying that MacElly 
wouldn’t realize what he was doing. He didn’t have the strength to resist.  He saw 
MacElly reach out a hand to grab his arm. He broke into a staggering run hoping his 
muscles wouldn’t collapse.  He skirted around an overturned table and slipped in the 
broken shards of glass. He fell to the floor with a thud and rolled over trying to push 
himself up again. 
 He saw MacElly diving over the table to grab him and he kicked weakly. MacElly 
grabbed his foot with one hand, holding it still. Coltran struggled with his weakened 
muscles to get free.  MacElly kneeled down and pinned Coltran’s arms to the ground. 
 “You can’t go in there,” the Scott’s lips moved but no sound could be heard. His 
mouth continued to move, screaming at him. 
 Coltran felt the pain begin to build up again.  His head twisted sideways and his 
eyes bugged out.  He went berserk, his body frantic to end the suffering. He twisted and 
MacElly miraculously let go. He stood and tried to run but MacElly caught his wrist and 
held him firmly. Coltran jerked his arm but MacElly wouldn’t let go. 
 Coltran whirled around in desperation and planted a fist in MacElly’s face. His 
strike felt weak, but MacElly let go again. Coltran broke into a run, his hands clutching 
his head as he struggled to remain upright. Everything seemed to slow down to a crawl.  
He seemed to be conscious of every molecule of his body.  His toes dug into the hard-
packed, chalky soil through his shoes. His shoulders hunched as he leaned into his run.  
His torn shirtsleeves whipped against his arms. He smelled ozone and hot plastice, burnt 
circuits and scorched grass. MacElly ran behind him, trying to keep up. 
 He passed the inner circle of blue stones. 
 His head reverberated with pain so intense that his vision blacked out. He could 
no longer see, the brightness stabbed his eyes and bored into his head. The sound of the 
thunder beat against his brain and engulfed his mind. He could feel every hair on his 
body standing on end as the air crackled around him. 
 He passed the giant trilithons that made up the outer horseshoe. 
 His heart beat in his chest, the blood running through his veins, carrying the 
adrenaline that pushed him onward. He could feel oxygen being carried to every cell in 
his body with each expansion of his lungs. 
 He ran. 
 Then he heard MacElly, yelling his name. 
 

*** 
 
MacElly screamed. The clangor of the thunder assaulted his senses, swept his voice 
away. 
“Coltran,” he yelled, pain and anger giving his voice fervor. 
 He took a few token steps toward Coltran, then stopped, watching the fuzzy dark 
silhouette of his friend hurling into the blinding energy that filled the center of the stones. 
 Without hesitating Coltran leaped into the center of the coruscating energy. 
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 “Coltran,” MacElly screamed again. He had just an instant to be shocked at the 
sound of his voice and the sudden silence that followed it before he was hurled off his 
feet. A flat disk of light exploded outward from where Coltran had made his last leap. It 
picked up MacElly and hurled him backward. He impacted the back wall and felt it give 
as his back smashed into it, creating a hole in the sheetrock. All around he heard the 
sounds of debris crashing into the wall around him. He fell to the floor smashing his 
knees, shins, and elbows on the debris that had collected beneath him. His ribs twanged 
sharply when he tried to breathe. 
 He started to rise painfully to his feet but another explosion bore him to his hands 
and knees again, gasping in pain as his nose throbbed and his ribs scraped across his back 
with each breath. 
 He huddled there shaking for several long minutes, his ears banging painfully on 
either side of his head as they struggled to recover from the mighty battle that had been 
waged against them. 
 He pulled himself from the rubble that piled up around him. 
 The carnage looked even worse than he felt. The steel girders that had held the 
Plexiglas dome over the stones so stoically were twisted like coat-hangar wire and 
mushroomed out from the center. The stones themselves no longer existed as such. 
Gravel and sand filled their place, piled like some giant’s rock garden. 
 The stones that seemed like eternal guardians of time the day before were gone. 
 Smith and Jay lay on the floor not far away. The cul-de-sac around the bathroom 
entrance had shielded them from the shockwaves. 
 MacElly inched his way along the wreckage to where they lay slumped on the 
ground. There was still no sign of Roberto. 
 Smith began to stir as he approached. 
 She sat up by the time he reached her and stared out at where the stones had been.  
He tapped her on the shoulder. 
 “You’re finally awake,” he said. 
 She nodded, “Yeah. I don’t feel so good.” 
 MacElly nodded slowly. 
 “Is your cell still working?” he asked, “We need to call for help.” 
 “Where’s Coltran,” she asked, “and Roberto?” 
 MacElly shrugged as he took her phone from her and flipped it open, “Roberto’s 
been missing from the beginning. Coltran may very well have just atomized himself.”  He 
told her what had happened and she stared at him in shock. 
 He made a quick call for emergency services and then another to Friar Ives in 
Westminster. The Friar wasn’t available so he left a message with the Abbey secretary. 
 “I think Jay’s in pretty bad shape,” Smith said when he hung up, “I think he 
cracked his skull.” 
 “I sent for help,” MacElly said, “If they’re not here in an hour then I’ll walk into 
town and steal an ambulance.” 
 “Maybe Coltran figured out the puzzle,” Smith said looking up at him, “Maybe he 
just guessed.” 

She looked good even then, battered, and bruised, with blood caked darkly under 
her nose and her hair knotted. MacElly wondered as he looked at her if there was ever a 
time when she did not look good. 
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 “Doesn’t that hurt?” he asked. 
 She looked at him, “You look worse than I do.” MacElly assumed that was 
probably so. 
 “Well, that goes without saying” he said. 
 Smith stood up and looked out across the plain at the twisted pieces of the steel 
beams. “What if he guessed wrong?” she asked. 
 “I’d rather not think about that,” MacElly said. He wondered at her tranquility. 
 “The heal stone’s still there,” she said, pointing. 
 He followed her finger, pushing his glasses up his nose. Sure enough the heel 
stone stood just as it had before, listing slightly to the left. 
 Smith suddenly sucked her breath in and started toward the rubble pile that had 
once been Stonehenge. 
 “What’s wrong?” he called after her as he struggled to follow. His muscles cried 
out in protest and his ribs stabbed at his back. 
  “I think I’ve found Roberto,” she said. 
 The Spaniard was smeared with blood and his clothes were half torn from his 
body. The way his chest heaved suggested that he had more than a few ribs that were 
severely broken. His jaw leaked viscous blood and his right arm and left leg were folded 
at impossible angles. 
 MacElly resisted the urge to gag at the sight, “How did he get so beat up?” he 
asked. 
 Smith shook her head. She was standing and staring at the man lying on the rocks. 
 “We need to move him,” MacElly said. 
 “No,” Smith told him sharply, “He may have broken his back. We don’t want to 
move him. Besides, look at how he breathes. I think one of his lungs has been punctured. 
It might have collapsed. We don’t want to drive his ribs into the other lung.” 
 They stood and stared at the body, silent for several long minutes. MacElly felt a 
deep desperation gripping his chest. His friends perished around him. One had committed 
suicide while MacElly watched. 
 “Shouldn’t be more than an hour,” he said finally, trying to break the silence. He 
turned away from the macabre scene of Roberto splayed out and bloodied among the 
wreckage. 

He met Smith’s gaze and in that brief instant before she looked away he could see 
the pain hidden there. She felt the same deep, traumatic sorrow that he did. In that instant 
he felt closer to her than in all their years of friendship. This common experience tied 
them together in ways that went beyond rapport, or closeness. 

He looked up at the sky, turning around slowly as he surveyed the clouds, that one 
perfectly round hole was still there directly above them.  He felt a small drop on his 
cheek, then another. 

“No bloody roof,” he muttered. 
 

*** 
 
 Coltran burned. Even his atoms broke down into their component parts and 
shattered across the universe in a single instant. He screamed in terror as much as agony. 
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His head no longer pulsed with crushing pain but his body seethed. He had no head, no 
body, nothing. 
 Suddenly a vertiginous feeling overtook him as if falling from a great height. It 
ended abruptly. 
 He wondered if he had died. If so the after-life seemed a spectacularly dismal 
place. 
 “William, this is important, wake up.” a voice broke into the darkness and his 
eyes snapped open suddenly. 

“I’m awake,” he heard a voice say defensively, a little boy’s voice. Coltran would 
have sworn it was his own mouth that did the moving. 

“You must pay attention. We have so little time.” The man who had spoken was 
ancient. He wore a brown robe, which seemed to be the same color as his dark, leathery 
skin. A long white beard flowed down across his chest. Deep blue eyes peered out of a 
cracked and wrinkled face. Those eyes were filled with wisdom and… power. They 
seemed to dig deep into his soul. They reminded him of the ocean-blue eyes of Friar Ives. 
He was unable to turn away, his body no longer under his control. 
 He was in a room, dirt walls and floor, cramped with shelves and stacks of books 
ranging in size from small sheaves of paper to huge leather tomes. A small table hunched 
in the center of the room with the old man resting his elbows on it, one of the larger 
books open in front of him. 
 “How much did you miss?” the old man asked, his voice clearly frustrated. 
 “I wasn’t sleeping,” the boy’s voice insisted, his own share of impatience coming 
through. Again, it was Coltran’s mouth saying the words. 
 The old man continued to stare at Coltran for several more seconds while Coltran, 
unwillingly looked on, defiant. 
 Coltran’s mind whirled. What was happening to him? Why was he not in control 
of his body? Why was his voice the voice of a small child? 
 “William,” the man’s voice softened, “this is vitally important, what I am trying 
to teach you.” 
 “But it’s so old. Stonehenge was built more than three thousand years ago, not 
even you were alive back then.” 
 Coltran began to get a queasy feeling then. Stonehenge was nearly five thousand 
years old. 
 He remembered a story he had read when he was a child about time travelers and 
how cautious they had to be in order to not change anything so that when they returned 
their world would still be the same. Is that what happened? I can’t move or talk so that I 
don’t change anything? I’m just an observer. 
 He remembered another story he had read about a coma patient who, upon waking 
could remember very clear details of events that happened many years before the 
patient’s birth. 
 He felt a sudden sinking feeling. People didn’t always wake up from comas. 
 He considered that both solutions were probably likely. Time travel had been 
conjectured for years but dismissed because it would require tremendous power. Like that 
of several lightning bolts. 
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 On the other hand, getting put in a coma was relatively easy; a small bump on the 
head could do it if it jarred the brain the right way, or the wrong way depending on how 
you looked at it. 
 Why build a time machine to send a crazy, overweight physicist back in time to 
be trapped in the body of a little boy? 
 Why imagine the same scenario while in a comatose state? 
 He decided that, until proven otherwise, he would assume time travel. 
 “Don’t be so sure,” the old man raised an eyebrow and looked pointedly at 
Coltran. 
 Finally William looked down and Coltran’s gaze turned away from those deep 
blue eyes. 
 The old man stood up, “There is work to be done, if this bores you. I trust you can 
stay awake for that?” 
 William’s voice had not started to change yet and he couldn’t be more than ten or 
twelve. However, when he stood up to follow the old man through the only door, his head 
came nearly to the man’s chin. The old man, despite his obvious age stood tall and erect. 
William, it appeared, was a very large boy. 
 The room they emerged from was built into the side of a hill. Stonehenge could be 
seen majestically crowning the plain half a kilometer distant. 
 “Come quickly, son,” the old man said as he started off. 

“Yes, father,” William sighed and hurried to catch up. 
 “You were there?” the boy asked. 
 The old man started, almost imperceptibly, then continued on, briskly. 
 “You said, ‘don’t be so sure’” William insisted, “that means that you were alive 
when the stones were made.” 
 “Yes,” the man replied, “and so are you, we have not finished them have we?” 
 William sighed in frustration but did not reply. 
 They walked on in silence for a few moments. 
 When the old man spoke again his voice was solemn, as if he shared something 
sacred that he rarely mentioned even to his closest friends. 
 “Yes, I was there. When the trench for the henge was started I scraped the dirt 
away with the shoulder bone of a deer I had slain. I helped dig the earth. I planted these 
very stones that we now call Stonehenge, the hanging stones. I began this great 
monument and only I am left to finish it.” 
 If the man hadn’t been so solemn, so grave in his confession, Coltran would have 
dismissed the story as an outrageous boast. Something in the man’s voice spoke to his 
soul and whispered truth to his mind. He believed. 

Who was this man who had lived for thousands of years?  
Such dark things he must have witnessed. 

 “How did you live so long?” the boy asked. 
 “Not all my secrets are learned so easily, son.”  The man replied. “That is one you 
must learn for yourself. But you will, I feel sure of it.” 
 He started feeling the rough surface of one of the stones. The faint sound of 
grinding rocks vibrated up through William’s feet. A small hole in the ground, just big 
enough for a person to fit through opened at the base of the large upright.   
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 Coltran was not fond of dark, cramped places. The space beneath the stones was 
exactly that. No more than a meter high in most places, the hole reminded Coltran of the 
plumbing crawlspace beneath his house. The great pillars that reached for the sky above 
ground also burrowed several meters into the soil and created a labyrinth of thick 
columns that gave him a creepy feeling. Long copper cables wrapped tightly around the 
pillars, criss-crossed the floor and draped from the ceiling. The cables were packed in a 
thin layer of mud that had been dried and baked onto their surface. 
 The rest of the day was carried out in almost complete silence. Coltran found 
himself completely baffled by the work that they were doing. They crawled among the 
wires, dirt and mud covering their torsos completely. Occasionally William would scrape 
the chalky mud from the ground and rub it along one of the cables. 
 “When I die,” the old man told William, “this must be destroyed.” 
 “You’re not going to die,” William scoffed, “You’ve lived forever.” 
 “To complete this work, it must be destroyed.” 
 William didn’t reply to that and they continued working in silence until the light 
from the opening above them faded to blackness. 
 “Father?” William asked, as they trudged back across the plain. “Are we going to 
hell?” 
 “No,” the old man said, obviously surprised by the non sequitur. “Where did that 
come from?” 
 “Father Owens, in Salisbury, he says that I am the spawn of the devil,” William 
said, “he says that’s why I’m so tall.” 
 “That’s nonsense William. Father Owens is a superstitious man. Your mother left 
you to die and I found you. You are a foundling child, nothing more. The devil has no 
spawn.” 
 Coltran’s vision blurred and a scream tore from his lips as he hurled into 
blackness once again. 
 

*** 
 
Coltran slammed to a stop. His eyes flew open. He stared into darkness. 

 Somebody pounded on the door angrily and a light flared as the old man lit a 
candle. 
 William scrambled to his feet. He stood taller than his adopted father now, his 
arms and legs thick with muscle. 

“Who is it,” he bellowed, his voice cracked as he spoke. He was still young, 
maybe fourteen. 

“Open up in the name of the king,” came the reply. 
William grabbed a long, broad-headed pike that was leaned against the wall next 

to the door. 
 He looked at his father, who nodded once, then opened the door and stepped 
outside. Half a dozen mounted men surrounded the entrance to their subterranean 
dwelling. One of them had a spear butt raised to strike the door again. 
 The old man’s voice rang out, “Are your actions so evil that they must be done in 
darkness?” 



Approaching Darkness 
Jesse Whitehead 
154,000 words 

20   

 “It is you who are evil, Druid,” the soldier said with a sneer. He wore a leather 
vest with metal rings sewn into it, as did the others. The man dismounted, and leaned his 
spear against his horse. 
 “What have I done?” the old man asked in the same tone. 
 “You are a druid, you have been seen performing satanic rites at the heathen 
altar.” The captain sneered, “The punishment is death.” 
 “I serve only God,” the old man said softly. “The time has come,” he muttered 
quietly so that Coltran could barely hear him. 
 “Do not blaspheme,” the captain snarled, “I am God’s messenger, here to perform 
his justice.” Spittle flew from his lips as he drew his sword and advanced. 
 Suddenly he stopped, the foot-long blade of William’s pike touching his Adam’s 
apple. 
 “William,” the Druid said, “Do not hurt yourself.” 
 William did not move. 
 The soldier lowered his sword and backed away from the pike slowly, “Don’t test 
me, boy.” He spit out the last word like a bitter root. 
 The warrior stepped backward one step. William began to lower the pike toward 
the ground. 

Without losing the sneer that twisted his face, the captain stepped forward, 
slashing down to bury the pike tip in the ground. William acted swiftly. He spun his 
weapon away from the falling blade and brought the butt end around to the soldier’s jaw. 
The man’s head spun around and he did a short pirouette before falling to the ground. 
 Coltran found himself in the middle of the most terrifying moments of his life. 
 The other riders spurred their horses forward, their swords drawn. William 
stepped calmly, planting his feet with purpose as he whirled the long wooden shaft of his 
weapon. He jabbed one in the face with the butt-end of the shaft almost before his horse 
could start to move. Spinning to the side he clubbed a second rider in the side of the head. 
He ducked into a roll and came to his feet behind the three remaining soldiers. 
 He slashed his blade across the back of one soldier, catching the tip in the metal 
ring that was sown into his leather jerkin. William brought the other end of the pike 
around and hammered it into the man’s shoulder while he was caught off balance. The 
other two soldiers turned their horses around and came up on either side of him. 
 William braced his feet firmly in the ground and rammed his shoulder into the 
flank of the horse on his right. The horse, caught off balance, whinnied and fell sideways. 
William followed it and rolled to his back struggling to rise. 
 “William,” the old man yelled in warning. 

William dove sideways. A sword slashed across his shoulder. William cried out in 
pain and rolled, knocked off balance by the blow. He stopped, lying on his back, the 
soldier that had cut him reversed his grip on his sword so that he could stab with more 
force and leapt at William where he lay prostrate on the ground. William lifted the blade 
of his pike and the man’s own momentum buried the blade six inches into his chest. The 
man sputtered and dropped his sword, blood frothing from his mouth. 
 William let the body fall to the ground and stared at the dying soldier in shock, his 
hands shaking. 
 “This will not go unpunished,” the captain hissed. A dark purple bruise pooled 
along his left cheek and blood splattered from his mouth when he talked. “You killed a 
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King’s man, boy,” he said the last word as though it tasted foul on his tongue. With a 
shout he pulled himself onto his horse and his four companions followed him off into the 
darkness. 
 William stared motionless at the still form stuck to the end of his pike. Blood ran 
down his arm from the wound in his shoulder but he didn’t notice it. His breath came in 
quick gasps. 
 “Hurry, son,” the old man said, “We must leave here. They will be back soon.” 
 “I killed him,” the boy said out loud suddenly. He looked at the old man and 
dropped the weapon to the ground as if some hideous monster was attached to the other 
end. 
 The man looked at him for a moment then said, “I fear that is the consequence of 
using such instruments.” 
 The boy still stared off blankly, “I didn’t mean to kill anyone,” the boy said. 
“Think of his family. They won’t understand that I didn’t mean to. They don’t deserve to 
have their kin killed by a boy.” 
 “We must hurry,” the old man urged. He entered the room behind him and 
returned with the huge leather tome that he had been reading when Coltran had first seen 
him. He began tying it securely to the saddle of the dead man’s horse. 
 Coltran’s head throbbed suddenly. 
 “I fear we will need your weapon still,” the old man said. “Come quickly, there is 
no time to lose.” 
 William numbly pulled the blade of his pike from the dead man’s chest and 
grabbed hold of the horse’s lead rope. 
 Coltran’s head throbbed again. 
 As the old man swung up into the saddle, everything went black and Coltran 
plummeted through darkness once again. 
 

*** 
 
 He slammed to a stop. When his eyes popped open only minutes had passed. The 
boy sat in the saddle of the horse he had mounted, his pike in one hand. The old man was 
dismounted not far off, kneeling down by a big stone, one of the blue stones. They were 
inside the stone circle. 
 Coltran could feel the pain from William’s wound like it was his own. Coltran 
wondered at the feeling. He had felt disconnected from William before, pain and emotion 
so distant that they were almost unnoticeable. 
 Finally the man returned. He led the horse while William rode, clutching his 
shoulder with pain. 
 “My work here is finished,” the old man said. “Thirty five hundred years of work 
and it will all be gone in less than a day.” 
 “May we stop,” William gasped. “I think their blades were not clean.” 
 “No,” the man said, “They will find us if we do. I will try to find a place where 
we can clean the wound. I will not let you die.” 
 They rode on in silence. 
 “You should be proud, son,” the Druid spoke softly, “Not many boys your age 
could kill a fully trained soldier, and even fewer could have taken down four more.” 
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 “Any fool can kill somebody,” the boy said bitterly, “Not anybody can give that 
man back his life, or his family the memories they could have had with him around.” 
 “Perhaps.” the old man said. “It appears there is wisdom in you.” 
 They traveled on, William hunched over the horse’s neck in a feverish delirium, 
until the light of pre-dawn splashed across the midnight blue horizon. 
 In the early light Coltran recognized the wall of rock that rose up on one side and 
the bubbling stream that trickled peacefully along the edge of the path. This was the 
quarry where the sandstone for Stonehenge had been cut. They had come nearly twenty 
miles in the night. 
 William slid from the horse’s back and stumbled to the stream where he cleaned 
the blood from his arm with the icy water. 
 The old Druid came from the trees.  “Don’t unsaddle the horses, William, we may 
need to get away fast.” 
 The boy only nodded, intent on the pain in his shoulder. 
 The old man dug out some salted meat from one of the soldier’s saddlebags and 
they ate. 
 “Is it done?” William asked. 
 “Yes,” the man said, “I am finished. What remains is up to you.” 
 “I can’t destroy it,” William insisted. 
 “That is your task. When the time comes you will know it.” 
 They ate in silence then curled up on the path as exhaustion overcame them. 
Lying in the dust, the boy fell asleep almost instantly. 
 When he awoke it was dark. The old man stood over him; “Hurry, son, you must 
leave quickly. They have almost found us.” 
 “I will stay,” the boy insisted. 
 “You are wounded, you should not fight,” the Druid said. “Just go.” 
 “I can still hold some of them off,” William argued. 
 “I did not say you could not, I said you should not. Now get on the horse and 
ride.” 
 He pushed the pike into William’s hand and shoved him toward the horse. Then 
the man drove the huge leather-bound book down inside one of the saddlebags. 

“I will be alright, now go.” 
William hunched over the neck of the animal, the horse’s hooves pounding the 

ground. An explosion interrupted tore across the night suddenly. He stopped the horse 
and turned around to see a flaming plume of smoke rising into the air. 
 Setting his jaw the boy turned the horse and galloped back to where he had left 
the old man, his pike ready in his hand. As he approached he gripped it with both hands 
guiding the horse with his knees. Pain throbbed through his arm. 
 The road was empty. Horses lay on the ground, sliced open by somebody's blade.  
The boy looked around then stopped, staring at the trees not far off. 
 Coltran could feel the boy’s stomach knot and his throat catch, or was that his 
own feeling? Hanging from an outstretched limb swayed the limp body of the old man, 
his head bent sideways over the rope that held him up by his neck. Lifeless forms littered 
the ground around the tree. As William rode closer they resolved into charred bodies, 
blackened and bloodied by some angry flame. 
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 The boy’s eyes clouded up with tears and his face contorted into a grimace. 
Tracks led back down the path toward the plain. Somebody had survived. The boy 
spurred his horse into a run over the rocky soil, following the tracks. 
 William screamed in rage as they charged onto the plain. He hunched low over 
the horse’s neck gripping the reins with his good hand. His right hand hung low along the 
horse’s flank, holding the long pike shaft, the fever and pain from his shoulder wound 
forgotten. The riders trotted across the plain less than a quarter mile distant. William 
snarled so viciously that a shiver went through Coltran’s mind at the raw savagery that it 
carried. 
 William kicked his heals into the horse’s heaving sides, driving it’s exhausted 
body faster. 
 Coltran was gripped with fear, for the boy and for himself. 
 The riders turned as he approached. William sat up straight, his pike held at an 
angle from his body with the blade pointed toward the ground. A deep animal fury 
coursed through William’s veins infusing him with strength and speed. Two of the men 
lifted their swords and charged at him. Two others came behind bearing short horseman’s 
spears. William lifted the head of his pike and buried it into the abdomen of the soldier on 
his right side. In one motion he tore the blade free and whipped the pole around, his arm 
reaching across his own body, and sliced out the throat of the soldier on his left side. 
 Spears jabbed at him. He gripped the pole of his pike in both hands and tried to 
knock the metal tipped spears away from his body. The shorter haft of the spears gave the 
other men a greater advantage on horseback and for several seconds the air was filled 
with the sound of wooden shafts knocking into each other. 
 Screaming in berserk fury William reached out and shoved the blade of his pike 
into the eye socket of one of his assailants. Just as he did the other man slashed his spear 
across William’s back tracing a long red line through his skin. William shouted in agony 
and turned. His horse danced around in response to his movement and the full force of 
William’s pike blade, mounted on an eight-foot pole, smashed into the side of the 
soldier’s head. His helmet rung like a bell but did little to stop William’s blade from 
ending the man’s life. 
 “Remember me, boy?” A lone soldier sat on top of his horse not twenty feet away 
watching with a sardonic smile on his bruised face. He held a pike loosely across his 
saddle. “They call me Sir David, don’t forget the name, boy. I want you to tell the devil 
who it was that sent you to him.” 
 “You killed my father,” William yelled in rage. 
 “And I’ll kill you too, boy.” Sir David screamed back. 
 Without a word both of them kicked their horses into a gallop, raising their pikes 
like lances. Coltran felt sure how this battle had to end; William had no armor. With only 
twenty feet to charge the horses hardly had more than a few strides each before they 
reached each other, most of that distance would be taken up by the length of the weapons. 
 William, however, had another idea. As soon as he kicked the horse’s flank he 
jumped up, placing his feet in the saddle then leaped into the air, his arms out in front of 
him bearing death down on his enemy. Just before he kicked off of the saddle his tired 
horse stumbled and began to fall. Sir David’s pike wavered and drove into William’s 
horse’s neck as William hurled through the air straight at him. The body of the falling 
horse twisted viciously and jerked the weapon from Sir David’s hands, almost pulling 
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him from his own horse. William’s pike missed David and his left shoulder and head 
smashed into David’s chest with enough force to send them both tumbling to the ground. 
 William rolled to his feet dazed. His shoulder burned where the metal rings of Sir 
David’s vest had bitten his flesh on impact. Sir David lurched to his feet also, his right 
arm that had held his pike hung limply at his side, the bones twisted out of socket. 
 Sir David stumbled toward William who leaned heavily on his pike, his vision 
blurry. David straightened as he got close and his stumble turned into a firm step. He 
stepped in and landed a solid punch across William’s cheek with his good hand. William 
reeled backward and tried desperately to bring his pike to bear. 
 David pulled a knife from his belt and dove toward William. The boy struck out, 
flailing wildly and felt the wooden pole of his shaft strike flesh. There was a loud grunt 
and William lowered the sharp end of his pike and charged toward the dim shape he 
hoped was David. He stopped in only two steps, his pike buried in David’s chest. 
 William let the pike fall from his grasp as the dead man crumpled to the earth. 
William fell to his knees in the short grass his mind numbed with concussion, his body 
bleeding and torn. Tears of exhaustion and grief began to come unbidden to his eyes. His 
body shook and he fell forward, his forehead resting on the ground. The adrenaline that 
had made him so ferocious now left him weak and trembling with exhaustion. 
 Coltran’s head throbbed. 
 The boy was crying loudly now, frustration mixed with rage and sorrow. 
 Coltran’s head throbbed again and everything dropped out of existence as he 
plummeted downward through time. 
 

*** 
 
 The sun blazed at zenith burning Coltran’s eyes as they opened. The hot, humid 
air felt close like a wet blanket wrapped around his lungs. 
 William was standing just outside the underground room in the hill. Sir David’s 
horse stood nearby, nibbling the stubbly grass that covered the plain. The body of 
William’s adopted father hung across its saddle. 

William held his pike ready as he pushed the door open cautiously. His shoulder 
still throbbed painfully and every step sent agony coursing down his back. The stench of 
charred wood and paper tickled his nostrils. A fire had raged in the room. It hadn’t gone 
far, there hadn’t been much air for it to consume. 

William pushed the soot-covered table aside, spilling its contents carelessly and 
began prying at a large round stone with the tip of his pike. 
 Finally he worked the stone up enough to get his fingers under it and slide it 
aside. Underneath the stone lay an unremarkable canvas bag. William fished it out and 
dumped the contents on the soot-blackened ground. Several dozen small packages fell out 
of the bag. Each one was a long tube rolled up in cloth and dipped in wax with a strand of 
rope sticking out of one end. 
 Coltran suddenly had a cold feeling fill his mind. Those small packages looked 
like explosives. Don’t you dare kill me. 
 William scrabbled around among the packages frantically for a moment then 
sighed in relief as his fingers touched something metal. He lifted it up to look at it. It 
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looked like a bronze medallion, about the size of a Silver Dollar, with a fine silver inlay 
that traced a circle with a horseshoe in it’s center. 
 The boy shoved the medallion into his pocket then carefully lifted three of the 
explosives out of the pile and slipped them into his pockets also.  Then he fished out 
some flint and began striking it on the head of his pike. 
 He is going to kill us, Coltran thought frantically, the cold feeling settling like ice 
around his brain. 
 Suddenly a flame burst from the wick of one of the explosives. William sprang 
backwards in an instant, dropping the pike. The weapon clanged on the stone William 
had pried from the floor. He took three steps out the door and then dove to the ground, 
covering his head with his arms. The hill burst upward, spraying clods of dirt and sod into 
the air. William stayed where he was as the dirt began to fall, pelting his body and 
bouncing on the ground in little bits of burned grass and still flaming fragments of paper. 
 “Three thousand years,” he muttered, “gone.”  
 Slowly, William got to his feet. The dried blood on his back cracked apart from 
the movement and new blood traced a trail down his spine. His body protested in agony. 
He picked up the reins for the horse that still stood nearby and led it back toward 
Stonehenge, mumbling through a tightened throat and suppressed tears, “I’m sorry,” he 
said, “I’m sorry I didn’t save you.” 
 Coltran felt the same desperate agony that William did and he wondered if it was 
his own emotion or William’s. 
 William took a circuitous route to the stones circling far out to the side and then 
coming at it from the opposite direction. Coltran couldn’t tell if he was wandering or 
trying to be cautious. 
 When they arrived at the stones William slid the corpse down from the horse’s 
back. Hands shaking he slumped down in the shade of one of the huge stones and fell 
asleep. 
 The full moon crowned the heavens by the time he awoke. William sat for several 
minutes, his emotions warring with his mind. 

Finally, with a curse, he jumped to his feet and put his hands on the stone he had 
slept against. Coltran recognized it as the entrance to the underground as the stone tipped 
away from William’s push. William carried the old man’s body down into the cavern 
underneath and laid him on the ground. Then he pulled the explosives from his pockets 
and set them on the Druid’s chest. William clicked his flint on a small piece of steel that 
he produced from his pocket. 
 The spark caught and the boy dropped the flint and the steel and scrambled out of 
the hole. The grass turned red as the flame of the explosion belched into the sky. William 
slowly got to his feet and turned around to look at the stones. 
 Few of them still stood. The once majestic might of sentinels now slumped like 
old men, some lying down as if dead, others completely gone, swallowed by the cavern 
beneath. 
 “So you returned, boy.” 
 William whirled around, panic coursing through his body. Coltran’s mind raced 
back to their circuitous route around Stonehenge, they had passed the site of William’s 
battle with Sir David. He remembered belatedly the body had been taken from the plain 
where William had left it. Could he be still alive after such a grave wound? A dozen men 
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crowded around a few torches, weapons held ready. Sir David was not among them. 
William tensed, his hands reaching desperately for a weapon. Another surge of panic 
washed through Coltran’s mind as he recalled the long pike clanging on the stone on the 
floor of the underground dwelling. 
 “You have slain members of His Majesty’s guard,” the man said, “the punishment 
is death.” 
 William gazed pure hatred and rage at the soldier. He sprung forward then, his 
mind filled with enmity. The wound on his back broke open as he swung his fists at the 
soldier closest to him. The man stumbled backward, his nose flattened on his face.  
William grabbed the polearm from the soldier’s grasp and lashed out with it. He pulled 
himself onto the back of his horse, heeling it into a gallop. 
 He hunched over the horse’s neck, kicking it in the flanks. Hurried shouts 
followed by the pounding of hooves sounded behind him. William’s horse strained 
forward as William pounded it’s heaving flanks with his heels. It was just too tired. They 
were going to catch him. 
 As they sped over the flat, grassy turf, two riders came up on his flanks, 
overtaking him. The one on the right pulled up next to William and the boy lifted the 
polearm and lobbed the man’s head off his shoulders with the sharp half-moon blade. He 
hunched over again, urging the horse to go faster. 
 The man on his left pulled up closer wielding a large battle-axe. William flung the 
polearm at him awkwardly. The weapon caught him in the face and he fell backward off 
of his charging horse. 
 William turned to look behind him. The other soldiers were still back there, still 
gaining ground. Bright pain exploded from his wounded shoulder. He looked down to see 
the red tip of an arrow -- glistening wet with his blood -- protruding from his chest just 
beneath his collarbone. The horse slowed in exhaustion and he tried to urge it to move 
faster. The mare snorted froth from her mouth and her sides heaved beneath William’s 
legs. 
 The darkened windows of houses loomed out of the night. “Not much farther,” he 
whispered in the horse’s ear. Then almost to himself he whispered it again, “not much 
farther.” 
 The horse stumbled once and caught itself. William barely remained in the saddle.  
Suddenly the horse was pounding down the hard packed dirt streets of Salisbury. The 
veins stuck out on its neck as it struggled to remain upright. 
 The horse stumbled again. William was thrown to the ground, skidding along the 
road for a couple of meters as the horse tumbled over the hard-packed road. He hauled 
himself to his feet. 
 He began to run in a staggering lurch. The soldiers behind him shouted in 
triumph. William’s face and side burned where he had skidded on the road, the skin 
scraped off and the wounds filled with dirt and bits of gravel. Then he saw the small 
Cathedral of Salisbury. He stumbled up the steps and fell to his knees pounding his fists 
on the door. 
 “Sanctuary,” he bellowed, as he beat on the heavy wood door. 
 The lead soldier dismounted, and started forward, his sword drawn. 
 “Sanctuary,” William cried out again. 
 The soldier stepped up next to him and raised the blade above his head. 
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 Suddenly there was a man standing in between them. He wore a coarse brown 
habit, his hand raised to the man’s wrist. “The boy claims sanctuary,” the man said in a 
commanding tone. 
 “He has killed seven soldiers of His Majesty...” the soldier started, not lowering 
his sword. 
 “Sanctuary is offered to all who ask it,” Father Owens said, interrupting him. 
 “He is a worshiper of the devil,” the soldier spat out. 
 The Father hesitated for a second then said again, “He may repent of his sins.” 
 The soldier looked at the man, then finally lowered his blade and slammed it into 
the sheath at his waist.  With hatred written across his face he watched the Father lead 
William inside through the heavy doors. 
 Father Owens released the boy as he pulled the doors shut behind them and 
William collapsed to the floor.  Once again tears started to flow from his eyes and he 
lifted his hands to the sky staring upward and cried one word over and over, “Father, 
father, father.” 
 Coltran’s head throbbed and he plummeted into darkness. 
 
___Salisbury Plain, June 23 
 
 MacElly watched the men from Salisbury load Roberto and Jay onto stretchers. 
The medics had worked with quiet efficiency. They moved quickly and asked few 
questions. MacElly had been able to get little response from them. “Help is on its way,” 
they said. “The police are coming.” The medics checked both Smith and himself and, 
after seeing that neither of them was in much danger, they focused single-mindedly on 
the two more drastically injured parties. 
 Neither MacElly nor Smith spoke. They watched the medics get into the 
emergency vehicles and, with the squeal of tires and wail of sirens, speed away toward 
Salisbury. 
 “MacElly,” Smith whispered, her hand pawing at his arm. 
 He turned around and looked at her. She pointed at the center of where the stones 
had once been. A bright light concentrated in that one spot, burning his eyes and 
eliminating shadows that even the sun could not penetrate. 
 As they watched, the thin beam of solid looking light expanded to an almost 
human shaped blob. A dark spot formed into the silhouette of a man standing with his 
arms lifted to the sky, his head tilted backward. 
 The light folded in on itself and disappeared with a loud clap. Left standing where 
it had been was a man, alone, arms raised, head thrown back, laughing, crying, screaming 
-- he seemed to be doing all at once. 
 “Coltran?” MacElly yelled. “It’s Coltran,” he said to Smith. 
  Smith ran toward their friend, MacElly limping behind at a much more 
respectable pace. Then Coltran screamed. Ice ran through MacElly’s spine at the sheer 
agony of it. Coltran’s eyes snapped open and he stared at the clouds. Then he gave a 
shout of joy. 

He’s gone mad, MacElly thought. 
Coltran was practically cackling with laughter but tears flowed down his cheeks 

like a waterfall. 
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 “Look,” Smith yelled as he made his way over the rubble to stand next to her. 
 He followed her finger up into the sky. Right beneath the hole in the clouds he 
saw what she was pointing at. It was big with leathery bat-like wings and a long tail and 
neck. It ducked and weaved through the air on an invisible path, seeming to glide as 
gracefully as an eagle on the wind currents. 
 Smith was muttering something he could not understand.  He looked at her and 
saw she too had tears running from her eyes, a fixed expression of joy on her face. 
 He could feel the air moving as the creature beat its wings to slow its descent.  
The wind was so strong it nearly forced him to the ground. The huge wings spread out so 
far that the tips were almost directly above the trench of the henge. 
 Then he finally heard what Smith was mumbling. “It’s a dragon,” she said, her 
voice barely a whisper. “It’s a dragon, it’s a dragon,” she kept repeating the phrase over 
and over like a chant. 
 MacElly stared at her for several seconds. Was he the only one who was not going 
mad? Her perfect face was fixed in a horrid contortion that looked like agonized ecstasy. 
Her eyes looked almost worshipful even as tears flowed freely from them. Her mouth 
pulled up into a smile of joy that somehow seemed to twist in sorrow. 
 MacElly tore his gaze away from her, noting that Coltran’s face bore much the 
same expression. 

The dragon’s claws grabbed the chalky soil and dug into it as it settled to the 
ground, sinking into the mud. He felt the ground shake as it landed, and with one final 
beat of its wings, it stopped. MacElly stared in amazement as the bright red dragon 
settled on its haunches, crouching almost like a cat, its wings hovering over them, the tips 
bending down to the edges of the henge. 
 Ninety-one meters, MacElly remembered the diameter of the round trench. That’s 
big. 
 The massive head of the dragon swiveled around to stare directly at MacElly 
through cat-slit eyes.  MacElly froze unable to move, unable to breathe. His mouth was 
dry. 
 “Yes,” a deep voice reverberated through his head, all around him, as loud as 
thunder yet he knew that he was the only one who heard. It was only in his mind.  
 MacElly swallowed in surprise as he realized the dragon had heard his thoughts. 
 “Are you the last dragon?” Coltran’s voice rang clear. 
 The dragon’s head swiveled around to stare at Coltran. “No” 
 “Are you the leader?” Coltran asked. 
 “No.” 
 “Where have you been?” Coltran asked. 
 “Away.” 
 “Why?” 
 “You tried to kill us,” the dragon responded. Fierce anger passed through MacElly 
almost like a wave of intense flame. Fire burned behind the dragon’s eyes and it whipped 
its head around until its nose was almost touching Coltran’s. Then almost snakelike its 
head darted to each of them in turn. It’s long, pink tongue tasted the air in quick darts. 
“We did not appreciate it.” The dragon said finally with much less temerity. It drew back 
finally and eyed MacElly through its jaundiced eyes. 
 “Then why have you returned?” MacElly asked. 
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 The dragon continued to stare at him for several seconds, the anger smoldering 
behind those huge reptilian eyes. The pupils shrunk to thin vertical slits then dilated open 
again. It snorted softly and it’s breath smelled of stone and soil. 
 “Because it is our home,” the dragon said. “Because the summons was given,” he 
amended after a pause. The huge beast suddenly flung its head to the sky and bellowed a 
long bugling sound. The noise was the first physical sound the dragon had made. 
 MacElly felt an overwhelming happiness come over him, driving into his very 
soul as if his emotions were not his own. He looked upward into the sky and saw another 
dragon float down. It was joined by another, then another, then another. Nearly two 
dozen in all drifted like leaves on the wind, angling toward the plain. 
 He felt the same tears of joy that Smith and Coltran seemed to feel from the start 
begin filling his eyes. He tried to fight the emotions that filled his mind but it was like 
holding back a wave on the beach. The dragons poured through the clouds and with each 
one that touched ground the wave became stronger until it buried him and bore him 
below the surface. 
 The dragons descended, floating through the sky, and the air was filled with the 
beating of wings. 
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Flee from Beauty 
 
___London, July 19 
 
 Bob Coltran shifted uncomfortably in his seat. Confessional booths had not been 
designed with plushness in mind – but it wasn’t the pliability of the bench that made him 
squirm. It just felt wrong. 
 Coltran had never given much thought to religion. He regarded it as a crutch used 
by the weak and simpleminded. 
 Now he sat in a confessional in London’s Westminster Abbey… waiting. 
 Churches in general made him uncomfortable. An eerie silence seemed to 
penetrate the building so that every sound seemed amplified – the swish of Coltran’s 
clothes rubbing together, the soft thump of a door closing somewhere in the recesses of 
the ancient building, the distant murmur of voices echoing almost noiselessly down the 
labyrinth of hallways. 
 Just when he had shifted in his seat for what seemed like the thousandth time he 
heard the patter of soft-soled shoes padding along the polished stone floor. There was a 
creak as the door on the other side of the booth opened and he saw a shadow slowly sit 
down across from him. 
 “Friar Ives?” he whispered because it seemed appropriate. He had never actually 
met the man who had been behind the Stonehenge project, although his name appeared 
on every document. 
 “What can I do for you, my son?” Friar Ives asked. His voice had that deep, 
grating sound of ancient vocal cords but the strength of confidence. His words sounded 
slightly odd, a hint of an accent that Coltran couldn’t place. 
 “I had a dream,” Coltran began, and then stopped, realizing how silly he sounded. 
In his mind he could hear MacElly saying “Really? I don’t think I’ve ever had one of 
those.” 
 Coltran shook his head and continued, trying to ignore his desire to just leave, to 
walk away from the mustiness and the puerile lunacy that pervaded his mind. “This 
dream has been recurring for a couple of months now. I… I have reason to believe that it 
is more than just a dream. I thought maybe you would know what it was.” 
 Both of them were silent for several seconds and Coltran leaned forward trying to 
get a look at the Friar who sat back in the shadows behind the divider. He had been told 
that Ives would only meet with him in the confessional. 
 “You are the one aren’t you?” Ives said suddenly, his deep voice reverberating out 
of the black cavern that hid his face. 
 Coltran slouched back and blew air out through his lips in confusion. “The… 
what?” He squirmed, imagining Friar Ives peering into his very soul. 
 “You entered the stones at the pinnacle.” Ives grated, “you have seen the darkness 
that is approaching.” 
 “What?” Coltran bolted upright. “How did you know…? That was in my dream.” 
He leaned forward again hoping to see more and then closed his eyes in frustration. “‘The 
darkness is coming.’ That’s what they always say at the end of it.” 
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 The dreams started the first night he had slept after his time travel experience. 
Every night it was the same. Every night he hunched over in a muddy trench while rain 
poured down his back and pooled around his slippery knees. Frantically he scraped the 
mud out with his bare hands, hurling fistfuls of sodden clay and slimy, chalklike rocks 
out of the trench. All the time a voice echoed through his ears. “Dig, you fools, dig. The 
Darkness is coming.” 
 “Where are the others?” Ives asked slowly. 
 “Smith and MacElly went to see Roberto and Jay at St. Thomas.” Coltran replied. 
“I didn’t tell them I was coming here. I didn’t really know how to explain it to them.” 
 “Do you know me?” Friar Ives asked quietly, his voice so low it sounded like the 
earth itself whispered the question through the grinding of stones. 
 “I… I don’t think…” Coltran felt stymied by the question. “I know of you. I knew 
enough to come here thinking that maybe you knew what these dreams were about. I’ve 
never met you before, if that’s what you mean.” 
 Ives was silent for several seconds and Coltran squirmed uncomfortably. He 
would be grateful when he finally got to leave this place. 
 “You did enter the stones,” the Friar asked finally, “at the pinnacle?” 
 Coltran nodded, his mouth suddenly dry. 
 “Then you saw the past, from the eyes of a young man.” 
 A cold feeling dropped from the tip of Coltran’s head right through the soles of 
his feet. “Yes,” he had to swallow a couple of times to get moisture in his throat so that 
he could continue, “A boy actually.” He pressed his face against the divider in the 
confessional trying to see the face of the man still hidden in shadow. “How do you know 
that? How do you know about my dream, about… what happened to me?” 
 “I… read it in a book,” Ives’ voice scraped over stone. “Did they return?” 
 Coltran knew without asking that ‘they’ meant the dragons. Coldness spread 
through his entire body as he sat back heavily against the bench. How much did the Friar 
know? How could he know all these things? He felt suddenly like he was involved in 
something that was much larger than he had expected. 
 He nodded mutely, not caring if Ives could see the gesture. 
 “When did they come?” the Friar’s voice carried such intensity that Coltran 
looked up at him expecting to see a face plastered against the divider. Ives still sat in 
shadow, unmoving, but something about that pool of darkness told Coltran that Ives 
attention was focused on him. 
 He eyed the door of the confessional and thought about leaving. 
 “Please relate to me what you witnessed,” Ives said, “I may know how to help 
you.” 
 “Help me do what?” Coltran asked. “I can’t see your face. I don’t know who you 
are. You never even admitted to being Friar Ives. Besides, I’m not even sure what I saw 
was real.” 
 “Please understand,” Friar Ives responded, his gravelly voice pleading, “All those 
things have reasons that I can explain to you. Just… tell me what you saw. I think that I 
may know how to answer your questions.” 
 “I just want to know about my dream,” Coltran insisted, starting to rise. 
 “Your lives are in danger,” Ives voice grated from the shadows, “Your questions 
have not been asked yet. Tell me your experience and I may be able to help you.” 
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 Coltran sat back down slowly, his anger overcome by intrigue and fear. 
 Silence reigned for several seconds as Coltran contemplated. He did not readily 
tell his friends things about himself. Between his uneasiness at the setting and his 
discomfort around Friar Ives he had to spend some time organizing his thoughts. 
 Slowly he told Ives of his experience inside the mind of the young William. As he 
talked he grew more confident, his mind calling up details with such linear clarity that he 
felt certain it could not be a dream. 
 He told of William burying his father and destroying Stonehenge. He remembered 
his own terror during the flight across the plains, thinking any second he would feel the 
fatal wound that ended his life along with William’s. He related the despair that William 
felt as he huddled on the floor of the Salisbury Cathedral. 
 “I’m still not convinced it was real,” Coltran finished. 
 Ives was silent and Coltran wondered if he had fallen asleep. He also had the 
uncomfortable feeling that eyes were boring into him and he looked around nervously. 
 “MacElly tells me I disappeared for several hours. He thought I was completely 
vaporized,” he gave a nervous chuckle, “I’ve wondered if it was just some kind of 
concussion or hallucination… I don’t really know what to think.” 

“And when you returned?” Ives’ voice ground out of the shadows. 
“I felt… well at first it was a… a searing pain, like I was being burned. Then all I 

could feel was happiness… joy…” Coltran leaned back and stared at the ceiling in 
concentration, his hands drumming nervously on the edge of his seat. 

“Happiness?” Ives asked. 
“Yes…” Coltran muttered, “only not real happiness. It felt forced somehow -- I 

don’t know how you can be forced to feel happiness but that’s how it felt. It was like… 
like… a thin film of good olive oil floating on dirty water. Underneath was all the pain 
and despair and stress that I should have been feeling but floating on top was this pure… 
joy. Just don’t dig too deeply.” He finished lamely. “This doesn’t make any sense, I don’t 
know what I’m saying.” 

“What caused this happiness?” Ives asked. 
“I don’t know,” Coltran snapped. He rubbed his hand over his eyes in frustration. 

“Maybe it was the dragons. Do they exude some kind of hallucinatory, narcotic chemical 
from their sweat glands?” He looked around at the box he sat in and realized how 
ridiculous everything sounded. What was he doing here anyway? Why did his dream 
bother him so much? He pushed the door of the booth open and started to leave. 

“Where did they go?” Ives’ voice stopped him with one leg hanging out of the 
booth. 

“I don’t know,” he answered honestly. “They flew away after only a few 
minutes,” he peered into the opposite booth for a few seconds more trying to see at least a 
silhouette of Ives’ face. 

“They came too soon,” Ives muttered, so quiet that his deep voice almost sounded 
like a low rumble. “You have to return,” he said, more loudly, “You must go back.” 

“I can’t,” Coltran told him softly, his frustration melting away. He wanted to go 
back more than anything. Something in his mind drove him to return to the place of his 
dream. “I can’t. Stonehenge is in ruins, it’s broken.” 
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He sat there, half in and half out of the confessional for several more seconds. 
Finally he arose, closed the door of the booth behind him and walked away, head bowed 
his hands shoved deep into his pockets. 

He wandered aimlessly, his thoughts flitting about from madness to clarity. Is this 
madness? He wondered. It felt so real. Then it was gone, all of it, other than a pile of 
gravel and sand to mark the place where Stonehenge once stood. There was not a shred of 
evidence to support what he remembered. 

He stopped in front of the Nave and looked across the altar at the long row of 
Gothic columns that stretched out behind it. 

“Excuse me, sir,” a young voice said inquiringly. “Are you Doctor Coltran?” 
He turned around to look at the young boy dressed in the brown habit of a 

dedicate. He nodded slowly, suspicion and fear starting to build inside him. “How did 
you…?” 

“I believe this is yours,” the boy handed him a small manila envelope. 
Coltran took it before he realized what he was doing and the boy flashed a smile 

at him and turned quickly away, disappearing quietly through a side door. 
Coltran stood in the silence of the Nave surrounded by the glaring saints that lined 

its walls. He looked up at them. They seemed to be staring down at him, watching him. 
“You must go back,” their furrowed gazes bored guilt into him. “You must go 

back.” 
“I can’t,” he whispered. 
“You must go back,” was their stern reply. 
Shoving the envelope deep into his jacket pocket he walked hurriedly toward the 

exit, their voices dogging his footsteps. 
A man sat on a bench near the exit watching him intently and Coltran stopped, 

suddenly suspicious. The man was strikingly handsome, with a dark complexion and 
curly black hair that made him appear Mediterranean. 

Coltran stared back at the man for a few seconds, fear gripping his feet to the 
floor. He realized, belatedly, that he was muttering to himself. The man continued to stare 
at him intently, a light twinkle in his piercingly blue eyes, blue that seemed to fill up the 
entire eye, leaving no white behind. 

No wonder he stares, Coltran thought, I’m a bloody loon. 
Nodding awkwardly to the man he hurried past and out through the door, gripping 

the envelope in his pocket. 
He made his way through the crowded street to the bus station and boarded the 

one that would take him back to the hotel. As he moved down the aisle looking for a seat 
he saw a man sitting two rows back from the front. Coltran froze at the sight of the dark 
Mediterranean complexion and the perfectly handsome face. 

Was he being followed? 
“Keep moving,” growled the bus driver angrily and Coltran stumbled forward 

toward the back of the bus. He found a seat and sank down into it clutching the envelope 
in his pocket. 

As the bus started moving the Mediterranean man turned around and looked at 
him. A small smile arced his lips before he turned away again. Coltran swallowed hard 
trying to force the anxiety away. It couldn’t possibly be the same man. Dark eyes. The 
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man on the bus with him now had dark eyes. He recalled the ocean blue clarity of the 
man he had seen in the church. He shook his head slowly; the resemblance was uncanny. 
 As the bus bounced along the London streets he hunched down in his seat and 
tried to relax. There’s no reason to be so paranoid, he reasoned, just calm down. 
 He remembered the envelope still clutched in his hand inside his pocket and 
pulled it out. There were no markings on the outside and it wasn’t sealed. He opened the 
flap and upended it over his hand. 
 A bronze medallion fell into his palm, a bronze medallion with a silver inlay of a 
horseshoe set inside a circle. 
 

*** 
 
 “Look, Smith, it’s a sign of the Thames.” 
 Smith rolled her eyes and fixed MacElly with her best look of exasperation. “That 
was bad even for you,” she said turning back to the bus window where the Thames River 
flowed inexorably beneath the bridge. The bus bumped as it crossed the seams in the 
road. 
 She leaned her forehead against the window and let the cool glass bounce against 
her skin as the bus accelerated off of Westminster Bridge and then almost immediately 
decelerated. 
 “This looks like our stop,” MacElly told her cheerfully. 
 She followed MacElly down the aisle and into the sweltering sunshine that beat 
on the sidewalk outside. 
 A good-looking young man -- chiseled face, dark complexion, curly black hair 
and dark sun glasses -- sitting on the bench near the bus-stop nodded at her and smiled. 
She smiled back politely and hurried toward the entrance of St. Thomas a half block 
away. 
 “I think he likes me,” she said to MacElly as she strode next to him. 
 “Who,” he asked, looking back over his shoulder. 
 Smith craned her head around to look. The young man was no longer there. “I 
think he got on the bus.” 
 “Right,” MacElly teased, “I suppose he’s tall, dark and handsome?” 
 “Well,” Smith hesitated, “yeah, actually.” 
 MacElly opened the door for her and she stepped gratefully into the air-
conditioned lobby of the hospital. 
 “And,” MacElly continued, “He probably had sun-glasses on to give him a more 
mysterious demeanor.” 
 Smith didn’t answer this time; she just pressed the ‘up’ button for the elevator and 
looked at him. He shoved his glasses farther up his nose and stared back at her, his face 
skeptical. 
 “Did you see him too?” she asked finally, “because you just described him like 
maybe you noticed him eyeing you.” 
 MacElly burst out laughing. “Smith,” he told her as the elevator door dinged and 
slid open, “I must confess. I think he was really looking at me.” 
 She snorted and led the way into the elevator. 
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 Their first stop was the third floor where Jay slumbered amidst a multitude of 
beeping machines. Jay had gone into a coma before the medics had ever arrived at 
Stonehenge. He hadn’t come out of it since. 
 The doctors said that it was possible that Jay could hear them but Smith could 
never think of anything to say. It felt weird, like talking to a corpse. MacElly on the other 
hand treated Jay as though he were fully awake and responsive. He joked about Jay’s hair 
finally starting to grow back from the “Hospital Haircut” they had given him. He talked 
about being under investigation, not allowed to leave town until an inquiry was 
completed. He made it sound like it was terribly exciting. Mostly what it meant was that 
they were stuck in a cheap motel across the Thames until the investigators decided it 
wasn’t their fault that two members of their crew were hospitalized. 
 “Smith thinks there’s a Greek God outside who’s taken a shining to her,” MacElly 
chuckled, his eyes twinkling. He wiggled his eyebrows and grinned, “I guess he’s pretty 
hot stuff.” 
 Finally, they left Jay lying in his bed and took the elevator up two more floors to 
visit Roberto. Roberto was usually awake but he wasn’t coherent. His pain medication 
kept him just short of lucidity. Roberto could no longer walk, or even sit up without 
assistance but the doctors said that physical therapy would make up for some of that, 
once he was done with all the surgery. They said it would take at least two more 
operations to put him back together properly. 
 He was propped up against several pillows staring at a newspaper when they 
walked in. 
 He smiled, “Just the ladies I wanted to see,” he grinned. 
 Smith smiled back, not sure if he was ribbing MacElly or if he was just high on 
meds. 
 “You’re looking good, “ she told him, “Are you ready to go running yet?” 
 He looked at her over the tops of his spectacles before taking them off and setting 
them on the small table next to his hospital bed. 
 “This is important,” he said, his tone very serious, his face suddenly solemn. 
 “What’s that?” MacElly asked. 
 Roberto shook the paper he held in his hand. “There’s a secret code here,” he 
whispered, “it bears the answers, I believe to all your questions.” 
 “All of them?” MacElly asked. “Really.” 
 Roberto nodded and handed him the paper. MacElly studied it for a moment, 
pushing his glasses up his nose with one hand while he held the paper with the other. 
Then he grinned suddenly and handed it to Smith. 
 The paper that Roberto had been studying so closely was the crossword puzzles 
page from the London Times. Letters in pencil scrawled across the puzzle, filling in the 
boxes. Some of the letters had been darkened and circled over and over as if Roberto felt 
they meant something special. The circled letters spelled out ‘The darkness is coming’. 
 “The darkness is coming?” she asked handing the paper back to Roberto. She cast 
a raised eyebrow at MacElly who rolled his eyes and shook his head. 
 “I know what you’re thinking,” Roberto said. 
 “All right, what am I thinking,” MacElly asked. 
 “You think I’m high on medication, that I am crazy.” 



Approaching Darkness 
Jesse Whitehead 
154,000 words 

36   

 “You know,” MacElly said turning to Smith, “I think he could get a job in the 
circus.” 
 “I’m not crazy,” Roberto insisted. “I know what I’m talking about. It’s in my 
mind, like a wave trying to break through.” 
 “Okay,” Smith asked, “so what does it mean. The darkness is coming. Are you 
sure you didn’t hear it on a late night horror flick on the television?” 
 “No,” Roberto shook his head vehemently, “it’s here.” He nodded toward the 
doorway. 
 Smith felt a sudden fear trickle down her spine and the room seemed to become 
darker as if Roberto actually knew what he was talking about. She turned around slowly. 
 The broad back of a tall man with curly black hair could be seen retreating down 
the hallway. Two nurses stopped with a cart full of medications in front of the door 
across from Roberto’s. She couldn’t help breathing a sigh of relief. 
 Suddenly Roberto grabbed her arm and pulled her down close to his bed. 
“Remember, the darkness hides in the light,” he whispered intensely, “It has a form of 
beauty and thereby it enacts enticement upon the soul. Should your heart ache for a thing 
of perfection, turn away, it is danger not to. Flee from beauty.” 
 Smith used her free hand to pry his iron grip from her arm. “You’re sick, 
Roberto,” she said, her voice shaking. She felt scared and angry that she was scared and 
worried because she wasn’t sure what she was scared of. Was it his words or the manner 
in which he had grabbed her and forced her down close? 
 She turned to MacElly. “Let’s go,” she said, “We can come back when he’s more 
coherent.” She tried to hide the quaver in her voice. 
 “I’m trying to warn you,” Roberto called out as they headed for the door. “Danger 
is painted on your backs in runes of glowing flame. I can’t run from the darkness but you 
can. Don’t let it destroy you.” 
 Smith paused in the doorway suddenly. She wanted to turn around and yell at 
him. She wanted to run away and never come back. She wanted to hide somewhere. His 
voice was so fervent, not querulous and disjointed from the effects of medication like it 
usually was. It made her belly knot with fear. 
 At that moment she hoped that she would never see him again. He terrified her in 
a way that she could not even put thought to. 
 MacElly laid his hand on her back and his touch seemed to give her the strength 
to break Roberto’s spell. She continued forward and down the hallway to the elevator. 
 They rode the elevator in silence, MacElly sensing somehow that her mood had 
changed. He seemed unusually reticent to breech the pall of stillness. Perhaps Roberto’s 
behavior had disturbed him as well. 
 They reached the ground floor and headed for the sliding door that lead back into 
the sweltering heat. They paused for just a moment, not wanting to venture beyond the 
air-conditioned walls. 
 Just as they started walking forward again Smith glanced to her left, towards the 
reception area. Sitting on one of the couches was the man from the bus stop. His eyes 
reflected a bright red light from the sunrise outside one of the windows so she couldn’t 
tell if he saw her. 
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 His face split suddenly with a wide smile that showed two rows of perfect white 
teeth. Her heart seemed to skip a beat at the way he looked. She longed to be near him, to 
gaze at him adoringly. 
 Then her own feet carried her through the door and he passed from her sight. The 
sun beat down on her and humid air folded around uncomfortably. 
 She suddenly recalled Roberto’s words of just a few minutes ago, the ones that 
had stricken anger into her so vehemently. “Should your heart ache for a thing of 
perfection, turn away… Flee from beauty.” She smiled wryly at herself and shook her 
head. Roberto was getting to her. Maybe MacElly was right; Roberto really could work in 
a circus. He could read minds and tell the future. 
 “Well,” she said aloud, “What’s next on our itinerary.” 
 “Breakfast?” MacElly asked hopefully, sensing her tone of strained lightness. 
 “Sounds fair,” she nodded, “You know a good place to get a great English 
breakfast?” 
 

*** 
 

 “Best English food in town,” MacElly said stopping in front of the giant torch that 
rose up out of the sidewalk in front of the restaurant. 
 “MacElly,” Smith laughed, “Le Incendiez?” She stumbled over the name of the 
restaurant, “This is a French diner.” 
 “Nevertheless,” he said pushing his glasses up his nose and waving one hand 
toward the entrance. 
 The restaurant squatted on a busy street not far from the hospital. It featured a 
black glass façade with an obelisk rising out of the sidewalk bearing the restaurant’s 
name written lengthwise down its surface. At the top of the pillar was a tall cone of metal 
with a constant propane flame guttering out of it resembling the torch of Olympic fame. 
 Smith glanced up at the slowly flickering flame of the torch and it reminded her 
of the pre-dawn light that she had seen reflected in the stranger’s eyes. A realization 
suddenly settled into her mind, it was well into mid-morning; there had been no sunrise to 
reflect off the man’s eyes. That light had danced and flickered in the same seductive way 
that the flames on the top of the torch pirouetted above her head. 
 “Are you okay Smith?” MacElly asked. She realized belatedly that she was 
staring at the fire. 
 “Yeah,” she said lowering her gaze to look at his concerned green eyes. “Do you 
ever feel like you’re being watched?” She asked. “Kind of like somebody is just staring 
right at your back?” 
 Her last few words trailed off slowly as she let her eyes wander across the street. 
 “MacElly,” she breathed, “That’s him.” 
 He slouched on a bench across the street, legs crossed at the ankles and stretched 
out in front of him, head bowed, eyes closed, arms folded across his chest. His curly 
black hair hung forward partly obscuring his perfect face. 
 MacElly looked over his shoulder and whistled softly. 
 “I’ll never doubt you again,” he said looking at her. “He really is a Greek God.” 
 Smith stared at the man for several more seconds. He appeared to be just resting, 
or maybe sleeping but something about the tenseness of his perfectly chiseled muscles or 
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the way his cheek twitched just so, she felt certain that all of his attention was focused on 
her and MacElly. 
 “I think he’s following us,” she said. 
 “Following us or following you,” MacElly teased. 
 “I’m serious MacElly,” she said looking into his eyes. His eyes suddenly kicked 
up memories of when they had been in school together. Those eyes had carried so much 
laughter. “I think he’s following us.” 
 “Why?” MacElly asked holding her gaze. 
 She turned her head away and tried to quell the feelings that looking into his eyes 
brought up. “I don’t know, I just feel it,” she shrugged, lamely. 
 “No, I mean why would anybody follow us?” He asked. 
 Smith turned back to stare at the man lounging on the bench across the street. The 
sidewalk was becoming more and more crowded as the morning drug on so she could 
only catch glimpses of him through the crowd. She felt a familiar twinge between her 
shoulder blades that made her feel like she was being watched. Did he have an 
accomplice? She turned around; all that was behind her was the obelisk sign and the 
guttering torch. She turned back again. The man, his head still bowed, started to smile. 
His smile no longer stopped her heart with its seductive charm. Now it looked wolfish 
and feral like a hunter. His eyes opened slowly and looked right at her. She sucked in a 
breath suddenly. His eyes in his bowed head somehow perfectly reflected the dancing and 
gyrating red flames of the torch behind her. 
 “Flee from beauty,” she muttered. 
 MacElly put his hand on her shoulder. “Don’t you want to see what kind of 
breakfast they have,” he asked. His voice sounded light but she could hear the concern in 
his tone. He probably thought she was going crazy just like Roberto -- just like Coltran 
had been acting lately. 
 An abrupt wave of panic welled up inside of her. She whirled around and grabbed 
MacElly’s arm. “We have to get out of here now,” she whispered. “I don’t know why 
he’s following us but I can tell you that it’s not good.” 
 MacElly began to protest but she took hold of his hand and pulled him down the 
sidewalk with her. She tried to merge into the flow of foot traffic, to get lost in the steady 
rhythm of busy Londoners. She felt like they stuck out amidst all the English pedestrians 
like two lone pigeons in a crowd of canaries. 
 “So,” MacElly said as she led him along through the crowd, “I guess this means 
no breakfast.” 
 “We’ll find some place else,” she said. Hopefully some place quite far away, 
maybe on the other side of town, she decided. Then they would see if their Adonis 
shadow still pursued them. 
 She led MacElly around the corner and headed for the subway stairs built into the 
sidewalk. At the bottom of the stairs she paused pressing her back against the cool 
concrete wall. A trickle of sweat made a streak down her cheek. She watched the top of 
the stairs for a long time, holding MacElly’s hand while she leaned up against the wall 
letting its coolness seep into her back. 
 “What are we doing,” MacElly asked, “taking a breather?” 
 “I want to make sure he’s not still behind us,” Smith told him, still watching the 
top of the stairs. 
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 Several minutes passed and dozens of people passed down the broad stairway but 
none of them bore the strikingly handsome features of their follower. 
 Finally she pulled MacElly away from the wall and headed for the subway station. 
“Get two tickets for whatever the next train is,” she told him, motioning toward the 
automated ticket machine. She turned back around to scan the crowd, placing her back to 
his, almost touching, as he hunched over the machine. 
 “I don’t think this is necessary,” MacElly said as he tapped the screen. “We’re not 
terrorists or spies. We don’t have any corporate secrets to reveal.” He turned around with 
two tickets in his hand. “Leaves in five minutes,” he said, handing her one of them. “This 
is London,” he continued his argument as she pulled him along toward the platform to 
wait for the train. 
 “He was in the hospital,” she told him as she stopped. “I saw him in the lobby as 
we were leaving and he was walking past Roberto’s door when we were in there talking 
to him.” 
 MacElly looked at her, his eyes concerned. He pushed his glasses up his nose and 
looked around, “Do you think he’s stalking you?” 
 Smith chewed her bottom lip, “Do you think a guy like that needs to stalk girls 
like me to find female companionship?” 
 “Maybe he’s shy,” MacElly offered. 
 “You didn’t see him when he looked at me,” she argued, “I… I don’t know what 
it was but his eyes terrified me… I had to get away.” 
 MacElly scanned the gathering crowd over her head, “Well, is he tall?” he asked. 
 Smith felt her heart sink into her shoes; all she could do was nod. 
 “Then, unless he’s crouching down, I don’t think he followed us down here.” 
MacElly told her, a smile teasing at the corner of his mouth. She wanted to hit him. She 
let out the breath that she had been holding and sighed in relief. She chuckled as her 
nervous tension drained out of her and she punched MacElly’s shoulder. 
 “You nearly gave me a heart attack,” she said. 
 “Just trying to keep you on your toes,” he winked at her, his eyes twinkling. 
“Let’s take this train, get breakfast, and we’ll see if you see your mystery man around 
after that.” His tone was reconciliatory. He still didn’t believe her but he was willing to 
humor her just to show that everything was okay. 
 She nodded numbly, and ducked her head to stare at the ticket that MacElly had 
bought so he wouldn’t see the way her lips quivered with pent up adrenaline. 

When the subway train rolled up in front of them and its passengers debarked she 
followed MacElly on board. She held onto the pole in the middle of the train car as the 
door hissed shut and the train started to accelerate. 
 Sitting in the front of the car on one of the benches, his back toward her was the 
familiar chiseled silhouette, the curly black hair. He wore his sunglasses again and his 
gaze focused out the window next to him at the blurring subway walls that sped past. 
 She grabbed MacElly’s hand again and nodded toward the front of the car. “He 
beat us on the train,” she whispered, “he knew we were coming here.” 
 “That can’t be the same person,” MacElly insisted. “He sticks out too much, we 
would have noticed him if he were on the platform. He had to have been already on the 
train.” 
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 “That’s him,” she started to insist. There couldn’t be two people in the world that 
looked that striking, that handsome. Even so, she could see subtle differences. He held his 
head at a slightly different angle, showing a little less cockiness. His posture was 
different, subtly. “It has to be him,” she said, “those are the same glasses he wore at the 
bus stop.” 
 “How could he have known which train we would get on?” MacElly asked. 
 “I don’t know,” Smith muttered softly. A fierce anger welled up inside of her and 
she had the urge to stalk down the aisle and assault the man. 
 “Easy,” MacElly said, grabbing her elbow, “come this way.” He led her in the 
opposite direction to the car in the rear. He stopped in the breezeway between the cars 
and leaned close to her ear. “Don’t do anything stupid.” 
 She glared at him for a moment and then let her temper slide away and took a 
deep breath. She nodded once and he led the way into the next train car. 
 “We’re going to have to lose him somehow,” she told MacElly. “We can’t let him 
follow us back to the motel.” 
 

*** 
 

 Smith employed every trick she could think of to avoid being followed. When the 
train stopped they waited until the doors started to close as it headed for the next stop 
before diving through onto the platform. They promptly made their way up to the street, 
walked several blocks turning randomly at the corners until they saw a bus approaching a 
stop. They sprinted to get on it before it took off again. 
 MacElly followed along seemingly in good spirits. He joked about being James 
Bond and whistled spy tunes when they ran. Smith spoke little, her mind intent. She felt 
terrified but didn’t know why. The man she had seen following them was beautiful, 
without a doubt. Roberto’s warning kept ringing through her mind. “Flee from beauty.” 
 They stayed on the bus for a long time, sitting in the back, watching the people 
who got on and off at each stop. Their pursuer never showed his face. 
 Finally Smith pulled the cable to signal a stop and they departed when the bus 
came to a halt. 
 “Do you think we have time for lunch?” MacElly asked. “I’m starving.” 
 Smith surveyed the street carefully looking for the man she fully expected to see 
strolling toward her. He was nowhere to be seen. 
 “I think we should keep moving,” she said, still scanning the pedestrians around 
her. A creepy feeling like somebody was watching her itched between her shoulder 
blades. She turned around and stood on tiptoe trying to see over the heads of the crowd. 
 Just then a hand descended on her left shoulder. 
 She reacted without thinking. Her left arm whipped up and around in an arc that 
tore the grip from her shoulder and locked her assailants hand under her arm. She spun 
around and grabbed the hand in both of hers bending the wrist back in what she new was 
a painful position. 
 Her assailant went to his knees instantly, his face contorting in pain. She looked at 
him, her eyes flashing anger, her chest heaving from restrained violence brought on by 
adrenaline. 
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 MacElly, his green eyes watering with pain, stared back at her. She released his 
hand, embarrassed, and turned away from him. Paranoid, she thought, I’m acting 
paranoid. 
 Several strangers gave her scared looks as they passed by, allowing plenty of 
room around her. She could hear MacElly getting to his feet behind her. 
 “I think you broke my wrist,” he complained. “What are you, some kind of kung 
fu master?” 
 “I’m sorry,” she said softly, not turning around. She didn’t think she could face 
him. “I thought you were somebody else.” 
 “Right,” MacElly muttered as he moved up alongside her, “old boyfriend? Rival 
scientist?” He held his wrist gingerly close to his abdomen and winced as he spoke as if it 
still hurt him. 
 She felt tears welling up in her eyes again. “I’m sorry, MacElly,” she told him. 
She finally looked up at him, her eyes begging for his forgiveness. 
 The look he returned shocked her. She had almost expected him to blow it off like 
he did everything -- smile and make a joke about it. Maybe just shrug and move on. 
Instead he looked at her with such gravity that she felt a cold fear settle in her stomach, 
fear that he would not forgive her, that this act had somehow damaged their friendship 
beyond repair. 
 “You’re acting paranoid, Smith,” he echoed her thoughts from moments before. 
“Nobody is following us. They couldn’t have without us knowing – they’re too 
conspicuous in a crowd – and frankly, I don’t see why they would want to.” 
 “I feel it,” she insisted, “I don’t know how but I can feel them watching me 
like…” she paused. Like a monkey in a zoo? Like a bird in a cage? Like the proverbial 
Big Brother? It all sounded lame and trite. “Like… I don’t know…” Her vision blurred 
with tears of frustration. 
 “Smith,” She could see her own eyes reflected in the lenses of MacElly’s glasses 
as he looked down at her. He raised an arm as if he might put it around her shoulders, 
thought better of it and let it fall lamely at his side. “I’ve never seen you act this way,” he 
said, “What’s wrong?” 
 She looked away from him and shook her head, unwilling to trust her voice. She 
bit down on her bottom lip, trying to stop the tears from welling up in her eyes. She 
didn’t want all the strangers to see her crying. She didn’t want MacElly to see her crying. 
 MacElly did put his arm around her then -- the one that she hadn’t nearly torn off 
-- and she leaned against him, feeling his lanky ribs press into her shoulder. “I’ve got a 
plan,” he said. She could hear the worry and frustration buried beneath the jolliness that 
he injected into his voice. “We walk down to that corner, just up ahead, turn right -- 
unless you’re partial to lefts -- then we stop at the first fish and chips stand we come to, 
get some lunch, stop and eat it and take a gander around.” He started walking her toward 
the corner, his arm still around his shoulders. “That will give us a chance to look around 
for your secret admirer and it’ll give your nerves a chance to be soothed by good old 
English comfort food.” 
 “How’s your wrist?” she asked, putting her own arm around his waist. 
 “It’ll have to go,” MacElly said, with mock sadness, “it’s just a weight on the end 
of my arm now.” He moved it about experimentally. 
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 She couldn’t help smiling at that. MacElly had an infectious way that inspired 
good cheer. She could already feel her nerves beginning to calm as they walked down the 
street toward the corner. Lightness seemed to build in her until she felt that when she 
turned that corner everything would change. 
 She felt comforted by MacElly’s familiar presence, reveling in the sound of his 
voice as he continued with humorous commentary about London and greasy fish and 
fried potatoes. 
 They made their way around the corner and only had to walk about a hundred 
yards before they found the stand MacElly had promised. He purchased two baskets of 
breaded and fried fish with the obligatory grease drenched potato slices. 
 “You know,” MacElly told her as he led her toward a building that towered on 
one side of a narrow side street. “You’ve not been in London unless you’ve had fish and 
chips.” 
 “So you’ve said, many times,” she smiled. 
 They leaned against the wall of the building and watched the pedestrians pass by 
on the sidewalk. Smith hadn’t realized how hungry she really was until she took her first 
bite and realized it was the best food she had ever had.  Even so, she ate slowly, watching 
the crowds. She still had that persistent itching between her shoulder blades that 
whispered she was being watched, coupled with a lingering anxiety. 
 “Well,” MacElly said, licking his fingers, “not the best breakfast in London, but it 
fills the old bread basket.” He looked down at her half finished basket of food. “Are you 
okay?” 
 She nodded and looked up at him. His green eyes stared back at her, concerned. 
She took a deep breath and looked away, not wanting the memories that his look brought 
back. She had loved him -- she still did -- and he had always been the best of friends, and 
nothing more. She had no doubt that MacElly loved her too… in that same way that he 
loved everybody. MacElly was like an older brother to the world. He treated everybody 
as if they were his siblings. She had wanted to tell him, years ago, how much he meant to 
her. It just never seemed like the right time. Then he’d met Emily and she new that it was 
over. She’d missed her chance. Now she would never be more than a sister to him. 
 She looked at him again, wanting to apologize, to tell him what she was thinking. 
The words stuck in her throat. It still wasn’t the right time. It would never be the right 
time. 
 She looked away again and right into a pair of eyes, reflecting some unseen flame, 
set in a perfect face that made her breath catch in her throat. He stood down the street at 
the corner that they had turned, looking right at her. She saw him clearly through a gap in 
the pedestrian traffic. His face lit up with a crescent of white as he grinned that feral grin 
that made her spine shiver. He stepped off the curb and headed straight toward her. 
Something else she saw before the traffic closed around him made her spine stiffen and 
she sucked in her breath. 
 “He’s here,” she told MacElly. She dropped her basket of food on the ground and 
grabbed his elbow frantically. She pulled him around the corner of the building and down 
the narrow street that reminded her more of a paved alleyway than a road. 
 “Are you sure it’s him,” MacElly asked. 
 “Yes,” she hissed at him, “he’s got a gun.” 
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 MacElly smiled at that, “He can’t have a gun, there aren’t guns in England, except 
the guard, and I don’t even think those are real.” He started to pull back from her grip on 
his arm. “Besides, those streets are crowded, he wouldn’t shoot us in front of all those 
people. Let’s just go talk to him. There may be a good reason why…” 
 She pushed him up against the wall, pressing herself against him and cupping her 
hand over his mouth. Her sudden movement smacked his head back against the brick 
wall. 
 She rose up on tiptoe so that her lips were close to his ear. “He’s got a gun, 
MacElly,” she whispered softly, “It’s in a shoulder holster hidden under the left side of 
his jacket. When he stepped off of the curb his jacket opened enough for me to see the 
butt. I don’t know how I know but he will try to kill us, regardless of the consequences to 
himself.” She removed her hand then and pushed herself away from him. He had a 
strange scared look in his eyes and she hoped that it wasn’t her that he was scared of. 
 I’ve assaulted him twice now in the last twenty minutes, why shouldn’t he be 
scared of me? She looked at him, pleading for him to believe her. She craved his 
acceptance even more than she feared their pursuer. 
 Slowly he nodded, the fear still there in his eyes. “Okay,” he said, “I believe you, 
you’ve never been crazy before.” 
 She sighed in relief. 
 “What are we going to do, here in this alley?” he asked. 
 She nodded toward a door to the office building that was another dozen yards 
down the alley. “I was planning on running.” 
 

*** 
 

 “Doctor Coltran? Doctor Robert Coltran?” Coltran turned to face the voice, 
somewhat taken aback. “The Doctor Robert Coltran?” 
 Coltran shook the hand being extended to him, more than a little befuddled. “The 
only one I know,” he said. 
 He stood in the office of Doctor Daniel Mellory. On his way to the motel from 
visiting with Friar Ives he had decided to run some tests on the medallion that he now 
gripped tightly in his pocket. He was burned up with curiosity about what it was. He had 
ridden the bus past his regular stop and taken a couple of other buses to the London 
Institute for Science and Technology Research. Doctor Mellory headed up one of the 
research labs at LISTR. 
 Doctor Mellory grinned foolishly at him, still gripping Coltran’s hand as if he 
meant to strangle it. “You wrote that article in ‘Physics Journal’,” he said 
enthusiastically. “’Interdimensional Translocation in the Future’. I thought it was 
genius.” 
 Coltran nodded slowly, “Apparently you’re the only one who thought so,” he 
replied. It had been his doctoral work about time travel and multiple dimensions. His 
arguments had been sound at the time but seriously lacking – he had since learned – in 
anything that would make his research conclusive. The article had sparked a series of 
major criticism from scientists all over the world, which had resulted in his other papers 
being published in much smaller, less-distributed venues. Coltran himself had decided 
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that it was youthful foibles until his own recent encounters with time travel had again 
altered his views. 
 “What can we do for you?” Mellory asked. His grin stretched across his face. 
Coltran wished he would let go of his hand, for starters. 
 “I just need to use your lab for an hour or so,” he said, trying to pull his hand 
away. Mellory let go and Coltran discreetly rubbed his palm on his trousers while he 
spoke. “I just need a high power microscope, some scales… and some privacy.” 
 Mellory nodded vigorously, “No problem,” he said, “anything you need, just let 
me know. If you want to just follow me I’ll show you to the lab.” He held the door for 
Coltran and Coltran nodded a thank you to him. He wondered briefly if celebrities felt as 
awkward as he did. 
 “I don’t mean to pry,” Mellory said as he opened another door and flipped a light 
on, “but is this more research to prove your Theory?” 
 There was a definite capital letter on the way Mellory said ‘Theory’, as if it was 
an all-consuming passion of some noble mind. Coltran wanted to tell him that he didn’t 
even believe in his ‘Theory’ any more, that it was just college enthusiasm and lack of 
scientific knowledge. Then he realized that, despite his own feelings, despite moving on 
with his life and pursuing other things that was exactly why he was here. 
 He nodded, “Yeah,” he said. Then he added, “something like that.” 
 “Good luck,” Mellory said, “I’m assuming you know your way around a lab?” 
 Coltran nodded and let the door close behind him. He watched Mellory through 
the window in the door, his lab coat flapping behind his hurrying form. Probably going to 
tell his colleagues that the illustrious Doctor Robert Coltran was in his lab. 
 Coltran snorted at himself derisively. 
 He pulled he medallion from his pocket and turned it over and over in his hands, 
feeling the heaviness of it, the smooth, polished surface that seemed almost like glass. If 
this was the same medallion that he had seen William hold then it had great importance to 
him. It meant that he wasn’t going crazy; he really had seen William, his father, Sir 
David. Strange that it could last for all these years, untarnished, unmarked by the passage 
of time. 
 Finally he squeezed the medallion firmly in his hand and got to work. 
 He spent nearly three hours at the LISTR testing the medallion and examining it. 
First he weighed it, measured its volume, calculated its density and measured its outer 
dimensions. It measured just less than one centimeter thick at its center and tapered 
toward the edges like an Olympic discus. The diameter came out to be slightly less than 
four centimeters and appeared to be a perfect circle. It was slightly denser than lead. 
 He frowned at it, peering at it through his own glasses and the lenses of his safety 
glasses that he wore on top of them. That would explain why it felt so heavy. 
 It proved to be nearly indestructible as well. He couldn’t scratch it with any of the 
materials in the lab, including the hardened steel tip of one of the probes. It turned out to 
be amazingly resilient to physical forces as well and it dissipated heat at an astonishing 
rate. He found he could remove it from a gas flame and drop it directly into his bare hand 
and only feel a little warmth. Freezing had much the same effect. As soon as it was 
removed from the cold environment it returned to the temperature of the room. 
 Finally he examined it under a microscope. What appeared to be a glossy, 
polished surface of bronze to the naked eyes was something completely different on the 
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microscopic level. Tiny traces of wire crisscrossed the surface of the medallion and even 
looked as though they penetrated into its interior. Wires formed connections in places and 
left gaps in others, forming an intricate mesh that baffled Coltran’s mind. 
 How could this medallion have existed in the time of William? Coltran had seen it 
in William’s hand. It had existed, unless this was, somehow, a modern replica. 
 “No,” he shook his head and looked through the microscope one more time. Even 
today’s technology could not weave such tiny wires so intricately. 
 “Everything okay?” Mellory’s voice asked. Coltran jumped suddenly. 
 He turned around. Mellory stood in the doorway of the lab watching Coltran 
quizzically. 
 “Yes,” Coltran said, “come over here and tell me what this looks like to you.” 
 Mellory made his way over to the lab bench and looked through the microscope. 
He kept looking for a long time. Coltran sat on one of the lab stools and waited patiently. 
Finally Mellory looked at Coltran, his face slightly wary as if he thought Coltran was 
playing some kind of prank on him. 
 “It looks like a circuit,” he said, “Like a really jumbled transistor circuit.” 
 Coltran nodded, “So it does,” he said. “Any chance you could trace this circuit 
and figure out what it does?’ 
 Mellory’s face fell visibly. “It would take us months to unravel something like 
that, even if we put all of our other research on hold to do it.” His tone implied that even 
for the great Doctor Coltran that would be asking too much. 
 Coltran knew that, but had been curious if perhaps they would be willing to do it, 
as a favor. In a couple of months it might not matter any more anyway. 
 “Thank you very much,” he said standing up and pulling the medallion from 
under the microscope. “I think I am finished here.” 
 Mellory bobbed his head and followed him to the door. It took another fifteen 
minutes and multiple assurances that he would return to the lab if he ever needed it again 
before he was able to get out the door. 
 Thrusting his hand deep into his pocket, still clutching the medallion he headed 
for the bus stop. All he wanted was to return to the motel, lie down, and think. His mind 
felt so full that his body was worn out from carrying it all. 
 He sat on the bench waiting for the bus, consumed with his thoughts, letting his 
mind mull over the things that Friar Ives had said to him. That whole encounter had left 
him frustrated and confused. The edges of the medallion dug into his fingers painfully 
and he gripped it tighter, relishing the hard, tangible feel of it. 
 When the bus arrived he made his way to the very back and hunched down in his 
seat letting the bouncing of the bus lull him into a quiet introspective. On the third bus, 
the one that stopped in front of the motel he slouched in the back seat again and waited 
for the driver to lurch into traffic. The bus didn’t move for several minutes and Coltran 
looked up from his bemusement to see what was going on. A familiar man stood in the 
front of the bus. Chiseled and handsome, his dark complexion promised to break the heart 
of every woman who saw him. The man looked back and forth around the bus, sniffing 
the air, tentatively. His eyes, a deep brown like freshly tilled earth, finally settled on 
Coltran and he smiled and sat down in his seat. 
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 Suddenly, as if released from a spell, the bus lurched forward and accelerated into 
traffic. Coltran settled back down into his seat. If he didn’t know any better he would 
think that man was following him. 
 

*** 
 

 Smith pulled MacElly around the corner behind her and pressed her back against 
the wall. She took a few quick breaths, trying to pull more oxygen into her lungs, then 
peeked around the corner. The man with the fiery eyes stalked through the doorway at the 
end of the long hallway. The stairwell, rising up to the levels above and falling down the 
levels below could be glimpsed briefly through the swinging doorway before it banged 
shut. Seemingly unhurried, the man walked, majestically toward the corner they crouched 
behind. 
 “Here he comes,” she said. Wordlessly MacElly followed her in a sprint to the 
end of the hallway they were in to where another corner turned left, at the end of which 
she hoped would be another stairwell. 
 As they neared the far corner she put out her hand and touched MacElly’s chest to 
stop him. She leaned her head out slowly around the corner. 
 In the middle of the hallway stood the same man she had just seen stalking her on 
the other side of the building. He faced away from her, his back straight, his broad 
shoulders square and thick. His glossy black hair hung almost to his shoulders. In his 
right hand he held a handgun, hanging down at his side. He turned his head then and she 
caught a glimpse of dark sunglasses just before she jerked her head back around the 
corner. 
 Could there be two of them? There had to be. 
 “There’s another one,” she whispered to MacElly. His eyes still looked haunted 
and she hoped he wasn’t going into shock. She also hoped that he would continue to 
believe her claim that their lives were in danger. 
 He blinked rapidly a few times and licked his lips, pushing his glasses up his 
nose. He leaned over her and craned his head around the corner. When he pulled back his 
eyes were wide with disbelief. 
 “Is that a real gun?” he asked. 
 “I’d rather not wait and find out,” she told him. “Come, on.” 
 She ran back the way they had come to a door with a small glass window in it. 
The sign outside the door read “Dr. Katz MD”. The knob turned when she grabbed it and 
she heaved a sigh of relief as she motioned MacElly inside. She pushed the door shut 
behind them and turned the little tab on the back of the knob to lock the door. 
 MacElly’s eyes looked frantic and she worried that he was breaking down. She 
motioned him to the side where he couldn’t be seen from the window in the door. She 
pressed herself against the wall next to the door where she could keep one hand on the 
doorknob but she also was not visible from the window. By leaning out from the wall just 
a little she could take quick peeks outside into the corridor. 
 “Can I help you?” a somewhat curious voice asked. 
 Smith jumped and jerked her head around. A pretty blond girl sat behind a 
receptionist’s desk watching her with one raised eyebrow. The antiseptic smell of a 



Approaching Darkness 
Jesse Whitehead 
154,000 words 

47   

doctor’s office tickled her nostrils. Several chairs squatted about the room and a small 
table boasted a stack of magazines. 
 She looked at MacElly. He stared back, his eyes wide behind his glasses and 
shrugged slightly. 
 “No,” Smith said, slowly turning her gaze back to the receptionist. “I don’t really 
think so.” 
 She turned back to the door and peaked through the window. The part of the 
hallway that she could see was still empty. 
 MacElly sidled up next to her and, leaning close, he whispered. “Don’t you think 
we should have her call the police?” 
 “Do you think they’ll get here in time to make a difference?” she asked in 
response. 
 “You can’t just…” the girl stammered, “Are you here to see Doctor Katz?” 
 Smith leaned out and glanced out the window again. She jerked back quickly. The 
dark, handsome silhouette of their pursuer walked sedately past the door. 
 “If you’re not here to see the doctor then you’ll have to leave.” 
 Smith twisted the lock on the door and then, turning the knob she pulled the door 
open just enough to see the end of the hallway and the shadow of the stranger’s broad 
back disappearing around the corner. 
 Without a word she pulled the door open and sprinted into the hallway, hoping 
that MacElly would follow. Her heart pounded beneath her breast and she had to remind 
herself to breath. Don’t panic, she told herself. The sound of her footsteps seemed 
impossibly loud in her ears. MacElly’s shoes, pounding a staccato rhythm behind her, 
sounded too much like pursuit for comfort. Any second she expected to hear the boom of 
exploding gunpowder, feel the bullet bite into her flesh. She imagined the force of the 
bullet spinning her off balance to trip and fall, skidding on the slick tiles, leaving a smear 
of blood behind. 
 Then they bolted around the corner and put on a burst of adrenaline-fueled speed 
toward the stairwell. No shots had been fired, no pounding feet had sounded in pursuit. 
Could it be possible that they had escaped this time? It seemed too much to hope for. 
They still had five flights of stairs to run down and then get out on the street and get lost 
somewhere, again. Maybe MacElly was right, they should go to the police station and… 
her thoughts stopped there. What if the police had given them the guns? What if they 
were police? Did police in England carry guns? She wasn’t sure she wanted to trust the 
police. 
 They barreled through the door and down the stairs taking them two at a time. 
After the first landing Smith pulled MacElly to a halt. Leaning out over the stair banister 
she looked down the four and a half flights of stairs, trying to see if anybody was down 
there. At first it looked clear then MacElly squeezed her arm, just above the elbow and 
pointed down, about two flights below. It took her a moment to see what he was pointing 
at. The faint shadow of a man splayed across the floor a couple of floors down. 
 They moved back, away from the banister and leaned against the wall. “Are there 
three of them?” she muttered under her breath. MacElly looked scared. Both of them 
were short of breath and she felt a paralyzing coldness spread from her abdomen to her 
limbs. We’re dead. 
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 Maybe I can get MacElly out. She thought. She knew that the other two men had 
to have heard their mad dash down the hallway and would be following them soon. There 
wasn’t much time. 
 “MacElly,” she whispered, “I’m going first. As soon as you hear me, run. Run 
down the stairs, get a cab and go to the nearest police station.” 
 “Smith,” he grabbed her arms frantically to hold her back, “you can’t… I…” he 
worked his mouth as if it were dry. 
 “I’ll be right behind you, just don’t stop, not for anything.” 
 She took a few calming breaths, trying to stop her limbs from shaking in terror. 
She tried to smile confidently at MacElly but her lips started to quiver so she just looked 
away. She started creeping down the stairs as silently as she could and concentrated on 
placing her feet as quickly and quietly as possible. 
 One flight down she stopped on the landing again and stared at the shadow. Not 
much time, she reminded herself. She looked up at the light to see where the source was, 
and assumed it would be in the same relative place ten feet down where the man stood 
waiting for them. The shadow indicated he was facing up the stairs, waiting for them and 
he had to be standing on the stairs between landings in order for his shadow to fall where 
it did. Quietly she slunk down the stairs until she stood just above where she calculated 
he must be, ten feet down and across from her. 
 She bit down on her bottom lip for courage whispered a short prayer for help and 
vaulted over the banister. She shoved herself toward the opposite side of the stairwell as 
she went over. The first thing she felt was sudden vertigo as she saw three and a half 
flights of empty space beneath her. Then she passed over the far rail and remembered just 
in time to jab her right foot high. The sole of her boot smashed into the side of the man’s 
head as she plummeted into him. His head whip-lashed and his body slammed into the 
wall. Smith landed on her left foot on the stair and it twisted painfully and popped loudly 
when she landed. She cried out in pain and fell. 
 Flailing, she grabbed the man’s shirt as she tumbled, sharp bursts of pain shooting 
up her leg. The sharp bite of the stairs knocked the wind from her lungs. Her grasp on the 
man’s shirt pulled him down on top of her and her head cracked back against one of the 
steps sending flashes of painful white light through her skull. 
 Momentum sent them tumbling down the stairs, limbs flailing about frantically to 
stop their fall. Smith maintained a death grip on the man’s shirt, riding him like a piece of 
wood in a stormy sea. Her ankle banged against something and she yelled in pain again. 
 They came to a stop with Smith sprawled across the man’s big chest, his 
shoulders and head rested on the landing, the rest of him still laid out on the steps. She 
pushed herself up, still gripping his shirt. His fist smashed into the side of her face, just 
below her eye. The blow whipped her head around and pain exploded through her skull. 
Her vision blurred and darkened. 
 Without waiting for the second blow she dropped her knee into the man’s crotch 
and simultaneously let go of his shirt to drive a fist into his chest, just beneath his 
breastbone. He grunted then, the first sound he had made and she punched him in the jaw 
as hard as she could and dropped her forehead onto his nose.  Blood ran from his nostrils, 
tracing up his face towards his eyes, which, she suddenly noticed, were the deep solid 
blue of Caribbean waters. 
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 She let go with a flurry of punches, striking at his throat and face, letting her 
entire weight rest on her knee that dug into his groin. He began to retch as her fist 
smashed into his Adam’s apple. He wasn’t very fast but when he hit her again it knocked 
her against the banister and she slumped there in pain. Blood ran down her face and her 
eye had already begun to swell. Her ankle throbbed. 
 She tried to push herself up when two booted feet from out of nowhere landed on 
the man’s chest. The man whoofed as the air was forced from his lungs. MacElly stepped 
off of the man, catching hold of the rail and kicked the man viciously in the side of the 
head. His head whipped around at the blow and he lay still, his chest quivering as his 
body struggled to suck air back into his deflated lungs. 
 “I thought I told you not to stop,” Smith whispered, her cheek felt thick and her 
words came out a little slurred. 
 “I see a pretty girl like you getting beat by a big ugly guy like that and you expect 
me to just run past?” MacElly asked as he helped her up. She grunted in pain as her ankle 
moved and he put his arm around her waist to support her. “I don’t think anybody ever 
told him that he’s not supposed to hit girls.” 
 “I think I had him,” she slurred and tried to smile as MacElly helped her down the 
stairs almost carrying her with one arm around her waist. His arm felt steady but his body 
trembled with adrenaline. 
 “It looks like it turned out about even,” MacElly told her looking at the bloody, 
purple bruise that spread from the base of the man’s throat up across one side of his face 
and his smashed and bleeding nose. 
 They moved as quickly as they could down the stairs and through the hallway on 
the ground floor. Smith felt slightly dazed at first but by the time she had gotten to the 
bottom she felt her senses returning. 
 She expected any moment to run into another of their pursuers -- she was 
convinced now that there were multiple ones -- but none appeared. 
 MacElly led her outside and down the street where he hurried her onto a bus that 
appeared to be waiting just for them. The driver gave them both a queer look as they 
boarded and MacElly helped her settle into a seat. 
 “I feel pretty awful,” she told MacElly. 
 “You look pretty awful,” MacElly told her. 
 “Thanks,” she said. She closed her eyes and leaned her head back against the 
window. The bouncy rhythm of the bus made her ankle throb in time to it and made her 
head bounce painfully against the glass reminding her of the bruise it had received on the 
stair. 
 “Where are we going?” she asked, leaning forward so her head would stop 
hurting. It didn’t help. 
 MacElly smiled at her, his green eyes mirroring the shock and fear that he really 
felt. “This line takes us to Portobello Road -- if we stay on till the end. Should be about 
twenty minutes away.” 
 She nodded. The adrenaline was starting to seep from her blood and she felt a 
deep weariness pulling her eyelids down. Her eyes felt sandy and she wanted to sleep. 
 “How’s the ankle?” MacElly asked. She snapped her eyes open and looked at 
him. He shivered as though he were cold, rubbing his arms with his hands. He’s gone into 
shock. She knew that it would only be a matter of minutes before she did the same. 
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 She wiggled her foot experimentally and felt the pain shoot up her leg. 
 “I don’t think it’s broken,” she said, “I twisted it pretty bad, maybe even sprained 
it.” 
 “There’s a police station just off Portobello,” MacElly told her. “We’ll head 
straight there.” 
 She scooted closer to him on the bench and slipped her arm behind his back. She 
leaned her head on his shoulder and held him close. “Thanks for stopping,” she said. 
 “Any time, luv.” 
 

*** 
 

 They rode the bus in silence. MacElly produced a handkerchief from one of his 
pockets and began wiping at the blood that dripped down Smith’s cheek, just under her 
left eye. 
 She winced when he touched her face and flinched away from him. She felt her 
teeth experimentally with her tongue. They all seemed intact. 
 “I think purple suits you,” MacElly said as he dabbed at her face. 
 “Thanks,” she muttered dryly, “I couldn’t decide so I only tried it on half my 
face.” 
 MacElly chuckled. “You know, I think you’re more entertaining when you’ve 
been beaten up.” 
 By the time the bus reached the end of its route the pain in her ankle had receded 
to a dull throbbing that felt swollen. She wondered if she would need to go to a hospital. 
Her muscles felt stiff from sitting and when she tried to stand her back groaned in protest. 
Her legs shook as MacElly helped her off the bus but they got stronger as she walked. 
 She found she could not put weight on her ankle so she hobbled down the street 
leaning against MacElly, their arms around each other. 
 “How far to the Police station?” she asked. 
 “Just a couple of blocks,” MacElly told her. 
 They moved slowly through the crowds of London’s famous Portobello Road. 
Carts and barrels with displays of wares for sale crowded the streets and walkways. In 
just a few minutes Smith had the distinct impression that literally anything could be 
found for sale along this street. Sellers boasted fine, rare books. Hawkers eloquently 
pontificated the superiority -- and the price -- of their jewelry. Other booths sold clothing, 
nick-knacks, cell phones, sunglasses, antiques, and what looked to Smith like just plain 
garbage. 
 Smith limped along, clinging to MacElly for support reveling in the relative safety 
that she felt surrounded by the hawkers and peddlers. She felt serene, almost relaxed. 
 The afternoon sun beat down on them and a trickle of sweat ran down her spine. 
 As they made their way along the street her muscles started to loosen up. With the 
relaxed muscles her ankle started to throb again, more painfully and she forced herself to 
put some weight on it as she clung to MacElly. 
 Each step brought pain lancing up her leg but with each step it became less 
intense. 
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 Finally she could see the Police station through the crowds, about half a block 
ahead. It squatted on the street, cobblestone steps rising up off the walk to the glass 
doors. She focused on that sight and tried to pick up her pace, safety at last in sight. 
 The police station was her goal, all other things extraneous. As she watched, a 
woman stepped out of the police station, looked up and down the street and then turned 
toward her and MacElly. 
 Smith sucked in her breath at the sight of her. The woman was perfect in every 
way. Her complexion was dark and Mediterranean. Her hair cascaded down over her 
shoulders in glossy black curls that would be the envy of every shampoo commercial. 
Her flawless face and slender form looked like an artist’s fantasy. The crowds became 
quieter as she passed. Hawkers averted their eyes and grew silent as though their wares 
were unworthy for her. 
 The woman’s black eyes looked right into Smith’s. She felt that her entire soul 
was suddenly laid open. She felt self-conscious of her own appearance, the bruise on her 
face, her frumpy clothes. 
 “Wow,” MacElly said breathlessly. 
 Smith felt a cold desperation creep down her spine. “MacElly,” she whispered, 
“she’s one of them.” 
 Neither of them could look away as the woman walked toward them, the crowds 
parting before her as the Red Sea before the children of Israel. 
 “How do you know that?” MacElly asked. 
 “She’s got a gun,” Smith replied. Her mouth was dry and she realized that both of 
them had stopped walking. “Just above her left breast, there’s a bulge under her jacket.” 
 MacElly continued to stare as if caught in a spell that would not release him. 
Smith felt the effects of the spell as well. She tore her gaze away from the woman, her 
heart wrenching as she did. She wants to kill us. She reminded herself. 
 “MacElly,” she pulled on his arm, “We have to go. She came out of the police 
station, they’re working together.” 
 He continued to stare, his mouth open. 
 She turned around to look behind them and her heart jumped up into her throat. 
Half a block behind them, several inches taller than most of the crowd a familiar face 
moved toward them, his jaw clenched his eyes shrouded by dark glasses. 
 Fear took hold of her and she turned toward the street, ready to flee. Hopelessness 
settled into the pit of her stomach as she looked across the street and saw the flash of 
flames reflected in two eyes and the burst of white beneath them as the familiar pursuer 
grinned at her. 
 We’re surrounded. We’re dead. 
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In the Path of Lightning 
 
 Coltran slouched in the back seat of the bus cupping the bronze medallion in his 
hands and muttering. 
 It was definitely more than a medallion. What? That was not readily apparent. 
 “Why did the loon give it to me?” he mumbled under his breath, squinting 
through his glasses. He didn’t know what he was supposed to do with it, maybe nothing. 
Maybe the friar just thought he would like a nice historical relic. 
 He shook his head. “Probably a bomb,” he muttered. “It’s a trap to kill us all.” 
 He chuckled then, to himself and then looked around, realizing how crazy he must 
look. The elderly woman sitting next to him seemed to suddenly find her purse highly 
interesting. Partway down the aisle two blue-eyed children stared at him, eyes wide, their 
faces filled with child-like curiosity. Towards the front of the bus two earth-brown eyes 
stared at him from a perfectly chiseled, handsome face. A half-moon of white teeth 
hovered beneath those penetrating eyes like the grin of the Cheshire Cat. 
 A shiver ran down Coltran’s spine and he looked away. The man seemed to be 
very pleased. 
 Coltran returned his attention to the medallion. He traced the silver inlay with his 
eyes. The inlay consisted of two circles, one slightly smaller than the other and enclosed 
within it. Inside the inner circle were two silver horseshoe shapes arrayed in like fashion 
with the opening of the horseshoe pointing up and to the right. A silver line ran straight 
from the center of the horseshoes, through the opening, across the circles and stopped just 
before reaching the edge of the medallion. 
 “Stonehenge,” he muttered. This is Stonehenge. He had seen a very complex array 
of circuitry under the microscope, circuitry that he had seen before, beneath Stonehenge. 
Could this be an amulet-sized Stonehenge? A handheld time machine? It was impossible. 
 “But if it weren’t” he whispered. It would need power. He had no idea how to 
supply power to something so small and with no obvious power nodes. Stonehenge had 
required the continued power drawn from several large bolts of lightning. All the 
manmade power in the world wouldn’t be enough if to equal it. 
 The medallion was significantly smaller than Stonehenge, could it be that it also 
required significantly less power? Perhaps the power of only one lightning bolt? 
 The bus shuddered to a stop, jerking him out of his thoughts. He watched the 
people departing, chewing on his bottom lip then suddenly surged to his feet, cursing. 
This was his stop. 
 “Hold,” he called to the driver who was closing the door. 
 He hurried down the aisle toward the exit, conscious of the people’s eyes on him. 
The Greek man with the brown eyes still stared at him disconcertingly, his Cheshire 
smile no longer on his face. As Coltran passed him he noticed that the deep earthen 
brown of his eyes filled the entire eyeball. The man’s gaze flickered towards Coltran’s 
hand and then back to Cotlran’s eyes again. Suddenly the man’s eyes lit up in triumph 
and his smile returned. He reminded Coltran of a hunter who has finally cornered his 
prey. 
 Coltran reached out to grab hold of the handrail. The man lunged at him without 
warning, his hand darting out toward the medallion that dangled from the chain in 
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Coltran’s hand. Coltran jerked back, startled, and stumbled. He fell over, rolling down the 
steps. The curb jarred into his back and his head smacked against the sidewalk. He raised 
his head to see the bus driver shaking his head in disgust and levering the door closed. 
 Brown eyes, the color of freshly plowed soil, stared at him from the window of 
the bus as it left the curb and pulled back into traffic. The smile was gone from his face to 
be replaced by a menacing look that seemed to be saying ‘I’ll get you.’ 
 Coltran rolled to his feet and headed for the motel room. He definitely needed to 
lie down. He was becoming paranoid. 
 

*** 
 

 The woman approached like a goddess, people falling back before her in awe. An 
overpowering charisma emanated before her that sent waves of adoration through the 
crowd. The effect was not lost on Smith. 
 “Flee from beauty,” Roberto’s words echoed in her mind and she tried to heed 
them. 
 “Flee from beauty,” Roberto’s words echoed in her mind again. No, that wasn’t 
Roberto. That was MacElly. 
 “Isn’t that what Roberto told you?” MacElly asked. “I think now is a good time.” 
 He stepped in front of her, breaking her gaze and she cried out in frustration, 
striking at him with her fists. 
 His face melted with concern for her so strong that it almost broke the spell of 
idolization that the woman held over her. The look in his eyes mirrored the look that she 
had seen at Stonehenge when the dragons descended from the clouds and she wept with 
consuming joy. 
 “Everybody’s crazy,” he said, shaking his head. 
 The woman was only thirty yards from them. Smith knew that she should run but 
felt drawn to stay. She pushed at MacElly, trying to see around him. MacElly grasped her 
elbow tightly and turned her toward a narrow alley that ran along the side of the police 
station. She felt a burning desire to lash out at him. She could break his hold, knock him 
down, and pummel him into the ground… The look of compassion in his eyes 
overpowered the animosity she felt. A slight pang of guilt went through her gut. 
 MacElly led her two halting steps then scooped her up in his arms and carried her, 
running down the alley. 
 The vinegar scent of rotten garbage assaulted her nostrils and the yowl of alley 
cats, disturbed by MacElly’s charge, brought lucidity to her foggy mind. The spell 
seemed to break. She began to shake and tears of shame dripped down her cheeks onto 
MacElly’s shoulder. 
 MacElly stopped and lowered her gingerly to the ground. He seemed wary, as if 
he feared she might bolt, injured ankle or not. 
 “It’s alright,” she told him, wiping tears off her face, embarrassed. “I’m okay 
now.” 
 He stared at her for only a second, his eyes seemed to say, “we’ll talk about this 
later.” 
 “Dead end,” was all he said, cocking his head to the side. 
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 An eight-foot fence of upright hardwood slats towered across the middle of the 
alley. 
 She tried to swallow the guilt and sadness that was clumped up in her throat and 
pushed the rising panic to the back of her brain. 
 “Can you get over?” she asked. 
 “I think so,” he said, looking at the top of the fence. 
 Without another word he wrapped his long fingers around her waist and heaved 
her upward. She grabbed hold of the top of the fence, the edges of the boards biting into 
the palms of her hands and pulled herself up. With MacElly’s help she got one leg over 
the fence and rolled over the top of it. She reversed her grip and let her body dangle on 
the other side. She dropped to the ground, grunting at the pain that shot through her leg. 
 She fell to her knees, and stumbled upright, frantically hobbling down the alley. 
She stumbled into a dumpster and leaned against it’s filthy side, trying to calm her racing 
heart. 
 There was a thump behind as MacElly dropped to the ground. She continued 
down the alley, ignoring the pain in her ankle, leaning against the dumpsters and walls 
for support. 
 Her ankle gave out beneath her and she started to fall. 
 MacElly’s arms caught her and lifted her off the ground. He ran, his feet plunging 
through the rotten-smelling puddles that filled the depressions in the alley. 
 She felt helpless, sitting in his arms as he ran toward the street. His heart 
hammered against her side and his green eyes burned with intensity -- not panic, he no 
longer looked panicked -- just intense. 
 A loud boom echoed down the alley just as they cleared the buildings on either 
side and emerged onto the street. Smith looked over MacElly’s shoulder and saw the 
hardwood fence reduced to a cloud of flying splinters and shards of shattered wood. A 
blur hurled like a tornado through the flying debris and crashed into a metal dumpster 
with a loud boom that made the dumpster buck and jump with the impact. 
 Absolute beauty strode calmly through that cloud of flying splinters. The woman, 
her body swaying as she walked, pulled her gun from under her jacket. The two men 
flanked her, their guns already drawn. Flame burned above a feral, lustful smile and dark 
sunglasses reflected the blue sky above. The spell that had enthralled her now turned her 
stomach. 
 Suddenly MacElly hurled her into the backseat of a taxi, shouting at the driver 
through panting breath. He piled into the taxi on top of her, yelling for the driver to go. 
 “Where, where?” he asked. 
 MacElly, gasping for breath shouted out the address of the motel and the taxi 
peeled away from the curb. 
 MacElly slid over to the middle seat and Smith turned around to look out the back 
window. Their pursuers stood in the middle of the road, looking like the goddess Hera 
with two Herculean bodyguards. All three of them held their guns lowered at their sides 
while they watched Smith and MacElly retreat in the taxi. The pedestrians on the 
sidewalks stared in worshipful silence. Smith watched until the taxi turned a corner. 
 She turned around and faced the front. “Go through Oxford,” she told the driver. 
 “Lady,” he said, “that’s on the other side of town.” 
 “I know,” she lied, “just take use home by way of Oxford.” 
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 “Okay,” he shrugged. 
 “You think they’ll still follow us?” MacElly asked. His chest still heaved and he 
leaned his head against the back of the seat in exhaustion. 
 She nodded. “Do you want to stick around and find out?” 
 “Nope,” he said and smiled. He leaned close, “I don’t have enough cash to pay for 
a trip to Oxford.” 
 

*** 
 

 Twilight shrouded London through heavy rain clouds when MacElly opened his 
eyes. Smith’s hand was shaking his knee gently and he looked around, momentarily 
confused. 
 “We’re here,” she whispered. 
 He shook his head to clear his thoughts and slid out of the taxi. Smith followed 
after handing a substantial stack of cash to the driver. Thunder boomed threateningly and 
the wind smelled of rain. 
 After watching the taxi pull away they turned wearily toward the motel, Smith 
holding onto MacElly’s arm. She still limped but her ankle seemed to be getting better. 
 MacElly looked at the sky, thankful for the respite from the sweltering heat that 
had dogged them all day. A gust of wind pushed against his back carrying the scent of 
charcoal mixed with rich soil. 
 He sniffed, and turned his head to look. They were in the middle of London. Tall 
buildings arose all around them, cars and buses roared along the street on the other side 
of the motel. He sniffed again. The smell was gone, replaced with the freshness of newly 
fallen rain. 
 He returned his gaze to the walkway in front of the motel. His eyes sought out the 
rooms that they were staying in. He stopped suddenly, putting his free hand over Smith’s. 
 A black silhouette crouched in the shadow under the awning that stretched over 
the walkway in front of their motel rooms. 
 “I think we’ve got a visitor,” MacElly said, his body stiff, his muscles tensed, 
ready to pick Smith up and run until he couldn’t run any longer. 
 The figure detached from the wall and stood up. It waved to them and stepped 
forward against the banister of the walkway and into the light. 
 “I left my key inside,” Coltran shrugged apologetically. 
 “You just about gave me a heart attack,” MacElly called up to him. He tried to 
relax his muscles but the tension didn’t want to go away. He noticed belatedly that 
Coltran’s physique could not really be compared to the men who had followed them. 
 Smith’s paranoia was rubbing off. 
 He helped Smith negotiate the stairs, one arm around her waist while she hopped 
on her good foot from step to step. Coltran, hurried down to offer his help, concern 
written across his broad face. MacElly let Coltran take his place supporting her and fell 
back to drag along in the rear. 
 Ever since the dragons appeared everything had changed subtly. Coltran became 
even more distant and withdrawn. He hardly ever spoke and seemed more distracted and 
self-absorbed. 
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 Smith was always paranoid, apparently justifiably so. That didn’t explain the 
irrational behavior she exhibited at the sight of the dragons -- or the woman outside the 
police station. 
 Then there was Roberto. Could it be coincidence that the drug-crazed mumblings 
that he professed had such vivid application to what followed? MacElly couldn’t see how 
Roberto knew what would happen, but coincidence only stretched so far. 
 “What happened?” Coltran asked as they reached the top of the stairs. 
 “A secret admirer wanted to ask Smith out on a date,” MacElly muttered, digging 
his room key out of his pocket. 
 Coltran paused and looked at both of them, his pale blue eyes searching their 
faces. “Was he tall, dark and handsome?” He asked. 
 Smith nodded and touched the purple bruise that spread across her cheek, “Not 
much of a gentleman, though.” 
 Coltran didn’t smile. Instead his eyes became haunted and his gaze shifted to the 
motel courtyard where they flitted about frantically, exploring the shadows. 
 MacElly moved past him to unlock the door. Coltran let go of Smith so that she 
could get her own key out of her pocket. 
 “Did he have blue eyes?” Coltran asked, still staring at the shadows of the 
courtyard, “blue… like… water…” 
 “…in the Caribbean Sea.” Smith finished for him. She had her key in the lock to 
her door just a few feet away from where MacElly stood, her head turned back to stare at 
Coltran. 
 “I saw him too,” Coltran said, “at the Abbey. He has a twin with dark brown eyes 
that tried to take…” He stopped and looked at them. He shrugged, “he almost made me 
think he was following me.” 
 MacElly froze with the door half open. His eyes met Smith’s. A lump rose up in 
his throat and he tried to swallow it so that he could speak. 
 “Did he see you come here?” Smith asked. 
 Coltran thought for a moment and shook his head. “No, he stayed on the bus 
when I got off. He wouldn’t know where I went from the bus stop.” 
 MacElly exchanged another glance with Smith then pushed the door the rest of 
the way open. 
 Coltran followed him inside and closed the door behind him. 
 After a month of living in the motel it still retained that sweet, antiseptic smell 
that MacElly associated with all motels. Technically they weren’t supposed to leave 
London. Bureaucratic investigation had them tied up indefinitely. Apparently 
governmental autonomy allowed for investigation of a historical site but the resultant 
destruction of that site extended beyond that allowance. 
 MacElly stretched out wearily on the freshly made bed and kicked his shoes off 
onto the floor. He closed his eyes and tried to relax. His stomach growled to remind him 
that lunch had been interrupted and no dinner had followed. He considered ordering some 
food but decided he was too tired. It could wait. 
 He opened one eye and looked at Coltran. The Australian sat on the foot of his 
bed, slumped over, head bowed. He held something in his hands and turned it over 
slowly, studying it and muttering to himself. 
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 He closed his eye again and took a deep breath. He wondered if he should keep a 
closer eye on Coltran. The man never accompanied them when they went to visit Roberto 
and Jay in the hospital. What did he do all day by himself? 
 Suddenly the door that joined their room to Smith’s banged against the wall and 
he opened his eyes. Coltran jumped to his feet, shoving his hands deep into the pockets of 
his suit pants. 
 Smith leaned in the doorway, her wounded foot only lightly touching the ground. 
In her hand she held a silver pistol. MacElly’s eyes widened in shock as she jammed a 
clip into the handle and cocked the gun by pulling back on the barrel. Fire burned behind 
her eyes so strongly that MacElly’s heart jumped in his chest. 
 “Smith,” he exclaimed. He started to rise, thought better of making any sudden 
moves and stopped with one foot on the floor and the other still on the bed. 
 “Did you see it? On the television,” she asked, her voice shook with anger. 
 MacElly watched the gun in her hands, his eyes wide. 
 “What is that?” he asked. 
 She glanced at it. “It’s a Colt Government 1911 A1,” she told him limping into 
the room, “nine millimeter.” 
 “How did you… where did you get it?” MacElly stammered, “what if it goes off, 
it could kill somebody.” 
 She looked at him as if he were being ridiculous. He slowly sat up on his bed, 
nervous, as she came to sit next to him. 
 “It’s just a gun, MacElly,” Coltran sounded disgusted. He sat back down where he 
had been but left whatever he had been looking at inside his pocket. 
 “The safety is on,” Smith told him. 
 He tried to relax but still felt uncomfortably aware of the fact that a deadly 
weapon was occupying space only a few inches away from him. He felt slightly revolted, 
as if it was radioactive and he could be contaminated by proximity. 
 “That’s illegal,” he said, staring at her, “handguns are illegal here.” 
 She shrugged. “I picked it up at the embassy after I arrived. My uncle is a military 
attaché to the ambassador.” Her eyes smoldered with anger. “That’s not important,” she 
said, “they hit the hospital. It was just on the BBC. There was a shooting at St. Thomas, 
this afternoon. Two people were killed.” 
 “Your uncle just let you walk out of the embassy with contraband weapons?” 
MacElly asked. 
 “Did they say who was killed?” Coltran looked up suddenly intense, his face 
white. 
 “No, they didn’t,” Smith replied, “but I think I know.” Her jaw clenched in anger 
and she turned to MacElly. “No,” she answered him, “my uncle gave me the gun, the 
embassy guards let me walk out with it. Will you get over it? I’m not a terrorist. We 
could be next.” Her voice escalated to a shout, “They walked right into that hospital and 
shot our friends, in the middle of the day. What makes you think we’re safe, sitting here 
in this motel room? They could be right outside the door.” 
 MacElly drew back from her in shock. Her eyes burned so intense, her demeanor 
so certain that fear knotted his stomach and he suddenly found it hard to breathe. 
 The telephone rang. MacElly jumped, his heart skipping several beats. They all 
looked at each other when the ring silenced. Coltran’s pale blue eyes looked haunted like 
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he felt responsible for what had happened to them. Smith’s eyes were flames of green 
conviction. 
 When the phone started its second ring Coltran rolled over his bed and picked up 
the receiver. 
 “Robert Coltran,” he said, quietly. He listened for a moment then said, “yes.” 
 “How do you know it was Jay and Roberto that were killed?” MacElly whispered 
to Smith as Coltran listened to the phone receiver, staring intently at the blank television 
screen. 
 Her jaw clenched tightly and she sucked two deep breaths in through her nostrils 
and expelled them before answering him. “I don’t… I mean, I do but I don’t know how.” 
She looked down at the Colt pistol gripped firmly in her hand. “It’s the same feeling I got 
when I knew that man was following us. Something turned them away. After we got in 
that taxi they just stopped. They saw what they were looking for. The hospital shooting 
was at three o’clock this afternoon. That’s only thirty minutes after we got in the taxi.” 
 “Why?” MacElly wondered out loud. He immediately dismissed his misgivings 
about the weapon in Smith’s hand and found that he drew some slight comfort from it 
instead. 
 She only shook her head. 
 Coltran hung up the phone and looked at them solemnly. “Jay and Roberto both 
passed away this afternoon,” he said numbly. MacElly felt a panic arise in his chest and 
he fought it down. “They were both shot, multiple times. The police believe it to be gang 
related.” 
 “They didn’t pass away,” Smith seethed, “they were murdered. The same thing is 
going to happen to us if we aren’t careful.” She turned her gaze on Coltran. “Are you sure 
that nobody followed you here.” Her voice cracked on the last word, the first sign that she 
was as rattled as she was angry. 
 Coltran only nodded, his pale blue eyes meeting hers for only a moment before 
looking away. 
 MacElly felt numb and wooden, unable to move or think. Jay and Roberto, dead. 
How could this be? Why? Nobody had any reason to kill them, to follow them, to… His 
mind stopped with nowhere else to go. 
 “I think we should all stay in the same room tonight.” Smith said, “If they come… 
I’ve got the gun. Maybe that will be enough.” 
 MacElly leaned against the wall feeling the smooth paint against his cheek. 
Distantly he heard Coltran say, “You use my bed. I’ll sleep on the floor; you two look 
like you need the better sleep.” 
 Roberto and Jay are dead? MacElly thought. His brain felt numb as if it couldn’t 
be real. He had just spoken to both of them this morning. They’re going to kill us too, he 
realized with a sinking feeling that carried him into slumber. 
 

*** 
 

 Coltran sat up and glanced at the glowing display of the room alarm clock. Ten 
minutes until three. His suit pants twisted uncomfortably around his legs, his shirt, the top 
button unbuttoned, felt old and wrinkled. 
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 Rain pounded the ground outside mercilessly. Was that what wakened him? He 
leaned against the wall, his thoughts in turmoil. 
 He lifted his hand and peered through the darkness at the bronze medallion 
cupped in his palm. The copper chain twisted sinuously around his wrist. He could not 
see in the darkness but he had studied it so much during the day that he knew what it 
looked like. 
 A sickly white light suddenly illumined the outline of the room curtains followed 
by a hollow boom of thunder. When the lightning struck a faint blue glow flashed across 
the surface of the medallion. 
 Coltran fumbled for his glasses on the floor next to where he lay. He shoved them 
onto his face then peered at the medallion waiting for the lightning to strike again. 
 White light flashed outside and the silver outline of Stonehenge pulsed with blue 
light at the same time. 
 Lightning had powered his regression into history before. Could it do so again? 
He felt a thrill of excitement course through him to be replaced with a crazed sickness in 
his stomach. The current involved in a lightning strike was enough to kill a man instantly. 
Was he desperate enough to die in his search to return to the past? 
 The darkness is coming. 
 The memory of his dream twisted his mind with dread. A deep fear settled on him 
that left him cold and breathless. This is something I have to do. Compulsion drove him 
to his feet and he stumbled toward the door, his stocking feet padding softly on the 
carpet. His hands shook on the doorknob and his body felt like ice. 
 His clothes still twisted about him, his hair wild from sleep he stepped out into the 
rain like a madman. 
 

*** 
 

 MacElly bolted upright in bed, ignoring his sore muscles. What had wakened 
him? He glanced at the clock between the beds -- just after three. A quiet schick sounded 
from the door as the bolt slid out of its socket. Heart hammering in his chest he turned 
frantically toward Smith. 
 She already stood next to the bed, her gun held up next to her face, pointed at the 
ceiling. Lightning flashed outside and a low boom shook the glass in the windows. 
 MacElly slid off the bed and pushed his feet into his shoes. Smith had slept with 
hers on. She had insisted that she would not regret it. He bent to tie them and glanced 
over at where Coltran slept. He was gone, his shoes still hunched under the edge of the 
bed where he had left them when he took them off. 
 The door drifted open slowly, silently. Not even a squeak? 
 “Don’t move,” Smith yelled suddenly, making MacElly jump. She lowered her 
gun and pointed it straight at the expanding crack between the door and the doorjamb. 
 What if it’s Coltran? MacElly wondered. He gripped the back of the chair next to 
the nightstand and wished for a weapon that he could hold. 
 “I have a gun,” Smith shouted, “put your hands on top of your head, right now. I 
will shoot in three seconds.” 
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 In response the door exploded inward and smashed into the wall behind it, the 
doorknob crashing through the wall paneling. A silhouette flew through the doorway in 
its wake, arms outstretched. 
 Lightning burned the scene into MacElly’s eyes, flashing suddenly. Pasty white 
eyes bulged in a face too beautiful to be real. A snarl bared the intruder’s teeth like a 
rictus of desperate animal fury. His hands curled like talons, reaching for Smith’s face. 
 The lightning vanished as suddenly as it had come, plunging them back into 
darkness. 
 Two gunshots shattered the sudden stillness and the silhouette jerked twice and 
twisted backward, falling against the doorjamb. The shadow fell over, rolling out through 
the door. 
 MacElly sucked air into his lungs. His eyes threatened to bulge from their sockets. 
He looked across the bed at Smith. In the darkness she appeared in shadow against the 
dim light of the rain-drenched night coming through the cracks between the drawn 
curtains. Her chest moved up and down steadily as she breathed. She held her pistol in 
front of her at arms length, gripping it with both hands. 
 MacElly pried his fingers from their death grip on the chair and forced his feet to 
move toward the door. Smith, on the other side of the bed moved cautiously in the same 
direction, her limp evident when she stepped. 
 They stared into the rainy darkness. All the lamps in the parking lot were 
extinguished. MacElly stood behind Smith as she pointed the gun at the floor of the 
balcony and leaned out. Their attacker had disappeared. 
 “I got him,” she whispered, “I know I got him.” 
 She seemed shaken. 
 MacElly lifted his gaze to blink into the darkness. He pushed his glasses up his 
nose with his thumb and craned his neck out over her head. A black shape rose up in 
front of them, black surging up out of blackness. Two red eyes suddenly burned like 
smoldering coals out of the darkness. 
 Smith shouted in surprise and sprung backward into MacElly. He lost his footing 
and stumbled backward. Smith’s gun barked again and the black figure fell backward and 
tumbled over the railing that lined the balcony walkway. The metallic sound of a body 
hitting a parked car followed almost immediately. 
 Smith leaned against the doorjamb, lifting her foot painfully and looked up and 
down the walkway. 
 “We have to get out of here,” she said, her voice surprisingly steady. “More of 
them will be coming. They know where we are.” 
 “Where’s Coltran?” MacElly asked. 
 She turned to look at him, her eyes shining in the darkness. “I don’t know,” she 
said, “he must have snuck out during the night. I don’t know how I didn’t hear him.” 
 MacElly stepped out into the rain. Cold water poured down his back and matted 
his hair to his head. He extended his arm to help Smith toward the stairs, feeling a little 
wary of the gun that she still gripped tightly in her fist. 
 They turned toward the stairs to go down and MacElly glanced over his shoulder. 
Lightning flashed and illuminated the night. At the end of the walkway, Coltran stood in 
front of the roof access ladder. He wore his suit pants, now plastered to his legs from the 
rain, his black socks transparent from water. His shirt, one cuff unfastened, the top button 
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undone, hung sodden over his back. His fists clenched out from his side, a copper colored 
chain dangling from the right. His head was bowed, rain dripping from the hair that fell in 
front of his face. 
 “Coltran,” MacElly whispered. “He’s back there.” Without waiting for Smith’s 
response he let go of her and sprinted back toward where Coltran stood. 
 Lightning flashed again and illuminated Coltran standing in the same spot. Now 
he stared straight at MacElly, his eyes wild and bright in the flashing light. A look of mad 
determination set his face. Before the lightning passed Coltran suddenly turned away and 
leaped up the ladder, two rungs at a time. 
 “Coltran,” MacElly yelled. The man’s gone crazy. He cleared the space and 
jumped up the ladder after his friend. His foot slipped and his shin struck one of the metal 
rungs painfully. Spluttering in frustration he pulled himself up the ladder after Coltran. 
Water ran in his eyes and splashed over his glasses, blurring his vision. He stumbled onto 
the roof of the motel just as another flash of lightning lit up the city. 
 Coltran ran across the roof, his wet, stocking feet slapping the rooftop, his right 
fist high above his head. The copper chain of the medallion bounced around his arm as if 
possessed by some demon. 
 MacElly leaped after him and slipped in the rain running in a stream toward the 
roof drain. Spitting water from his mouth and coughing he lunged to his feet again and 
lurched across the rooftop, yelling after Coltran. 
 He slipped again in the water. As he fell he kicked out with his legs in a desperate 
lunge, his hand caught one of Coltran’s ankles and he grabbed it and held on tight. 
Coltran fell flat on the rooftop. He kicked his foot frantically and it slipped out of 
MacElly’s grasp. Coltran jumped to his feet again and leaped away, raising both arms 
into the air. 

“Come on,” he screamed into the sky, “Take me back.” 
MacElly felt the air grow hot then his body began to prickle all over, the hair on 

his arms standing up. Suddenly he was picked up and slammed back down in an 
explosion of brilliant white light. Pain arced through his chest as his heart and lungs 
stopped. He flailed about, trying to draw air into his stricken lungs. The world was eerily 
silent all around him, and totally black. 
 In a panic he beat his fists on the rooftop, then at his own chest. His heart 
thumped once then seemed to stutter to life slowly. He still could not get air into his 
lungs. His chest felt constricted by metal bands. 
 Suddenly cool wet hands wrapped around his cheeks. He drummed his heels on 
the roof in a panic, wanting desperately to breath. Lips pressed against his, wet from the 
rain. He worked his jaw frantically, unable to think, his brain scrambled. The hands that 
held his head squeezed his jaw painfully, holding his mouth. Then air flowed down his 
throat and into his lungs. He sucked it in greedily. The hands released him and the lips 
drew away. He coughed violently drinking in the sweet taste of the damp air. His body 
shook from panic and his heart still thudded irregularly in his chest. 
 “MacElly,” Smith’s voice whispered in his ear. “We have to get out of here. 
They’ll be back and… the roof is on fire.” 
 She helped him rise to a sitting position. 
 “Smith,” he rasped, “is that you?” 
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 “Yes,” her voice sounded distant, “you were struck by lightning,” she told him, 
“We need to leave.” She was speaking quietly in his ear holding him close. He realized 
suddenly that he was shivering. 
 He tried to control the shivers as best he could, tried to organize his thoughts. 
“Coltran?” he asked. 
 “He’s gone,” she said, “I don’t know where he went.” 
 “He... got hit… too,” MacElly was able to gasp out. He could discern fuzzy lights 
in the darkness now. He felt tears welling up in his eyes and he rested his face against her 
shoulder, “I tried to stop him,” he cried, “I tried to stop him.” 
 “It’s all right,” she said, “you can explain it to me later, you’re in shock right now, 
it’s okay.” 
 He shook his head violently, “It’s not okay,” he screamed, “I let my friend kill 
himself.” 
 “He didn’t kill himself,” she said gently in his ear, “there’s no body up here. Did 
you hear me?” she shook his shoulders, “No body.” She was silent for several moments 
holding him. He didn’t want to move, or think, “Maybe he went back to wherever he 
went last time he got struck by lightning,” she said, her voice solemn. “We have to go 
now. The roof is on fire.” 
 He lifted his head and looked around, all he could see was a reddish orange glow. 
The rain sizzled as it evaporated in the flames. “I can’t see yet,” he told her. 
 “I know,” she said, helping him to his feet, “I’ll guide you, but we can’t wait any 
longer.” 
 She took his hand and led him back to the ladder and they descended slowly to the 
walkway. He had a vision in his mind of how they must look, a crippled woman leading a 
blind man. 

At the bottom of the ladder she led him down the walkway to the stairs. He closed 
his eyes when they started down the stairs, hoping that when he opened them his vision 
would return. It didn’t help. 
 “I can hear sirens coming to put out the fire,” Smith said. 
 Smith rounded the corner at the bottom of the stairs pulling him behind. She 
moved his hand to her shoulder and he heard the clicking of her gun being cocked. He 
squeezed her shoulder tightly and wiped water away from his eyes with his other hand, 
pushing his glasses up his nose as he did so. 

I can’t even see. He felt panic well up inside him, threatening to send his mind 
over the edge. He squashed it down frantically. What if we’re attacked? 
 He felt the muscles under his hand go taught and heard the loud crack of Smith’s 
pistol as she fired at someone, two quick shots, then another from someone else. MacElly 
fought the urge to run blindly. 

“Run,” Smith yelled. She took his hand in hers and he followed after her, blindly 
trusting her to lead. He stumbled along following her limping gait. The sound of their feet 
and the muffling rain all that he could hear above the pounding of his heart in his chest. 
Any moment he expected to feel the bite of a bullet tearing through his body, ripping his 
flesh. None came. He heard the report of several more shots behind him and heard Smith 
grunt once. His stomach knotted with fear that she had been hit but she kept on running 
without slowing down. Her limping gait guided him down the street. 
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 He thought he could smell the iron tang of blood mixing with the cleansing smell 
of the rain that puddled around their feet. Lights from the fire trucks streaked past, sirens 
whirring and Smith pulled him up alongside a building, into the shadows so they would 
not be seen. Blindly he watched the fuzzy lights passing by. Finally she pulled him along 
again to slosh across the street and down another alley. He had no idea where they were 
but he couldn’t hear the sound of anyone pursuing them any more. 
 After what seemed like hours, but could only have been minutes Smith led him 
inside somewhere and helped him sit down. “Where are we?” he asked. 
 “We’re at the train station,” she answered, “I’m going to get us some tickets, then 
I’ll be right back.” 
 “Where are we going?” 
 “I don’t know,” she answered, “wherever the next train is going.” She squeezed 
his hand once and then was gone. He tried to catch his breath, gulping air into his lungs. 
Water dripped off of him onto the bench and floor around him and he heard it splashing. 
Moments later Smith returned and sat down next to him. 
 “I think I’m blind,” he said, surprised at the steadiness of his own voice. “All I 
can see is lights.” 
 “It’ll pass,” she told him, “at least I think so. I don’t know anything about 
lightning strikes.” 
 “Who was shooting at us?” he asked. 
 “The woman,” Smith said. “I don’t think I got her. It was too dark, she wrapped 
the shadows around her like a cloak.” 
 “You got the one with the white eyes,” MacElly told her, “I saw the blood on the 
doorjamb when we came out.” 
 “Where did he go then?” Smith asked, “There was no body. The one that fell over 
the rail was gone too.” 
 “Just like Coltran,” he muttered. 
 “Yeah,” she said quietly, “just like Coltran.” 
 He started shivering again. 
 “Are you hurt?” Smith asked him. 
 He shook his head, “I’ve got a splitting headache… and I can’t see. You?” 
 “Not bad,” she said, “one of the bullets grazed my shoulder. As soon as I find a 
clean place to bandage it I’ll be okay.” 
 “How much longer is this going to last?” he asked. 
 “I think we need to find the dragons,” she answered, “they can tell us what to do.” 
 “But where are they?” 
 “I don’t know,” she said, “here comes the train. Try and get some sleep once we 
get on. We’re both going to need it.” 
 “Where are we going?” he asked as she led him onto the train. 
 She helped him sit in a seat and flopped down next to him. His wet clothes stuck 
uncomfortably to the plastic seat. He felt warmth along his side as she leaned against 
him, her head resting on his shoulder. 
 “Edinburgh,” she whispered. 

His head fell against the window dripping water down the glass and he let Smith’s 
warm body quell his shivers and lull him into slumber. 
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Hunting Dragons 
 
 Coltran swam in blackness, the medallion clutched firmly in his fist. He stood on 
some kind of black surface that seemed to swallow light so that he felt sure that 
nothingness gaped beneath his feet. The air around him appeared much the same. 
 Pain tore at his body, threatening madness. It seemed to be emanating from the 
medallion that he gripped in his hand, the chain draped across his arm. 
 He stretched his arm out to his side… and let it go. 
 

*** 
 
 His eyes jerked open and he sat upright suddenly. He sat in a chair at a desk, a 
yellow candle burned next to his arm. He blinked sleepily. A very large tome sprawled 
open across the table in front of him. 
 A deep but faint sense of frustration welled up inside him. After a moment he 
realized that it came from somebody else. He was back. It worked. 

His fist slammed down on the table and the pens and inkwell jumped. 
 “It doesn’t make any sense,” he muttered. 
 If it was William then he was no longer a boy. The muscles on his arms were 
heavily corded and his voice resonated deeply, without the cracks that had been present 
before. 
 How long has it been? Coltran wondered, Two years? Four? Ten? 
 William leaned back in his chair and rubbed his eyes with the heels of his hands. 
Coltran felt the other man’s emotions, like feeling stone through a pair of gloves. 
 “What’s wrong, William?” he heard a female voice ask. 
 “I can’t understand it,” William said, “I know it’s important.” He sounded 
confused, “‘Intelligence of stones and elements of nature…’ I’m not a scholar Sarah.” 
 “Why don’t you read it out loud?” Sarah said. Her voice sounded soft and musical 
with hidden laughter in the overtones. “Maybe we can both figure it out.” 
 He turned toward the voice. 
 The woman sat in the only other chair near the door to the small, lightly furnished 
room. A bed and table completed the decorations of the cramped space. A polished short 
sword and a long-handled pike leaned against the wall by the door. 
 “I don’t think it will help,” he said. Sarah raised an eyebrow. Long brown hair 
disappeared behind her back and pale blue eyes hinted at sadness past and happiness in 
the present. Her face beamed beautifully and Coltran’s breath caught in his chest when he 
looked at her. Or, rather his host’s breath -- he realized -- Coltran did not have a breath. 
 “Maybe it would help to hear it out loud, William” Sarah said, “Besides, I’m 
smarter than you.” At the end of her comment the corners of her mouth pulled up into 
dimples that accentuated her features. Coltran’s heart broke at the sight of her smiling at 
him. 
 Coltran felt a grin spread across William’s face, “When did you become so 
learned?” 
 “Help me up,” she said, holding her hands out. Coltran noticed for the first time 
the bulge of her belly beneath her breasts. Sarah was expecting and, Coltran guessed, 
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nearly ready to deliver. William helped her to her feet led her to the table and helped her 
into the chair. 
 “Right here,” he told her. 
 She leaned over the book then read it out loud. “The ability to control the 
elements are locked up in the intelligences. The intelligences exist in everything. One 
need only ask to have his bidding done.” 
 Sarah looked up from the book her angel-like face twisted in confusion. 
 “Let me explain what I’ve got worked out so far,” William said. He pulled the 
other chair over to the table right next to Sarah and moved the book aside. “There are two 
forces in the world, Light and Dark. Each force is made up of five Elements: Fire, Earth 
Water, Air and Soul -- Soul being Lightness or Darkness. The Elements are beings 
incorporeal.” 

“Like ghosts?” she asked. 
William nodded, “More like demons, I think. The Elements each have the ability 

to control the part of nature that they are named for. Their will is very strong and almost 
impossible to resist.” 
 She nodded. Her blue eyes shining in interest, her brow creased slightly in 
thought. “Possession?” she whispered. 
 “Sometimes,” William said. “There is war between the Elements of Light and the 
Elements of Dark. They are intelligent and cunning but are incapable of understanding 
that the world needs both forces to survive. 
 “Thousands of years ago the Elements gained possession of very powerful people 
and ruled the world as gods.” 
 William held up a paper that he had rubbed with a sharp piece of charcoal. The 
vague shape of a large bulky creature with wings outstretched was instantly recognizable. 
 “The dragon,” William said, “Dragons are possessed by the Elements of Light and 
Fire. The other beings that the Elements of Light possessed were all killed and returned to 
their natural home, deep inside the core of the earth. Hoping to control the Elements of 
the Dark, the ancients forced those Elements to possess the bodies of five small children. 
The book calls them the Children of Hera. Stonehenge in its early stages assisted in this 
effort but it was in vain. The Dark Elements became stronger with their child bodies. 
Men began to hunt the dragons across the entire world until only a remnant remained and 
the Dark Elements gained power. Stonehenge was altered to serve as a portal to another 
world, ante absiduus, the timeless place. The Dark Elements were trapped inside it and 
banished. The dragons went with them, an act of mercy from the men who built it; they 
would have been destroyed had they not. My father spent the rest of his life changing the 
stones one last time in order to bring them back. They will be called when the elements 
return. If they are willing to help.” 
 “The dragons would refuse?” Sarah asked. 
 William nodded, “Many of them were killed, and they do not possess the power to 
procreate so there is no continuation of the species. No growth.” 
 “What is ‘the intelligence’?” Sarah asked. 
 “I don’t know what that means,” William said, “That’s the first time it’s 
mentioned. I think it’s talking about a way to control the elements, maybe bring them 
back. Or use their power to do... something, I don’t know.” 
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 Sarah watched him intently for a few seconds, and smiled suddenly. William’s 
heart leaped at her smile. “Why don’t you ask Samuel?” she said, “He spends so much 
time with books and philosophy that he’s got to have some kind of theories about it.” 
 William hesitated, shaking his head, “If the wrong hands got hold of this book…” 
 “Well if the right hands can’t figure out what it means then they need to ask for 
help,” she said, “You know you can trust Samuel, he’s the best friend we have. You’ve 
known him for years.” 
 William nodded solemnly. Coltran could feel his nervousness. Was he afraid he 
would be renounced as a heretic, the book taken and burned? 
 “I don’t know if I should,” William said, biting his lip hard, finally he picked up 
the book and closed it, “I’ll be right back,” he said and started for the door. 
 William carried the book out of the room and down the hallway where he 
knocked firmly on a heavy oak door set into the stone. A frantic shuffling sounded inside 
and the door swung open. The man standing in the doorway towered over William, at 
least seven feet in height, his head hunched between his shoulders to see under the frame 
of the door. His rail thin hands beckoned William to enter. His eyes shone the palest pink, 
with red streaks through the whites and sunken in a deep cavern beneath his brow. He 
appeared young, but his skin was prematurely wrinkled and his hair -- a greasy white -- 
glowed orange from the torchlight in the hallway. His papery skin looked transparent and 
lined with blue veins, 
 “Hello, William,” the other man said, his voice a pleasant sounding baritone. 
 “Samuel,” William sighed stepping into the dark interior of the room, “I have a 
question I need to ask you.” 
 Samuel closed the door behind him and motioned for him to sit down. The room 
had no windows and was only dimly lit with one candle. A bed and a table, both of them 
covered with papers, books and scrolls were the only furnishings. Inkwells and pens 
looked scattered about on every surface amongst the clutter of documents. Even the stone 
floor was hidden beneath half finished drawings and papers filled with writing in multiple 
languages. 
 William didn’t seem to notice the mess. He brushed aside a pile of parchment and 
sat on the corner of the bed that obviously seldom saw any use. He set the book down 
with a heavy thud on the table. “I need help.” 
 Samuel looked at the book for several seconds, his face an unreadable mask. He 
licked his too-red lips and traced the symbol on the cover of the book with his finger. He 
closed his eyes as if in ecstasy. William clenched his jaw, concerned at his choice to 
show Samuel the book. “What is it you don’t understand?” he asked finally looking at 
William. His Adam’s apple bobbed as he swallowed. 
 “Let me show you,” William said standing up again. He began to leaf through the 
book rapidly with practiced fingers. It took him only a few seconds to find the place 
where he had been before. He pointed with his finger at the spot and waited for Samuel to 
read it. 
 Samuel picked up the book and held it cradled in his arms for several minutes 
reading, his lips moving slightly. Then he smiled, flashing his teeth in the firelight. “I 
think I’ve read something about this,” He said, “I don’t remember for sure…” His voice 
trailed off and he stared at the wall, still holding the book close to his chest as if it were a 
precious infant. He jerked his head toward William and grinned at him. “Can I keep this 
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for a couple of days, I just need to compare it with my other books and scrolls,” he added 
when he saw the hesitation on William's face. 
 “I guess it wouldn’t hurt,” he said after a moment, “if you keep it for a few days.” 
His fingers reached out to brush lightly across the vellum pages. “You can’t tell me 
anything yet?” 
 Samuel shook his head, “It’s too early. Where did you get this book?” 
 William allowed a small smile to cross his face, “You could say it’s a family 
heirloom,” he replied. “I’m going to go to bed,” he said heading for the door, “We have 
drill tomorrow morning at dawn.” 
 William waited for a moment as if expecting a response. Samuel, deep in thought, 
looked at him suddenly. 
 He smiled, “that’s right.” His white teeth blended with his pale skin. “Another 
morning of me making you eat mud for breakfast.” 
 William returned the smile warmly, and patted Samuel’s back on his way toward 
the door, “One of these days, Samuel, I’ll best you in combat and I shall celebrate the 
day.” 
 “I’m just a lowly scholar,” Samuel said, his voice light, “You are a warrior. If you 
are incapable of beating me…” 
 William laughed and pushed the door open. “Tomorrow,” he said, “may be the 
day I learn how to beat a scholar at being a warrior.” 
 “How’s Sarah doing?” Samuel asked, his face suddenly serious. 
 William turned back, “She’s anxious,” he replied, Coltran could feel William’s 
own anxiety and pride welling up inside, “She says she’s only got about six weeks left.” 
He grinned in excitement. 
 “Tell her I said hello,” Samuel said and turned back to the huge book. 
 William didn’t bother to reply, he just closed the door and heaved a deep sigh. 
Coltran felt a deep contentment of his own that William had found happiness in his life. 
The last time Coltran had seen him, or rather been… inside him, his life had been full of 
devastating sadness. I hope it lasts, he thought, last time things went well until I showed 
up. 

 
___Edinburgh, Scotland, July 21 
 
 MacElly jerked awake. Smith, still leaning against his shoulder opened her eyes 
and sat up slowly. 
 “What’s wrong?” she asked. 
 He shook his head. His mind felt fuzzy and he couldn’t think. “Something woke 
me up.” He looked around the train slowly, breathing deeply but quietly. His eyesight had 
returned, fuzzy and a bit too bright but he could see. It wasn’t until he looked out the 
window that he realized what had wakened him. 
 “I think we’re here,” he said quietly. 
 As they exited the train MacElly took a deep breath of the air. “Ah,” he said, 
“Scotland.” The familiar medieval architecture mixed haphazardly with the more modern 
made him smile. “Edinburgh,” he said, “Good choice. The most beautiful city in all the 
world.” 
 She looked around skeptically, “I think a few people might disagree with that.” 
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 MacElly’s stomach rumbled, reminding him that neither of them had eaten the 
day before. “Hungry?” he asked. 
 She nodded, “Starving,” she said. “And I need to get this wound cleaned.” She 
reached her left hand up to touch her right shoulder. Her sleeve was darkened with dried 
blood and stuck to the skin of her arm. A long gash cut across the meat of her shoulder 
from a bullet graze. 
 She led him to the street where they caught a bus into the old part of town. They 
rode in silence, too tired to speak. MacElly was glad that the population on the bus was 
sparse this early in the morning. He and Smith looked like a couple of bums. She got off 
and headed down the street. 
 “Where are we going,” he asked. 
 “MacDonald’s.” She said. “I don’t have much money,” she added, at his 
despairing groan, “we can’t use our government funds, they’re traceable.” 
 “You think people are desperate enough to trace our use of funding?” He asked 
incredulously. He realized that she was right even before he said it. If they’re desperate 
enough to shoot at us in the middle of London then they’ll do anything. 
 He could see the familiar double arches down the street and realized that he was 
hungry enough to eat anything. Besides, just once wouldn’t kill him, would it? When 
they got inside Smith looked around at the almost empty restaurant. 
 “Not very busy, are they?” 
 He shook his head, “It’s only five in the morning, Edinburgh isn’t even awake 
yet. I’m surprised they’re open.” 
 “Good, come help me,” she led him to the restrooms and pulled him inside the 
door of the ladies room. “Rip my shirt,” she said. 
 “Excuse me?” he asked, looking around nervously, he hoped there weren’t any 
customers coming in soon. 
 “My sleeve,” she said, “Tear it off, I’ve got to wash the wound and wrap it with 
something.” 
 She handed him a small pocketknife that she produced from one of her pants 
pockets. He carefully pulled the bloodstained fabric away from her skin, made a cut in it 
and ripped the fabric away, tearing the sleeve down the middle. He winced 
empathetically at how ugly the bullet wound looked. Her whole upper arm was bruised 
black and the dried blood had gelled around the graze mark. 
 Smith looked at it, then at him. “Looks pretty ugly, doesn’t it?” 
 “There’s nothing pretty about it,” he said. 
 She began tearing paper towels from the dispenser and wetting them down under 
the faucet. She used them to clean the dried blood from her arm and wipe it as clean as 
possible. He didn’t know if she needed a disinfectant or not but she didn’t mention one. 
Bullets are clean, aren’t they? He wondered. 
 When she was done it still looked terrible, “That looks really painful,” he said. 
 “It is,” she said through gritted teeth. She dumped the dirty paper towels in the 
wastebasket and then looked at him, “Now cut a strip off the bottom of your shirt,” she 
said, “We need to wrap it.” 
 He looked down at his shirt. It was a light blue shirt with buttons up the front, the 
kind most people would wear with a suit. MacElly wore it with his jeans, untucked. He 
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used her knife again to start a four centimeter cut in the bottom of his shirt and then tore 
it all the way around in a strip. 
 “Wrap it as tight as you can,” Smith instructed him. He wrapped the thin fabric 
around her arm several times and tied it. He was afraid he would cut off circulation but 
she chastised him through gritted teeth and gave a sharp jerk at the knot, pulling it tighter. 
She placed her hand on her shoulder and flexed her arm a couple of times. She winced at 
the pain and then nodded curtly, “It’ll have to do.” 
 MacElly thought of how shabby they must look. They had slept on the train and 
their clothes looked like they’d been stolen off a pair of homeless people. He heard the 
door open behind him and jumped as he remembered where he was. His face suddenly 
turned bright red as one of the employees walked in pushing a mop bucket. She raised her 
eyebrows. 
 “Do you folks need help?” she asked. 
 “No, no,” he said quickly, his face burning, “we were just leaving.” 
 She watched them leave, her face passive. 
 “Don’t ever do that to me again,” he said as they walked toward the front of the 
restaurant. 
 Smith giggled, a sound he had never heard her make before, “I thought that was 
rather funny. I think your face could have glowed in the dark.” 
 He threw her his most angry look before turning to the cashier to order some food. 
After getting their meals they went to one of the tables and sat down to eat. MacElly 
chewed his food quickly, ravenously, his hands shaking with hunger. He wondered as he 
ate if the dark man -- men? -- and woman had followed them. Maybe they’re dead, he 
thought. He’d seen the blood puddle from the man, he must have been hurt badly to bleed 
that much in the amount of time he’d been standing there. Smith had sworn there were no 
bodies. Just like Coltran. 
 “Do you think they followed us?” Smith asked. 
 MacElly almost choked on his food surprised that her comment mirrored his own 
thoughts so closely. “I don’t know,” he said, “Maybe they’re dead.” 
 “Let’s hope so,” she replied, “I don’t think they really knew what they were 
doing.” 
 He took another bite of his food and looked at her curiously, “They almost killed 
all three of us,” he said with his mouth full. 
 “Yeah,” she replied. She put her food down and looked at it like it was a snake, 
“but they seemed almost clumsy. We weren’t twenty feet away from that woman when 
she started to fire at us. A complete idiot could have killed us both at that range. She 
missed almost every shot.” 
 MacElly did a quick conversion in his head, twenty feet was about six meters. 
That's not very far. “Maybe they’re trying to keep us alive,” he said. 
 “Using live rounds?” 
 He shrugged, he didn’t really believe it either, “I don’t see them anywhere,” he 
said looking around, “I think we’re relatively safe...” His voice trailed off as he saw a 
man standing on the sidewalk looking up at the double yellow arches of the sign outside. 
 Smith turned around and muttered a curse, “It’s him,” she said. 

“It’s the man. That means the woman is around the corner somewhere.” 
 “Don’t move,” Smith told him. He froze in his seat. 
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 “Why?” he whispered. 
 She didn’t answer.  The dark man lifted his nose to the air and sniffed several 
times as if trying to catch a scent. Is he hunting us? MacElly wondered. He tried to 
breathe slowly, tried to make himself unnoticeable. He shivered and his spine tingled. 
 Eyes like burning embers turned to look at him and he lurched to his feet in a 
panic, banging his knee on the table. Smith grabbed his wrists firmly as he tried to rise 
and pressed his palms flat on the table. 
 “Stay still,” she hissed. MacElly felt bile rise in his throat and tried to jerk his 
hands free from her grip, his face contorting in fear. 
 “He doesn’t know we’re here,” she hissed again. “Sit down before he sees you.” 
 MacElly looked back toward the man standing on the walk beneath the golden 
arches. He still sniffed at the air, his fiery gaze now peering down the street. 
 MacElly lowered himself slowly to his seat, eyes fixed on the man outside. 
 “Eat your food,” she told him. 
 “What do you think they want?” MacElly asked. The man broke into a run, 
heading in the direction he had been looking -- and sniffing. He glanced at Smith. She 
studiously bit into her breakfast, chewing mechanically. Her green eyes echoed his 
unease. “I mean, maybe we can just talk to them. Answer their questions. We don’t have 
anything they might want, not bad enough to hunt us down.” He picked up his own food 
and took a bite, scowling at the taste. 
 “They tried to kill us, MacElly,” Smith glared at him. “I don’t care what they 
want.” 
 MacElly shrugged, “I’m just thinking,” he muttered. They finished their meal in 
silence and sat for a long time in the plastic MacDonalds chairs looking at each other 
from time to time as if in reassurance that the other was still there. The greasy food 
settled in MacElly’s stomach and made him want to vomit. 
 “We need to find a place to stay,” Smith said. 
 “What if old Fire-eyes and his girlfriend find us again?” he asked. 
 She shrugged, “Let’s pass that bridge when we get to it,” she said, “I really can’t 
think ahead toward that right now...” she stopped talking and he heard a small sob as she 
choked. 
 “Come on,” he rose to his feet and extended a hand toward her. He helped her to 
her feet and put his arm around her as they walked. She leaned against him, still favoring 
her injured ankle and her body started to shake with sobs, “We got lucky,” she said after 
they got outside. 
 MacElly didn’t think they would survive another confrontation with their 
pursuers. “I don’t think they were human,” he said. As he said it he realized how 
ridiculous that sounded. This isn’t some science fiction movie, he reminded himself. 
There aren’t any people with fire for eyes. He wished fervently he understood what was 
going on. 
 “They look human,” Smith said, she straitened up and began wiping her eyes. 
They walked in silence for a few minutes and then she said, “I’m still hungry.” 
 He laughed suddenly. As bleak and as hopeless as things seemed to be getting 
something about her statement of hunger sounded funny. “Let’s go find a place to stay 
and see if we can sneak some food without our friends showing up again,” he said. 
 “Any ideas on where we can go?” she asked. 
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 He started to suggest some motels then remembered that they couldn’t use their 
government issued cards. “My wife’s got a friend that lives in Edinburgh,” he said, “I 
could call her and see if she’ll put us up for one night.” 
 Smith shook her head adamantly, “Then, if our ‘friends’ show up, are they going 
to be selective and attack only you and me?” 
 He chewed on his lower lip, “I hadn’t thought about that, actually.” 
 “We’ll have to find a really cheap motel,” she said, “Maybe a bed and breakfast 
joint.” 
 “How much cash do you have?” he asked. 
 “Thirty or forty pounds,” she said. 
 “I’ve got about fifty,” he said, “if we try the right part of town we can get a bed 
and breakfast for under twenty-five I’ll bet.” 
 She nodded her head and stretched one arm out in front of her, “lead the way.” 
 He wasn’t really sure where they were. The Prince’s Street Gardens and the 
massive Edinburgh Castle had drifted past the window on the bus from the train station 
but the surrounding buildings were too tall to see the famous landmark. He stopped 
walking and turned in a slow circle looking up at the buildings. 
 “I need to see the castle,” he said, “I’m sort of lost without it as my compass.” 
 “I thought we wanted to be lost,” she teased. 
 “Yes, well, it doesn’t do us any good if I’m the one that’s lost.” 
 They walked on silently, the bleakness of their moods contrasting with the bright 
sun and clear sky that greeted them. MacElly didn’t know how long they walked or how 
far. 
 He realized that they had wandered into a poorer part of town, shorter buildings, 
with houses scattered among the shops and stores. And there was the castle, sitting on its 
huge rock like a giant titan keeping watch over Scotland while the centuries passed. The 
back of Castle Rock rose steeply out of the city to the rear of the castle battlements. He 
led the way into one of the shops on the street. The woman inside eyed them critically as 
she looked at their torn and soot stained clothes and the dried blood and large bruise on 
Smith’s arm. 
 MacElly asked if she knew where a cheap place to stay was and the woman gave 
them some curt and vague directions to a bed and breakfast that she called Ma’s Place. 
The one o’clock cannon sounded as they stepped back out on the street. Smith jumped at 
the sound. 
 MacElly chuckled. “You’ll lose your shoes if you jump too high,” he whispered. 
 She knuckled him in the ribs, “You jumped too. Don’t shake your head like you 
didn’t, I saw you.” 
 “It only looked that way because of how much you were trying to break into 
escape velocity.” 
 Smith shook her head vehemently and pursed her lips at him. “I know what I saw, 
you just about died, right there. And after all we’ve been through.” She smiled at him and 
for a moment he could almost forget the bone deep weariness that assaulted him and the 
dark purple bruise that spread down Smith’s arm like some kind of alien virus. He almost 
felt like they were back in school again. The feeling was fleeting, and then it died. 

Smith seemed to sense his mood and they walked in silence to the end of the 
block, turning onto the street they had been instructed to take. 
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“What was that?” Smith asked. 
 “One o’clock cannon,” he replied, grateful for the distraction from his dark mood, 
“They fire it every day from the castle wall. It’s to help people keep their watches and 
clocks set right so that everybody is on the same time.” 
 She rolled her eyes, “You English sure have a weird way of doing things. What if 
the cannonball landed on somebody’s house?” 
 “We’re not English,” he replied, ignoring the sarcastic question, “how do you do 
it in America?” 
 “We don’t bother,” she answered. 
 The bed and breakfast turned out to be not too hard to find. It was really only a 
large house with a wooden sign out front that looked like it used to be blue before the 
paint wore off, years ago. The house was surrounded on both sides by old businesses and 
across the street sprawled the large parking lot of a Wal-mart. MacElly hoped they didn’t 
have to pay much. Weeds sprouted up in the walkway looking like they hadn’t been 
mowed in the last decade, probably when the sign was painted last. The screen door hung 
on only one hinge as they approached it and MacElly wondered if the place still took 
customers. They knocked on the door and a large redheaded woman answered and invited 
them in. She started talking before they even had a chance to get all the way through the 
door. She led them down the hallway explaining that there were locks on the doors but 
she would not be responsible for any stolen items or theft from the room. She showed 
them a small room with an adjoining bathroom and told them it would be twenty pounds 
a night. 
 “That’s outrageous,” Smith said, “twenty pounds!” 
 MacElly’s eyebrows rose up his forehead. He thought twenty pounds sounded 
pretty reasonable, what he had been going to ask was if there were any rooms with two 
beds. The woman seemed as surprised as MacElly was and, stuttering, offered to lower 
the price to eighteen but this was the biggest room she had in the house and she couldn’t 
go any lower than that. Smith grudgingly accepted and paid the woman who waddled off 
down the hall hurriedly after taking her cash. 
 They went into the room and closed the door. Smith sat down on the bed and 
sighed. “I’m so tired.” 
 MacElly was still standing up, looking at her, “What are we going to do now?” 
 “We need to find the dragons,” she said, “and ask them what’s going on.” 
 “That’s a good idea,” he said sarcastically, sitting down next to her, “are we just 
going to wander outside and whistle for them?” 
 “That’s better than what I got,” she said, sounding like she missed the sarcasm 
completely, “if they’re telepathic won’t they be able to hear us calling them if we just do 
it mentally?” 
 “Wouldn’t they have come already?” 
 “Do you remember when we talked to them?” she asked. 
 He nodded. He remembered the deep reverberating voice that filled his mind. The 
voice he heard, but not with his ears. Something had happened, something had made his 
thoughts and the dragon’s thoughts audible to each other. Their thoughts had hit a 
resonance that caused them to be shared with each other. He wondered if it were possible 
for a human being to reach out mentally and communicate with the dragons. 
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 Smith shrugged, “Maybe if we just… sort of concentrate on them they will hear 
us.” 
 She had been the most affected by the dragons when they had visited before and 
had been the last to break the bond with them when they started to leave. 
 “Ever since they talked to us I’ve been wondering if it’s possible for humans to 
speak to them all the time, no matter where they are. I’m going to see if I can get them to 
answer me.” 
 He looked at her curiously. She regarded him with her green eyes for a moment. 
“After I’ve had a shower,” she said. 
 MacElly left the room and wandered down the hall to the large central room 
where he suspected breakfast was served. Nobody was in the room but the TV was on 
and he sat down in one of the soft chairs. He thought about taking a shower but the 
thought of putting his dirty clothes back on after getting clean didn’t appeal to him. 
Instead he leaned back in the soft recliner chair and closed his eyes. 
 He must have dozed off because he woke up again a little while later. His watch 
said it was almost three o’clock in the afternoon. He wondered if Smith was still trying to 
talk to the dragons. He was about to get up and check on her when something on the TV 
caught his attention. He turned the volume up a little and listened to the anchorman. 
Trouble in the Middle East, Eastern European countries at war again.  The reporter 
mentioned something about a new warlord who went by the name of Sam. Sam had 
overthrown the government in Iran. He shook his head, turned the volume back down and 
sat back in the chair again 
 He watched the TV set in silence as it showed a Scottish shepherd gesticulating 
wildly over his burned and parched fields. The video showed badly mutilated sheep, their 
insides scattered across the blackened field, red and glistening in the sun. The 
sheepherder waved around wildly pointing at the sky and the sheep and blackened earth. 
 He got up and turned the set off. He went down the hallway to their room, 
wondering where the heavyset woman was. Smith lay on her back on the bed, her eyes 
closed. Her hands lay folded across her abdomen and she looked considerably better, 
almost beatific in slumber. A dark purple smear went halfway to her elbow now but she 
had cleaned the blood from her arm and cleaned and brushed her hair -- where she’d 
found a brush he couldn’t imagine. Her chest rose and fell with the regular breathing of 
someone asleep. 
 “Smith?” he said quietly. He didn’t want to startle her awake, as jumpy as both of 
them had been lately. She would probably tear his head off before she knew who he was. 
She didn’t move, “Smith?” he said a little bit louder, still no response. “Patricia,” he said 
reaching down cautiously to nudge her shoulder. 
 Her eyes snapped open before he could touch her, “What did you just say?” 
 “I was trying to wake you up,” he said. 
 “You know better than that,” she said. 
 He blinked, taken aback. “Sorry,” he murmured, then added, “any luck?” 
 She sat up and looked at him with her fierce green eyes, then her shoulders 
slumped, “No,” she answered, “I guess I fell asleep. You startled me.” 
 “I think I found the dragons,” he said. She looked at him sharply and he told her 
about what he’d seen on the TV. “They’re in the highlands. There are thousands of caves 
up there that they could be hiding in. I’m just surprised that they haven’t made a bigger 
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spectacle of themselves before this. They must need food regularly, I’m surprised nobody 
has seen them yet.” 
 She looked at him skeptically. “MacElly, cattle mutilations and crop circles are 
supposed to be signs of aliens, not dragons. Besides, they were proven to be a hoax.” 
 “The fields were burned,” he told her, “and these were sheep, not cattle.” 
 She continued to shake her head. 
 “Oh, because your ideas are better? Miss think-and-summon.” He grinned at her. 
 She winced, “How are we going to get up there?” 
 “Rent a car, I guess,” he replied. He sat down on the bed next to her and stared at 
the wall, “I don’t know exactly where it is. We could wander around up there for a year 
without finding them.” 
 “All we can do is try,” she said, “It’s better than sitting around here waiting for 
our ‘friends’ to show up.” 
 “Got that right,” he said, “let’s go, before I remember how crazy this is.” 
 She smiled again and grabbed her wallet and keys from the floor next to the bed. 
He got up and opened the door. After locking it they headed outside again and made their 
way down the street to a bus stop. They took a bus through the winding and twisty streets 
of the ancient city to the Edinburgh airport and walked to the car rental facility. 
 MacElly turned over another chunk of their dwindling reserves of cash and they 
picked up a small European made car that only had two seats. MacElly drove slowly 
down the paved roads, partly because he couldn’t remember where he needed to go and 
partly because the car wouldn’t go any faster. He urged a little bit of speed out of it when 
they reached the edge of town. 
 “How far is it?” Smith asked suddenly. 
 “I was just wondering that myself,” he replied, “a couple of hours I think.” 
 “What are we going to say to them when we find them?” 
 “You sound pretty sure we’re going to find them,” he said. 
 They were silent for a while then she spoke again, “I hope Coltran’s okay.” 
 MacElly looked at her in surprise, “What do you mean?” as he said it he 
remembered suddenly what he had tried not to think about for the last two days. Roberto 
and Jay were dead, killed by whoever it was that was trying to kill him and Smith. 
 “Wherever he is,” she said, “I hope he’s all right. He’s a strange fellow, but I miss 
him sometimes. He always seemed to know what to do next. He was a good leader.” 
 MacElly was surprised, “I think the lightning killed him,” he said through the 
lump that was rising in his throat. They’re dead! All of them, we’re the only ones left and 
we’re chasing ghosts across the country and running away from some kind of demons. 
 “I think he went somewhere,” Smith said, “Like when he jumped into 
Stonehenge, he disappeared and came back from somewhere. I think he figured out a way 
to go back. There wasn’t a body.” 
 “Too bad he couldn’t figure out a way to save us before he left,” MacElly said 
bitterly. He didn’t believe Coltran could have survived the lightning. He remembered the 
blinding flash and boom, the sudden sucking of air as the electricity ionized it and pulled 
it away. He realized suddenly that he was crying, tears sitting in the corners of his eyes. 
He blinked furiously to clear his vision so that he could drive. 
 “What’s wrong?” Smith asked. 
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 “Nothing,” he said, it came out as a soft whisper, choked back by the sadness and 
guilt that was building up in his throat. “If I’d been a little faster, Coltran might be here 
now.” 
 “If you’d been faster you’d be dead,” she told him. “You’re lucky you survived 
being that close to a lightning bolt as it is.” 
 They were silent again for a long time then Smith finally spoke again, “When this 
is all over, I’m going to go on a long vacation.” Then she added, “As far from the British 
Isles as I can get.” 
 MacElly did not respond. He felt a desperate need to make sure that Smith was 
safe. He felt helpless. She had saved his life when he had failed to save Coltran’s. He 
reached out a hand and laid it on her shoulder. She placed her hand on his and squeezed it 
softly. He felt calmness at her reassuring touch. I’m here, it seemed to say, I know how 
you feel. 
 “MacElly,” Smith said after another long period of silence, “I think somebody’s 
following us.” He felt his stomach turn to ice, his heart stop in his chest. Won’t they ever 
leave us alone? 
 “Do you think it’s them?” he asked. 
 “I don’t know,” she replied, “I can’t make out who they are but it looks like a 
woman driving and a man riding in the passenger seat.” 
 MacElly didn’t know what to do. The road was almost deserted besides the two 
cars and he didn’t think the little car he was driving would go much faster. He pressed his 
foot to the floor trying to coax as much speed out of it as possible. The car behind him 
accelerated to match and then it began to pull up alongside him. 
 “It’s not them,” Smith said with relief. Her hand gripped the hilt of her pistol, 
pointed at the floor between her legs. 
 MacElly watched the other car pass them. The woman driving the car had blond 
hair and the heavyset man beside her was definitely not the god-like, fire-eyed demon 
that pursued them. 
 They drove without further incident for another hour. Smith dozed off with her 
forehead leaned against the passenger window, her gun still held tightly in her hand, 
resting in her lap. 
 MacElly felt drowsy himself and fiddled with the radio, trying to keep awake. 
Dusky twilight shrouded the sky and he scrubbed his face with his hand and shook his 
head violently. 
 Smith jerked awake suddenly and grabbed the steering wheel. 
 “Stop,” she screamed, “stop.” 
 He slammed the brake and wrestled the wheel from her frantic hands. 
 She continued to scream until the car stopped moving in the middle of the road, 
lights shining on the pavement dimly trying to banish the approaching night. 
 “Smith,” he yelled, holding her hands. He tried to keep her from hitting him. “It’s 
a dream. We’re all right.” 
 She shook violently, trying to jerk her hands from his grasp. 
 “Just don’t leave me,” she whispered, “I can’t face them alone.” 
 “Who,” MacElly asked. He bit his lip. I thought she was the one who knew how to 
handle everything. When she didn’t answer his question he pulled her close and held her 
against his chest. “I’m not going anywhere. You and I, we’re unstoppable, right?” 
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 At his words her shuddering stopped and stilled in his arms. Was I really that 
convincing? He wondered. 
 “I think that is decidedly not true,” a deep voice echoed inside his mind. 
 “Look,” Smith lifted her face from his chest and pointed out the window. A great 
red dragon sat across the road, his tail coiled tightly around him, wings folded at his 
sides. The posture and the sideways twist of his head reminded MacElly of a cat watching 
a gyrating toy. 
 “We found them?” MacElly asked. His heart raced inside his chest. 
 “Or they found us,” Smith whispered. 
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Ghosts of the Dead 
 

 “You still do not travel quickly,” the voice filled his mind and seemed to bounce 
around inside his head. 
 Smith sat up slowly looking around. Her eyes clouded with sleep. MacElly rolled 
down his window and leaned out to look around. 
 Are we safe now? 
 “For the moment,” the voice told him, “we didn’t know if our message would 
reach you. When it took you so long we feared you had not heard us.” 
 MacElly looked at Smith. She had a beatific look on her face, her eyes moist with 
unshed tears. She looked so calm and peaceful that he found himself staring at her 
curiously. 
 “Did you get a message?” he asked. 
 Slowly, as if in a trance, she shook her head. 
 MacElly shuddered at her behavior. It reminded him of the worshipful look that 
had come upon her when the dark eyed woman had approached them from the police 
station. MacElly felt a sinking feeling in his stomach. 
 “It is not safe to talk here,” the dragon said, his voice echoing around through the 
air. “Get out of your machine and I will take you to the others.” 
 MacElly and Smith stepped out of the car, somewhat dazed. 
 The dragon lifted its head up and looked down at them for a moment, “Come 
closer,” it commanded. 
 MacElly’s feet crunched on the dry, rocky ground. Smith walked beside him, the 
heat of her body warming his side. 
 The dragon puffed out its chest and raised its head high above them as they 
approached. It unfolded its wings and wrapped them around MacElly and Smith in a 
cocoon. They smelled like hot iron. 
 “What’s going on?” he asked Smith. 
 She shrugged, “I don’t know, I think he’s taking us somewhere.” MacElly felt a 
sudden flicker of vertigo and he stumbled forward. The dragon’s wings parted as he did 
and he blinked in surprise. Rocky cliffs and sparse grassy hilltops had replaced the car 
and the highway. 
 “Come on,” Smith said grabbing his arm, her voice soft. She turned him toward a 
cave opening in the cliff face off to the right. 
 The mouth of the cave, nearly twice MacElly’s height and slightly wider, 
obviously would not permit the dragon to pass through with them. 
 The inside of the cave smelled of dampness and dirt and he could hear water 
dripping further in. They only moved a few feet into the cave when the light from the 
entrance suddenly vanished and MacElly felt awash with vertigo again. He stumbled and 
his stomach heaved. Smith gripped his arm firmly in her hand, never faltering. 
 “It’s okay,” she whispered. 
 “Yes,” the dragon said, “we had forgotten how much some humans feared the 
absence of light.” 
 Slowly a faint glow began to surround them, and his eyes adjusted to the light that 
seemed to fill the room evenly without focusing around one source. They stood in a large 
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cavern. Rough, broken rock littered the floor, shards of shattered stalactites. The dragons, 
nearly a dozen in number, crouched around the edges of the huge underground room.  
 He looked at Smith. She stood on the treacherous ground confidently, her feet 
naturally finding their place among the shifting stones. She stared at the dragons, her 
back straight, her lips curled into a peaceful smile. She looked… regal. 
 “They’re beautiful,” she said. 
 MacElly didn’t know how to answer her. The dragons all looked rather plain to 
him. 
 He cleared his throat and looked around at the massive beasts staring at him. He 
suddenly felt very small and helpless. The dragons stared at him balefully through cat-slit 
yellow eyes. The rocks beneath his feet shifted slightly and he grabbed hold of Smith’s 
shoulder for balance. He imagined the feeling he had was similar to a mouse when 
surrounded by a dozen large, hungry cats. 
 “How did you find us?” he asked, trying to keep his voice from shaking. Or how 
did we find you? His mouth felt dry and he tried to work saliva onto his tongue. 
 “You summoned us,” the dragons replied. MacElly couldn’t tell which one, or if it 
was all of them, “the female called us. We responded. You came.” 
 The simplicity of the answer was staggering, “You responded?” he asked, “I saw 
a news report about you…” He trailed off, suddenly struck by the enormity of the 
coincidence that implied. He stopped, unable to talk any more. 
 “Patience, small one,” the dragon sounded annoyed. 

MacElly gritted his teeth and balled his fists. “Tell us what’s going on,” he 
demanded, his voice now steady, “we’re not toys to be moved about. We’ll go only as far 
as we understand what’s happening.” 
 MacElly looked at Smith. She returned his gaze sadly. “They’re our friends, 
MacElly,” she whispered, “just trust them.” 
 Are they controlling her? He shivered as he wondered if the dragons’ ability to 
communicate spread to some kind of mind control. He shook his head at that. If they 
could control Smith then he would also be susceptible. 
 In his mind he saw again the image of the dark-skinned woman approaching 
them, the fishmongers and peddlers parting before her like some kind of goddess, and 
Smith, standing there, not moving, worshipful reverence written all over her face. 
 Smith closed her eyes. One solitary tear worked its way down her cheek. MacElly 
wondered what the dragons did that made her cry every time they spoke to her. 
 “Did you hear me, then?” she asked. 
 “Yes,” was the reply, “You did not listen. We sent a different message.” 
 A sudden coldness descended over MacElly’s body. He wondered how many 
other things they had manipulated without anybody ever knowing. 
 “We need your help,” Smith said, “We’re being followed by some very strange… 
people. I don’t think they can die. They’ve already killed two of our friends.” 
 The dragons did not respond for a long time. When they did the voice seemed 
slightly subdued, as if troubled, “They inhabit bodies much like your own. They die 
much like you, though their strength is greater.” There was a pause as if they were 
deliberating “We should tell you some things which your race has forgotten.” MacElly 
heard contempt in the voice, a distinct malice. He shot a glance at Smith. She looked 
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around at the dragons still, her green eyes glistening, her face beaming with the most 
beautiful of smiles. 

There was another long silence. MacElly shifted his feet and felt the rubble 
beneath them slide and grate against each other. He sucked air into his lungs. 

“Patience,” the dragons said. The words hissed in his mind with open loathing. 
“Those who pursue you are possessed by the Dark Elements. They wish to 

consume the world.” 
 “What?” MacElly asked. “Elements?” 
 “They are demons,” the dragons replied. Their voices echoed through his mind 
with a deep finality. Their hatred for these people surpassed their disdain for him. 
 “I don’t understand,” he said honestly. 
 “I think for some reason they have a hard time communicating with you,” Smith 
said turning to face him, “the Elements are creatures of energy that hold power over the 
elements of nature.” 
 “They told you all that and I didn’t hear it?” He scratched his chin and watched 
her. She smiled at him happily. She looked so beautiful and so happy that he didn’t know 
whether he should thrill at her smile or shiver with eldritch foreboding. 
 She shrugged, “It sort of comes along with what they’re saying, I just… 
understand.” She looked away uncomfortably, “I don’t know why.” 
 MacElly blinked and furrowed his brow in confusion. 
 The dragons were quiet for a minute as if wondering if he was done arguing. He 
felt like he was on trial by giants, standing in the center of their implacable lust for justice 
that he could never satisfy. 
 “The creatures who follow you are the Elements of Darkness.” 
 “Stonehenge forced them to another place, where time… does not exist…” Smith 
said. She shook her head. 
 MacElly realized suddenly that he was staring at her, “How did they tell you all 
that?” 
 She looked down, “I see pictures, thoughts, hear sounds, feel feelings.” 
 “Well, how come they’re back?” he asked, “Where did they come from?” He 
squeezed his eyes shut in frustration, “Why?” he yelled at the dragons, “why are you 
here?” 
 “Because we were called,” the dragons replied, “the choice… was not ours.”  
 “You were forced to come here?” asked Smith. 
 “Yes. The stones summoned our return. We are here because the Darkness has 
returned to the Earth.” 
 “Why?” MacElly asked. “Why are you here?” He pronounced each word slowly 
to make sure they heard him. Smith squeezed his hand in a familiar gesture of reproach. 
 A wave of uneasiness passed through the dragons. Broken bits of cave rock 
skittered and bounced beneath their shifting bodies. 
 “Are you here to help fight this Darkness, then?” MacElly asked. 
 This question was followed by a long pause, “Yes,” the answer came to his mind 
sounding like a hiss of anger. 
 One of the dragons suddenly opened its mouth and bellowed at him, the other 
dragons broke out in a chorus of noise that filled the cavern and echoed off the rocks. 
MacElly couldn’t breathe, his chest frozen with panic. He clutched at Smith’s shoulder, 
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trying to stay upright. He felt light and his stomach heaved. Smith squeezed his hand 
tightly. Her eyes, emerald pools of calm, stared at his. She was speaking to him but he 
couldn’t hear above the cacophony. Slowly he felt his terror calm. If the dragons meant to 
kill him it would already have happened. 
 “There is no reason for fear,” he heard the dragons voice echoing through his 
thoughts. With the voice came a calming sensation that seemed to wash over him so 
powerfully that he felt drowsiness infuse his body. It disappeared in an instant leaving 
him paralyzed with fear. The tumult died and bellowing dragons shrunk against the walls 
of the cavern, their scaly skin scraping dryly against the stone walls and ceiling. 
 “It’s okay,” Smith said. 
 MacElly couldn’t respond, his emotions felt tender and raw as if they had been 
pricked multiple times by tiny needles. 
 “There is no reason for fear,” the dragon voice repeated. 
 “Thanks,” MacElly said sarcastically. 
 One of the dragons moved forward, it’s long claws digging deep into the shattered 
rock that made up the floor of the cavern. The bits of stone turned and popped beneath its 
weight. It twisted its neck around and lowered its head closer to his. He stared into its 
wide set eyes for a few seconds. 
 “What just happened?” he asked, “What was all that bellowing?” 
 The dragon stared at him for a long moment, “We do not want to die. We are 
few.” 
 “Who said anything about dying?” MacElly asked. 
 Smith squeezed his hand tighter. “MacElly, please,” tears slid down her cheeks. 
“Don’t…” 
 He looked at her angrily unsure what it was that she wanted from him. Was she 
pleading with him to be kinder to these dragons? He looked back at the dragon. The 
blood-red face appeared unreadable but those huge yellow eyes seemed to be watching 
him smugly. 
 “The Darkness has returned. So have we.” The dragon lifted its head proudly until 
its skull brushed against the ceiling of the cavern sending a fall of sand and tiny gravel-
sized rocks down its neck. “Someone has brought the Darkness back. Someone 
commands them. You can not fight that.” 
 MacElly didn’t know what to say. He pulled himself to his feet and stood next to 
Smith looking at the huge red dragon. The dragon blinked its eyes slowly, a motion that 
seemed to portray the most immense sadness. 
 “We cannot help you,” the dragon said, “the danger is too great.” 
 “Thank you,” Smith said, “thank you very much. We appreciate your help.” 
 MacElly stared at her, Thank you? “It didn’t promise anything,” he spluttered. He 
turned back to the dragon. “What are you, some kind of sissy lizard? ‘The danger is too 
great.’” He stopped because he didn’t know what else to say. “Damn cowards,” he 
muttered. 
 A deep growl echoed throughout the chamber and he faced them down defiantly, 
his previous fear gone. 
 “What are you?” He shouted, ignoring Smith’s plea for him to be quiet. “As small 
as we are, just normal people, we’ve escaped from them, maybe even killed one of them. 
What are you scared of?” 
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 The dragon lifted its head and uttered a soft pitiful moan. “Those who have gone 
before. We are all that remain. We are the last.” He spread his wings so that the leathery 
membrane shadowed the entire cavern. Several of the dragons on the sides shuffled 
sideways to make room as the wingtips knocked slivers of sharp stone from the inside 
walls. 
 The other dragons raised their own voices in repeating the soft keening sound. 
MacElly watched them, sadness filling his heart. Their sorrow, at least, was genuine. 
 “If you call me I will come,” the dragon said finally. “I only will be the last 
sacrifice that we will make. I will give my life to fight the Dark.” 
 “How do we call you?” MacElly asked. 
 He stretched out one of his scaly red arms, extended one finger and almost 
touched Smith on the forehead with the tip of his huge claw. 
 She nodded as if understanding. “I’ll call you Red,” she smiled. The dragon 
blinked at her and then nodded his head as if pleased with the name. 
 “I don’t understand,” MacElly blurted out. “What are we going to do?” 
 “You must find the one that commands the Dark,” the dragon said. 
 “How?” MacElly asked, “We don’t know where to look.” 
 The dragon didn’t answer. Smith looked at him, her green eyes studying his face. 
Then she smiled at him beautifully. “We’ll capture one of the Elements.” 
 
___Bradbury Castle, April 22, 648 A.D. 
 
 William leaned against the wooden rail of the practice yard. 
 He sighed. 
 “Deep thoughts, friend?” Samuel said behind him. 
 He turned to look, “Hello Samuel,” he said, “Nonsense mostly. My father some, 
his book some. I feel like I failed him. He died because of me.” He looked around at the 
practice yard and the surrounding castle, glistening wet from the rains the night before, 
“It’s been four years since he died and look where I’ve gone, nowhere.” 
 “Well,” Samuel said leaning against the rail next to him, his hood pulled up to 
shade his sensitive eyes. Even in the dim light of early morning he squinted, “not much I 
guess,” he suddenly grinned and clapped William on the back, “Come on look at you. 
You’ve got a wife that is the envy of every man who knows she’s yours. You’ve got a 
child on the way. You’re second in command of Lord Bradbury’s army… and you’re the 
second best warrior in the castle.” 
 William missed the smile on Samuel’s face and the implied challenge in his 
words. He struck the rail with his fist, “I hate it Samuel, I really do, every time we go out 
to fight and I feel my sword cut and stab through flesh, every time I knock an arrow to 
my bow and know that I will hit my target, every time I charge with a lance, throw a 
spear...” he shook his head suddenly and looked up at his tall friend, “...I don’t want to do 
that any more... I want to...” 
 “You don’t know what you want,” Samuel told him, “The problem is you’re good 
at what you do.” 
 William raised his eyebrows and said, “You’re right I am good at it. That’s why I 
hate myself.” 
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 “I have a feeling you wouldn’t be half as good as you are if you liked it,” Samuel 
said. 
 “What kind of logic is that,” William asked, looking at him, “I hesitate every time 
I kill somebody, hoping that there is some way to save the man’s life.” 
 “Ah,” Samuel said suddenly raising a finger, “and how many people have you not 
killed when you could have because it wasn’t necessary?” 
 “I don’t know,” William replied, “a lot.” 
 “How many of those people do you think are grateful that they fought against you 
instead of some blood thirsty idiot?” 
 William shrugged; “I would be more surprised to find out any of them actually 
thought of it.” 

His problem was not how many people he had saved, that didn’t matter. It was 
how many people he had not been able to, who would have killed him if he hadn’t killed 
them. Is my life worth that much? Is it worth killing dozens of men just to stay alive? 
Maybe it’s not, maybe I should let them kill me, and then I wouldn’t have to kill them. 

Even as he thought it he knew it wasn’t going to happen. As much as he hated 
killing, there were certain things that he would fight his whole life to keep. One of them 
was his wife and unborn child. The memory of his father was another, and deep down 
inside he just could not allow somebody else to take his life. It felt too much like giving 
up. He couldn’t do it. 

“Have you been able to figure anything out about my book?” He asked. 
 Samuel studied him intently with his pale pink tinted blue eyes for a moment then 
shook his head, “I’ve only had it for about ten hours,” he said, “I haven’t had much time 
to look at it. It is fascinating though. The part about intelligences… it is fascinating. It is a 
thing I had never thought of.” 
 “Yes,” William said, he was not a scholar and books were hard for him to 
understand but his father had given him the book for a reason. 

“What I have been wondering,” he said, “the book talks about exercising control 
over the intelligences. Could it be that there is some way to coerce these intelligences 
to...” he waved his hand vaguely,  “... do things?” 
 Samuel furrowed his brow and scratched his head through the hood pulled over it, 
“Maybe,” he replied. “But how would one go about doing it? I mean, how would you 
even start coercing a mere essence? I don’t even know where to begin.” 
 “Neither do I,” William said, “It’s just something I’ve been wondering about.” 
 “You’ve got a lot on your mind this morning, don’t you?” Samuel asked. 
 William nodded, “There’s a lot going on. My mind is muddled and my thoughts 
can’t decide what to think about. I think Sarah is not feeling well, she won’t tell me but 
she doesn’t get out of bed much any more. She gets up and walks around the castle for 
about an hour each day.” 
 “William, she’s pregnant, she’s expecting a baby. Of course she doesn’t feel 
well.” 
 “I just worry, that’s all,” William said. 
 “Of course you do, you love her, you’re supposed to worry. She’ll be fine.” 
Samuel said. He smelled of ink and paper and burnt tallow. William wondered how long 
Samuel stayed up reading from his father’s book. Samuel’s pink eyes glittered in the 
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early morning light. “If she was mine, William, I’d never leave her side for fear of what 
might happen to her.” 
 “I don’t intend to, Samuel,” William stared at the mud of the practice yard, his 
thoughts far away. 
 Samuel put an arm around him and squeezed his shoulder affectionately, “She’ll 
be fine I promise. If there is ever anything I can do to help you, just let me know.” He 
nodded his head toward the mud-strewn practice yard and clapped one of his long-
fingered pasty hands on William’s shoulder, smiling. 
 William smiled despite himself. Samuel claimed to be a scholar. He claimed to be 
a ‘student of the word and not of the sword,’ but if that were true William could never 
tell. William had never beaten him in practice, and suspected that Samuel was the 
stronger of the two of them despite his frail appearance. 
 “I’ve been practicing,” William said, “This may be the day that I make you eat 
mud.” 
 Samuel nodded, a smile spreading across his face, “Are you just words or will you 
prove your arrogance?” 
 Joking and laughing they donned practice armor made from boiled leather and 
picked heavy practice swords with edges ground off and the points broken so that they 
wouldn’t stab. 
 After a short salute and a curt nod to each other they raced across the yard and 
smashed together. Their swords clashed dully, sparks jumping from the metal. William 
attacked with a flurry of fast and deadly swings, close to the body, putting the 
considerable strength of his thick arms into each swing. Samuel turned each swing aside 
and returned the assault. The sword jarred William’s hand with each blow that he 
blocked, unable to move quickly enough to deflect Samuel’s onslaught. William's foot 
slipped in the mud and he fell backward. He continued the roll, somersaulting back to his 
feet. Samuel’s sword splattered mud where he had been. He ducked into a crouching spin 
and slashed his sword at Samuel’s legs. Samuel leaped in the air swinging his sword 
down at William’s head. William tucked into another roll and heaved upward with his 
legs, putting all his strength into a punch at Samuel’s chest with the pommel of his sword. 
Samuel twisted out of the way and his sword clapped painfully across William’s back. 
 He sprawled in the mud. Find his weakness, exploit it, use it, and take him down. 
That was the secret in fighting. William always found his enemy’s weakness. Samuel had 
no weakness. He fought fearlessly, viciously, and perfectly. 
 He jumped to his feet again and they began to circle each other warily. William, 
now caked in light brown mud, tried to clear his mind, to analyze Samuel’s moves. 
 “That’s one,” Samuel said, smiling. 
 “You can’t always win.” 
 “Oh, I don’t know. I haven’t lost yet,” Samuel said, his red lips twisting into a 
sarcastic sneer. 
 While he still spoke he lunged forward. William parried the lunge easily. 
Samuel’s sword twisted subtly and seemed to shove William’s sword aside. William 
quickly corrected his move and battered the other sword up so that the strike went wide 
over his head. He rose up on his toes, using them for better traction and flowed into an 
offensive pattern. He whipped his sword up and down and back and forth across 
Samuel’s line of defense, pushing him back slowly. His sword flashed as it reflected the 
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early morning sunlight. Samuel squinted at the light, his eyes intense, lost in 
concentration. 
 That is the worst part of battle, William thought suddenly, staring into your 
opponent’s eyes and knowing that you are about to drain the life from them. It’s like 
staring death in the face. 
 William advanced, gripping his sword with both hands. Sweat started to trickle 
down his back despite the coolness of the morning. He feinted toward Samuel’s legs and 
brought the sword in a full circle, slamming it into Samuel’s upper arm instead. The 
sword hit with such force that Samuel staggered several feet sideways and fell to his 
knees. 
 He stood up and flexed his arm slowly. 
 “One.” William said raising the sword in front of his face. “We’re even.” 
 “Did you have to hit so hard?” Samuel asked, “I think it’s broken.” 
 “It’s not broken,” William said, “you’re just afraid you might lose this time.” 
 “Hardly,” Samuel said, his lips suddenly stiff. 
 They came together again, their swords making long heavy arcs in the air. This 
time William was on the defensive, barely keeping Samuel’s attack back. He let himself 
be forced back for a while then twisted and dropped to the mud, he kicked out with his 
legs, hooked his foot behind Samuel’s knee and jerked. Samuel came down in the mud 
next to him and rolled over, his sword crashing into the mud where William had been. 
 William lurched to his feet aiming a kick at Samuel’s head. Samuel rolled 
sideways and twisted as he rolled. He went from horizontal to vertical and his sword 
sliced through the air toward William’s head. William stopped Samuel’s swing just 
centimeters from his scalp. They clashed together, their feet slipping and slithering in the 
mud. Their faces dripped with sweat, their bodies covered with muck. Samuel moved like 
lightning, his sword in several places at once. William followed his moves, frantically 
defensive. 
 Then the inevitable happened. Samuel struck at William’s midsection so fast that 
William had no way to react. William’s lungs deflated at the blow and Samuel’s sword 
thunked against his side once and then the back of his head. He toppled face first into the 
mud gasping for air. 
 “Two, three, and four,” Samuel said. He stood a few feet away watching William. 
His sword hung limply in his hand. 
 William nodded, “You win, again,” he gasped and slowly got to his feet. 
 “Fair match?” 
 “Fair match,” he conceded, and shook Samuel’s hand, “Some day,” he smiled. 
 “Not in this lifetime,” Samuel replied. “I’ve got some things I need to do today. 
Let me know if you need anything.” With that he strode from the practice yard and began 
stripping off the mud-covered leather that he wore. 
 William stood where he was for several moments before following. 
 After washing himself he took some breakfast up to Sarah. She was sitting up in 
bed, her face pale. 
 He smiled at her. He couldn’t look at her without smiling. “You look great,” he 
said. 
 She smiled back, “No, I don’t. My hair’s a mess. You look dirty.” 
 “I tried to wash it all off,” he answered, “did I miss a spot?” 



Approaching Darkness 
Jesse Whitehead 
154,000 words 

85   

 She didn’t answer, just raised an eyebrow and tilted her head slightly. He laughed, 
“I brought you some breakfast.” 
 “I don’t really feel like eating,” she told him, her face became serious and she 
looked down at her hands folded in her lap, “I don’t feel well.” 
 He set the food he was carrying down on the table and sat down next to her, “Is 
something wrong?” he asked, “Are you sick? You need to eat.” He reached out one finger 
and touched her pale face with his rough knuckle. 
 “I don’t know,” she said, “something just doesn’t feel right. Something...” she 
looked into his eyes, pleading for him to understand what she could not explain. 
 He didn’t know what to say, his throat felt so tight he didn’t think he could say 
anything. He tried unsuccessfully to swallow the lump. Am I going to lose my child 
before it is even born? He looked at the floor unable to think. Am I going to lose Sarah? 
 “You should... try to eat,” he finally choked out. 
 “I know,” she whispered. He felt her hand touch his shoulder, “I’ll be fine, I 
promise.” He felt a smile come unbidden to his lips. 
 He nodded, “I had better get going,” he said, “Charles is inspecting the guards 
today and I’m supposed to meet him.” 
 She grabbed his hand and squeezed it once. He leaned over and kissed her lightly. 
 “I’ll be waiting for you,” she said. 
 She’s just pregnant. He tried to tell himself as he walked down the stone corridors 
of the castle. 
 He slowly made his way toward the castle battlements. Lord Bradbury rarely left 
his room, but his son, Charles, came regularly to inspect the defenses of the castle. 
 “You look glum today,” a pleasant voice said. He realized suddenly that he was 
standing still in the middle of the courtyard staring at the ground in front of him. He 
looked up to see the grinning face of Charles Bradbury, “not that your usually all cheery 
and excited or anything...” 
 “Sorry,” William apologized looking at the chubby man who always seemed to be 
in good humor. 
 Charles put an arm around his shoulders and laughed, “No need to apologize, 
what’s wrong?” 
 William didn’t want to talk about it. He didn’t think Charles really cared. They 
began walking toward the stairs that led up to the wall above the gates. “I’m okay, 
really,” he said, “I’ve just got a lot on my mind that’s all.” 
 “Don’t want to talk about it eh?” Charles said, “Well, remember I’m always here 
if you need me.” 
 William led the way up the stairs. The castle was not large and would not 
withstand an attack or siege by a large army, but its walls were thick enough to keep out 
the roving bandits that plundered and razed unprotected towns. Two guards were posted 
at the gate day and night. On the thick walls were three guards, one stationed over the 
gate and the other two walking along the wall keeping watch for anyone approaching.  
 Charles jovially grilled him about the shape of the two dozen men hired to work 
as soldiers in the castle. He grinned as he asked to inspect the armor and weapons of each 
man. He walked with William along the tops of the wall and spoke to each of the soldiers 
they met, remembering names and faces. Darkness had fallen over the castle before 
William was able to return to his room to see how Sarah was doing. 



Approaching Darkness 
Jesse Whitehead 
154,000 words 

86   

 
*** 

 
 William could not sleep. His eyes felt grainy, his body tired, but sleep would not 
come. He stared into the darkness. He looked down at the sleeping silhouette beside him. 
Sarah lay motionless in her sleep and he reached up one finger to caress her cheek with 
his knuckle. 
 “What would I do without you?” he whispered, “I don’t think I could live if 
something happened to you.” 
 He lay there for several more minutes looking at her. He watched her peaceful 
features, the way her lips tilted slightly into a smile as she dreamed and it calmed him. He 
couldn’t remember the last time he had felt safe. His eyes drifted shut, his body already 
relaxing, dragging him down into the depth of slumber. 
 Just as he was about to surrender to weariness his eyes snapped open and he 
sucked in his breath. Something moved by the door. He squinted his eyes into the 
shadows trying to see. 
 Someone was opening the door. 
 His muscles tensed, ready to spring. Sarah stirred beside him and started to sit up. 
The door slammed into the wall with a bang. William saw two dark shadows pass 
through the doorway and he flung himself from the bed and across the room. He heard 
Sarah gasp in surprise as he slammed his shoulder into the first of the men. 
 The man grunted and fell backward into the other man. William felt a knife snake 
down his arm. He twisted his hand around and caught the wrist of the man holding the 
knife. There were more behind them. He gave a savage jerk and twist and the knife 
clattered to the stone floor. He twisted some more and heard the snap of the man’s wrist 
as it broke. The man yelled in pain. William shoved him back against the wall and turned 
toward the other assailant.  
 Two more shadows passed through the doorway and William spared a glance at 
Sarah. She sat on the bed pulling the short sword out from where he kept it between the 
bed and the wall. His opponent lunged, a spear aimed at William’s heart. William twisted 
to the side and grabbed the haft. He jerked on it and used the man’s own momentum to 
throw him into the wall. His attacker let go of the spear and William spun around just in 
time to raise the hardwood shaft into the path of a spiked club that one of the other men 
carried. With a deft flick of his wrist he pushed the club away and smashed the butt of the 
spear into the man’s chest. The man stumbled backward and William threw himself at the 
other attacker. The dark shape carried a large sword and William dodged the wild swings 
of his attacker trying to stab with the spear he carried. 
 Huge hands gripped his arms from behind. 
 “Thought you could beat us all?” a deep voice rasped in his ear viciously, “We 
got a little lesson to teach you, boy.” Something cold settled into William’s stomach, the 
blood drained from his face. He knew that voice. 
 “I killed you,” he said. His arms were pinned to his sides. The man in front of him 
stood still, his sword ready to strike. The man he had knocked in the chest was just 
getting to his feet rubbing the spot where he had been hit. Sarah now had the short sword 
in her hands and stood next to the bed watching them. 
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 “Apparently it wasn’t permanent,” the voice whispered in his ear again. “Do you 
remember my name, boy?” 
 William remembered the feeling of plunging his pike blade into this man’s heart. 
“Sir David,” he whispered. “You killed...” William stuttered. 
 “Your father, yes,” the voice in his ear whispered, “but he wasn’t really your 
father was he? No, boy, you are a spawn of Satan. You’ve deceived yourself. You don’t 
belong in this world. Now that I’ve finally found you, I can fix that.” 
 Someone struck a torch and the room lit up with dim firelight. Sarah still stood 
beside the bed staring into his eyes fearfully. Don’t move, he thought at her, just stay 
where you are, they’ll only hurt you if you move. The man with the broken wrist writhed 
on the floor next to the door. 
 An iron hand grabbed William’s chin viciously and pulled his face closer to the 
light. 
 “Yes it is you,” the familiar voice said. David looked twisted and gaunt, his jaw 
bent in an odd way that kept his mouth from closing completely. A deep purple scar cut 
across his right cheek where William had slashed him with his pike blade. The man wore 
a leather jerkin with metal rings sown into it to protect against sword cuts. He traced the 
thin scar across William’s cheek where his own blade had left a mark. 
 Suddenly the man’s hand squeezed William’s jaw tighter, sending flashes of pain 
through his neck. He grabbed the man’s arm with both hands and tried to tear it away but 
it was as stiff as an oak branch. He saw Sarah start to move forward, to help him. 
Frantically he clawed at the man’s arm. 
 “I owe you a lot of pain,” the man said, “I want you to know that I never forget 
my debts, even when I’m dead.” He laughed then, his twisted jaw forming a hideous 
sneer. 
 Still holding William by the throat he looked sideways at Sarah. He snarled and 
the man holding the torch took two strides and backhanded her across the face. Her head 
jerked to the side with the blow and she stumbled backward dropping the short sword. 
The man slapped her again and she crumpled to the floor. 
 William felt a scream tear out through his throat. It came out more like a gurgle 
through his immobilized jaw. No! No! He tried to scream. God, keep her safe. Take me, 
kill me, but leave her alive. His face twisted into a knot of pain. 
 David smiled again turning back to face William. “Oh,” he said, “I didn’t mean to 
hurt her. There’s one thing you’ve got to learn, boy,” he spat the last word out like it left 
a bad taste in his mouth. “You’re going to die, boy, but first you’re going to suffer, I’m 
going to make you beg me to kill you.” 
 William lifted his foot off the ground and slammed his heel into the other man’s 
crotch. The man’s grip on his jaw loosened and released. William slumped to the ground, 
gasping, holding his throat. A booted foot smashed into his ribs and he grunted at the 
pain. 
 “You can’t escape me,” the voice grated in his ear again, “Sir David always 
repays.” 
 William looked up at the man’s pale face hovering in front of him. His eyes 
glistened so pale that they looked almost solid white. “I killed you once,” William 
snarled, “I’ll kill you again, just give me a fair fight.” 
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 “No, no, I don’t think so, boy,” David hissed, “I made that mistake once already. I 
learned my lesson. You don’t deserve a fair chance. You’ve already had it.” 
 William swung his fist at David’s ghostly face but the man jerked his head back 
just in time to keep the blow from landing. 
 “Bring both of them,” his voice grated like rusty iron on stone. 
 William lunged to his feet. He smashed his fist into the belly of one of them, 
ignoring the pain as the metal rings of the man’s armor cut his knuckles. The man 
doubled over and William’s other fist crushed his windpipe. The other soldier swung his 
sword at William. William ducked and grabbed the man’s arm. He twisted around and 
kicked the man viciously in the knee, feeling the ligaments pop beneath his bare foot. 
William jerked the sword out of his hand as he fell to the floor, writhing. 
 He spun around. The man he punched stood next to the bed, he held the torch 
limply at his side, the flames licking his fingers. His mouth gaped open and he toppled 
forward. 
 Sarah stood behind him, her face covered in a purple bruise where she had been 
slapped. Her hands shook and her jaw quivered as she stared at the man lying face down 
on the floor, her short sword buried in his back. 
 William felt a thrill of relief to see her standing. 
 “Where are you,” he yelled, “I know you’re here, come out, coward.” 
 The torch on the floor still burned, sputtering and flickering. Somewhere in the 
dim room he heard the sound of metal on leather as someone pulled a sword from its 
sheath. 
 “So,” he heard the grating voice again, “You use a sword now, boy?” There was a 
dark grunt of amusement, “Still haven’t given up on savage violence yet? You can’t win 
this time, boy. What are you going to do? Kill me?” 
 “Come out here and fight me,” William yelled, “Come on.” He was turning in a 
circle. He couldn’t tell where the voice was coming from. Sarah still stood staring at him, 
her eyes glazed over with fear. There was another look in her eyes that he recognized. 
She felt the same regret he did at taking a man’s life. 
 His two living attackers cowered on the floor. One clutched his broken wrist to 
his chest and moaned, the other screamed in agony, his eyes glazed over with pain. 
 He heard a boot scuff the stone behind him and he whirled, his sword rising into a 
defense. Sir David sneered at him, a look that made his twisted face even more ugly. 
Then he struck. The blows came so fast William could only defend, the heavy blades 
ringing with each strike. William backed away slowly. Sir David wove a lightning fast 
dance of death around William. He watched the other man’s eyes, pale and lifeless.  
 “You are better than I had expected, boy,” the other man didn’t even seem to be 
breathing hard. 
 William didn’t answer. Sweat ran down his bare back, arms aching. 
 He slipped sideways ignoring the sword plunging down on him as he slashed 
sideway and felt his blade dig deep into David’s side. Even as he did, the point of the 
other man’s blade slashed across his chest. It wasn’t deep but he could feel the burn and 
the warm blood running down his abdomen. 
 He drew back, blood dripping from his sword point onto the stone floor. David 
didn’t seem to notice his wound. The metal rings of his armor were broken and bent, 
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some of them stabbing into his side at sharp angles where Williams blow had broken 
them and forced them into his flesh. 
 “You can’t win, boy,” David hissed again, “just give up, and you’re little girl 
doesn’t get hurt.” 
 William crouched and watched the other man warily, keeping himself between 
David and Sarah. She was moving again, slowly, woodenly, as if she was being forced. 
She reached down and jerked the short sword from the dead man’s back. 
 “Don’t worry about me,” her voice was shaky but she held the sword out in front 
of her, ready to use it. 
 William swallowed. He was worried about her. He didn’t know how to stop 
worrying, but at least he knew he could keep this monster from ever touching her. He 
attacked, using a speed born of desperation that he never knew he possessed. Their 
swords spun and danced in their hands as he slowly drove David back toward the wall. 
The muscles in his arms burned and sweat ran into his eyes. David struck at him so hard 
that both their swords broke. Sparks showered around the room as the broken shards 
bounced off the stone walls. 

Sir David stared at the doorway, his chest heaving. 
 “We’ll finish this,” he snarled. He sprinted to the window above the bed and 
jumped through it. William listened for the sound of his body hitting the ground below 
but it never came. 
 He shook horribly and sank to his knees. Inside came the familiar feeling that 
always came once the battle rage wore off. Sorrow. 
 He felt a familiar hand on his shoulder and heard the clang as Sarah dropped her 
short sword on the ground. Then she was kneeling in front of him. He looked into her 
eyes. They were filled with tears. 
 “William, your hurt” she said. Her hands gripped his face gently. 

“Not badly,” he shrugged. He touched the purple handprint on her face, concern 
and fear settling deep in his stomach over the seething anger. 
 Tears came to his eyes, “It never gets better,” he whispered in response to the 
horrified look that still haunted her expression. 
 “I hate it,” she whispered. She suddenly wrapped her arms around him and pulled 
him close, holding him tightly. He returned the embrace, holding her as tightly as he 
dared without hurting her or the child she carried. He placed his hand lightly on her 
stomach. 
 “Is it okay?” he whispered into her ear. 
 “I think so,” she whispered back, her voice broke off at the end in a sob. He knew 
how she felt. 
 Her arms tightened around him then and she kissed him gently on the cheek. They 
knelt there for several seconds. The torch on the floor gave one final sputter then died, 
plunging them into darkness. 
 Finally someone pushed the door open and rushed in filling the room with 
torchlight. 
 “Are you two all right?” Samuel asked. His tall, cloaked form led several of the 
castle mercenaries in through the door. Their torches illuminated the bodies lying on the 
floor. Each of them had a long handled knife driven into his heart, blood pooling around 
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them. William couldn’t remember when that had happened. They must have killed 
themselves. 
 William stood up, Sarah still clinging to him. “I think we’re okay,” he said. He 
looked at Sarah and she nodded her head hesitantly at first and then more firmly. She 
reached up a hand to wipe the tears from her face. 
 “We’ll be fine Samuel,” she said, “I don’t think they hurt us where it really 
matters,” she laid her hands gently on her distended belly. 
 “Let’s hope not,” Samuel said. Turning to one of the soldiers he barked, “Bring 
me hot water and clean cloths.” The man saluted and hurried quickly from the room. 
“You’re going to need stitches,” Samuel said to William. 
 William looked at himself, he had forgotten about the long cut across his chest 
and the bleeding wound that snaked down his arm. Sarah’s nightgown was covered in his 
blood. The right side of her face purpled and her eye was beginning to swell. He pushed 
her hair away from the bruise and tried to smile at her. 
 “Looks like you’ve survived your first battle,” he said to her. 
 She smiled back sadly, “Let’s hope it’s my last,” she whispered to him. 
 “Come,” Samuel said, “I’ll look at your wounds,” he led them out of the room and 
down the hall to a small but brightly lit room. The mercenaries watched them leave with 
a few nods toward William and began removing the bodies from the room. 
 Samuel had several salves that he used to ease the pain in their wounds, the slice 
across William’s chest was not much deeper than a scratch but the gash down his arm had 
to be stitched. 
 “How did they get in?” William wondered aloud while Samuel poked at his arm 
with a needle. “I inspected the castle defenses personally today, I know there was no way 
for them to get into this castle.” 
 “Maybe they had help,” Sarah said quietly, she had changed her nightgown and, 
other than the bruise on her face, looked like nothing had happened. 
 “Maybe there are weaknesses in the defenses that you were unable to think of,” 
Samuel said, “nobody can think of everything and all it would take is one person to get an 
idea.” 
 William looked at him skeptically, “There are only so many ways to get into a 
castle,” he said, “It was only a few people. Nobody even knew they were here.” 
 “Until you started clanging swords around in there,” Samuel said, “That should do 
it,” he added cutting the last bit of string with a knife and standing up. William flexed his 
arm and winced, the cut was in just the right place to stretch the stitches when he bent his 
elbow. 
 “Thanks, Samuel,” he said, “I don’t think Sir David would have left if he hadn’t 
heard you coming. He was strong, and fast. I’ve never seen anybody move like that.” 
 Samuel was quiet for awhile, “Are you sure it was...” 
 “Yes,” William interrupted him before he could finish, “It was him. I killed him. I 
know I did. I saw him breathe his last breath. I felt the beating of his heart ebb away, 
pulsing along my blade. He cannot be alive.” 
 “Yet,” Samuel said, “Somehow he is.” 
 Once William had made sure that Sarah was settled down again he went outside. 
He found the gate swinging wide and two guards lying still on the ground, both their 
throats cut, the blood pooling in the moonlight. 
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 His enemy had somebody on the inside. 
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Hunted 
 

___Scotland, July 21 
 
 The dragons were completely useless, MacElly decided. They had left the cave in 
the same manner that they had entered, and found themselves standing next to their car, 
abandoned in the middle of the dark Scottish highway. 
 Smith rode next to him staring out the window, the silence between them 
palpable. 

The stars twinkled in the sky and the moonless darkness made the road feel like a 
long black tunnel. 
 What do we think we’re doing? He wondered to himself, there’s no way to win 
this one. The alternative, however, made him shiver with fright. We can’t just give up. 
 “Smith?” he asked. 
 Her only response was a grunt. 
 “What are we going to do?” 
 She sighed heavily and turned to look at him. “I don’t know,” she said, “maybe 
we could try talking to the dragons again. You seem to be really good at making them 
happy.” 
 “Me?” he asked, shocked, “They didn’t promise anything, Smith. I don’t know 
what it is with you but whenever they show up you start falling all over yourself. What 
have they done to you?” 
 “To me?” she asked, turning in her seat, her green eyes narrowed. “What do you 
have against them? They’ve been hunted and killed like dangerous beasts…” 
 “Maybe they are,” he interrupted. 
 The silence suddenly seemed filled with electricity. He glanced sideways at her 
before returning his eyes to the blackness that surrounded the road. Her green eyes 
flamed with anger so virulent that he swallowed fearfully. 
 “Don’t.” She said the word with finality, “you always try to make me think that 
I’m wrong. I’m not, MacElly. I’m not.” 
 They fell silent again. 
 They rolled into Sterling on the last fumes in the gas tank and he pulled into the 
first gas station they came to, wincing at the price displayed on the sign. 
 He pulled his remaining cash from his pocket and counted it. He hoped it would 
be enough to fill the tank, or at least get them back to Edinburgh. He didn’t know what to 
do from there. 
 He leaned against the car door as the pump chugged slowly, the numbers scrolling 
by on the machine. A tap on the window made him turn around. Smith, inside the car 
motioned for him to get inside. He pulled the door open. 
 “What?” he asked. 
 “They’re here,” she hissed. “Get in, we have to go, now.” 
 “I haven’t paid for the gas,” he protested. 
 “She’s inside the store talking to the clerk,” Smith told him. “We need to leave 
now.” 
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 He glanced at the store windows. Two silhouettes conversed at the counter. One 
looked like a young teenager, the other was the shadow of a goddess. As he stared at 
them the woman’s shadow turned her head. He couldn’t tell if she looked out the 
windows at him or deeper into the store but the movement sent a shiver down his spine. 
 Just then the gas pump thumped to a stop and he jumped. He jerked the hose from 
the car and shoved it in the general direction of the hanger on the side of the pump. He 
gave the gas cap a few quick turns and slid into the driver’s seat of the car. 
 “What I want to know,” MacElly said as he started the car, “is how they knew that 
this was the petrol station we were going to stop at, of all the hundreds of stations 
between the middle of nowhere and Edinburgh, Scotland, how did they know we were 
going to pick this one?” 
 “Coincidence,” Smith said. 
 “I think they’re getting information from someone.” 
 “Who?” she asked, “Do you think they can read our minds?” 
 MacElly snorted, “They were here waiting for us, they didn’t follow us here. I 
think some of our enemies are a little closer than we might expect.” 
 She stared at him for a long moment, “You think the dragons are helping them?” 
she asked her voice turning icy again. 
 He didn’t answer her. 

He threw the car into drive and slammed his foot down on the gas. He heard a 
gunshot and the windshield spider-webbed into an opaque shield. Glass dropped onto his 
lap and fell down the back of his neck as the back window fell in. 
 Smith pulled her gun from her pocket and checked the number of bullets in the 
clip while he pulled out onto the road. MacElly leaned sideways, trying to see past the 
shattered windshield. 

A man charged onto the road in front of him and he slammed his foot on the 
brake. 
 “He’s one of them,” Smith screamed just as he noticed the flaming eyes, burning 
in the darkness. He switched his foot to the gas and accelerated as fast as the little car 
could manage. 
 Smith leaned out her window aiming her gun with her left hand. The man snarled 
as the car bore down on him and he leaped in the air, landing on the lid of the car with a 
thump that shook the entire vehicle. MacElly swerved. 
 Smith lifted her leg up and kicked out the windshield. It gave after one kick and 
the shattered glass fell onto the man gripping the lid of the car with his fingers. Wind tore 
it away in one piece and MacElly loosened his death grip on the steering wheel to push 
his glasses up his nose, hoping they would be enough to protect his eyes from the little 
knives of glass that the wind threw in his face. 
 The man gripped the lid, near the top where the windshield had been, his eyes 
flaring deep red. MacElly swerved, trying to displace him. Fire, he thought. The dragons 
had told them that their pursuers were possessed by demons that controlled the elements 
of nature. 
 “Stop swerving,” Smith said, “I can hit him if you stop.” 
 MacElly tried to pull the car back into the lane it was supposed to be in, over 
corrected and heard his tires squeal on the rough pavement as the rear fishtailed around. 
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As soon as the car straightened Fire grabbed the dashboard and lunged forward. Smith 
fired and a long crease appeared in the lid where the bullet missed. 
 A dark hand grabbed his throat and pushed him back against the seat. 
 “Where are they?” Fire demanded, his voice roaring with the force of a bonfire. 
His breath burned MacElly’s face. 
 MacElly tried to shake his head in confusion but was unable to move. 
 Fire snarled and his eyes flared suddenly into a bright white. “Reveal the dragons 
to me or you will burn.” 
 MacElly struggled to breathe. His feet no longer reached the pedals of the car and 
his hands grasped frantically at the hand on his throat. He retched painfully at the 
pressure on his neck. The car careened through the night, lights illuminating only a small 
space in front of them. 
 He heard Smith’s gun again and the red eyes jerked back as searing blood 
splattered MacElly’s face. Fire fell over backward and slid from the lid of the car. 
 MacElly grabbed the steering wheel and stomped on the brake, gasping for breath.  
 Is he dead? He wondered. 

Smith still held the gun pointed at the empty windshield. She shook violently. A 
tear ran down her smooth cheek, her eyes wet. 
 “Thanks,” he rasped, “I thought I was dead.” His voice sounded harsh and 
scratchy and distant. His ears rang. 
 She took several deep, shivering breaths and then lowered the gun to her lap. 
“They train you and train you but you’re never quite ready to do it when he’s right there 
in front of you.” She looked at him, her green eyes searching his, “Sorry I waited so 
long.” Her voice was quiet and sad but also clear and strong. He almost couldn’t hear it 
through the ringing in his ear. He looked at her, rubbing his throat. 
 He barked a laugh that scraped his throat painfully and quickly turned into a 
grimace. “You saved my life, Smith, I don’t think I could have done it.” He patted her 
leg, “Are you okay?” 
 “I think so,” she nodded. 
 “He wasn’t really a man anyway,” MacElly continued, “He would have killed us 
both.” 
 She nodded and shoved the gun back into her pocket. “I’d do it again, if I had to,” 
she whispered. 
 Not knowing what to say he started driving again, the wind whipping into his face 
through the absent windshield. They had only driven for a few minutes when the rain 
started. 
 

*** 
 

 The rain stopped nearly as abruptly as it had begun not long after it had started. It 
left them drenched and sitting in puddles in the seats of their car. Smith leaned against 
her door but did not sleep. MacElly could see her staring blankly into the darkness in 
front of them. 
 “We still don’t know what we’re doing, do we?’ she asked. 
 “I don’t know,” he answered her question honestly, “I thought you and the 
dragons had a thing going.” 
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 “I need to talk to one of them,” she answered. 
 She wasn’t talking about the dragons. 

He stared out the broken windshield at the dark country flowing past, the lights of 
Edinburgh approaching slowly. 
 “Do you remember Friar Ives?” she asked. 
 “Yeah.” 
 “Maybe we should talk to him.” 
 They were quiet for several minutes as the outskirts of Edinburgh surrounded 
their car and illuminated them with streetlights. MacElly wondered what they looked like. 
The car had no windshield. Both of them were drenched and shivering. Smith had a 
bloody bandage tied around her shoulder and he had splattered blood on his face. 
 “So,” he muttered, “back to London?” 
 “Yeah.” 
 He slowly steered the car toward the bed and breakfast they were staying at. 
 “They felt so… comfortable...” Smith said. Now we’re talking about the dragons. 
 “I was scared out of my bloody mind,” he told her. “They hate us… or at least 
me.” 
 “It felt beautiful… like…” she sighed, “I just knew that I could trust everything 
they said.” 
 “Ah.” MacElly raised one hand off the steering wheel, “did you even hear some 
of the things they said? ‘The danger is too great’” he quoted. “They’re cowards who are 
looking out for themselves. I don’t know why I don’t trust them, they just sounded like 
really bad car salesmen to me.” 
 “They were nearly wiped out,” she insisted, “you’d be cautious too…” she 
stopped. “Let’s forget about the dragons and figure out what we’re going to do right 
now.” 
 “Right,” MacElly nodded, “My mind is blank.” 
 “Just like always?” she replied, a hint of a smile in her voice. MacElly felt a little 
tension release in his shoulders. She wasn’t going to stay angry with him. “Why am I 
always doing the thinking around here?” 
 “Because you’re one of those military types, you make decision and come up with 
blazingly brilliant plans.” 
 She snorted. 
 “Well,” she said, “how does this sound for a military scheme? We spend the night 
here and hop on the train back to London in the morning. We go to Westminster and talk 
to Friar Ives and see what he has to say.” 
 “Then what?” 
 “I haven’t gotten that far,” she replied. 
 MacElly stopped the car in front of the bed and breakfast and opened his door. It 
was after midnight. “Sounds good.” The street was mostly dark. A faint bit of 
illumination came from the large parking lot for the twenty four hour Wal-mart across the 
street. They quietly let themselves in through the door of the house and snuck down the 
hallway to their room. Smith pulled the key from her pocket and unlocked the door. 
 MacElly stepped inside and flipped on the light switch. A tantalizing figure 
stepped toward him, smiling, black eyes staring at him in triumph. 
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 He cried out and stumbled backward, falling against Smith as he tried to pull the 
door closed. The woman grabbed the door from his hands. The doorknob smashed into 
the sheet rock of the wall. Smith fell down and his foot caught on hers and he fell on top 
of her. She grunted when he landed and shoved at him trying to roll him off. He twisted 
sideways and landed on his hands and knees, scrabbling frantically at the carpet to stand 
up. 
 “Come to me, man,” he heard the woman’s beautiful and terrifying voice echoing 
through the hallway and in his mind. “I will give you pleasure,” her voice sounded 
contemptuous and he wondered if she thought she was being seductive. No doubt that 
promise alone, with the way she looked had worked in the past, no matter the sound of 
her voice. It reminded him of the way the dragons spoke to him, derogatory but 
apparently expecting him to not notice. He lurched to his feet and started to run. He only 
made it a few steps before he heard a low, melodious chuckle behind him. Smith. 
 He stopped in mid stride, and turned around slowly. The silhouette of the woman 
stood in the doorway of their room. Her shining black hair fell in wavy tresses over her 
shoulders. In the darkness he could see Smith kneeling before the woman, face upturned. 
The moonlight shining through the bedroom window illuminated the side of her face.
 “Come back, human,” she whispered to him, her voice a musical siren’s song. 
 He swallowed and squeezed his eyes shut. He felt gripped with indecision. He 
could escape and get help. He could come back for Smith. The profile of the woman’s 
face turned and blue moonlight lit her dark face in a way that accented her smooth skin as 
she turned to look at him. 
 “Come back or she dies,” this time her voice was a hiss, a warning, not unlike the 
sound of a snake before it strikes. 
 What would Smith do? He remembered, vividly, the way Fire’s head jerked when 
Smith’s gun tore through his face. He reached up and touched the dried blood that had 
splattered him. 
 He remembered also the surreal way that this woman seemed to force worship 
from everyone, including Smith. He wondered if Smith even knew what she was doing, 
kneeling there, staring worshipfully up at the dark skinned woman with the hourglass 
figure. 
 He licked his lips, “What do you want with us?” 
 “Come, now,” she hissed. 
 “Tell me what you want,” he yelled back. A dark and insistent defiance welled up 
inside him. He didn’t care what happened to them. He wanted answers. 
 The woman bared her teeth and screamed an utterly inhuman sound. The sound 
bounded down the hallway and struck terror into his gut. He gritted his teeth and stepped 
toward her. “We want you,” she hissed between her teeth, “and… the dragons.” 
 “We don’t have any bloody dragons,” he yelled at her, “they’re gone. They’ve 
abandoned us. Why won’t you do the same?” 
 He saw a glint of moonlight on her teeth as her lips curled up in a carnal, sadistic 
smile, “You don’t need to run any more, little man,” she said. She tilted her head and 
raised an eyebrow. It seemed like an imitation of sensuality, rather than the real thing. 
 MacElly curled his fists in frustration, his face taut with restrained emotion, 
“Leave us out of it, whatever it is.” 
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 “It’s too late for that, human,” she whispered. She motioned with her hand and 
Smith rose to her feet. MacElly squeezed his fists tighter and took another step forward. 
 “What’s going on?’ he heard a stern voice behind him. He turned and saw the 
plump redheaded woman who owned the house. “People are trying to sleep, what’s with 
all the yelling?” 
 She was dressed in a nightgown and carried a long shotgun in both hands. 
 MacElly dug his toes into the carpet and ran down the hallway, straight for the 
dark woman. Surprise flashed across her face and she turned to face him. Her hand 
stabbed out, the heel aiming for his throat. He stooped and threw one arm around Smith’s 
waist and the other under her knees as he ran into her. He straightened as he passed the 
dark-eyed woman, Smith held tightly against his chest. He stumbled and his shoulder 
bounced against the wall. He regained his balance and charged down the hallway toward 
the exit. Smith squirmed against him but he hugged her tightly and kicked at the latched 
screen with his toe. 
 They hurled out the door and onto the street. 
 “Let me go,” Smith said, struggling even more. “I’m okay now.” 
 He set her down just as the loud bang of a shotgun sounded through the still 
swinging screen door. 
 “Do you think she got her?” Smith asked. She looked worried, and scared. 
 He shook his head, “I don’t know.” Three dim silhouettes marched toward them 
down the street. Three identical, man shaped silhouettes. 
 Smith’s eyes flashed suddenly in the light from the parking lot across the street. 
He recognized her temper flaring up. He grabbed her arm and she glared at him. 
 “I’m not running anymore,” she said. 
 “We have to,” he told her, “They’ll kill us.” 
 She stared back at him for several long moments then finally turned away from 
the approaching figures. 
 They took off in a mad sprint toward the welcome lights of the Wal-mart parking 
lot. MacElly ran on reflex alone, adrenaline the only source of energy left in his body. 

He imagined he could hear footprints, growing louder, and louder behind him but 
he was too scared to turn around and look. Finally the automatic doors of the store slid 
open and they ran through and into the lighted interior. Only one bored cashier stood at a 
register. The rest of the store was silent. 
 “I called Red,” Smith said. “He should be here soon.” 
 “Split up,” he told her, “try and find some place to hide.” He turned to the cashier, 
“Call the police,” he shouted. He glanced over his shoulder. The woman, who looked like 
half her face had been scraped off, had joined the three men. They were maybe fifteen 
feet from the doors. He swore under his breath. 
 “He’s still about ten minutes away,” Smith said. 
 “Just run,” he said and gave her a slight push as he took off down the empty aisle 
in front of the cash registers. 
 He heard the short double bang of pistols being fired and a bullet smashed one of 
the registers as he ran past. 
 He dodged to his right and sprinted down one of the aisles. As he neared the end 
he heard a shaky voice over the intercom calling for an evacuation. 
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 He turned left and then paused. In front of him hunched a large glass display of 
hunting knives, in front of a row of fishing poles and cricket bats and balls. Weapons. 
 He couldn’t think of any way to get the knives out of the display case so he 
circled around it and headed toward the cricket bats hanging down the aisle behind. 
 He barely had time to grab one before he heard a shoe on the tile behind him. He 
spun round, swinging the bat, edge out.  The bat smashed into the ribs of the man, his 
face a perfect twin of Fire’s, his eyes covered by sunglasses. 
 The man staggered sideways, knocking merchandise from the shelves, the 
sunglasses falling from his face. A wind suddenly hissed down the aisle and an invisible 
fist hit MacElly in his chest so hard that his feet left the ground. He landed on his back, 
knocking the air from his lungs. Before he could move he saw another of the men leaping 
toward him. The man, his eyes a deep, dark brown, landed with both feet next to MacElly 
and jabbed his fist down on MacElly’s shoulder. 
 MacElly screamed in pain. Something tore through the muscle and tendons of his 
shoulder, pinning him to the ground. 
 “You were not hard to catch,” the brown-eyed man sounded almost disappointed, 
“Fire said you were tougher than you look.” 
 MacElly looked at his shoulder, the man pulled his hand away. A six-inch spike 
of stone protruded from his flesh. Apparently it had risen right up out of the floor. 
 “I was sort of softened up a little,” MacElly grunted through gritted teeth. “Just 
tell me what you want. I’m a pretty helpful guy.” 
 The man chuckled, his voice sounding like rocks grinding together. 

“You must be… questioned,” a softer voice said. This one sounded like the 
whisper of wind. The man he had struck with the bat kicked the bottom of MacElly’s 
boot. MacElly cried out in pain as his body jarred against the stone spike jutting from his 
shoulder. The second man held his sunglasses in one hand, the other folded tightly across 
his chest. His eyes were a solid, pupil-less white. Earth and Air. 
 “By who?” MacElly asked, his breathing ragged. 
 Earth’s face split in a grin, “One of your kind. It does not matter.” 

Four shots sounded on the other side of the store. A moment of silence followed, 
and then a series of shots coming so fast they couldn’t possibly have all been from the 
same gun. Earth looked to his right to stare in the direction of the sound. 
 MacElly flicked his gaze between the two of them, hoping that the gunshots 
would be enough distraction for him to do something. Earth sneered. “She’s supposed to 
be talking,” he said, his voice grinding out of his throat. 

Air shrugged with one shoulder and smirked at MacElly. “She’s feeling 
frustrated. It will do her some good to kill something.” He kicked MacElly’s shoe again 
and MacElly yelled as his vision blackened momentarily. 
 “Pray, human,” Air said, smiling at him. He seemed genuinely cheerful, “pray 
your little sister escapes. If we catch her I get to kill you.” 
 They each grabbed one of his arms and lifted him off the ground, tearing him free 
of the spike of stone. He screamed and his vision went black, his mind numbed. 
 Earth chuckled, his voice so deep MacElly felt it in his toes that still drug along 
the ground. He pulled on MacElly’s wounded arm viciously and MacElly screamed 
again. He closed his eyes, and breathed a deep sigh. With that breath his last piece of 
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hope seemed to seep out of him. I though Smith said that dragon was coming. Damn 
dragon. 
 

*** 
 

 Smith ran in the direction MacElly shoved her, toward the produce section of the 
store. She looked back over her shoulder. The woman, and another man with blue eyes, 
ran toward her. 
 Water and Darkness? 
 “Yes,” the dragon told her. “She is powerful.” 
 How? 
 “She wants to hold your mind. I am hindering her.” 
 She swung behind the tall freezers behind the produce, her feet slipping on the 
slick tile. She pulled the gun from her pocket and checked the clip. Five shots left, plus 
one in the chamber. 
 She crouched down and peeked around the edge of the aisle, holding her gun up 
next to her face. A bullet tore through the freezer case from the other side. The glass 
shattered and two packages of frozen fish sticks fell out sliding across the floor tiles. 

She jumped to her feet and began running down the freezer aisle. Gun blasts filled 
the air and shattered glass and displaced merchandise leaped through the air behind her. 
How do they know where I am? Can they read our minds too? Is that one of the things 
the elements can do? 
 “Only her,” Red told her. “She is the dark Element of Soul.” 
 She skidded to the end and pulled herself around another aisle. She leaned up 
against the freezer on her side craning her head slowly around the corner to look. The 
aisle she had been on was littered with broken glass and boxes of frozen food. Clouds of 
mist and coolant gases sprayed out into the air in wisps of white. She saw movement at 
the end and fired two shots. 
 Several answering shots whizzed past her out of the mist, whistling and thunking 
into things behind her. There was a shout and the bullets stopped. 
 They’re trying to keep me alive. That makes things easier. A little. She pulled 
back and leaned up against the cold glass of the freezer. The store was silent. The 
overhead lights buzzed quietly accentuated by the hissing of a broken freezer tube where 
a bullet had punctured it. She heard the crunch of broken glass beneath booted feet in the 
aisle behind her. She glanced around the corner again but couldn’t see anything through 
the haze of leaking freezer coolant. She didn’t want to waste the last of her bullets. As 
she swung back around she saw the rubber swinging doors that led to the stockroom just 
across from her, maybe ten feet way. 
 She sprinted across the short open space toward the plastic swinging doors her 
gun held in both hands, the barrel at eye level. 
 The doors burst open toward her and Darkness stepped out, black eyes reflecting 
the fluorescent lighting. Her gun pointed directly at Smith’s nose. Smith snapped her own 
gun up to point at the woman’s forehead. She stopped. 
 “You think the dragon will save you?” the woman’s soft voice hissed in glee. Her 
voice was so beautiful. 
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 Smith didn’t answer. She didn’t know what to say. Darkness began to circle her 
slowly. Smith kept her gun pointing at her forehead and the other woman kept an 
unwavering line on Smith’s nose. 
 If I pull the trigger now, I might get away. They want us alive. They want one of 
us alive, what if they already caught MacElly? 
 “Do you know why the dragons were banished?” the woman asked, her voice 
caressing the words smoothly. 
 Smith still didn’t answer, her brain too full to think. The question sent a flurry of 
images through her mind, images that she didn’t understand. A picture of Stonehenge 
flashed in front of her eyes, shrouded in mist and darkness, then another picture of houses 
burning, people screaming, then Stonehenge again.  The pictures came so fast she didn’t 
even have time to react before they were gone. 
 “They were banished because they tried to destroy you.” Darkness smiled, her lips 
curving into a crescent of genuine glee. “Yes, dragons are the real evil. We tried to stop 
them and they used their mind trick to force humans to lock us away. Some humans 
understood and sent the dragons away.” Smith could see Water coming down the aisle 
behind the other woman, walking slowly. One eye was swollen shut and blood dripped 
from his chin. A long gash of skin flapped along the side of his temple where one of her 
bullets had scraped along the side of his skull. 

She continued turning, her body following Darkness 
 “Dragons control your thoughts. You are weak of will and easy to enslave. The 
entire world is just a toy to them,” the woman was saying. 
 “No!” Red’s voice nearly screamed in her head, “Deceit and lies. They are ever 
the ways of the Queen of Darkness.” 
 “Lies?” the woman hissed. “You would accuse us of lies?” This time her voice 
echoed in Smith’s mind as well as her ears. “There is much looking inward you should be 
doing, dragon.” 
 Smith furrowed her brow, “If the dragons control our thoughts then how were 
they banished?’ 
 The woman snarled suddenly, baring her teeth, “We are trying to free you.” Her 
snarl broadened into a grin, “Some humans are not so easy to control. You know this is 
true, I see it.” 
 Smith was silent. MacElly certainly didn’t feel the same trust of the dragons that 
she did, he didn’t seem to be able to hear everything they said either. Could she be telling 
the truth? She remembered the uncontrollable feeling of peace and overbearing trust that 
she felt in the dragon’s presence. A cold sickness settled into her stomach. Why does 
good always have to be light and bad dark? What if the world is really opposite of that? 
 “No!” Red screamed in her thoughts again, “She lies,” Smith could almost hear 
his frantic breath. 
 Another memory flashed through her mind. Both times previously that she had 
encountered this woman she had been overcome by fanatic devotion. Even now she could 
feel the tug on her emotions, pulling on her to fall to her knees trembling for forgiveness. 
But it felt disconnected, like it was being blocked. 
 The woman with the black eyes only smiled as they continued to circle each 
other. 
 “She lies.” 
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 “Shut up,” Smith yelled. Water was standing to one side his arms folded across 
his chest. Blood dripped from his chin. 
 Darkness let out a frustrated hiss. “I tire of this speech, human, send the dragon 
away or die now.” She twisted her gun for emphasis. 
 Smith sucked in a few gasping breaths of air. Can I trust anybody? She looked at 
the dark woman, staring into her solid black eyes. She swallowed. 

What do I do? She prayed. 
 The dragon wasn’t going to kill her, yet. 
 Darkness began to tighten her finger on the trigger of her gun. Smith’s finger 
spasmed on the trigger of her gun and her arm jolted with the shock. Even before the 
recoil had ended she lunged sideways for the doors to the back room. Darkness jerked 
backward and snarled, Smith’s bullet showering frozen sausages out of their display case. 
Darkness had moved at the instant that Smith fired. 

Smith hit the doors and ran. 
 She turned to the left, her boots slipping momentarily on the polished cement 
floor and charged through another set of rubber doors. 

The stockroom had obviously been emptied of people in a hurry. Crowded in the 
center were pallets of soda stacked higher than her head and lopsided piles of dog food 
with shrink-wrap pulled tightly around them. One pallet stacked with crates full of milk 
jugs rested in the middle of the floor where it had been left when the workers ran out. She 
looked over her shoulder. She needed a place to hide. 
 She sprinted to the closest pallet she could find and jumped behind it. Her ankle 
twinged painfully to remind her that it was not fully recovered from the twist she had 
given it earlier. She pressed herself up against the pallet, stacked high with boxes of soda, 
and held the gun parallel to her face. Somebody had left an indoor forklift with its blades 
just barely under the edge of the pallet. 
 “There you are,” a deep voice said, “Fire said you would be annoying. To be 
honest I didn’t believe him.” An icy shiver went up her spine. She turned slowly to look 
to her left. Water stood only two feet from her. His mangled face twisted into the 
roughest facsimile of a smile. His blue-water eyes, one squinting through a swollen 
bruise, stared at her. She gasped and jumped back in shock, losing her grip on her gun as 
she found herself scrabbling to keep from falling to the floor. Water chuckled as he 
watched her reaction. “Have you been waiting long?” he asked. 

He grabbed her shirt by the collar and pulled her upright. Her feet left the ground 
as he pulled her face up next to his good eye and looked at her. He slammed her down on 
the ground and her knees buckled in surprise. He let go of her shirt his eyes coruscating 
like small glass balls of ocean water. He looked her up and down. 
 “You’re definitely a beautiful one. Most humans are not so appealing as you, are 
they?” he cocked his head as if expecting an answer. Blood dripped from his chin when 
he talked and the torn skin along his temple flapped around when he moved his head. 
When she remained silent he shrugged, “You cause more trouble than you’re worth. 
You’ve gotten much harder to kill, than you used to be.” He stepped back from her and 
glanced at the gun lying on the floor where she had dropped it. “But you also have nicer 
weapons.” 
 Water seemed much more sociable than the others had been. “Where’s the 
woman?” she asked, her mouth dry. 
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 He looked at her blankly for a moment, “Oh, yes, you mean Darkness. I think of 
her more as a… young girl. She is angry with you. She’s kind of hotheaded sometimes. A 
lot like you, really.” He looked thoughtful, “You’d make a very good Darkness,” he said 
nodding to her, “or Fire.” Smith clenched her fists; she had no idea what he was talking 
about. “We’re supposed to bring you alive, Darkness didn’t think she could restrain 
herself.” He shrugged, “So I came to get you, there’s somebody you need to meet.” 
 He reached out again and grabbed her shirt between her breasts. She heard the 
fabric tear as he pulled her close to him, jerking her off her feet. 

She kicked as hard as she could, driving her boots into his short ribs. He gasped 
and let her go. She landed on her feet and lost her balance, falling to the ground. She tried 
to crawl away, struggling to get to her feet but his hand closed around the back of her 
neck. She tried to tear free from his grasp by twisting around but his fingers slid nimbly 
to her shoulder and pinched the nerve at the base of her neck in an iron grip. She gasped 
and stopped moving, pain making her shoulder and neck spasm. 
 His grip loosened slightly. “You should not even try to get away,” his voice 
tumbled like the distant roar of a waterfall. 
 She grimaced in response and lashed out with her curled legs. Both of her booted 
feet struck the side of his knee at once. There was a loud popping sound and his kneecap 
moved under the force of the blow. 
 She screamed as his grip jerked on her shoulder and then let go. She scooted away 
backward, her neck twitching and her shoulder shooting waves of pain down her arm and 
across her chest. 

Water fell to the ground, his injured leg straight. She made it around to the other 
side of the pallet of soda before he stood upright again. Even with only one leg he was 
fast. His hand clamped around her throat before she could rise to her feet and lifted her 
off the ground. He slammed her into the pallet of soda cases. The back of her head 
cracked against the cans. 
 “Now I too am angry, little woman,” he hissed at her, “little minds, that’s what 
you have, little minds, you cannot see. That is why the dragons force your thoughts, and 
that is why we… always… win.” He spat on her face, his spittle mixed with blood 
running down from his torn temple. “Even I will kill you, as beautiful as you are, if I am 
pressed.” 
 She gasped at the pressure on her throat. She could suck in air, slowly and 
painfully, but she couldn’t talk. Her weight rested on his hand, gripping her neck, his 
long fingers digging into her jaw until she feared that it would snap. She grabbed his 
fingers with both hands, trying to pry them apart. They might as well have been iron. 
 “No,” he said, “you’re going to die. I have no mercy for you. Mercy is for the 
weak. I have had more patience than you deserve.” 
 “No,” she heard Red scream in her mind, “I’m coming.” Only one or two minutes 
left. 

She could die in one or two minutes. 
 She drove a foot viciously into the man’s crotch, his free hand snapped down to 
catch her ankle. He snarled again, “Small minds,” he hissed. 
 She aimed another kick at his good leg. He jumped back and she dropped to the 
ground, landing painfully on her tailbone. His hand loosened around her jaw as she fell 
and she bit down between his thumb and pointer finger. She tasted sweet metallic blood 
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and resisted the urge to spit it out and wipe her mouth. Instead she fell to the side and 
pulled herself up on one foot in a crouch. She swept her leg out, hooked her foot behind 
his heel, and jerked his foot out from under him. He fell backward his head bouncing 
once off of the waxed and polished cement floor. 
 She surged to her feet and jumped for the up lever on the forklift. The forks lifted 
only one side of the stack of soda cans and the entire thing toppled over on top of the man 
lying on the floor in front of it. 
 There was no movement from the pile of broken cases. Burst soda cans hissed and 
sprayed sweet smelling foam around the room. Her gun was buried under there 
somewhere. She saw an arm sticking out from under the pile, not moving. She sprinted 
for the other door at the back of the stockroom. 
 This door opened onto a hallway that had a series of small rooms, offices and 
what appeared to be a break room. The hallway was long, stretching from where she 
stood all the way to the other side of the store and another stockroom at the other end. 
 “Go up,” the dragon told her, “the roof, I will help you from the roof.” 
 “How,” she muttered. What if the woman heard me in there and is coming after 
me? 
 She started down the hallway at a trot, trying to be quiet as she walked between 
the closed doors along the hall. She could be hiding in any one of these. She looked over 
her shoulder frequently and peered into the windows of the few doors that had them. 
Halfway there the offices ended and there was a long row of steel bins stacked with 
brown boxes of various sizes. 
 She had almost reached the end of the row of bins when she heard a noise behind 
her. She turned to look. Darkness charged toward her from the other end of the hallway 
her perfect face twisted in anger. The woman raised her gun and fired as she ran. Smith 
dove to her side in between one of the bin and the wall at the end of the hall. Right in 
front of her was the roof access ladder. Her heart skipped a beat. 
 I made it, she thought, Red’s on his way. She could see him in her mind, only a 
couple of seconds away from her now. She prayed fervently that trusting the dragon was 
the right choice. 
 She threw herself at the ladder and pulled herself up, wishing she could move two 
rungs at a time. At the top her heart sank in despair. The access door was locked firmly 
with a heavy padlock. She crouched down on the ladder and looked around. Darkness 
skidded around the corner and looked up at her with her dark eyes. She looked untouched 
except for an inch long graze mark along the side of her forehead. 
 She straightened and desperately gave a twist to the padlock. It turned in her hand 
and her heart began beating again. It was only dummy-locked, turned so that it looked 
locked but hadn’t been squeezed shut yet. And like a dummy I fell for it, she thought. 
 She pulled the lock off with shaking hands and dropped it to the ground just as 
she heard a shot from the dark woman below her. A bullet spanged off the metal rung 
next to her hand and she pulled the release lever on the hatch and shoved it open. She 
reached up onto the roof and leaped upward pulling herself out. She heard another gun 
shot and felt a bullet smack into the heel of her boot. Her leg jarred hard by the impact 
and banged her knee against the metal lip of the access hatch. She expected to feel the 
pain of the bullet driving into her foot and up her leg, but no pain came. She fell onto the 



Approaching Darkness 
Jesse Whitehead 
154,000 words 

104   

gravel-covered roof. Her shoe must have stopped the bullet. She rolled to her feet and 
took off at a sprint across the roof. 
 I’m here, she shouted to the dragon, I’m on the roof, come and get me. 
 The roof, surrounded by a waist-high block wall, was littered with pipes and air 
conditioning units set up every fifty feet. She risked a glance behind her. The woman was 
pulling herself onto the roof already. Smith put on a burst of speed, leaping recklessly 
over the pipes in her path. She dodged sideways as she heard a gun shot behind her and 
felt the bullet whiz past her ear. 
 They don’t need me alive any more. 
 “Hurry,” she shouted out loud to the dragon, “hurry!” 
 “I am almost there,” came the reply and then a picture flashed through her mind 
of what he wanted her to do. She jumped sideways again as another bullet threw sparks 
off of a nearby air conditioning unit. She could feel her lungs heaving for air, her legs 
aching with the effort of running. Now was the time to decide. If she trusted the dragon, 
she would do what he said, if not she would die. If she trusted him and he was deceptive, 
she would die. 
 I can’t win, she thought. She didn’t have a choice, I’m trusting you dragon, she 
hurled at him, don’t let me down. 
 She darted behind the last air conditioner before the edge of the roof. She paused 
for a nervous second and then hurled herself forward. As she reached the edge she surged 
the last of her strength into her legs and jumped on top of the wall. Then with a yell of 
fear she pushed off into space. 
 She heard a shot and a bullet hit her in the right thigh as she leapt, sending her 
body into a twisting spin in midair. Her stomach lunged toward her throat as she began to 
fall toward the ground. She saw the tightly stretched nets over the garden center below 
her and wondered briefly if they were strong enough to catch her fall. She saw two men 
dragging MacElly across the parking lot, each of them holding one of his arms. 
 Then something grabbed her own arms just below the shoulder and she found 
herself being launched upward at a dizzying pace. 
 The dragon had come after all. 
 “Go back,” she shouted at him, “They got MacElly. We have to go back.” 
 She looked down at the parking lot quickly receding below her. She could see the 
lights of approaching police cars bouncing along the street. 
 “It is too late for him.” 
 “No,” she screamed, “Go back.” 
 The dragon darted to the side jerking her body so fast she almost lost 
consciousness. A bolt of blazing lightning slashed through the spot they had been. Out of 
a clear sky. 
 “They are too many for me,” the dragon said, “I am only part of two Elements, 
they are four.” 
 “Go,” she screamed again. An intense anger filled her. Coward dragon. They’ll 
kill him. 
 She felt a sudden calm come upon her and her head sagged forward from 
weariness. 
 “Stop that,” she muttered weakly, “let me have my emotions. Just take me 
somewhere safe and put me down.” 
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 The dragon turned south, the chilly night air flowing past them and she hung her 
head and felt the hot tears streak down her face. 
 MacElly, she said mentally, hold on. I’ll come for you somehow. 
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Attacked 
 

___Bradbury Castle, April 25, 648 A.D. 
 
 Coltran wondered what happened to his body while he traveled through time. It 
had to go somewhere. 
 “William.” he heard a voice behind him. William stood in the practice yard. His 
chest heaved, his body slick with sweat from practicing. William had just beaten two 
assailants at once and had finished without taking a single hit. 
 “Samuel.” William replied without turning around, “How are you my friend?” 
 “I have come to talk with you,” Samuel said, “about your book.” 
 Coltran felt a thrill of excitement that he knew came from his host. He was 
learning to distinguish his own emotions from that of the other. They had grown more 
connected but at the same time farther apart, it was getting easier to tell the difference 
between them, but the emotions came across more clearly. 
 “What,” William asked turning to look at his tall friend, “have you discovered 
something?” 
 “Perhaps,” Samuel replied, he raised an eyebrow. “You’re going to wear yourself 
out practicing so much, William.” 
 William headed toward the rack of weapons to hang his practice sword and 
struggle out of his leather armor. 
 “He was too fast for me,” William said. “If you hadn’t shown up when you did 
Sarah would be dead right now. I have to do better, I have to learn.” 
 “It’s been three days,” Samuel said, “He’s not coming back.” 
 “He’s coming,” William said. An image of Sir David flashed through Coltran’s 
mind, leering, his crooked face twisted in glee. 
 Coltran wondered if it was his own memory or William’s. 
 “You didn’t hear him, Samuel,” William continued after pulling the last of the 
hard leather from his stout body, “there’s something inhuman there. He’s like a rabid 
wolf on the hunt, unable to stop until he either kills or is killed.” He took a deep breath 
and Coltran felt pain and hopelessness, quickly replaced by a weary determination, “I 
have to be ready for him. I pray to God every day for His protection.” 
 “I think I may have some answers for you,” Samuel said putting his long thin arm 
around William’s shoulder, “Come with me, there is something I need to show you.” 
 William followed Samuel into the small keep of the castle and down the hallway 
to his small, dark room. Samuel, stooped and towering inside his cloak, moved with a 
fluidity that made him seem to float above the ground. 
 Coltran felt a rising tension, not of excitement but impending pain. Something 
was coming. The feeling he got was the slightly electrical feeling right before a storm 
bursts, spilling its contents to the ground. 
 “Have you read all of the book?” Samuel was asking as he opened the door to his 
dark cluttered room. 
 William shook his head, “I’ve been trying to understand it bit by bit, it’s rather 
confusing.” 
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 Samuel nodded as he sat in a small wooden chair. “That’s what I suspected. A 
great deal is explained later on. I believe,” He opened the large tome sitting on his desk, 
“it is a journal of sorts, a record of your guardian’s discoveries.” 
 “My father,” William interrupted quietly. 
 Samuel raised his pale eyebrows and blinked, “Yes, well, he didn’t immediately 
understand everything. He seems to have just written things down as he discovered them 
and sometimes his logic is rather hard to follow.” 
 “Why is that?” William asked. 
 “Well,” Samuel paused for a moment to look at the writing on the yellow pages, 
“the part you asked me about before, the intelligences. There is more detail later on.” He 
raised his eyes to look at William. “There are a lot of things in this book that I can’t begin 
to understand. This knowledge could give a man the power to save the world or break it.” 
 William shrugged, “My father was a powerful man.” 
 He’s too worried about being attacked… about his wife, to concentrate, Coltran 
realized. He could feel the deep worry, the ever prevalent bending of his thoughts toward 
her safety. 
 “Do you realize,” Samuel said, a hint of excitement showing in his voice, “I’ve 
been searching my whole life for this knowledge? And you had it here all along.” 
 Coltran felt a spark of interest overcome the nervousness that William felt in his 
gut. “What do you mean?” he asked. 
 Samuel drew his hands together in front of his face, and smiled. The smile made 
his face look even more skeletal and his eyes shone with an excitement that surprised 
Coltran. “I think your father discovered the secrets of creation.” 
 William smiled then in surprise, “Of course he did,” he said in dismissal, “he 
lived for nearly four thousand years.” 
 Samuel’s smile disappeared suddenly and he lowered his hands, “That’s what I’m 
talking about,” he slapped the book with his hand, “it’s all here. Everything he knew. It’s 
jumbled, and mixed up, almost as if past present and future are all the same to him, but 
it’s all here if you are patient enough to pick it out and learn it.” 
 William furrowed his brow, “Everything he knew?” 
 Samuel nodded slowly, “I assume it’s everything.” 
 William suddenly lunged forward and closed the large leather cover of the book, 
“This is what he wants,” he hissed to Samuel, “we can’t let anybody know it’s here.” 
 Samuel stared at him as William clutched the heavy tome to his chest, “What are 
you talking about?” 
 Coltran could feel William’s fear welling up inside him, along with a feeling of 
certainty, “Sir David,” William gasped, “He’s coming for this book. This is what he 
wants. With it he could live forever.” 
 Samuel shook his head. “He never mentioned the book to you when he came. He 
was just here for revenge. If he comes back we’ll catch him and kill him. Don’t worry. 
You personally trained the guards that stand at your door at night.” 
 William was almost breathless. He slowly relaxed his grip on the binding of the 
thick book and placed it on the table again. His hands jerked away from it as he set it 
down. Coltran could tell he wanted to pick it up again to keep it safe. A memory flashed 
in his mind of a bearded old man shoving the book into a saddlebag right before slapping 
the rump of his horse. 
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 “Are you all right?” Samuel asked, “You act as though you were hunted by ghosts 
and devils.” 
 “I think I am,” William whispered. Then he asked, “Can you teach me,” he looked 
at Samuel, “to understand it?” 
 Samuel looked at him for a few moments and then opened the cover of the book 
again. 
 “Your father speaks of a place he calls, ‘ante absiduus.’ In Latin, I believe, it 
means ‘without time’ or something similar, maybe ‘without coming before,’ or ‘never 
having been?’” 
 William nodded, “The timeless place. That’s where he banished the dragons and 
the Dark Elements. I don’t know where it is though.” 
 “Not on this Earth, that’s for certain.” Samuel paused for a moment, “He seems to 
think it’s a place where eternity passes in an instant. From my own research I think it is 
much less permanent than that. I think that it is possible that someday the Dark Elements 
will find their way out of this ‘ante absiduus’.” 
 “So it’s not a perfect prison,” William muttered. 
 “Your father seemed to think it was.” 
 “Then why was he still working on the stones up to the day he died? What use 
were they after that?” 
 Samuel shrugged. “Perhaps he was trying to bring them back.” 
 William nodded slowly. Coltran could feel the distant ache of sadness that talking 
about his father had brought to William. “What of the intelligences?” He asked suddenly 
“What does all that mean?” 
 “Ah.” Samuel said, “That is the power that your father had. He called it ‘the 
power of the creator’.” He looked at William, his pink eyes studying him intently, 
“Everything possesses an intelligence, even the smallest grain of dust is made up of a 
multitude of tiny intelligences. One need only ask, speak to these intelligences and they 
will respond.” 
 “How does one speak to something so small?” William asked. 
 “I’m not sure yet myself,” Samuel replied, “but think of the possibilities. You 
could lift things just by telling them to move. You could raise an impenetrable shield 
around yourself by asking the air not to let anything close to you. You could speak 
directly to the intelligences of people and take away their desire to cause harm. You 
could be the savior of the world.” 
 William eyed his friend for a moment then clapped him on the shoulder, “That’s 
blasphemy, Samuel.” He said. 
 “I don’t think so,” Samuel said coldly. 
 They were silent for several moments and Coltran wondered if they would begin 
fighting. 

“You are a good friend.” William said, suddenly, “Thank you for telling me what 
you have learned. I need to go.” 
 “The pleasure is mine, friend. I will make sure and keep you updated if I learn any 
more about this.” 
 William nodded solemnly and headed toward the door. 
 

*** 
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 William knelt in the small, windowless chapel. There were no seats and very little 
adornment. It wasn’t much bigger than William’s own living quarters with a stone alter at 
one end haloed by a dozen tallow candles. The room smelled of burnt fat and the dusty 
clean smell of damp earth. 
 William was alone in the room, his head bowed. 
 The flagstones that paved the floor dug into his knees but he ignored it. A trickle 
of cold sweat ran down the back of his neck. The chapel felt dank like a cave. 
 “Dear God,” he whispered, “can you save me?” 
 Only silence responded to his plea. 
 Without looking up he continued, “I am hunted by demons, Lord. I know that I 
am unworthy of your forgiveness but what of Sarah and our child?” 
 Despair twisted his face and tears dripped from his eyes, running down his nose. 
He leaned forward and rested his forehead on the cold, damp stone. The candles 
sputtered. 
 “I know that I do not deserve the power to save myself,” he whispered, his lips 
almost touching the floor, “but give me the power to save Sarah and our child. Forgive 
me for their sakes.” 
 He fell silent. His mind pleading with God for forgiveness, he rehearsed in his 
mind the faces of every man that he had killed. He remembered all their faces. These men 
had families, homes, maybe children. I robbed them of that. Just to stay alive. Is my life 
worth all of that? 
 Finally the parade of faces in his mind made their way back to the sneering face 
of Sir David. William stared into that face, his pike handle gripped tightly in his hands, 
the blade buried in David’s chest. He felt the pulse of Sir David’s heart along the wooden 
shaft before it stuttered to a halt and he fell over dead. 
 He is dead, William thought, I know it. 
 Another memory formed in his mind. His father, limp and lifeless, hung from a 
gibbet cast into the branches of a tree. Around him the charred remains of soldiers littered 
the ground. Fire had consumed them but had not touched the trees or the old man. 
 Such power. If I had that power I could save Sarah and our child without killing. 
 He squeezed the tears from his eyes and reached out with his mind toward 
heaven. “If you cannot grant me the power, Lord,” he plead, “send an angel to protect 
Sarah. She is innocent.” 
 In response to his plea he felt... exultation. The very stones of the chapel seemed 
to be singing to him. The flames that danced on the tallow candles flickered and leaped 
with joy. The specks of dust on the floor welcomed him. The air embraced him. You are 
us, you are part of us, they all seemed to say. 
 He jerked his head up, looking around. The feeling vanished. 
 He sat back on his heels. Was that you, God? Was that an answer? 
 Silence. 
 He rose stiffly and crossed himself in front of the alter before turning toward the 
door. 
 

*** 
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William’s thoughts swirled inside his head. Coltran felt the barrage of emotions 
shifting and changing. 

Coltran wondered at his sudden insight into William’s emotions and memories. It 
seemed to be growing. Are we becoming inseparable? What’s next? Will our thoughts be 
joined? What if we become so connected that we can’t be separated and I can never go 
home? What if I die here? What if William dies? 
 He cursed himself for thinking that way. It was no use. He could do nothing about 
it. 

He walked with Sarah slowly across the muddy inner courtyard of the small 
castle. Sarah was leaning on his arm and taking small steps, the guard who had been 
assigned to keep her safe trailed several long strides behind them. 
 “Do you remember old Father Owens?” William asked. 
 Sarah giggled suddenly, “He used to make us read that awful poetry,” she said 
through her smile. 
 “Knowledge,” William said, altering his voice to a mocking deep serious tone, 
“Knowledge of the arts is essential to incorporation of the lower class into the upper 
echelons of societal benefits.” 
 Sarah laughed again as they walked, “He always used such big words. Do you 
remember the time he tried to explain to Charles about how fish can breathe.” 
 William’s laugh was a deep chuckle. “He sounded more like he was making up 
words than actually explaining anything.” 
 “I think he was.” She looked up at him. 
 William touched one of the strands of her sweaty brown hair and his face became 
serious, “Do you ever feel like you don’t belong in this world?” 
 She looked at him, curiously, “What do you mean, William?” 
 He shrugged, “Bradbury seems to be attracted to misfits. I mean look at us. You, 
me, Samuel, we would all be dead, or treated as slaves anywhere else.” 
 “William, you’re a brilliant soldier, nobody is going to enslave you.” 
 “I am a foundling child, Sarah, a spawn of Satan.” 
 “You know that’s not true…” 
 “It’s what is believed, that’s enough.” 
 “Nobody would ever know if you didn’t tell them,” she insisted. 
 “Why should I have to lie?” 
 She sighed heavily and pulled on his arm. 
 “Samuel would be burned as a witch anywhere else,” William continued. “He’s 
an albino, and a giant, and he speaks blasphemy.” 
 “William,” she said, pleading, “If you keep talking about this you’re just going to 
get depressed.” 
 “Do you remember Samuel, when we were at the monastery with Father Owens?” 
William asked, and then continued as if she had answered. “He was ten years older than 
us and he asked Father Owens if the Savior was born again would he even know he was 
the Savior or would he have to find out through study and learning.” 
 Sarah didn’t respond. Coltran felt an intense sadness from William. 
 “Father Owens cursed him for blasphemy and…” 
 “Please, William, talk about something else,” Sarah kept her head down as if she 
didn’t want to look at William. 
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 William didn’t seem to hear her. He stopped walking, “He whipped Samuel, forty 
lashes to remind him of the Lord’s sacrifice. Samuel just stood there and took it all, blood 
running down his back…” 
 “William…” 
 William lunged forward suddenly, his feet sliding in the mud. Pain shot up his 
back and he yelled as an arrow plunged into his flesh just over his left shoulder blade. 
 Coltran felt a panic well up inside him that he was sure was his own. 
 The young guard covered the distance between them in less than a second and he 
placed his hand on William’s good shoulder. William stood still, his teeth gritted in pain. 
 He looked at Sarah’s face. The blood had gone from her pretty features leaving 
her pale. 
 “You okay?” he asked. 
 “Are you okay?” she asked him without answering, “What just happened?” 
 “I saw an archer on the wall,” William said. He turned and pointed, “Over there, I 
don’t know where he went. I only had enough time to keep the arrow from hitting you.” 
 Sarah’s face turned whiter, if that was possible. “It was aimed at me?” 
 He nodded. Coltran could feel the pain throbbing dully in William’s shoulder. 
 Coltran heard a sudden twang - so faint he barely even noticed it. Suddenly 
William moved again, he wrapped his arms protectively around Sarah and lunged toward 
the wall of the courtyard. Gently he pushed her up against the wall where less of her was 
visible. The zipping sound of arrows drove through the air and thwacked into the muddy 
ground. 
 Sarah looked into his eyes. “He’s back?” she whispered. 
 William only nodded his head. 
 Coltran heard a sound behind him that was different than any of the others. One of 
the arrows had pierced flesh. The guard had been running toward the steps that led up to 
the wall. As William turned his head to yell at him he stumbled in the mud, an arrow 
sticking from his back. He lurched to his feet and another one twisted him around and he 
stumbled again. 
 “Gawyn.” William yelled, “Damn.” Another arrow sprouted out of the guard’s 
back and he knelt in the mud trying to rise, finally he toppled forward. More guards 
poured out of the barracks across the courtyard. 
 “Over here,” he called. “Over here.” 
 “William,” Sarah whispered, “please, be careful.” Her eyes flicked momentarily 
to the arrow sticking from the back of William’s own shoulder. 
 “He was my friend,” William said hollowly. Coltran could feel the deep bitterness 
inside welling up again, the anger that had arisen. Coltran had been there before, when 
William’s father had been killed. 
 “I know,” she whispered, “just be careful.” 
 The other soldiers came running up then, their eyes filled with questions. 
 “Stay here,” William told them, “keep her safe.” 
 With that he took a sword from one of the soldiers and took off through the mud. 
Coltran could still feel the pain of the arrow in his back grating across his shoulder blade 
with each movement of his arm. There was a twang and an arrow bounced off the rock of 
the wall in front of him. Another arrow smacked into the steps right behind his heels as 
he lunged up the stairs. 
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 William reached the top of the steps and turned the corner on the top of the wall at 
a dead run. The archer could only be hiding in one place. The parapet on the wall 
extended on the inside only a few feet beyond the guard tower. The shadows cast by the 
late afternoon sun nearly completely shrouded the small space on the wall. William 
slowed as he approached. 
 He could see in the shadow the silhouette of someone reloading a bow. The 
shadows clung to the other person, wrapped around him like a cloak. 
 William crouched low, the arrow in his back forgotten. 
 “I know you’re there,” William said, his voice almost a hiss of rage. Coltran’s 
mind recoiled at the menace that William felt. This was pure, untainted anger. 
 “And I can see you,” a deep rasping voice said from the darkness. 
 “Come out here and fight me,” William snarled. 
 “No, boy,” the voice chuckled, his dark image seemed to fade away in the 
darkness, “I don’t think so. I did that before and you killed me. Remember? I do. I can 
still see that look on your face. You didn’t like it did you? Killing me. You won’t like 
doing it again either, I suspect. I won’t give you the chance to find out.” 
 William gritted his teeth. “You murdered my father, now you have killed my 
friend. You threaten my wife, do you expect me to stand by and watch?” 
 “No, boy, I don’t,” the voice was almost a whisper, taunting William to lean 
closer to hear it. “I expect you to hunt me down. In fact I know that one day you will do 
just that, because some day I’m going to succeed. No matter what you do, I will win. 
That day you will have your fight, and I will leave your worthless remains to the wolves 
and the birds.” 
 William snarled and jumped forward, his powerful legs driving him into the 
darkness, his sword slashing across the small area where the shadows cowered. His 
sword clanged against the stone of the wall and sparks bounced off the blade. He swung 
into the emptiness a couple more times in frustration then yelled wordlessly into the sky. 
 “Watch,” the raspy voice whispered. It seemed to be everywhere, “Watch and 
wait, I will return.” 
 “Come back wraith!” William screamed into the breeze that blew across the wall 
top. “Come back and let us finish this once and forever.” 
 Only silence answered him. 
 What if he’s going crazy? Coltran wondered, that would mean I am too, since I 
can see the same things he does. Maybe it’s just because I am limited by his aural and 
optical interpretations. If he hallucinates, then am I forced to see it? 
 William swung his sword in a mighty two-handed strike against the stones of the 
wall in frustration and the blade rang at the blow. 
 “William,” Samuel’s voice said. 
 William spun around to stare at him, his eyes blazing with anger. He lifted his 
sword up as if to strike and then suddenly hurled it to the ground, his body shaking with 
restrained fury. 
 “William,” Samuel said again, he stood on the wall just behind William, his hood 
pulled up to hide his face, shading his pale eyes from the bright sun. 
 “How can I fight a wraith that has no substance?” William yelled, “No sooner do I 
strike than he shrinks away and becomes a part of the wind. A spirit that is there yet 
cannot be stopped or struck down. How can I win?” 
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 Samuel was silent for a long moment as if waiting for William to say more. 
Finally William turned away and struck the top of the parapet with his fist. He leaned on 
the stones and stared out at the plain and the forest beyond. 
 “How can I protect her?” William said through gritted teeth, his voice broke 
toward the end of the sentence and his jaw closed tightly. Coltran could feel the start of a 
tear forming in William’s eye, not a tear of sadness, but a tear of pent up rage and 
frustration seeking any way to release itself. 
 “You’ve got an arrow in your back,” Samuel said. 
 “I know I’ve got an arrow in my back, I can feel it. I’ve had worse.” William said. 
Samuel came to stand beside him and look out at the dark forest that stretched out away 
from the castle. He too leaned on the parapet, seeming to fold his tall body in half to rest 
his folded arms on the rocks next to William. 
 Coltran could feel Samuel’s eyes looking at him. 
 “Sir David?” Samuel asked. 
 “Yes,” William said, “It was him, I know it was, and he disappeared even as I 
made the blow that would have struck him down. His body seemed to flow into the air 
and blow away with the wind.” 
 Samuel waited again. 
 “He’s going to kill her,” William said suddenly, he turned to look Samuel in the 
face and this time the tear in his eye leaked out. “I can’t stop him.” His voice broke again, 
“How does one stop the wind? How does one fight or hide from the very air that we 
breathe? It is madness, I will go mad trying and that is his plan.” 
 William turned back toward the forest again but he could not see more than a 
green blur, his vision clouded by tears. 
 “I don’t know what to do,” he said finally. “Gawyn was my friend, as are all the 
soldiers here. Will he wear me down slowly by killing all that I love? I tell myself that he 
cannot, no person can be that bitter. But I do not believe it. He tried to kill her, Samuel!” 
He whirled to look at Samuel again grabbing the taller man’s cloak in both hands and 
shaking him, “He tried to kill her, and it’s just to hurt me. That’s all he wants.” 
 They were both still for several moments again, then finally Samuel put his arm 
around William’s shoulder. “I do not know how to fight this, William,” he said, “but I do 
know that whatever you ask of me that will I do. I swear it as a friend.” 
 William was silent for a moment then turned his tear-streaked face toward 
Samuel. “I feel like a ship lost at see. What do I do?” 
 “The best you can,” Samuel said. “Sometimes man must depend on the mercy of 
God to save him.” 
 “He does not answer me,” William said dejectedly. 
 Samuel turned William toward the stairs with his arm, “Perhaps you should look 
closer to yourself for the source of your trouble.” 
 William stopped walking and looked into Samuel’s pale blue eyes, “You have 
been a true friend. The best I have ever had save Sarah and my father.” 
 Samuel said suddenly, “Now what kind of friend would I be if I let you stand up 
here watching the sunset with an arrow sticking from your back?” 
 

*** 
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William lay in his bed, staring at the ceiling. The room was dark. Coltran, by 
extension was also awake. He didn’t feel tired and he wondered if that was because 
William did not feel tired or because he had no body. 
 William’s thoughts were a jumble. Coltran felt slightly disconcerted and more 
than a little embarrassed to be privy to some of William’s thoughts. During the day when 
William had knelt in the church pouring his heart out in prayer Coltran had only been 
able to feel William’s emotions. They were muted, almost… softer. He didn’t think he 
could get much more uncomfortable than that. 
 Now he was hearing snatches of William’s thoughts. 
 William could still hear the grating sound of Sir David’s voice.  “No matter what 
you do, I will win.” His face twisted in frustration. David was not his only worry. 
Somebody in the castle had let him in the first night by slitting the throats of the gate 
guards. Who would do such a thing to his comrades? 
 “William?” Sarah’s voice asked from beside him. 
 William paused for a moment, “Yes?” 
 “Just seeing if you’re awake,” she said, “I can’t sleep.” 
 “Me neither,” he responded. 
 She placed her hand on his chest and he turned his head to look at her. “Let’s go 
for a walk,” she said. 
 He squinted in the dark trying to see her features. She looked like she was 
smiling, the purple bruise on her face nearly invisible in the darkness. 
 “What if...” he started to say. 
 “He’s already come once today,” she said. She pulled his arm up around her 
shoulders and gently pulled him out of bed. “Besides are we any safer in here than we 
will be somewhere else. Maybe you’ll run into him and surprise him.” 
 “Yes but then I’ll be surprised too,” William muttered. “Besides, it’s cold out.” 
 She didn’t respond. William heard her putting on a cloak and then her small thin 
fingers slipped into his hand and pulled him toward the door. He picked up his sword 
with his free hand on the way out and closed the door behind them. 
 A few short words to the guards watching their door and they were followed 
outside as Sarah led him out onto the wall of the castle. She let go of his hand and stared 
into the darkness, hugging the cloak around her body. 
 “Why did we come out here?” William asked putting his arm around her and 
pulling her close to him. 
 “I don’t know,” she replied, her voice strangely solemn. 
 William looked up at the clear black sky and the stars glittering like diamonds in 
its inky blackness. 
 So many stars, Coltran thought. The shear immensity of the heavens left him in 
awe and he realized that he had never been anywhere where he could truly see the stars. 
 “Aren’t they beautiful?” Sarah whispered. 
 “What?” 
 “The stars,” she said, “do you ever wonder what they are?” 
 William smiled suddenly as he gazed out into the night. The twinkling pinholes of 
light seemed to wrap around them until the guards, the castle, even the wall they stood on 
seemed distant. “No,” he said, “they’re just stars.” 
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 Sarah backed up against him and he wrapped his arms around her and rested his 
chin on the top of her head, smelling her hair. 
 “I should like to see them one day,” she said. 
 He let out a small chuckle, “You are seeing them.” 
 She bent her head back to look up at him for a second before turning back to look 
at the stars. “I mean see them. Up close, I guess you could say.” 
 “I don’t understand,” William said. 
 “If you stand on this wall,” she told him, pointing one arm to the west, “and you 
look to the west right before the sun sets, you will see, just for an instant the flash of light 
coming off of the ocean between Tintagel Head and Boscastle. What if that’s what the 
stars are?” 
 William was silent for a while. Coltran felt the confusion running through his 
brain. 
 “You mean what if the stars are oceans?” William asked. 
 “No,” even though he couldn’t see her face he could hear the smile in her voice, 
“if they were oceans they would fall down on us and we’d drown.” 
 “Maybe that’s what the rain is,” he said. “Maybe the oceans fall apart as they fall 
and they just come down as rain. That’s why there aren’t any stars the night after it rains, 
they have to fill back up again.” 
 Sarah laughed, a quiet delighted laugh, “There aren’t any stars because of the 
clouds.” 
 “Maybe we just think that,” William said, “but really, how could we know, 
without going up there to look?” 
 “No they’re not oceans,” she said, “or at least, I don’t think so.” 
 “Then what are they?” William asked. 
 “I don’t know. That’s why I want to see them. I mean, when I see that light flash 
off of the ocean it’s like I’m seeing the ocean only it’s so far away that I can’t really see 
it. What if the stars are a flash of light, or a solid burning torch from a strange far away 
land that’s being reflected off the bottom of the sky and all we can see is that twinkling 
flicker.” 
 “You should write poetry,” William said. 
 “That’s a lot of lands to see,” Sarah murmured. “Maybe the smaller ones are just 
villages and the larger ones are cities. Maybe they’re not reflected off the sky at all but 
they live there.” 
 “That seems like it would be kind of scary, don’t you think?” William asked. 
 I wish I could tell her what they really are, Coltran thought, but then if she knew 
would she really believe it? He wondered if the truth, to them, would sound stranger than 
fiction. 
 “Not if you grew up that way,” Sarah said. “You wouldn’t know any better.” 
 “How do you do this, Sarah?” William asked. 
 “Hmm?” she asked smiling up at him, her eyes twinkling. 
 “I came out here consumed with worry and you’ve taken my mind completely off 
of it.” 
 “Sir,” a voice said behind them. William let go of Sarah and turned toward the 
guard standing behind them. “Sir, we thought we saw someone up here with you.” The 
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guard, Thomas, flicked his eyes around the wall top nervously. “I didn’t want to disturb 
you but maybe we better get down off the wall. Just to be careful, you understand.” 
 William looked around. The other guard stood at the bottom of the stairs, his 
spear held firmly in both hands. Two night sentries watched the darkness from the safety 
of the two corner towers, both of them looking out at the dark carpet of trees. He picked 
up his sword where he had laid it atop the parapet and moved Sarah between him and the 
guard. As he did he caught a flicker out of the corner of his eye, a movement. He jerked 
his head and stared into the shadows near the closest tower. Did he see a flicker of 
movement in the shadows? 
 “What is it?” Sarah’s hand touched his arm, his muscles corded and tense. 
 Nothing, just shadows, Coltran thought. Even as he thought it something moved 
in the shadows. Slowly and calmly a man stepped from the deep blackness and into the 
pale moonlight. The unmistakable gaunt form of William’s enemy stood still on the wall 
in front of them. 
 Now’s your chance, kill him, Coltran wanted to scream, end it before he causes 
you more pain. 
 William did not move. He just stared at the man standing silently several paces 
away.  

The man at the bottom of the stairs shouted, and William flicked his eyes down 
quickly. A cluster of armed men, he couldn’t tell how many, rushed the lone guard, trying 
to gain entrance to the stair. 

When he turned his gaze back to Sir David, the man’s face was lit with a toothy 
smile. 
 Thomas rushed down the stairs to aid his fellow guard. 
 “So, it’s just you and I, boy,” David said, his voice grating out through his throat, 
“just what you wanted wasn’t it?” He began walking slowly forward, drawing his sword 
from it’s scabbard. “You’ll lose. Even if you kill me now, do you think I’m the only one 
you need to fear? There are others, others that are close to you, who are your real 
enemies. You can’t trust anybody you know, not really.” He glanced over William’s 
shoulder at Sarah, standing at the top of the stairs, wrapped in her cloak. “Isn’t that right, 
girl?” 
 Don’t listen to him. He’s just trying to get you to… make a mistake… or 
something. Coltran wanted to scream at William. 
 William did not respond to David’s monologue. He merely pulled the covering 
from his own blade and dropped it to the ground. 
 “You cannot win,” Sir David hissed suddenly and then lunged forward. 
 “Stay back Sarah,” William whispered and then their blades clashed together. 
 Coltran’s mind seemed to go numb with terror, he couldn’t think, couldn’t reason. 
He grasped at the hope that if William died he would still live. The two men struck and 
slashed at each other with a strength, desperation, and speed that Coltran would not have 
thought possible. Their blades threw sparks off the stones of the wall as they smashed 
into the rough rock. William ducking and swinging desperately, kept his unprotected 
body away from the wild slashing of his enemy. 
 He heard shouts from below and the blaring of a warning trumpet on the tower 
above them. 
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 With an angry slash at William’s head that William blocked with his blade, David 
leaped backward along the wall. “Such a short time, boy. You have increased your skill 
since the last time we fought.” His crooked face formed a gruesome parody of a grin. 
 William didn’t respond. Sweat streamed down his chest and back underneath the 
light shirt that he wore. His hair was matted to his head and face. His breath came in short 
gasps. Coltran tried to gain comfort in the thought that Sir David didn’t look much better. 
Neither had been touched. 
 The number of voices shouting below increased suddenly. Somebody had heard 
the trumpet call. 
 Sir David threw himself forward again with a snarl. Coltran felt… pushed aside. 
William’s mind forced him into a dark corner as it seized control of William’s every 
reflex. Coltran watched in fascination as William stopped Sir David’s charge. Coltran 
could see William’s thoughts. Moves and positions passed through his mind in a dizzying 
pattern, so fast that Coltran couldn’t keep them straight. Then William surged forward 
viciously, his attack so fast that no thought preceded it. Coltran felt coldness throughout 
his mind. He’s the perfect fighting machine. 
 William drove Sir David back along the wall, his sword flashing in the moonlight. 
David lunged forward and William placed his sword between them. Their blades struck 
and William shoved back with all the pent up rage and violence he possessed. David fell 
back losing his balance. He stumbled against the parapet and his head struck the rock. He 
fell over, blood matting his hair. His sword fell from his hand and tumbled off the wall to 
the ground below. He twitched and William raised his sword to stab downward. 
 “William,” Sarah yelled. 

He turned. Thomas and the other guard lay in crumpled heaps at the bottom of the 
stairs, surrounded by the bodies of three of the intruders. The rest of the men, nearly a 
dozen fled toward the open gate, William’s own men in pursuit. 

His men would never get there in time to stop them from escaping. 
Don’t let them get away. Coltran heard William’s thought as thick despair settled 

over him. I have to find out how they get in, who is sending them. 
William turned back to Sir David. He was gone. 
One need only ask. 
Samuel stood in the middle of the courtyard, his dark cloak flapping around his 

ghost-like arms and face. He had one arm raised, pointing at the gates. 
William closed his eyes and reached out with his mind. Please, God, he prayed, 

give me the power I need to keep my family safe. 
Suddenly, the night swelled into song. It was not loud, just whispers. The night air 

hummed around him, tense with the recent action. The stones at his feet stalwartly 
groaned their determination to stand. He stood still, afraid to move. 

Push against the gates, he told the air. Push them closed for me. At first nothing 
happened. He felt like something fought against his will, something asked the gates to 
remain open, just a little longer. 

“Close the gates,” he whispered. 
The air outside the castle responded and gusted with a great rush, slamming 

against the heavy wood. He opened his eyes. The gates slammed shut with a bang. The 
last enemy soldier ran full speed into them and crumpled to the ground, unconscious. 
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William looked at Samuel, met his gaze. Samuel lowered his hand and nodded his 
head. Dark cloak flapping around his tall, lanky frame Samuel bounded up the stairs three 
at a time. He took Sarah’s hands briefly and looked into her eyes then hurried over to 
William, slumped against the stone parapet. Sweat now froze on William’s body making 
him shiver. 
 “Are you hurt?” Samuel asked, his voice quiet. 
 William shook his head numbly. 
 He slowly followed Samuel along the wall toward the stairs. Bodies were heaped 
up at the bottom. Oh, Thomas, William thought. Coltran felt his despair. Another one 
dead, just for me. 

They reached the bottom and Samuel turned over the front most form with his 
boot. The blank staring face of Charles Bradbury looked up at them. 
 William let go of Sarah to kneel at his friend’s side. “No, Charles,” he murmured. 
Coltran recognized the same deep anger that William had felt when his father was killed. 
 Charles sucked in a slow breath of air. He’s not dead. 
 “I thought I could save you,” Charles said, “I should have waited for the rest of 
the guard.” 
 “No, Charles,” he whispered, “you came just in time. You saved me, you saved 
Sarah...” he wanted to say more but his voice wouldn’t work anymore. 
 Charles tried to smile once then coughed weakly, blood bubbling from his lips, 
and went limp. 
 It’s happening again, Coltran thought, everything this boy cares for is doomed to 
die. It’s a wonder he doesn’t become a callous old man very quickly. If this is the history 
that I was meant to see then I’ve learned what I need to learn. Men are cruel and the few 
that are worth saving would probably rather be dead than live with their pain. 
 Life is pain! All of life, it will never change. Even joy is meant only so that we can 
understand the pain more fully. 
 That last had been William’s thoughts. This time, however, they were not just 
William’s thoughts he was hearing but thoughts in response to his own. Does he know 
I’m here? He waited but there was no more that came to him from William’s mind except 
deep, deep sorrow. 
 “I shall inform Lord Bradbury,” William said standing up, the rest of the guards 
just approaching them, “that his son is dead.” He turned to several of the guards who had 
just arrived, “Please escort Sarah back to our rooms. The rest of you get these men out of 
here and prepare them for burial. Tie the prisoner and put him in the barracks. I wish to 
question him.” 
 He and Samuel walked over to the wall where Sir David had dropped his sword. 
William quickly found it lying in the shadows. 
 “So,” Samuel said, “he still lives.” 
 “Yes,” William sighed, “despite my better efforts. Will you accompany me to 
speak with Lord Bradbury?” 
 Samuel nodded and they started across the small courtyard to the doors of the 
keep. 
 “I think…” William paused, trying to decide what to say, “I think I spoke to the 
Intelligences.” 
 Samuel only nodded. 
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 “Only a little.” William said, “Sometimes in the heat of battle I get the feeling that 
I know what the other person will do next. I can feel the leaves on the trees and the grains 
of sand in the soil.” 
 “Yes?” Samuel said, eager. 
 “I think it happened before, when I was praying in the chapel. It’s… beautiful. 
Did you know they sing?” 
 Samuel looked down at him with his pale pink eyes and shook his head. 
 They stopped in front of Bradbury’s bedchamber door. One of the serving maids 
was sitting on a short stool there, leaning against the wall, her eyes closed. “Go wake the 
Lord at once,” Samuel said shaking her shoulder. 
 She awoke with a start and looked around slightly disoriented, “Now?” she asked, 
“he’ll be angry…” 
 “At once,” Samuel said firmly and she darted through the closed door and into the 
dark room. A moment later she came back out and lit a small tallow candle. 
 “He wishes to know what is so urgent,” she said. 
 “We will speak to him in person,” William said. He took the candle from her hand 
and opened the door. The room smelled of age and mustiness. Lord Bradbury lay on his 
bed the he hadn’t moved from in months. His once flabby body was now thin and his skin 
hung off of him as if it was too large. His eyes were closed but he beckoned them in 
weakly with one hand. 
 “We come to you with sore news, my Lord,” William said kneeling next to the 
bed. His voice shook, “It is news of your son Charles.” 
 The old man seemed to sag even more into the furs that covered his bed, “He’s 
dead.” Bradbury murmured in a weak, quiet, whisper. “How did it happen?” 
 William was unable to talk further so Samuel told him briefly of the attack and 
the mercenary soldiers that had killed his son. When Samuel finished Lord Bradbury 
turned his head toward William and opened his eyes for the first time since they’d 
entered the room. They were a pale blue and looked a sickly yellow color around the 
edges. 
 “Take some men,” Bradbury whispered, “Kill the murderers of my son. Track 
them however far you must. Don’t return until they are all dead.” 
 “But...” William started to protest, under other circumstances he would have been 
happy to do what his lord commanded but with Sarah so close to her time. 
 “Leave tomorrow,” Bradbury grated out and slumped back against his pillow. He 
seemed to fall instantly asleep. 
 William and Samuel left the room slowly and closed the door behind them. No! 
No! No! Coltran couldn’t tell if that was himself or William, if you leave tomorrow they 
might return while your gone. Don’t do it. 
 I know they might return, but what choice do I have? I feel like my life is 
crumbling around me and I don’t have the power to pull it all back together. 
 Coltran was shocked. William had directly answered his thoughts. 
 “You’ll watch after her while I’m gone?” William asked not looking at Samuel. 
Samuel only nodded. “I’ll try to hurry back. There’s still a traitor in this castle and I don’t 
know if I’ll be taking him with me or leaving him behind.” 
 “She will be safe as long as I am your friend,” Samuel said. 
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 “Let’s hope I can end this before if comes to that,” William said, “and if I don’t 
come back, for some reason...” his voice broke off. 
 Samuel placed his hand on William’s shoulder and followed him down the stairs. 
Neither of them said anything as they walked out into the courtyard beyond. A wind had 
picked up and it howled over the parapets of the wall, blowing Samuel’s cloaks about his 
legs. William buried the rage in his chest and hurried out into the wind to help bury his 
comrades. 
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Seeds of Doubt 
 

___Somewhere over York, July 22 
 
 The tiny lights of farm buildings far below twinkled, stretching out across the 
English countryside like a dark mirror of the stars above. To the south the glow of 
London cast a yellow haze into the night sky. 

Smith huddled inside the dragon’s grasp, his talons locked in a shell around her. 
They didn’t squeeze her but she didn’t think anything short of dismemberment would set 
her free before the dragon wanted to let go. 
 Her muscles ached all over with fatigue and strain. Her eyelids felt heavy. The 
bullet in her thigh pulsed pain up and down her leg and there was no way to extend her 
cramped muscles in the dragon’s tight grasp. Her shoulder felt stiff and the bandage 
around it chafed at her skin. 
 “I am in need of nourishment,” Red said, his deep thought echoing through her 
mind. 
 “I could use some rest,” she replied. 

He tucked his wings suddenly and dropped toward the ground. Smith sucked in 
her breath as the bottom of her stomach came up to meet her throat. Lazily the dragon 
spread his wings out again and pulled into a tight loop that pressed Smith against his 
stone-hard talons so hard that her vision darkened momentarily. 

When they finally leveled off they were skimming just above the level of the 
trees. It looked like she could reach down and touch their dark leaves. 

Watching the treetops flash past reminded her of a time she and MacElly had 
visited her uncle in the states. Her uncle, a retired General had recently gotten a private 
plane and took them on a flight over the forests near his home in West Virginia. MacElly, 
she thought, are you still alive? She cast the thought out into the void, wishing that 
humans had the same skill as dragons so that she could at least talk to him and make sure 
he was okay. 
 Red swooped down toward a small clearing in the forest. His wings beat against 
the air slowing his forward motion, the trees bending and swaying in the wind of his 
wings. As his rear claws touched the ground they slowly opened up and parted, 
depositing Smith gently in the middle of the clearing. The huge red talons touched the 
soft forest soil on either side of her and the wings beat a few more times before the 
dragon settled to the ground, his front legs landing almost delicately on the earth and his 
wings folding tightly against his scaly sides. 
 “I need to get some sleep,” Smith said, stretching her legs. “Just a few hours. I’m 
exhausted.” 
 Red’s head curved around on his long neck to look at her. His pale yellow eyes 
blinked once. “Do you require a fire?” 
 She almost felt like smiling at him. “That would be nice, but just a small one. It’s 
not very cold and I don’t want to attract attention.” 
 Red reached out casually and plucked one of the trees from the ground, dirt and 
rock showering down from the roots. Using only one scaly hand he twisted it against the 
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ground and the trunk of the tree shattered, sharp bits of wood exploding into the air. 
Smith fell to her knees and covered her head to protect her face from flying debris but 
Red shifted his hind leg slightly so that his pebbly flesh shielded her from the sharp shafts 
of wood. 
 She felt no fear, just calmness. 
 Red scraped up the shattered branches and broken pieces of trunk in one hand, 
scraping long furrows in the forest soil. Some of the pieces, ten feet long and as big 
around as Smith’s waist, looked like a handful of kindling in his hands. He plopped the 
pile down in the middle of the clearing. 
 “No, no,” Smith said quickly, “That much fire will roast me alive.” 
 She felt only the hint of a question in answer. He didn’t understand. 

“I just need a campfire, just a small fire for a little bit of warmth.” She closed her 
eyes and tried to picture a small fire surrounded by a ring of rocks. 
 She gathered several sticks from the pile of the ruined tree and surrounded them 
with a ring of rocks that had been unearthed by Red’s claws. 

Red watched her, head cocked curiously sideways, yellow cat-slit eyes studying 
her movements. 

When she was done she stepped back well out of the dragons way, waiting for 
him to blast the small pile of wood with a breath of searing flame. 
 Red glanced at her once and then at the wood lying on the ground, then back at 
her again. She looked down. Flames crackled among the pile, licking hungrily at the 
other sticks. He did it just like the man with the red eyes. 
 “I go now,” Red told her. 
 She nodded, too tired to say anything. 
 The dragon’s wings beat the air twice and he disappeared into the darkness. 
 Smith lay down on the ground, exhausted. The firelight flickered around her, 
casting a comfortingly warm aura to the dark and menacing night. She felt safe. If they 
did find her Red was close by.  

She fell asleep immediately, her head resting on her arm. Her dreams turned to 
tortured, twisted visions of MacElly being carried away from her, his arms outstretched, 
his eyes pleading, mouth open wide in a yell that she was too far away to hear. I’ll come, 
as soon as I can, she tried to say, but her voice was drowned out by the sound of 
footsteps coming closer, ever closer. 
 

*** 
 

 “Mind if I share your fire?” 
 Smith bolted upright. A man crouched across from her, shrouded in a hooded 
cloak. His hand, wrinkled with age and pale as snow, stirred the remaining coals with a 
stick. 
 “Who are you?” she asked, her body tense. She tried to rise but her leg throbbed 
painfully and her muscles didn’t seem to work properly. 
 “Oh,” he said, his voice quiet and raspy, “just a traveler.” 
 “In the middle of the forest?” she tried to scoot backward, to get as far away as 
possible. 
 “Is it now illegal to wander at night in the King’s wood?” 
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 She actually didn’t know the answer to that so she kept silent. His speech seemed 
strange, almost archaic. 
 “What brings you out on a night like this?” the man asked, still poking at the fire 
with his stick. 
 “I think I could ask you the same question,” Smith replied. 
 The man chuckled, a pleasant sound that seemed genuine. “You, however, are not 
from around here,” he said raising his head to look at her. She could just see the outline 
of a face underneath his hood. “You’ve also been shot.” She could feel his eyes 
examining her. 
 “I think that’s my business,” she said. It sounded lame but she couldn’t think what 
to say. 
 “Oh, definitely,” the other shrugged, “why do I care?” 
 There were several moments of silence punctuated only by the sounds of the 
crackling fire and the coals being stirred around by the man’s stick. 
 “People call me Sam,” the other man said breaking the silence. 
 Smith did not reply. She wished the dragon would come back. Something about 
this man made her uncomfortable. She wasn’t afraid of him; at least she didn’t think so. 
She felt more like something was wrong with him, like he didn’t belong. 
 The man stopped poking the fire and laid the stick on the ground. 
 “I have a story to tell you,” he said. When she still did not reply he started talking 
again, his voice pleasant and soothing. “Long ago dragons roamed the earth... yes I know 
about dragons,” he added when he saw her expression. 
 “I don’t think I want to hear this story,” she said. Anger welled up inside her 
suddenly. 
 “Ah,” Sam nodded slowly, knowingly, “it’s already happening.” 
 “What are you talking about?” 
 “Your dragon friend is deceiving you. He’s controlling your mind.” 
 “Shut up,” she screamed at him. She tried to lunge to her feet but her injured leg 
would not support her weight and she fell back to the ground. 
 “You see, he’s already got you under his control.” Sam had not even flinched. “It 
hurts doesn’t it, breaking away?” He waved a hand. 
 Suddenly the pain in her leg seemed to multiply and her sense of loss over 
MacElly made her stomach muscles clench. 
 “Yes,” Sam whispered to her, “it’s true. Why do you think the dragons were 
banished in the first place? They stole the agency of man. They made us into zombies, 
slaves, forced to do their will. Because they hate us they forced us to kill each other over 
and over until there would be none of us left. Fortunately there are some who are able to 
resist the will of the dragons and they learned of a way to banish them to another world.” 
 Her mind seemed numb from pain and her leg screamed at her. She gritted her 
teeth. “Who are you really?” she asked. “What are you doing to me?” 
 Sam waited a moment before he replied, “I am a man,” he said. “I am trying to 
help you. All I have done is momentarily remove the dragon’s influence on your mind. I 
freed you. You should be grateful.” 
 “What are you talking about?” Smith asked. She gritted her teeth. The pain from 
her wounded leg intensified and felt like it throbbed through every nerve of her body. 
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 “Ah,” Sam sounded like he knew exactly what she was thinking, “You see? Even 
you’re pain is not yours to bear.” 
 Smith stared at him confused. 
 “Now that you have been freed from the dragon your pain is unbearable. Am I 
wrong?” She saw a flash of teeth beneath the cowl of his hood as he smiled broadly. “Just 
remember this,” he whispered. “Dragons take away your ability to think. They make you 
a puppet, no more than a drone serving your master until they discard you and leave you 
in the dust to die.” 
 “What are you talking about?” she asked. Elements and mind control and pain, it 
was all too much. It didn’t make sense and her leg throbbed so bad that she felt like she 
was only seconds away from blacking out. 
 “The dragons will use you,” Sam’s voice hissed in frustration. “They feed on your 
pain.” Spittle flew from his concealed lips. “They will enslave the human race if you let 
them, unless we stop them, you and I. I have the means whereby I can vanish their kind 
from the earth again if only I knew where they were.” 
 There was silence for several seconds. Smith gritted her teeth and closed her eyes. 
She wanted to just fall back against the cold hard dirt and sleep, or die, anything to make 
the pain go away. But she was scared to relax at all while this man was still crouched 
across from her, filled with a righteous fire that almost consumed him. 
 “Where are the dragons?” He asked, sounding calmer. 
 “I don’t know,” she answered truthfully. 
 “You would damn the world to Hell,” Sam cried out, his voice catching. He raised 
his hands to his face and then balled them into fists. “All of us will become peons to 
creatures of magnificent power and all our freedom will be lost. It is better to die.” With 
the last word he spit into the fire and his saliva sizzled in the coals. 
 Smith didn’t know what to say, she really didn’t know where the dragons were 
and wasn’t sure she would tell this man even if she did. If the dragons were trying to 
enslave the humans it seemed like there were easier ways to go about it than to hide in a 
cave in the Scottish highlands. 
 “Don’t you understand?” Sam asked, his voice intense but calm again. “They are 
the serpents of legend. The tempters, the mighty worm that destroyed humans so long 
ago.” 
 “We don’t seem to be doing so bad for a race that's been destroyed,” Smith 
replied. What if he was telling the truth? What if somewhere in his crazed and fanatical 
ranting there was a measure of sanity and the dragons really were manipulating her… and 
MacElly… and everyone else. But they can’t manipulate MacElly she thought. It doesn’t 
work with him. 
 Sam spat into the fire again, “Trust them if you want but I will find out another 
way. There are other sources of knowledge...” He looked up at the sky suddenly. As he 
did, she noticed for the first time that she could see the trees beyond him, through him. A 
cold fear settled into her stomach. 
 “Your friend returns,” he said looking back at her. “I must be gone.” He stood 
from his crouch and looked down at her one more time. “Maybe if you won’t tell me then 
I can persuade your little Scottish friend.” With that he strode away with great, quick 
strides, the forest sucking him in and swallowing him almost immediately. 
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 “MacElly?” she yelled after him. “You come back here,” she screamed, “tell me 
where he is.” She tried to rise and follow but her leg protested painfully and she fell back 
to the ground. She beat the dirt with her fists in frustration and sobbed from the pain. 
“Bring him back,” she murmured. “Bring him back.” 
 The only response she got was a whisper that seemed to float on the wind, Give 
me the dragons, and I’ll spare your friend. Give me freedom and I’ll return his. 
 Smith curled into a fetal position on the ground and cried, her tears running across 
her cheeks and dripping on the rich brown soil. 
 

*** 
 

 Sleep escaped her. The pain in her leg had receded shortly after Sam left. She 
didn’t know whether to be grateful or angry. 

Was Sam telling her the truth or was it another lie that had been twisted to make 
her do things she didn’t want to do? She didn’t know whether to believe it or not. If she 
did believe him, then what? Red would return shortly. What would she do? Could she 
send him away? If Sam was telling the truth then she was powerless to refuse the dragon 
anything he wanted. 
 She lay staring at the smoldering embers of her campfire. It seemed that she had 
two choices, either trust Red or trust this stranger in the night. They were both strangers 
really. Red had saved her life. Sam claimed to have captured MacElly. On the other hand 
if she did decide to trust the dragon, what would she do? She knew that they were here 
for a reason but what was it? It couldn’t be to sit in that cave and avoid everybody. 
 She sighed deeply and closed her eyes. 
 What do I do? She cast her thoughts out in a plea to the heavens. Tell me what to 
do, whom to believe. 
 The only answer was the sigh of the wind through the trees and the pop of one of 
the coals in front of her. She could hear MacElly’s steady Scottish accent saying you’re 
on your own now lass. You’ll have to make do with what you’ve got. 
 Slowly she stretched out her thoughts calling to the dragon. Almost immediately 
the pain in her leg eased to a mild discomfort and she began to relax, her emotions 
calmed. Everything would be okay. 
 Wait! She jerked suddenly. What if that feeling was just the dragon manipulating 
her? 
 I’m coming back now, little one. 
 The voice ran through her head and sent a dagger of fear down her spinal column. 
She had to trust one of them. Either the stranger who called himself Sam or the dragon 
she called Red. 
 As Red settled on the ground, his claws grasping the soil like it was all that would 
hold him to the earth, he turned his head to look at her. 
 “What troubles?” he asked. 
 She didn’t know what to say. She was afraid to tell him she didn’t trust him. She 
was afraid to trust him. 
 “Ah,” Red seemed to understand. 
 “Did you read my mind?” she asked. 
 “Your feelings only are enough. You doubt me. I do not understand the reason.” 



Approaching Darkness 
Jesse Whitehead 
154,000 words 

126   

 “Someone came while you were gone,” she said. “He called himself Sam. He said 
that dragons were banished because they forced people to become their slaves.” She tried 
to glare at his passive, scaly face but gave up trying, “Is that true?” 
 Red did not answer immediately. Then, “I do not remember.” 
 “Is it possible?” she asked. 
 Again he was silent. This time his answer came as a feeling, sorrow, so powerful 
she wanted to cry. “Yes.” 
 “Stop that,” she yelled. “No more emotions. Let me feel my own feelings, think 
my own thoughts.” 
 “You do not require my help any longer?” Red asked. 
 “Don’t go yet,” she said quietly. “I haven’t decided what to do.” 
 They were both quiet for several moments. “He said he had MacElly,” Smith said 
finally. “He wanted to know where the dragons are hiding.” 
 Red curled his tail around his body and folded his wings at his side. He laid his 
bus-sized head on his front paws and watched her. She looked at him for a long moment 
before saying anything more. 
 “How much is the word of a dragon worth?” 
 “We are noble creatures, really. Do not distrust us merely for our capacity to do 
evil. After all are you not able also to commit evil acts?” 
 She nodded. 
 “I feel alive again for the first time in thousands of years. This world is a part of 
me and I of it. I will do whatever is required of me to keep it.” 
 “Would you enslave the human race in order to keep it?” Smith asked. 
 The dragon lifted his huge red head and looked at her with his placid catlike eyes. 
“I am only a part of this world. You live on it,” he said. 
 “But would you enslave us if that was what it took to stay here?” 
 “Yes.” 
 “Then how can I trust you?” Smith asked. She felt strangely numb. She expected 
to feel betrayed, angered, and used. Instead she felt nothing. 
 “We do not want to harm you. You destroyed us.” Red told her. He snorted once 
and his hot breath washed over her. It smelled of burning coal and fire and seemed to 
soothe her tense muscles. “We will do what we must to keep this world. We are part of 
it.” 
 “Then what am I?” Smith asked, quietly. 
 “A creation,” the dragon responded. 
 “I still need time to think,” Smith said. “Will you carry me a little farther until I 
have decided what to do?” 
 “Where will we go?” the dragon asked. 
 “Westminster Abbey.” 
 “Wherever you travel, I will be your guide.” Despite herself she smiled at the 
poetic sound of it. “Through the darkness and into the light. Until we pass the dark days 
and climb high, into the sun. And she welcomes us home.” 
 “What was that?” Smith asked. 
 “An oath,” Red said, “of servitude.” 
 The sun cast its first rays of brilliant gold across the sky to the east. Smith looked 
at the sunrise and chewed on her bottom lip. Red rose up suddenly, and spread his wings 



Approaching Darkness 
Jesse Whitehead 
154,000 words 

127   

wide over the trees. He stretched his neck up and closed his eyes. The morning rays of 
the sun hit his extended wings and back and illuminated long, thick veins running 
through the translucent leather of his wings. He sighed deeply once and froze in that 
position. 
 “We probably shouldn’t fly around here in the daylight,” she said. “We’ll stay 
here until nightfall.” 
 The sun reflected off the clouded sky and turned the entire world orange as if the 
forest around her were ablaze with fire. She hoped it didn’t rain. She hoped MacElly was 
all right. 
 What do I do? She leaned forward with her head in her hands. Her leg hurt and 
she had nothing to dress it with. She knew it needed attention soon or else it would start 
to fester. The bullet was still in there somewhere. She was afraid she would have a 
permanent limp if it weren’t fixed soon. She leaned back against a tree and fell into a 
fitful rest. 
 When she awoke it was still light and the dragon was in exactly the same position 
as he had been before. His eyes opened and his neck tilted down to look at her. 
 “You are in pain,” Red said. It wasn’t a question. 
 She nodded. The throbbing in her leg was almost unbearable now and she felt 
sure there was an infection. 
 “Can I help?” he asked her. 
 She couldn’t think how. She was too scared to go to a hospital. They would know 
to look in a hospital, that’s where they had found Jay and Roberto. I’m the last one, she 
thought, everybody else is gone. 
 “I may be able to fix it,” Red told her. His strange voice was oddly concerned. “I 
have seen an unknown artifact inside your flesh.” 
 “It’s a bullet,” she said through gritted teeth. “They shot me as you were lifting 
me off the roof.” 
 “It should be removed,” Red said. 
 “Thanks,” she muttered, “but I don’t really have anything to remove it with right 
now.” 
 “I could do it,” he replied. “It will be painful.” 
 She looked at his huge, scaly, hand-like front feet with claws as long as she was 
tall digging into the soil. He brought his head down to peer at her. 
 “I think you will die, if I do not.” 
 “I’m not going to die,” she said, “not right now at any rate but I might lose my leg 
if the infection spreads. I need medicine too.” She tried to imagine those long dirty claws 
probing around inside her leg and shivered. 
 The dragon shook his head in a manner that reminded her of a shrug and raised 
his head back up to catch the sunlight on his blood red scales. 
 She looked at him some more. Could he help her? He was possessed by two of the 
Elements. Slowly, she nodded. “Go ahead.” 
 “Remove your outer covering,” Red told her. 
 She hesitated for a moment then decided the dragon wasn’t likely to manipulate 
her just so he could see her undressed. He was a dragon after all. She wondered if he 
could be embarrassed. She slowly and painfully worked her pants off until the wound 
was exposed. It was red and swollen and leaked red and yellow ooze. 
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 The dragon moved his head down close to her bare leg. She could feel his hot 
breath on her skin. He lifted one of his fingers and placed it lightly across her legs, his 
long claw curving into the dirt. His gentleness surprised her. He could have crushed her 
easily. His scales felt smooth, like silk on her thigh, the edges rough like sandpaper. His 
skin did not feel warm, or cold. 
 Red’s eyes turned their focus to her, “You will feel pain.” 
 She nodded in understanding. 
 Red lifted his finger off of her leg. He curled the finger and flames danced over 
his claw for a few seconds. He looked at her and she nodded. His razor pointed claw 
probed delicately at the hole in her leg. She winced at the poking. Then, without warning 
his claw plunged into her wound. 
 She gasped at the pain and put her head back, closing her eyes. She felt like he 
was splitting her bone apart with his claw. She grunted and clenched her jaw tight, 
resisting the reflex to jerk her leg under the dragon’s claw. Then a sharp burning feeling 
flooded her body, unbearable heat. She jerked suddenly as the stench of burned flesh 
reached her nostrils. 
 The heat dissipated leaving only the memory of it in her skin. 
 “You will be well,” the dragon voice penetrated her numbed thoughts. She opened 
her eyes and lifted her head from the ground. She propped herself up on her elbows and 
looked at the dragon. Between one claw and the claw of his thumb he held, almost 
delicately, a shiny brass colored bullet. “It was lying against the bone,” he told her, “That 
is the reason for the pain.” 
 She looked down at her leg. He had pried the bullet out with those huge, sharp 
claws; claws that could have engulfed her in one hand, and had not made the hole in her 
flesh any bigger. Somehow, he had seared the bullet hole so that the bleeding and 
infection were stopped. She would have a nasty scar and the skin was red and irritated 
from being burned but it should heal. 
 She struggled into a standing position and worked her pants back up to her waste. 
The wound still hurt but she thought it might support weight now if it had to. 
 Red still held the bullet squeezed between his claws and stared at her. She held 
out her hand and he dropped the shiny metal into her palm. It had looked so small 
pinched between those delicate pointed claws. 
 “Thank you,” she said and looked at Red. His eyes regarded her. He looked… 
sheepish. Was he embarrassed? 
 “I did not think I could do it,” he said and lay fluidly down on the ground, his 
head resting on his folded forearms. 
 She stared at him for several seconds. She wondered why she had trusted him. 
Had he influenced her emotions? She could tell, sometimes, because she would suddenly 
feel calm when she was starting to panic or sudden trust when she began to question him. 
She had not felt that since she had told the dragon to stop his manipulations, but could he 
be subtler than that? What if it just felt like logic or natural emotional reactions? She 
frowned at him. 
 “About that oath?” she asked suddenly turning the bullet in her fingers. “How 
important is it?” 
 She felt the dragon’s confusion for a moment then he replied, “I do not 
understand. It is an oath. There is only one.” 
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 Smith glanced at him then back at the bullet in her hand. 
 “Why did the dragons return, Red?” 
 “We were summoned.” 
 “Yes, I know you were summoned, but why?” 
 “We do not know,” Red said. He growled deep in his throat, his eyes narrowing. 
 “Maybe you haven’t fulfilled your responsibility.” 
 “We have not,” Red sounded almost angry. “We must die to prepare the world for 
you. Would you make that choice?” 
 Smith was stunned, then angry. 
 “That is not my choice,” she said, “but if the time came for me to forfeit my life 
for the lives of millions of people I would not hesitate.” 
 “Millions of your own people,” Red hissed at her, his mouth actually moved when 
he spoke now. “Would you sacrifice all of humanity to save a few billion mice?” 
 “Is that how you think of us? As mice? Rodents that you toy with and experiment 
on?” 
 “We did, once,” Red told her. “Much to our detriment.” His voice sounded so sad 
that Smith actually felt sorry for him. Then she wondered if that feeling was his influence 
or her own. 
 She gritted her teeth in frustration, “Don’t you understand? We’re all going to die 
if you don’t help.” 
 “And we’ll all die if we do,” Red said, his voice in her mind felt calmer now, 
almost cold. “I have sworn to serve you and I will till the end of my days. But I will not 
sacrifice the end of my kind for the continuation of yours.” 
 Smith felt a surge of anger inside her. 
 “Would you do any differently?’ He asked. 
 She gritted her teeth and stared at the ground. She didn’t think she would. She 
would do the same as the dragon was telling her. “But what if you are going to die 
anyway. They’ll destroy you in the end either way.” 
 “Death comes to all.” Red told her, the sadness in his voice made her look up at 
him. 
 “You said, the sun would welcome you home,” she said, studying him, watching 
for a reaction. “Is the sun your home?” 
 “This is our home,” Red hissed between his teeth, a deep rumble starting in his 
chest. “Earth. This is where we were created, we are a part of it.” He stared at her 
intensely, his head rising up off of his folded hands. His lips peeled back in a snarl, “And 
humans would destroy us and take it away.” 
 “How strong is the oath,” she said, almost a whisper, she knew he could hear. 
 “It is not yet dark, we can not travel for several more hours,” was his only reply. 
 She settled back against a tree. Her leg burned and the muscle in her thigh 
twitched painfully. 
 

*** 
 

 “The light is receding,” Red’s voice in her mind woke Smith up gently. She 
opened her eyes to almost pitch darkness. The sky was shrouded with thick clouds that 
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blocked out the moon and the stars and left the night in the forest almost completely 
without light. 
 Smith struggled to her feet and slowly put weight on her wounded leg. Pain shot 
up her thigh and made her gasp but it held her. She used one hand to steady herself 
against the tree while she waited for the pain to subside. 
 “We’d better get going,” she said through gritted teeth. She wasn’t sure she was 
looking forward to another trip gripped between the steel hard claws of the dragon’s rear 
feet. 
 “How could the sun be our home?” he asked. 
 She looked at him. All she could see were the giant glowing orbs of his yellow 
eyes, the slit-shaped pupils stretched to almost perfect circles in the darkness. “You are 
creatures of Light and Fire,” she said hesitantly. “Say that oath of yours again, you’ll see 
what I’m talking about.” 
 Red raised his head high above the treetops and stared at the stars for a moment. 
“Wherever you travel, I will be your guide. Through the darkness and into the light. Until 
we pass the dark days and climb high, into the sun. And she welcomes us home.” 
 “Do you hear it?” Smith asked. 
 “But this is our home,” Red sounded confused, “we are part of the earth, not the 
sun.” 
 “Where did dragons come from?” Smith asked him. 
 “We are of the elements of the earth,” he replied. 
 “No, no,” she shook her head, “You are possessed by Elements. The people who 
hunt me are possessed by the Elements but they are just people. You told me that 
yourself. Where did you come from, before you were possessed by the elements?” 
 “It has always been,” he replied, still staring at the stars. 
 “What if your oath to me is also a promise to you?” she asked. “You have an 
obligation as a race. You say that you will all die if you fulfill that obligation. What if 
that’s not true? What if you will finally be free of this earth and able to return home?” 
 She watched him for a moment. He did not say anything or even move. He might 
as well have been stone. “Take me to Westminster now?’ she asked. 
 He slowly focused his eyes on her, his head tilting down from the height of his 
erect neck. “I feel that you are right,” he said sadly. “It is hard.” 
 Red held out one of his paws, the fingers and claws open, palm upward and flat 
on the ground. What does he want? A handshake? She tried to imagine her tiny hands 
fitting into that huge scaly red one. 
 “Step into my hand,” Red told her. 
 She felt a moment of distrust, what if he chooses to crush me? “Can you still 
control my emotions, Red?” she asked as she stepped onto the rock hard surface of his 
pebbly skin. 
 “You still feel hostile.” 
 “That’s not an answer.” 
 “No.” 
 His hand curled up around her. She couldn’t tell if his succinct response was in 
agreement to her reply or in answer to her question. She decided to let it go. 

The red claws closed above her head and she felt herself being lifted off the 
ground. Then the hand opened again and deposited her on the dragons back. Her first 
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thought was that she would fall off when he started to fly but she found there was a 
hollow between the muscles that pumped his long leathery wings and even a ridge of 
scales that looked much like a saddle horn. She sat down and gripped the ridge in both 
hands. 
 Red spread his great wings with a whoosh and shook them a couple of times. 
Then they rose into the air and the cold night rushed past her blurring the ground below. 
Red climbed higher and higher as he flew until the ground seemed to fade away below 
them and she wondered if they had passed into the clouds. The air rushing past was 
blowing her dark curls back behind her and it felt like it was sucking the air right out of 
her lungs. She felt a laugh of pleasure come out of her mouth and blow away on the wind. 
 “Flying is good,” she heard Red’s voice in her mind. It startled her at first. “It 
helps me find peace.” 
 “I can see why,” she yelled into the wind, “this is amazing.” 
 “Do not shout. I hear.” 
 “Do you fly often?” 
 “Yes.” Red replied, “We could not fly in the time between. When the air touched 
my wings again I knew I was home and…” he stopped. 
 “You were happy,” she wasn’t asking a question. “I think we are more alike than 
you might imagine.” 
 “You cannot fly,” Red said. She felt a hint of a smile in his voice. 
 “True,” she replied, “but am I not flying now?” 
 “You are not, I am flying. You are riding.” Red’s emotions withdrew slightly and 
became somewhat saddened, “There are things that I cannot do.” 
 “Like what?” she asked. “You’re magnificent. Beautiful, frightful, intimidating, 
most people both fear and love you without even knowing that you exist.” 
 “I cannot remember,” he replied, his great wings beat at the air. “I cannot 
remember the past.” 
 Smith remained silent for a few moments feeling Red’s muted emotions. 
 “Men,” Red said finally, “live their whole lives on the ground. They love each 
other, or hate each other in turn. They work, play, love, hate, kill, mourn. And they 
remember. They remember everything.” 
 “Not everything,” Smith assured him. 
 “Still,” Red sounded impatient, “Man can do all those things and taste the 
memory of it. Dragons do not remember.” 
 “Dragons must remember some things,” she said. “You remember being sent 
away. You remember being killed.” 
 “We do not remember,” he said. “Our anger is our only memory. We do not 
remember the reason you killed our kind. Only the anger that it gave us.” He gave the 
mental equivalent of a shrug. 
 “So it could be because you tried to control us?” she asked. “And you wouldn’t 
even know?” 
 “That is not possible,” Red replied. “We only desire life.” 
 “But you don’t really know.” Smith said in frustration, “You just made up what 
seemed like the most logical explanation and ran with it.” 
 “Yes.” 
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 His great wings beat at the air. She could see a huge cluster of lights far below 
and wondered if that was London already. 
 Red opened his mouth and let out a low moan, filled with sadness. His wings beat 
slower and he turned into a lazy spiral toward the ground. 
 Neither of them spoke again for several minutes and Smith watched over the 
dragon’s broad shoulder as the lights and movements of late night London rose up to 
greet them. The dragon drifted downward much like a leaf that has fallen from a tree in 
autumn. A giant leaf, with a human perched upon its back. Smith patted his back, grateful 
that he had chosen not to fold his wings and free fall like he had the last time he had 
landed. 
 Soon she could pick out individual buildings and she saw the giant clock of Big 
Ben, the sprawling estates of the Royal Buckingham Palace... and there, looming up like 
a giant monument to Deity, Westminster Abbey. 
 “Where?” the dragon asked. She didn’t feel any anger coming from him but she 
wondered if he could shield it from her. 
 “Is the street wide enough for you to land in?” she asked. 
 Red seemed to consider it for a moment as he circled the building. “No,” he said 
finally. 
 Smith caught a movement out of the corner of her eye. Someone was standing on 
the roof waving with both arms. “There,” she pointed, wondering if he could see her 
finger, “land there, on the roof.” 
 Red turned to look and flapped his wings backward once to slow their movement. 
They dropped closer and he went into a series of powerful flaps to slow his descent 
followed by immediate drops.  
 Smith could no longer see the man who had been waving. She hoped he hadn’t 
been waving to something else. That could be quite a surprise for somebody. The 
dragon’s claws settled to the clay tiles on the roof and one of his front limbs raised up to 
help her down from his back. She stepped into his palm and his claws made a cage 
around her and lowered her. They released her and the huge red hand rested lightly on the 
roofing tiles. Red still beat his wings slowly, seeming to hover with only a small amount 
of his weight resting on the roof of the building. Probably wise. She didn’t know how 
much the dragon weighed but she doubted the roof could support him. 
 “You have come at last,” a deep, grating voice said. “I have been waiting for 
you.” 
 She turned and saw an elderly man dressed in friar’s robes standing in the shadow 
of the dragon’s body. The light from the city below cast odd shadows on his face. Despite 
the age in his voice his posture was upright and his shoulders broad. He carried a thick 
staff that he seemed to lean on slightly. Age spots mottled his hands and the skin on his 
face drooped with age. His blue eyes stared at her intently. 
 “Friar Ives?” she asked. 
 “Yes,” he nodded. He looked up at Red towering over him. “Magnificent creature, 
isn’t he?” He reached up one hand and patted the stone-like scales of Red’s underside. “I 
finally get to see one. But that is not why you are here,” he looked back at Smith. 
 “No,” she said. Ives was rather odd. She hoped he could help her. 
 “So do I,” Ives told her, “but I think I can.” He noticed her incredulous look and 
added, “Ah, yes, I too have learned to listen deeply to what you are saying, and it is not 
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always with your mouth that you say it. I have not read your mind but it is there in your 
eyes. One can read that if one but learns the language.” 
 She looked up at Red. She took a few steps back trying to see his face. Red 
twisted his neck around her, wrapping her in an embrace, his right eye staring at her. She 
felt comforted. He could crush her right now but she knew she was safe, it felt almost like 
a sign of affection. 
 “Red,” she said, in her most commanding voice, it came out a little more tentative 
than she wanted, “go to your kind and take a message with you. They must fulfill their 
oath and redeem themselves of their previous transgression, when they do they will be 
taken home. I’m sending you to convince them of this, have faith that it is true. Hang on 
to hope and trust in your oath.” 
 The dragon gave no sign of acknowledgment. He uncoiled his neck from around 
her and beat his wings lifting himself into the air. His body turned around away from her 
and she felt the mighty wind of his great wings as he flew away. She called after him, 
“I’m trusting you dragon, don’t let me down.” Then he was out of sight, lost in the 
darkness. 
 She stood on the roof tiles staring after him for several long minutes. “Don’t let 
me down.” She whispered into the darkness. 
 “Come,” the voice of the friar pulled her back from her reverie. “We have much 
to talk about.” 
 She turned to look at him. She had seen him once before but only from a distance. 
His deep grating voice was similarly strange to her. He was balding and wrinkled, his 
face filled with the solid sternness of a man who rarely smiled. His deep blue eyes held 
an age and wisdom that she had never encountered before, bearing so much power she 
felt compelled to respect him. It was different from the worshipful compulsion that 
Darkness forced on her. It was more a deep feeling of awe at his wisdom and potency. 
 “Yes,” she muttered, “I have a lot of questions for you.” 
 He raised a finger and lifted one eyebrow, “All in good time,” he said. “First let’s 
get inside where you can get some rest and I can look at your wounds.” 
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Into Darkness 
 

 MacElly awoke in darkness. Not the darkness of night but the blackness of pitch 
that seeps into the bones and inspires panic. His entire body felt stiff and his right 
shoulder burned with an unquenchable internal furnace. He lay on his back with his legs 
curled up against his chest and there was a sore on the back of his head that sent painful 
messages coursing along his nerves every couple of seconds as the surface he lay 
prostrate on bounced beneath him. 
 Where am I? He wondered as he groaned softly. He lifted his right hand to place 
it under his head to cushion it against the bouncing. After a few seconds he realized his 
hand had not moved. His entire right arm was dead. He couldn’t see but he thought he 
could move his fingers a little. He moved his left hand up along his body and across his 
chest to feel the smoldering wound in his shoulder. As his fingers probed at it he let out 
an involuntary gasp of pain as the furnace suddenly flared into a raging volcano charging 
through his veins and nerves. 
 Oh. 
 He remembered the stone spike jutting up through his flesh and the taunting kicks 
against his feet. He remembered Air and Earth lifting him and twisting his arm until he 
blacked out. 
 Is Smith still alive? He could remember gunshots. Had the bullets found her? Or 
was she out there somewhere alone and still running? 
 His head ached, all of it, punctuated by the sharp jolt of a bouncing, hard mattress. 
He guessed by his position and the motion that he was in the trunk of a car and it was still 
moving. 
 Not even a glass of water? He thought. Such poor service, I’ll never leave them a 
tip. The darkness and close surroundings made him feel claustrophobic. Where were they 
taking him? What were they going to do? 
 He began pounding on the roof of his moving coffin with his left fist. 
 “Let me out!” he screamed into the darkness. There was no response. Just the 
steady bouncing of the car as it rolled along. 
 He screamed once wordlessly then put his fist into his mouth and bit down on his 
knuckles trying to calm his nerves. Whatever was going to happen he couldn’t stop it. 
 He felt his breathing calm and he concentrated on keeping the dark thoughts in his 
mind from taking hold on his conscious. Slowly, through the throbbing of his skull and 
the sharp burning pain of his shoulder he drifted again into slumber and troubled dreams. 
 His body hurt. Everywhere he felt pain, and sadness. He saw a light in front of 
him and he reached out his hand, partly to reach for the light and partly to shade his eyes 
from the brightness. A silhouette appeared in the light, walking toward him, shapely and 
feminine. He squinted into the light his hand trying to shield his eyes. He noticed 
suddenly that he held a gun in his hand. 
 “Shoot her, she’s going to kill you,” a voice said from behind him. “Shoot her.” 
 The woman was still walking toward him, coming closer and closer, her body 
swaying with every step. His breath caught in his throat. There’s not much time left, she’s 
almost here. He quickly pointed the gun at her and pulled the trigger. The sound was like 
the punctuation at the end of life, echoing in his ears, everything else dead silence. The 
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light dimmed and he saw the woman standing in front of him, her face blank and her eyes 
glazed over. She toppled to the ground. 
 “Smith,” he whispered into the air. “Smith?” 
 The light went out. 
 “No,” he screamed into the darkness around him, “No, I can’t, I didn’t.” 
 He realized suddenly that he had wakened again. His heart continued to pound in 
his chest. 
 It was only a dream. He thought. It wasn’t real. 
 He raised his left hand and wiped the sweat from his brow. That was when he 
noticed that the floor no longer bounced underneath him. The car was no longer moving. 
 Are they just going to leave me here? Maybe they’re going to let me suffocate to 
death. Leave me out in the sun to cook until I dehydrate. Or run me into a lake and let me 
drown. 
 He felt panic rising up in him again and he fought it back down. They probably 
just stopped for a few minutes, or they had barely stopped and just hadn’t taken him out 
of the trunk yet. He could hear no noises outside, no voices, no keys rattling the lock, no 
sounds of motors, nothing. He started to sit up and was painfully reminded that he was in 
a small space as his forehead banged into the lid above him. He grunted both in surprise 
and at the sharp protest of bruised stomach muscles. He fell back to a prone position, his 
legs still folded up against his chest, his shins pressing against the lid. 
 He remembered a time when he was little. His dad had broken the key off in the 
trunk of the car. MacElly, as the smallest in the family had climbed in through the back 
seat with a flashlight and pushed the lock mechanism with his fingers. He had no idea if a 
modern car could be opened as easily or not. After all they were designed to keep people 
out, not in. 
 He reached around with his left hand searching for the lock mechanism. It took 
only a few seconds of groping in the darkness to realize that the lock mechanism was on 
his right side. He tried to roll onto his right side but the pain in his shoulder prevented 
him. Reaching across his chest he fumbled around as best he could with his fingertips. 
 Finally his hand closed on an uneven square of metal that he was certain must be 
the talisman of his salvation. He had no idea what to do but he could feel the part where 
the lock clamped onto the pin welded to the body of the car. He fumbled at it clumsily 
and then felt a piece give way. He pushed until the metal felt like it was forcing it’s way 
through to the bone of his thumb. Then suddenly it popped in the direction he was 
pushing it and something smashed into his thumbnail from the other side. He cursed and 
jerked his hand away. His thumb throbbed and he sucked on it for a moment, gritting his 
teeth. 
 He reached his hand up and pushed on the lid of the trunk. His heart jumped into 
his throat when he felt it give way under the pressure of his fingers and a cool breeze 
drifted across his face. A slash of starlight cut across his vision. 
 No time to stay, he thought, they’ll be back soon, if they’re not already. I need to 
be long gone before that happens. 

His legs, stiff from being cramped in the trunk, were useless. He levered himself 
up on his left elbow to look over the edge of the trunk. The ground looked a lot farther 
down than he remembered most car trunks being. Just a small drop and then gravel. He 
told himself. He pulled himself up over the edge of the trunk, his stomach muscles 
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protesting. He slumped down, letting the weight of his own body do the work of pulling 
the rest of him with it. The bite of the metal edge sent burning sensations running through 
his bruised stomach and his shins banged painfully on the car as he fell. He landed on his 
left shoulder and his right arm slammed into the gravel. He lay motionless for several 
seconds gasping for breath as long fingers of pain stroked up and down his right side and 
arm. 
 His eyes rolled back in his head and he saw Smith. She stood staring down at him, 
contemptuously, her hand on her hip. In her other hand she pointed a gun at his face. A 
large Red dragon hovered behind her whispering in her ear. Coltran stepped between 
them, surrounded by darkness, dressed in armor and holding a sword. 
 His eyes popped open. Keep moving, keep moving, they’ll find you any second. 
 The pain in his right shoulder was more excruciating than anything he had ever 
experienced before. He pushed himself up with his elbow, which forced his weight onto 
his wounded side. He felt the dark fingers creep across his vision and struggled to remain 
conscious. Finally he pushed himself into a sitting position and took several deep breaths. 
He grabbed the car with his good hand and pulled himself up. His legs wobbled at first. 
The muscles twitched and jerked if he tried to move fast but he suspected that would 
change as he walked. 
 He surveyed the surroundings. He was in a gravel driveway that stopped in front 
of a large brick house. The driveway curved away into a thick forest that surrounded the 
house. He had no idea where he was. The lights were on and he could see the silhouettes 
of two people moving around inside. To his left, there was nothing but trees. 
 He headed toward them. 

His legs became stronger and stronger as he walked. The gravel crunched beneath 
his shoes. His arm hung limply at his side. He was almost to the trees when he heard the 
door of the house open behind him. He threw himself to the ground and felt the large 
sharp stones claw into his good hand as he caught himself. Maybe they wouldn’t see him 
in the dark. 
 He knew it was futile. It wouldn’t take them long to find him, he didn’t have 
enough of a head start. He began to pull himself along the ground, feeling the gravel slide 
under his body and scrape his skin. He reached out to pull himself farther when his hand 
grabbed hold of something hard and covered in cloth. 
 An ankle. 
 He raised his head to look up at the tall figure of an old man, cloaked and bent, 
face shrouded in darkness. 
 A voice rasped out of the emptiness beneath the hood of the cloak. “So, you are as 
stupid as they told me you were. That’s interesting.” 
 MacElly heaved a sigh. They had him, and he couldn’t get away. 
 The man laughed. “When I first came here I thought all you people were weak. 
The world had gone soft in my absence. In my day you wouldn’t have survived a month.” 
The man crouched in front of MacElly and lifted his chin off the ground, “I thought I 
could conquer the human spirit because it had conquered itself. I despaired that humans 
were not worth my time.” MacElly heard a smile enter the man’s voice as it grated out 
like a file on a sharp edge. “You have proved me wrong, as small and worthless as you 
are.” He stared at MacElly for several moments. “I just spoke to your friend, the 
attractive young woman. No, I do not have her. She is out of my reach right now. If you 
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and she are indicative of the human race perhaps you deserve my salvation. Remember 
me, Peter MacElly, I am Sam, remember me.” He dropped MacElly’s face and let it fall 
to the ground. MacElly, blacked out again as his chin smashed into a sharp rock and bolts 
of lightning crashed through his brain. 
 

*** 
 

 This time when MacElly awoke it was not darkness that greeted him. Light so 
strong it burned his eyes shone all around. Even when he closed them the light shone 
through his eyelids like a bright red sun burning in the same room. He lay stretched out 
on the floor. He tried to turn his head and found it fastened down. 
 His head hurt with a dull pounding of bowling balls bouncing inside his skull. He 
could not move his arms to cover his eyes. His shoulder burned with a fever that seeped 
into his bones. His breathing felt ragged, almost tight, like something clogged his chest. 
He coughed once trying to clear it and found that it only got worse. Phlegm felt deposited 
in his lungs and the back of his throat but lying on his back he could not cough it out or 
spit. He began to choke then somehow swallowed what was in the back of his throat. He 
continued to gurgle when he breathed. 
 He lay still for a long time, his eyes squeezed shut, trying to block the light from 
his vision. Slowly, as if stuck in some kind of thick substance, his eyes dilated to adjust to 
the bright light. It still hurt but it was not nearly as painful. He opened them and squinted 
about. All he could see was the light pointing directly at him. 
 His head hurt and his stomach growled, reminding him that he couldn’t remember 
the last time he had eaten. The hunger seemed driven forward by a strong sense of nausea 
that sat at the back of his throat and threatened to gag him. He didn’t want to find out 
what happened when he gagged while strapped down like this. He tried to swallow the 
feeling and found he could get no saliva in his mouth. 
 Dehydrated, he thought, hungry, lights. I’m being tortured. He had read a book in 
school about how the Germans had tortured Jews and others that they considered a threat. 
If that was their intent then things hadn’t even started. 
 Escape. That was the only thing to think about. That’s what had gotten him out of 
the car. That’s what had kept him alive running away from monsters who inhabited 
human bodies. Escape. 
 How? 
 If it had been possible to slump the way he was tied up he would have. Instead he 
felt his muscles all relax and settle back into the hard surface that he was fastened to. 
There was no way. His muscles were too weak to break free of whatever held him and he 
couldn’t even turn his head to look at anything. It was hopeless. 
 He lay there for a long time feeling the sharp stabbing pain in his temples, the dull 
ache of his elbow, the throbbing burning of his festered shoulder. The pain was like a 
lifeline to him. As long as he was feeling pain he was still alive and help might come. He 
refused to think otherwise. 
 He did not know how long he lay there, immobile, feeling the symphony of his 
various injuries from his scrapes and sore muscles to his more serious, more immediately 
apparent ones. Minutes passed, or hours. He did not think it was days that he lay there but 
he couldn’t be sure. His hunger and thirst did not abate and he found he could not make 
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sounds any more with his mouth because his tongue was swollen from lack of water. The 
hunger in his stomach seemed to gnaw away inside him until he thought he must have 
been digesting himself from the inside out. Nausea washed over him in waves, melding 
into a long series of monotonous repetition. 
 Once, he retched, his empty stomach twisting into knots that he could not control, 
again and again his body seized, held fast by whatever bound him tight. The muscles of 
his abdomen screamed in pain as they contorted until finally he felt the wetness of bile on 
his tongue, his mouth so dry he could not taste its bitterness. 
 He gasped, out of breath. When his body finally began to relax and the knotted, 
twisted muscles unwound and let go he fell into a fitful, feverish sleep. He dreamed he 
wandered through a blistering hot desert. The sun blinded his eyes and no water or food 
could be seen for miles. 
 He awoke abruptly at a sharp pain in his side. His eyes burst open before he 
remembered the bright light. Only it was gone, diminished to manageable size. He still 
could not move but at least he could see a little around the colored spots that seemed to 
be engraved on his vision. His breathing was ragged still, and all his pains continued to 
afflict him. 
 Then he saw what it was that had awakened him. A man stood in front of him, 
tall, hooded, and bent. MacElly could not see his face but he held a stick in his hand that 
MacElly assumed had been the tool of his wakening. 
 “I have some questions for you,” the tall man stated. “If you answer them 
truthfully you will be rewarded. If you lie or choose silence...” he left the sentence open 
but his meaning was clear. More torture. More pain. More suffering. 
 “We will start with something simple,” another voice said, it sounded like a 
woman, a beautiful woman. He twisted trying to see who it was that spoke to him. The 
female chuckled at his immobility and he changed his opinion of the voice. 
 “What is your name?” This time it was a man’s voice, on his other side. He jerked 
again in recognition. 
 Suddenly, Sam, the tall man standing in front of him, struck him across the face 
with the thick wooden stick that he held. MacElly felt the sting across his cheekbone 
followed by a trickle of blood running down his face. 
 “Answer quickly,” was all Sam said, his voice quiet. 
 MacElly opened his mouth to speak but found his throat too dry to make sound, 
his tongue too swollen to form words. All he could do was moan. Sam struck him again, 
this time on the other cheek. 
 I can’t answer, he wanted to scream, I’m too dry. Would he answer them 
anyway? He had heard since he was little about how noble it was to resist torture. What 
harm can that be anyway? They already know my name. He was struck again, and again, 
his face growing numb to the blows. He gritted his teeth. Show no weakness. Die first. 
 Sam battered MacElly’s already bruised stomach muscles, he jabbed the club into 
the festered infection of his right shoulder, thumped it on his Adam’s apple. The latter 
made his gag reflex rise and he went through another retching fit of painfully knotted 
muscles that tried to curl his body against its immovable tethers. No part of his body was 
safe from the whips and jabs of the stout piece of wood and he could do nothing to 
defend himself. All the while he was bombarded with questions from voices all around 
him. 
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 Where are the dragons? Where are your friends? Where are they going? What 
were your plans? What are their weaknesses? What are the dragons going to do? Why 
have you brought them back? Who is the other one - the one we can’t find? 
 I don’t know! He screamed inside his head. His mouth formed the words over and 
over, his parched tongue trying to work enough saliva just to say them out loud. 
 It seemed to go on and on, even longer than his time spent alone staring at the 
light. The voices came with questions followed by immediate pain. No time to think, or 
answer, just pain. He tried to sink into a state of mindless repetition, like he had when he 
was alone. But, unlike the throbbing of his wounds, this pain was administered with no 
recognizable pattern. He could not ignore it or stop thinking about it. It struck him again 
and again in his knees, feet, arms, ribs, head, face, legs, and groin until he felt like he was 
bruised from head to toe. He wanted to cry, to curl up and weep, but there was not 
enough water in his body for tears to come and he was stretched out like a scarecrow, 
unable to move. 
 He sank into a delirium where the pain had meaning and the questions faded into 
faint whispers that bounced off the walls like the age-old war cries of long dead warlords; 
some memory of their ancient fury still palpable in the air but not comprehended or 
heard. His body hurt. The pain was part of life. As long as he felt the pain he was still 
alive. A light shone down on him. Was it the bright pure whiteness of the tunnel of 
death? He did not close his eyes or blink away. He wanted to stare wide-eyed at the face 
of God. He thrust his limbs out wide in welcome and laughed into the brightness. I am 
here. He cried. I am here. Take me home. 
 The light seemed to lessen as if the angels sensed his discomfort at the brightness 
of their glory. A man-shaped darkness appeared within the light and seemed to loom over 
him. He smiled at the image. The angels were coming to take him. 
 The angel bore a long bright object in his hand. It is a sword, glowing red with the 
fires of his wrath. He is come to set me free. He leaned toward the angel, welcoming it, 
begging for it’s blessing. The angel raised the red glowing sword in his hand and he felt 
the wave of its heat close to his body. A searing pain stretched across his abdomen and 
his chest as the angel raked the burning sword across his ribs and stomach. The voices 
had gained momentum now. The whispering of the ancients was now like the rushing of 
falling water tumbling over rocks. What are you doing? I am here. The angel struck his 
face with the burning sword and he felt his skin come alight with fire. He gritted his teeth 
and welcomed the pain that followed. The dark image in the midst of the light leaned 
over him. 
 “Though light be my strongest ally, darkness be my gravest enemy,” the angel 
whispered in a voice that seemed to echo across time and scrape through the cracks 
between great sandstone boulders, “Though I walk through the valley of the shadow of 
death, I will fear no evil. Thy life has changed from this day forth. Thou art now 
afflicted.” 
 The burning sword came closer to his gaze; he felt its insipid heat singeing the 
hair off his eyebrows. His eyes, dry from the heat, blinked furiously but his body lacked 
the water to wet them. The sword drew closer and he watched fearlessly, eyes open until 
he plunged into blackness and blissful oblivion. 
 

*** 
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 Some things in life, Smith decided, are not fully appreciated until they have been 
missed and reacquired. So it was with hot baths, and clean clothes. 

Friar Ives had led her to a place where she could bathe. The hot water soaked into 
her wounded leg and stung so that it made her gasp. It also pulled all the grime of the last 
few days off of her and replaced it with a deep weariness. When she was clean she 
slipped into a long brown habit that he had left on a stool next to the stack of clean 
towels. She suspected it was one of the Friar’s own robes because the neck was so wide it 
drooped down over one of her shoulders and the sleeves completely covered her hands. 
She had to lift the cloth in front of her for fear of tripping on the thick brown material 
when she limped out of the bathing room. 
 Friar Ives sat in a thick straight-back chair just outside. He rose when she came 
out and helped her to sit on a sparse cot against one wall of the small room. She felt like 
falling over and sleeping right then. 
 He brought her a tray of cheese, course bread and simple vegetables, and left the 
room while she ate. She devoured the humble fare and curled up on the cot. 
 She woke feeling rested and relaxed. Her wounds no longer hurt and her body felt 
completely refreshed. 
 She felt a pang of guilt. I wonder where MacElly is now. 
 Friar Ives sat in his chair watching her. She sat up on the edge of the cot searching 
his face. He didn’t say anything, just watched her rise up and sit, facing him. She stared 
into his eyes for several moments then looked away. His gaze felt too intense. She had 
wanted to ask him so many questions, now she could think of nothing to say. 
 He leaned forward, placing his elbows on his knees. He lifted his hand up and 
brushed her cheek with on of his arthritis-gnarled knuckles. 
 “You look so much like…” he whispered softly. She was shocked at the softness 
in his voice, a clear contrast to the ancient, rough grating sound that he normally had. 
 She reached up and took his hand in hers. His hand felt dry, the skin papery with 
age, but strong. “Like who?” she asked.  
 He turned away from her then, looking at the wall behind her. “Someone I 
knew… once.” His voice had returned to its grinding hardness. 
 He pulled his hand away from her and folded it in his lap as if embarrassed. 
 “Friar?” she asked, then stopped, wondering if that was the proper form of 
address. 
 “What is it, child?” 
 “Why are the dragons here?” 
 He blinked at her as if her question was unexpected. “The Dark Elements are free 
from ante absiduus, the timeless place.” He sat back in his chair, his back straight. He 
was a big man, she realized. His shoulders were wider than most men and his forearms 
protruding from his sleeves were thickly corded with muscle. “The man who leads them 
is terrible beyond belief. He builds an army in the east. It will take all that you and your 
friends possess to see him destroyed.” 
 “I am the last,” she said, “I can do nothing.” 
 “The last?” he asked, his eyes intent on her face. 
 She nodded. “MacElly was captured, they’ve probably killed him by now. Coltran 
was struck by lightning. Jay and Roberto were murdered.” The full weight of what had 
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happened to her in the last several days seemed to bear down on her shoulders and she 
slumped, a deep sadness clenching her stomach. 
 “I did not think that things were so bad,” he whispered. “Have the dragons done 
nothing?” 
 She shook her head. “They cower in a cave and seek the enslavement of 
humankind.” She told him of their encounter with the dragons, focusing on retelling the 
story so that she wouldn’t think about the loss of her friends. Then she told him about the 
tall, cloaked man who had visited her the night before. 
 “It was not truly him,” Ives told her. “He projects himself across great distance.” 
 “All we could think of was to ask you what to do,” she said. “You knew what was 
going to happen at Stonehenge. We thought you might know what we need to do next.” 
She realized as she was speaking that this was not going to be the end for her. She would 
not be able to pass it all on and then rest and wait for things to unfold. 
 Ives regarded her for several moments, his eyes searching her face. Finally he 
shrugged his shoulders. “I do not know. I expected Coltran to return by now.” 
 “Coltran?” She furrowed her brow. “Then… he’s alive? Where is he? He was 
struck by lightning.” 
 “I do not know,” he repeated. “I did all that I could. This task remains for you.” 
 She stared at him. “I don’t know what’s going on,” she said. 
 “Sam…” he muttered the name as if it were strange to him, “must be stopped.” 
 “How…?” she asked, her teeth gritted. 
 He did not answer. He sat with his wide, twisted hands folded in his lap and 
watched her with his pale blue eyes that seemed to peer into her soul. 
 Finally he stood up and looked down at her. She felt small, like a child. 
 “Your clothes are mended and clean,” he said, pointing to where they had been 
neatly folded and placed on the floor next to the cot. “I will be downstairs, seeking God’s 
guidance. You may find me there.” 
 He left her then, closing the door behind him on the way out. 
 She pulled the large, course robe up over her head and crouched down to pick up 
her clothes. She stopped, suddenly and ran her hand over her thigh, looking at the 
smooth, unblemished flesh. The wound from the bullet was gone. She stood up, looking 
for a mirror. There were none to be found. She twisted her arm around to look at her 
shoulder where the bullet had grazed her several days ago. That too appeared smooth and 
unmarked. She touched her face. The tenderness of bruised skin was also gone. 
 Quickly she pulled her clothes on and hurried out the door. She hurried down the 
hallway and found a long, straight stairway with an elaborate stone banister. At the 
bottom she found another hallway that led to an antechamber with double doors. One 
door was propped open revealing the knave beyond. 

She stood in the doorway of the dimly lit cathedral for several moments. Tall 
pillars extended down either side, holding up the roof in a long line of stalwart soldiers. 
Light streamed in through the stained-glass windows, bouncing color off the floor and 
walls. Candles burned at the end, surrounding the altar. 

There were few patrons, sitting in the simple, wooden pews. Fewer still kneeled in 
front of the altar, heads bowed in prayer. 

She recognized the broad shouldered frame of Friar Ives. He knelt directly on the 
stone in front of the altar. His head bowed. 
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She walked solemnly toward him, her rush from a moment before forgotten in the 
awe and beauty that surrounded her. She lowered herself to the floor next to Ives. She felt 
horribly underdressed in her dark cargo pants and black t-shirt, her hair clean but 
uncombed after sleep. 

Her shoulder brushed against his arm and she bowed her head. She didn’t really 
know what to pray for, or how. Please, God, save MacElly. She couldn’t think of 
anything else to say so she folded her hands in front of her and waited for Ives to speak. 
She stared into the dancing flames of the candles. I shouldn’t have left him. He would 
have come back for me. It hurt because she knew it was true. MacElly would have died to 
keep her safe, willingly. She had run away. 

A tear dripped from the corner of her eye and rolled down the side of her nose. 
She clenched her teeth to keep her lip from quivering and fought back the tears that tried 
to work their way up from her heart. I will find you, MacElly. 

“Ives?” she whispered when she felt she had control of her voice. He didn’t move 
or respond. “You healed me. How did you do that?” 

He still did not respond. 
“What else can you do?” 
Silence. 
“Can you make people resistant to the dragons’ influence?” 
“Can’t you see that I am speaking to God?” he said finally, his words biting. 
“Can you?” she looked at him intently. He raised his head and returned her gaze. 

Slowly he turned his head, crossed himself and continued to pray. 
“Or the Elements? Can you stop them? Do you have that kind of pow…?” 
“Child,” Friar Ives hissed, his voice rumbling, “You must wait for God, not he for 

you.” 
“Do you?” she insisted. 
He stared at her for a moment then sighed. “No, I do not have the power to stop 

the Elements, or the dragons. Perhaps one Element, more I would be outmatched.” 
“I think I know what to do,” she said. 
He raised a finger to his lips. “We are in God’s house, child. Show some 

reverence.” 
She nodded her head in impatience. “I have an uncle who is a retired general from 

the US Army. He’s working as an attaché to the American Embassy here in London. He 
still knows most of his old friend. I can call him, and tell him what’s been happening. 
He’ll know a way to send help.” 

“You can’t invade England with the US Army,” Ives said. He looked disappointed 
in her. 

“I know that. He’s smart enough to know how to handle it. Trust me.” 
Ives pressed his finger to his lips again and bowed his head. 
Smith blew air out through her nostrils in frustration and opened her mouth to 

speak. She closed it again when somebody else knelt on the hard stone beside her. She 
stared at the candles flickering and dancing around the altar. 

“They’re quite beautiful, aren’t they?” the man beside her said. “They kind of 
remind me of you.” 

I know that voice. A deep coldness settled into her stomach and she turned her 
head to stare at him. 
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Blue eyes like swirling whirlpools stared back at her. His dark complexion 
contrasted with the brilliance of his smile. A long, puckered scar stretched from his 
eyebrow to behind his ear where her bullet had scraped his face down to the bone. Other, 
smaller scars traced lines across his face and he held his left arm close to his body as 
though it didn’t bend properly. 

Water. 
“Interesting thing,” he continued, winking at her. “The heat of your beauty, just 

like those candles is easily extinguished.” He winked again and the entire mass of candles 
hissed and went out, thin trails of smoke tracing up through the air from their wicks. 

She leaned toward him on her knees, swinging her fist across her body. Before 
she could make contact with him a wave of water surged up out of the stone, smashing 
into her chest. The water lifted her into the air and dropped her across several of the 
pews, water splashing across the varnished wood and running along the stone floor. She 
gasped as the backs of the pews smashed into her back and she fell in between two of 
them. 

“We have no more patience,” Water screamed, his voice deepening to the rushing 
timbre of a waterfall. “You are nothing. Stop resisting your destiny.” 

Smith tried to untangle her limbs from each other and push herself up. She slipped 
on the wet stone and smacked her elbow on the seat of one of the benches. “You’re just 
scared,” she yelled back, trying to sound confident. “You’re scared because I killed Fire. 
You don’t want that to happen to you.” 

“Fool girl,” he roared back at her, she could see his handsome, scarred face over 
the top of the bench, looking at her with raging eyes of liquid fury. “You can’t kill us. 
Sam has promised you to me, when he’s gotten what he needs from you.” He smiled, 
looking down at her and she glared back defiantly. “It shall be most enjoyable.” 

The tone of his voice sent a shiver down her spine. 
Suddenly Water turned his head as if surprised and something struck the side of 

his face, knocking him back. Friar Ives limped into view, his sandaled feet splashing in 
the spilled water, the hem of his robe damp. She grabbed the back of one pew and the 
seat of the other and levered herself to her feet, wincing at the new bruises on her arms 
and back. 

Water cowered a few feet away. Ives faced him, standing tall and wide, his broad, 
twisted hands curled into fists. 

Water watched him warily, his whirlpool eyes flicking from Ives to Smith. 
“So,” he whispered, his voice bubbling like a mountain stream. “It’s you. We’ve 

been searching for you.” He licked his lips nervously and took a couple steps back. “Sam 
told us you would be angry. He said you were always angry.” Water licked his lips again 
and took another step backward. He was crouched down as if wary of attack from all 
sides. His gaze flicked to Smith. “The other one said he didn’t know where you were. We 
didn’t believe him so we dug it out of him. There’s not much left of him now.” He 
grinned at her maliciously. 

Ives took one limping step toward Water, his chest heaving. Smith noticed the 
few patrons who had been in the room previously crowded around the exit, staring wide-
eyed. Water backed away. 

“You’re not so great,” he whispered. “You left your family to die. Sam told us 
that much. You betrayed your family.” Ives took another step, his shoulders bunching as 
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if ready to swing. His gaze, intent and focused, never left the fearfully flicking eyes of 
Water. “I’ll be back,” Water screamed suddenly. Smith watched in shock at the 
transformation that had come over the Element. He no longer seemed so intimidating. 
“We’ll return, you cannot best us in our might.” 

With those words he whirled and bolted for the exit, shoving the crowded patrons 
who did not move out of his way fast enough. The doors banged on their hinges as he 
pushed through them. 
 

*** 
 

 MacElly woke in darkness. At first he thought that he was still in the trunk of the 
car. Had it all been a dream? He knew it had not. 

This darkness was somehow thicker, more tangible. It felt like he could reach out 
and grab hold of it with his hands, part it like a curtain, only his muscles ached to move. 
He lacked the strength to even lift his hands. His body ached in every way that he could 
imagine. All his joints felt stretched beyond their capacity and his muscles burned from 
the inside with a fire that he could not comprehend. His skin cried out in pain and his 
head was an anvil being pounded mercilessly by a blacksmith’s hammer. 
 There was no light. He wasn’t even sure if he had opened his eyes. Even the 
muscles of his eyelids sent red streaks of pain lancing across his brain whenever he tried 
to blink. 
 Slowly his mind took control of his body. He had to get away before they did it 
again. He couldn’t remember most of what had happened to him, his mind had somehow 
gone somewhere else but the thought of going through it again brought a feeling of panic 
to his mind. He lifted his hand, slowly, to hover in front of his face. He gasped at the pain 
that the movement produced. Nothing. He could see nothing. He waved his arm around 
above his head and then to either side searching for some sort of wall or roof, something 
he could feel except the cold hard floor that lay underneath him. Still nothing. 
 “Let me out,” he yelled into the darkness. His voice echoed and bounced around 
him then came back to his ears. His speech seemed a little slurred so he yelled again. His 
only reply was his own voice screaming into the darkness. His arm dropped across his 
bare chest. He could feel the unnatural heat of his own skin. “I’m sick,” he yelled, “I 
don’t know anything. Help me. Let me out.”  His tongue felt thick in his mouth and he 
couldn’t understand his own words. 

Nobody could be this heartless. They had to hear him and help him. He might die 
of a fever or of starvation. Only pain responded to his cries and, when his voice grew too 
hoarse to make sound, his fever wracked body drug him mercifully down into the 
darkness of sleep. He dreamed. He was hunted and driven, caught and tortured. Over and 
over he was tortured in his sleep until finally he awoke and found that his dream was 
reality. 
 

*** 
 

 Smith’s hands shook as she dialed the number for the American embassy in 
London. She felt a strange confidence that she was doing the right thing. She could 
finally stop running from the people who chased her. 
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 “You have reached the American Embassy, London, England. How may I direct 
your call?” 
 “I need to speak with General Travis Smith,” she said. 
 There was a pause. “General Smith is in a meeting, may I ask who is calling?” 
 “This is his niece, tell him… tell him it’s an emergency.” 
 “I’m sorry,” the voice on the other end said, “General Smith is busy. May I take a 
message for him?” 
 “I’m his niece,” Smith said, slowly. “It’s an emergency. I need to talk to him now. 
Tell him Patricia Smith is on the phone.” 
 There was another long pause then the woman on the other end said, “One 
moment.” 
 Smith looked at Ives, sitting on a small stool. The phone was kept in a small 
room, almost the size of a closet up a flight of stairs behind the rectory. The phone sat on 
a table with a narrow stool next to it. The door behind her was open and she kept an eye 
out into the rectory below. If they catch us in here with no exits we’re dead. 
 “Patricia?” she heard a familiar voice, “What’s wrong?” 
 “Uncle Travis?” her voice caught suddenly and she swallowed the lump in her 
throat. “I need your help. I’m being hunted by… terrorists.” 
 “Terrorists?” he asked, “Patricia, what’s going on?” 
 She told him, her voice shaking in contemplation of finally being safe. She 
explained about the dragons, the Elements and Sam. 
 When she finished he was silent for several long moments. 
 “You don’t believe me, do you?” she whispered. A cold feeling settled into her 
stomach. 
 “No, no,” he said hurriedly, “Actually… I don’t think we should talk about this 
over a non-secure line, Patricia. Can you get to the embassy? We’ll talk when you get 
here. Do you need me to send a car?” 
 “No,” she said, “we’ll come to you. I don’t think we should wait for a car to 
come. I’m afraid we’ve already stayed longer than we should have.” 
 There was no response on the other end for a long time and Smith wondered if he 
had hung up on his end. 
 “You cannot stop me with the might of all the nations of the world, girl,” another 
familiar voice said suddenly making her jump. 
 “Sam,” she whispered, “what do you want? Where’s MacElly?” 
 “It turns out,” Sam said, his voice sounding tinny through the receiver, “that my 
previous guest was unable to answer my questions satisfactorily. I believe that he might 
not have known the answers. That means that you were the one I needed all along. If you 
had given up in the very beginning things would not have gotten as bad as they are now.” 
 “I suppose I could say the same thing to you,” she said. She looked at Ives. He 
watched her, his pale eyes intent. “How did you get on this line?” 
 Sam chuckled. “You of all people should know that I can be heard any place I 
choose. My voice is the voice of God. Don’t you see, girl? I cannot stop what I do. I am 
working for the salvation of mankind. I work under the direction of God. ‘His word is in 
mine heart as a burning fire and I cannot stay.’” 
 Smith grunted and felt her lip curling in disgust, “You’re a delusional old man, 
surrounded by warped and twisted creatures.” 
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 “You would be wise to hearken to my words, girl,” Sam’s voice lowered to a 
growl. “I have the power of the gods.” 
 “I’ve seen your power,” she said, “It amounts to sleight of hand and parlor 
tricks…” 
 “You have seen nothing,” Sam sounded truly angry now. Smith didn’t care. 
 “I killed Fire,” she told him, “I’ll kill the next one of your Elements I see. You’ve 
pushed me far enough. I’m not holding back anymore. And if I see you…” 
 “Such… small minds you have,” Sam interrupted her. “Little minds, little people. 
You cannot kill me, or the Elements. You do not have the power.” 
 “Give me back MacElly, damn it,” she yelled into the phone. 
 “It’s too late for that,” Sam said, his voice jovial again. “Tell the good friar his 
time has come.” 
 The phone clicked before she could respond. Slowly she placed the receiver back 
on its hanger and looked at Ives. He returned her gaze solemnly. It’s too late… Sam’s 
words echoed in her mind. Is MacElly dead? I shouldn’t have left him. 
 “We should not linger,” Ives rumbled, pushing himself to his feet. She felt very 
slight next to his broad frame. His shoulders stretched nearly twice as wide as hers and he 
stood at least a head taller. She thought he would have made a good football player if he 
had been born in the States. 
 “We need to get to the Embassy,” she told him. “We’ll be safe there.” 
 She ignored the dubious look on his face and led the way out the door and toward 
the stairs. One of his big hands grabbed her shoulder and held her back. 
 “There is a man on the stairs,” he whispered to her, his voice scraping up from the 
depths of his throat. 
 She nodded and moved forward more slowly. As she approached the stairway she 
crouched low and inched forward. She stopped when she saw dark hair, about halfway 
down. She moved just a little bit closer. The man faced down the stairs as if expecting 
them to be coming up. He stood tall and broad, perfectly formed and darkly tanned. He 
turned his head slightly and she saw that he wore dark glasses over his eyes. 
 Air. 
 She looked over her shoulder. Ives crouched behind her, leaning against the wall, 
his eyes watching her intently. I said I’d kill the next one I see. She flexed her ankle 
experimentally remembering the bad twist she had received the last time she had charged 
down a flight of stairs. It felt as good as new. 
 Ives had never answered her question about healing her. Somehow he’d avoided 
that. 
 Before she could talk herself out of it she lunged to her feet and leaped 
soundlessly from the stairs, foot aimed for Air’s head. 
 He whirled toward her and a violent burst of air whooshed past, catching her a 
glancing blow along her right side. Her body slammed sideways, smashing into the wall 
and she dropped to the stairs, two steps up from Air. She stumbled toward him as she fell 
and used the momentum to propel her fist into his throat. 
 He shoved his hand out, palm flat and struck her between her breasts. The wind 
rushed from her lungs in a gasp and she fell backward. She kicked high with her booted 
right foot as she fell and her toes smashed into the bottom of his chin. His head snapped 
back and he fell over backward, his head smashing against the stone steps below him. 
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Smith put her elbows behind her reflexively to stop her fall and banged them painfully on 
the stone edges. She pushed off with one arm, rolling sideways to grab the stone 
balustrade that ran down one side of the stairway. 
 Wind tore at her clothes as another fist of air smashed into the stairs where she 
had been, cracking the age smoothed stone with its force. 
 Air rolled to his feet below her. The stairs showed streaks of blood where his head 
had struck and his body had slid over the spot. Blood dripped from his chin, running 
down from the corners of his mouth. His sunglasses lay on the floor at the bottom of the 
stairs. His solid white eyes burned the distance between them. 
 “Water said you would be worthy of great torture,” Air said. His voice carried as 
if he whispered in her ear. “Earth didn’t believe him. Earth thinks he can take you. If I 
didn’t have to keep you alive Earth would not get a chance to try.” He shrugged. 
 Smith looked at the cracked stone beside her. This was keeping her alive? 
 “He should have fun in a place like this,” Air said, looking around, “all this 
stone.” 
 Smith used the balustrade to pull herself to her feet and took a few steps down the 
stairs toward Air.  He shook his head quickly and flicked a finger at her. An invisible 
hand pushed her violently in the chest and she fell back against the stairs again. 
 “You don’t give up, do you?” Air said, almost conversationally. “Not like your 
friend. All we had to do with him was pin him down…” he smiled up at her, his white 
eyes staring across the distance. 
 She lunged to her feet again and threw herself sideways, hoping his blow would 
miss. He anticipated her and the blow knocked her back against the balustrade. Her 
kidneys protested the jolt and her spine groaned. Her sternum felt bruised. 
 She fell to her hands and knees on the stone steps. Anger boiled inside her. She 
knew Air was taunting her but it worked. Guilt at leaving MacElly mixed with her anger 
and frustration into a potent brew of violent emotions. 
 Then she heard the voice of Ives. “This is a house of God, Element, you do not 
belong here.” 
 Air looked up the stairs beyond her and smiled, blood bubbling on his lips. 
“Water told me you would be here. I have no instructions to keep you alive.” 
 Ives stepped down two steps, gripping the balustrade with his hand, his limp 
apparent. Smith heard a whisper, “Be ready. The chance will come but once.” 
 Ives stepped down one more step, his body swaying as he leaned heavily on the 
balustrade for support. As he leaned on it there was a loud crack and the heavy stone 
banister came apart suddenly. Large chunks of shattered stone shot down the stairs 
toward Air in a river. Many pieces crashed to the steps. 
 Air extended one hand and the flying shrapnel split around him and smashed into 
the ceiling and walls, pummeling the stone in a staccato as rocks shattered on stone. 
 Smith picked up a long piece of rock that had fallen near her. It was about as long 
and as big around as her forearm. 
 She whirled around and threw herself down the stairs behind the river of broken 
balustrade. She raised her hand high, bearing the stone down toward Air with all the force 
of her fall. 
 Just as the last of the stone shards flew past him Air lifted his gaze towards the 
long piece of stone in Smith’s hand. A swirl of air stopped her hand in midair and the 
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momentum of her dive spun her body around. She kicked out as she spun and her feet 
smashed into the side of Air’s face, jerking his head around. The invisible hand holding 
her let go as he stumbled back and she dropped to the ground. 
 With a scream of rage Smith swung the piece of stone two-handed. It hit him 
square across the face and blood splattered from his nose. He crumpled to the ground and 
she leaped on top of him, driving her knee into the soft spot just below his sternum. She 
stabbed the end of the broken stone into the base of his throat. 
 He convulsed, retching and jerking to get her off but she leaned all her weight 
onto his chest and smashed the stone into the side of his head. Another spray of blood 
splattered along the floor. 
 This is for MacElly. 
 She raised her arms to swing again but thick, strong hands grabbed her wrists and 
held them fast. 
 “He’s dead,” Ives voice grated, softly. 
 She dropped the stone and it bounced off Air’s motionless chest. Ives helped her 
to her feet, her limbs suddenly shaky with adrenaline. 
 “We must leave,” Ives said, “the others are approaching.” 
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Desperate Moves 
 
___Bradbury Castle, April 26, 648 A.D. 
 Desperation gnawed at William’s gut until he felt like it would eat right through 
his skin. He ground his teeth, trying to hold his anger. It was like holding back a horse. 
 He stood in a darkened room underneath the castle barracks. There was a large 
wooden table in front of him with stout legs and a thick top. Wrapped in chains and tied 
to the wall was the prisoner who had been captured the night before. 
 The prisoner’s face was purple on one side where he had run head first into the 
doors of the castle when they closed in front of him. 
 “Why were you here?” William asked in a voice that spoke of barely restrained 
violence. 
 The man remained silent staring at the distant wall, his eyes unfocused. 
 William strode across the room in two quick steps and slapped the prisoner across 
his face. The force of the blow knocked the man sideways but the jerk of the chain held 
him upright. 
 William grabbed his chin with his right hand and turned the man’s face to look 
into his eyes. “Answer me,” he snarled at the man, “or I swear to you I will remove the 
flesh from your bones while you still draw breath.” 
 “I don’t know,” the man whispered, his eyes seemed to focus on William for the 
first time and he looked almost startled as if he only now had woken up and didn’t know 
where he was. “I don’t know why we were here. Captain just told us what to do and said 
we’d get paid handsome for it. So we done it.” 
 “What did he tell you to do?” 
 “He just said fight with the guards until he called retreat. That’s all we had to do. 
Just fight.” The man shrugged and his eyes plead with William to let him go. 
 William let go of him and let him collapse until the chains caught him. He hadn’t 
realized he’d been holding the man off the ground until he dropped him. “Just fight,” he 
muttered as he turned away. 
 “He was always mumbling to his self,” the prisoner volunteered suddenly, “’Hurt 
him,’ he used to say, ‘kill the bitch and the pup and see how he likes that so much.’” The 
man stopped speaking when William turned around to look at him. 
 “That’s all,” the prisoner whispered, he swallowed visibly, “that’s all he used to 
say. I think it was somebody he was mad at, revenge I figure, he was trying to kill 
somebody to get revenge for something. He never said more than that. Just what I told 
you.” 
 “Where are they going?” William asked. 
 The man shook his head. He didn’t know. 
 “Where did you meet him?” 
 “We were all hired from a village out near Tintagel,” the prisoner replied. “We 
needed the money to feed our families through the next winter.” 
 “Where can I find Sir David?” William asked. 
 The man shook his head, his eyes suddenly darting around the room. “He’ll kill 
me.” 
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 “If you don’t tell me,” William said with a coldness that sent shivers down his 
own spine, “I’ll kill you.” 
 The man swallowed again, several times, then looked at William finally with a 
look of fear and determination on his face. William’s heart sank into his boots. The man 
wasn’t going to speak. He didn’t have time to question him further and coax it out of him. 
My life always comes to violence and death, he thought bitterly, why must it always come 
to this? 
 A feeling of desperation welled up inside of him, deep and anxious. He wanted to 
scream to the heavens. “Why do you torment me? Save my wife and my child from this.” 
His heart seemed to slow down and the desperation inside him was replaced by a white-
hot rage, so powerful it tempered his will and his strength. 
 “How can I keep them safe, if I am not to know the means to accomplish it?” he 
screamed inside his mind. 
 He advanced on the prisoner and grabbed the chains that bound him. William 
ripped them out of the wall and hurled the man across the small room where he smashed 
into the other wall and slumped to the ground. William grabbed the large wooden table 
by its edge and slammed it, once, twice, three times on the stone floor. The third time it 
splintered, the legs shattering at the violence of his outburst. He hurled the two largest 
pieces into the walls and smashed them to bits. Finally he reached down and lifted his 
prisoner in one hand by the collar of his coat. 
 The man’s bruised face was now coated in blood and there was a long cut along 
his scalp where his head had hit the rock wall. One eye was swelling shut, the other 
looked at him in desperate fear, quaking with terror. William looked into the man’s good 
eye, feeling the terror there, the animal instinct to cower and protect himself. 
 Something broke inside him. What have I become? He asked himself. A monster? 
I am no better than he who hunts me. 
 “Dear God,” he whispered, “please forgive me my faithlessness, but I cannot see 
the end of all things and my desires are shut away and hopeless.” 
 He slowly lowered the man to the floor again and knelt beside him. Crouching in 
the ruin of his own destruction he folded his hands in front of his face and lifted his eyes 
towards heaven. 
 Sir David will return. I must find him and stop him before he kills Sarah, or 
Bradbury or Samuel, or everyone I know. He watched his prisoner cowering in the 
corner, blood dripping from his eyebrow, chains circling his wrists and ankles. I have no 
way to keep them safe but to hurt this man. When this is through I will stop killing. 
 He knelt in the straw that was strewn across the floor and folded his hands in his 
lap. Such large hands, he realized. He was much broader than most men, and stronger. 
This strength is a gift from God. I should use it for Him. William stared at the calluses on 
his hands, formed by the grip of a practice sword and the wooden hafts of spears and 
pikes. How would these hands look if they had held a plow? He flexed his hands, 
watching the thick cords of muscle on his forearm bunch up as he made a fist. 
He heard a whimper and looked at the prisoner still slumped in the corner of the dark 
room. He closed his eyes tightly. Dear God, help me save my soul. His anger and 
frustration drained away, replaced with a blessedly silent calmness. I have destroyed too 
many of your creations, he cried, how do I change my soul? Am I destined to violence? In 
his mind God answered. The world around him began to hum, softly. The stones that 
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made up the floor and walls whispered to him. The body of his prisoner cried out in 
agony at the pain he had caused and the terror he felt. Tears rolled down his cheeks. 
“What have I become?” he whispered. 
 He opened his eyes. The prisoner, his face swollen, the blood dried and caked in 
his hair, had crept into a corner where he huddled and watched William. 
 “Lord, help me find this evil that has claimed the lives of my friends and threatens 
my wife and child and when it is finished I will foreswear violence forever and serve you 
until the end of my days, whatever their length.” William whispered the words to the air. 
The invisible particles whispered them back to him softly, ebbing and flowing around 
him in an invisible and unfelt dance. 
The prisoner watched him warily with his undamaged eye. 
 The feeling of peace inside him intensified, the songs of the intelligences that 
surrounded him swelled in acknowledgement of his promise. Slowly he got to his feet, 
pushing the remains of the table aside with his boots. 
 Tell him of your wife and child, he has his own, a voice spoke inside his mind. 
 Who are you? Does God now speak to me? He asked. There was no answer. 
 He moved closer to his prisoner and crouched down in front of him. The man 
flinched backward into his corner trying to pull away. William did not reach out a hand to 
touch him, did not move. He looked deep into the man’s eye and saw his soul. A man 
cowered in front of him, nothing more. Desperate to feed his family, he fought, he bled 
and he was willing to die. He saw none of the evil, soulless filth that was contained in the 
eyes of his enemy. 
 “What is your name?” William asked, his voice quiet. 
 “I’ve told you all I can,” the other stammered, his body quaking with terror. “I 
don’t know any more than that.” 
 William felt a smile spread across his face, real mirth. How long since I really 
smiled in happiness? 
 “Your name?” 
 “Grem,” the man answered flinching as if he expected a blow. 
 William extended one hand, “Well, Grem, I need your help. Let me explain to you 
what it is I need.” 
 Grem flinched away, trying to jerk his body inside the wall somehow to get away 
from the protruding appendage. When it did not hurt him he simply stared at William’s 
hand like it was some kind of unknown animal. His eye darted wildly from the hand to 
William’s face and back again. Finally he reached out one of his own dirt-crusted hands 
and grabbed William’s in a strong solid grip, his upper-arms pinned against his sides. 
 William continued to smile and firmly pulled him to his feet. 
 “Grem,” he said, “Let me tell you a story about myself and your captain.” Finally 
he was avoiding the answer of violence. Finally he was acting in the manner of God. The 
prisoner cowered before him, scared and intimidated. William searched his eyes for any 
sign of compassion as he began talking. He talked about Sarah and her unborn child. He 
talked about his father and the persecution they had received from Sir David. He found 
himself pouring out his heart, his deepest feelings about his wife. 
 When he finished he grabbed Grem by his shoulders and looked at him. “I need to 
know where I can find your captain.” 
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 Grem looked back squinting myopically. Slowly he shook his head, “I don’t 
know,” he muttered, “He always met us in different places, sometimes here, sometimes 
there. Hither and yonder....” He trailed off and looked up at William slowly, fearing the 
violence that he expected to follow. 
 William felt despair creeping into his heart. His body went cold all over and he 
knew that his eyes reflected the anger that spread through him like an infestation, a 
plague of darkness that threatened to blot out the peace that he had so recently gained. 
 He clenched his fists to stop the anger that was wound tightly inside of him on its 
leash. A coiled spring compressing farther and farther, his anger longed to come out, to 
discharge itself into the air. 
 “Have you no feeling,” he snarled through clenched teeth, “Your own family, you 
said. You have your own family to take care of and you would deny me the chance to do 
the same to mine.” Spittle flew from his lips as he screamed at the other man, his muscles 
bunching and releasing along his arms as he loomed threateningly over his prisoner. 
“You are not a man but a devil, a demon-agent to the devil. Forth you go, spreading 
destruction and deceit in your path.” His hand lashed out almost of its own will and 
backhanded the prisoner across the face with all the force he could muster. Grem 
stumbled backward against the wall and lifted his chained hands to his face to feel the 
already swelling mark on his cheek. 
 William stood over the man breathing hard, not speaking. His teeth clenched and 
his muscles flexed to their capacity. 
 Don’t give up. 
 There was that voice again. God help me. 
 Tearing his eyes away from the cowering figure of his wounded prisoner he 
strode quickly to the door and pushed his way through. He broke into a run as he entered 
the courtyard and sprinted to the winter storage cellar. There among the bags of stored 
wheat and barrels of wine and ale he screamed at the roof. He let his fists fly at the rough 
bags of grain until his knuckles were bloodied on the burlap. Here, in this place, his anger 
would not harm anybody. He spewed his ferocity into the air letting it seep into the walls 
and soak into the floor, permeating the bags and barrels and bottles until the air itself 
sizzled with his anger and slowly percolated it through the stone and dirt and mortar until 
all that was left was a fine powder. 
 Finally he stood in the center of the room. Sweat soaked his shirt and dripped 
from his chin. His breath came in smooth sonorous intakes of air. Slowly his fists relaxed 
to hang limp at his side. His jaw unclenched and his head dropped to his chest. 
 I will keep my promise, he exulted, I will have peace. You will keep my family 
safe. He felt a quiet feeling of triumph inside his belly as if he had somehow bested the 
efforts of the devil. Here in these walls where his anger would not harm anyone, he could 
saturate the air, the very stone with his vexation, permeate it with his choler. Then he 
could leave and let it drain away. 
 The prisoner would give no more information. William was sure of that and he let 
the frustration of it drain through his fingertips. There had been one clue though. 
Tintagel. He only had one thing to do before turning to his task of hunting. He had to 
speak with Samuel. 
 

*** 
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 Darkness surrounded him, everywhere. There was no light. His throat, swollen 
tight with dehydration ached for water. He lay in a stupor, his eyes straining in the 
darkness to find something, a shape, an image, a light, anything. How they hurt from the 
strain. They felt as if the very sockets were burning. 
 He heard a voice. Quiet, indistinct. He tried to cry out but could not even make a 
sound. Drool had dried on his chin where it had run from his mouth. Now he could no 
longer produce any spit to wet his tongue with. 
 That voice sounded familiar. 
 Don’t give up. 
 Do I know that voice? He wondered. Yes. But who is it? A small moment of 
elation came to him as the memory came back. He heard that voice debating 
Schrödinger’s theory, spouting scientific formulae like it was his native language. And 
for Coltran it probably was. 
 Somehow in the depth of his oppression, through the darkness, he felt hope. My 
good friend Coltran is here. 
 His mouth opened to shout for help but still no sound issued forth. I am MacElly 
and he’s here to save me. His thoughts ran wild. Somehow he had to let his friend know 
where he was in this darkness. He scrabbled at the floor with his hands trying to make as 
much noise as he could. His muscles were too weak to raise his arms enough to make 
much noise. 
 Finally he lay back. The voice had ceased. His body burned with fever and his 
head throbbed for want of water. Sweat would not come from his exertion. There was 
none left in him. Finally he gasped a few desperate breaths before lapsing into 
unconsciousness again. This time his dreams were filled with light and hope, and waking 
up to see Coltran and Smith, beautiful Smith, carrying him home and giving him water. 
 My friends are here. He exclaimed to his dream. I am saved. 
 

*** 
 
 As William stepped into his quarters he felt an almost tangible relief. Sarah was 
sitting in the large chair next to the bed. Her eyes were closed and face relaxed. Her long 
hair tumbled down her shoulders and across her chest and behind her back. The deep 
brown contrasted the dark blue dress she wore. William stared at her, savoring the way 
she looked, the gentle curve of her face, the rise and fall of her breasts as she breathed. 
Her thumb twitched and he felt a smile tug at the corners of his mouth. 
 He bent and kissed her gently on the forehead. She did not wake but smiled in her 
sleep. William felt a pang go through him. His heart wanted to stop beating at that 
instant. Here she was, the only person he cared for. 

“I could not live without you, Sarah,” he whispered. He brushed her cheek with a 
knuckle and bit down on his bottom lip. He lifted his gaze toward the sky and hurled a 
thought into the ether, Keep her safe for me. It is all I ask. 
 Slowly he left the chamber. The sound of his pounding heart felt like the beating 
of a bass drum foretelling sadness and doom. 
 The morning was well established and the sun climbed into the sky. William 
knew that his soldiers would be waiting for him, ready to mount as soon as he gave the 
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order. Better to start sooner than to lose the enemy in the land between. Travel went slow 
enough when following a trail. He needed all the time he could get. 
 No time to find Samuel. He hurried toward the courtyard, and his waiting soldiers. 
Give her my love. He cast his thought out to Samuel wherever he was. Feeling somehow 
a surety that his wish would be done. 
 As he stepped into the sunlight of the courtyard one of his soldiers handed him his 
helmet and led him to his horse. “Where do we ride?” the man asked as he made a cup of 
his hands for William to step into. 
 “Tintagel Head,” he responded pulling himself onto his horse. He pushed his 
helmet down over his head and made sure his sword was buckled securely at his waist. 
The soldier handed him a small wooden buckler and a spear that he gripped tightly in his 
right hand. He turned the horse in a quick circle to look at his men, twenty in all, five on 
horseback, the rest on foot. All stood at attention, the sun glinting off their weapons and 
armor. 
 He glanced once up at the castle, wishing he could see his wife through the stone 
or at least the window that looked in where she slept. 
 Hiding a deep sob of bitterness he raised his spear above his head and gave the 
signal to march out through the open gate. 
 Never since we met, he thought as his soldiers moved past him and he stared at 
the blank, stone wall of the castle, have we ever parted and I have felt so final and sad 
about it. I fear I will not return from this adventure. 
 Slowly he lowered his head, turned his horse and followed his comrades out of 
the gate. As his horse plodded past the heavy wooden doors they began to close 
ponderously until they slammed shut behind him like a resonant finale to the song his 
heart was playing. 
 Death is coming. 
 The rest of that day they tracked their quarry. They had not been many hours out 
when it started to rain, a light drizzle that dampened the air, the ground, the horses and 
everything else around. 
 The water soaked down under William’s boiled leather jerkin and made the armor 
begin to chafe in all his joints. The horses snorted in disgust at the wet ground and the 
men moved slower and slower. 
 If it’s going to rain at least it could make a proper job of it. 
 The young man who had come along as a tracker for the group was standing still 
in front of the small army. William rode up to him. 
 “What’s the matter Kev?” 
 The boy shrugged, not yet sixteen his beard was soft and patchy on his face. “The 
rain,” he said looking up at William, “At first it wasn’t so bad but the ground’s gettin’ 
soft now and the tracks are gettin’ faint we better pick up the pace if we’re going to catch 
them before we lose their trail do you know where they’re going?” 
 Kev always spoke in a long string of words with no halt or break in between. 
William often wondered how he drew breath while speaking. Perhaps that was why he 
rarely spoke more than a few sentences. 
 I have a clue, he thought, but a shaky one at best. 
 “We shall double our efforts,” he said instead. 
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 Kev only nodded and loped off into the misty rain, his shoulders hunched and his 
arms hanging low as he peered at the trail on the ground. 
 William led the men in pursuit. They increased the pace they had set before, 
trudging along in the mud and wet undergrowth that covered the ground. The clouds 
above seemed to be mocking them by covering the sun. As if to say, the light of God has 
turned his face from you in your purpose. Feel my wrath. The rain became heavier and 
lightning began to crash around them, thunder rolling and tumbling through the trees in 
terrible rifts of crashing reverberations. The temperature began to drop dramatically until 
the rain seemed to bite at their faces and exposed hands. 
 William drove them harder, following the small clues that Kev continued to find 
in the soaked soil. Finally they drew to a halt. The rain had turned to snow. 

The men began muttering. 
 It was late for snow. 

Kev was shaking his head and pacing back and forth across the ground. Finally he 
looked at William and shrugged his shoulders. He had lost the trail. What little was left of 
it from the rain and water would soon be covered by the snow which was falling in great 
wet flakes now, lazily floating on the air to light upon the ground, the trees, the men and 
their armor.  The snowflakes drifted calmly in the still air, providing a strange contrast to 
the fury of the rain which had plunged suicidally to the earth, surrounded by the constant 
flash of God’s anger and the growl of giants. Now all was quiet, the kind of quiet that is 
muffled by snow and winter. A horse snorted and tossed its head. 
 “Make camp,” William commanded. “Build a fire, we must stop here for the 
night, get these horses warm.” 
 As he dismounted he let one tear escape from his eye before corking the rest. Is it 
hopeless? Can I not keep my family safe? Even now, he knew, the enemy could have 
circled back and attacked the castle in his absence. He felt a pit of darkness tugging his 
heart down into despair’s black chasm. Samuel will keep them safe, he told himself. I 
must do my job and allow him to do his. 
 William’s motions were mechanical as if he was some kind of corpse brought to 
life by the will of a sorcerer, magic coursing through his veins instead of blood, moving 
his muscles, his arms and legs. He set up his small tent on the muddy ground, the stakes 
would not hold securely so he found some large rocks to set on top of them. 
 William felt a knot of dread sitting in his stomach like a clenched fist of malice. 
The storm in it’s inchoate fury was ascending into a blizzard, pouring down it’s rage that 
fell in lazy spirals to the earth where it piled on the ground. Frozen and hard, just like me, 
William thought. Killing and violence were so much a part of him he felt like it was his 
life, his destiny. He had fled violence and it had followed him and now he was leaving 
the safety of his abode to seek it out. 
 Snow poured from the sky in saintly white blankets to cover the ground and trees. 
But the snow, in its purity was tainted. William could taste something in the air that 
screamed at him. “Wrong! Foul!” His eyes betrayed his senses and the feeling was 
fleeting. 
 He stumbled through the snow, his feet frozen in his boots, guarded on all sides 
by giant sentinels, their boughs bending to touch him, to reach him. 
 Even the trees looked sinister. All about him was fraught with malice and 
foreboding, anger and moral decay. The camp behind him was silent, the soldiers too 
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tired to talk, or complain, they merely huddled around the genesis of a small fire they had 
prepared and stared at the flames. 
 In the complete darkness that settled around him William shivered. The clouds 
hid the sky in a roof over the heavens. No stars, no moon, only darkness prevailed. 
 His trepidation became more than he could control. His breath came in ragged 
bursts and he fell to his knees crying out softly. 
 He felt the cold wet snow soaking his knees almost immediately but didn’t care. 
 “Oh, God,” he whispered, staring up into the swirling snow. “How can I do this 
thing? I am given to violence and anger. While I am away my family is not safe. Sarah 
could deliver her child anytime and there are not enough soldiers in the castle to defend it 
if the quarry doubles back.” His voice choked in anguish and he felt the stopper on his 
tears break loose and the flow froze on his cheeks. “I am a murderer, and unworthy of thy 
help.” His voice was now a whisper so quiet he could not even hear the sound himself. 
The next came forth in a strangled cry of despair, “Save my family. That is all I ask. I 
will gladly die or be tortured or destroyed to pay for my sins but save my family, Sarah, 
and the little one who has no name. Keep them.” He broke down into sobs, unable to put 
his thoughts to voice. 
 Please, I will pledge my life to your service forever more if only you will guide 
me to the source of this evil. Please. Please... 
  He bowed his head and let his hands sink into the deepening snow, his shoulders 
slumped and his mind reached out to the heavens. Save my child! 
 He lost track of time and place. His mind plead with the almighty to ease his 
burdens. His legs became numb from lack of circulation; his hands lost feeling from the 
cold as they were buried deeper and deeper in the snow. The flakes, feathers of some 
celestial bird, drifted on invisible currents and piled up around him. 
 Then God spoke. It was not the voice of thunder that shook the snow from the 
trees and cast foreboding into the minds of all who heard. It was not a flash of brilliant 
light delivered by his messengers. It entered William’s mind and hung there like it was 
suspended on a string. The deep voice, sad and powerful, was full of knowledge. 
 “Fear not, I am with thee, be not afraid,” it was a familiar voice, the one 
William’s father had used when he had lived on the earth. The words he had often quoted 
to William whenever he was worried. 
 “But where are you,” William cried into the darkness, “are you a ghost?” he 
whispered, “Are you God or am I going mad.” 
 “Fear not, I am with thee, be not afraid,” the voice this time hovered inside his 
mind and spread out through his body carrying peace and calm. The burning embers 
inside his stomach cooled and his mind lay at rest. For many long moments he knelt in 
silence his mind as silent as his mouth. Only his breathing made any sound, the forest so 
quiet that it seemed as if the feathers of snow pinged quietly as they struck the earth like a 
jeweler shaping an intricate pendant. Suddenly the snow was no longer filled with 
desecration but with purity and forgiveness. The very air around him hummed softly, 
trying to comfort him. A flake of snow lighted on his nose and hovered there in the cold. 
The tears that had long since frozen to his cheeks stopped their mournful trek from the 
depths of his being. 
 “I hear,” he whispered, “and I understand. All things must be, and I will obey. 
Thank you.” 
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 You’re going to die boy, get up and stand near the fire. A distinctly different 
voice spoke to him now. You’re too cold. You’ll die. 
 William was suddenly alert. He had heard this voice before. It had spoken to him 
while still at the castle, only a few times, the remnants of madness bubbling up from the 
quagmire of his mind. 
 “Who are you?” he asked, lifting his head. 
 There was a long pause. You’ll freeze to death and I don’t know what will happen 
to me if you do. Get up and go stand by the fire. 
 William noticed for the first time the lack of feeling in his bare hands, the needles 
of pain in his legs that he had been kneeling on for hours. He lifted his hand from the 
snow and looked at it. The fingers moved sluggishly when he tried to flex it and his arms 
would not support his weight when he tried to rise. He fell over in the snow, his face 
sinking into the cold whiteness, his breath melting the snow with puffs of warm air. He 
lay there for several minutes feeling the sharp needles in his lower legs turn to bright red 
coals sharpened into daggers as blood returned to his starved muscles. Finally he was 
able to stand, using his elbows to get his feet underneath his body. He stumbled toward 
the campfire that was now a smoldering ring of coals. His legs gave quick spasms as 
feeling continued to return, making him take longer steps, at times, than were normal. 
 Feed the fire! 
 “I can’t,” my hands won’t grip the wood. 
 You’ll die. 
 Using both hands he carefully placed two small sticks on the dying coals and 
coaxed them into flame, then he added larger and larger sticks until he could feel the 
warmth burning his hands. The numbness was passing and the tips of his fingers hurt 
with a biting pain. 
 “Are you still there?” he asked. 
 There was a long silence stretching into several minutes. William had almost 
decided the madness had left him when it spoke again. 
 Yes. 
 “Who are you?” 
 Again there was a long pause then: You need not articulate your words loudly. 
 “Who are you?” 
 A man, like you. 
 Was this God? Was this a test? Could this voice teach him how to end suffering 
and bring happiness to the world? 

No. No. I don’t know any of those things. I’m not God. I don’t even really know 
much of anything that is practical. I’m here to learn something from you. 
 “From me?” What could anybody possibly learn from him except how to kill, and 
fight? 
 I don’t know what it is. The voice said. I’ll leave when I learn it. I think. 
 “You don’t know? You think you will leave. Where are you?” William felt 
confusion and frustration. “Am I possessed?” 
 No! Yes, perhaps. I don’t know. I don’t know how I came but I’m inside your 
mind somehow, I can feel your emotion, see through your eyes and hear your thoughts. 
 William contemplated for a long time what to do. Can this incorporeal voice be 
real or is it delusion, madness brought on by the storm? What was its name? How long 
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would it stay? How long had it been there? The voice must have decided to leave, or else 
it was letting him work out his thoughts on his own because it remained silent. 
 The heat of the fire had restored feeling to William’s fingers and he could flex 
them painfully open and closed. His legs no longer twanged with sharp pains. He realized 
how weary he was. 
 “I must sleep,” he muttered and stumbled toward his tent. “May we speak later?” 
 There was no reply but he didn’t wait for one either. His body carried his mind 
into slumber almost as soon as it was reposed and the thin traveling blanket was pulled 
over him. 
 

*** 
 
 The darkness was so vast he could no longer distinguish waking from sleep. Was 
the darkness around him merely a nightmare that would disappear when he opened his 
eyes or was it the thick encompassing beast that permeated the air and seemed to be alive 
in its own fecundity, at first inchoate then ripe in its fury? 
 He lay in weakness, aware of every hurt in his body. Pain from the cold, hard 
ground against his back sent a groan from his dried lips. Every muscle was a drum 
stretched taught across a gulf of misery. 
 Even in his dreams, now, there was no light. He could hear voices now and again. 
He recognized nothing, just sinister ambiguities in human form stalking him in the 
darkness, unintelligible and far away. 
 One voice, he remembered, had been clear, understood. His friend had spoken to 
him out of the gloaming and shadow of pitch. It had all been a dream; they had not come 
for him. Nobody had come for him. His body lay parched and desiccated on the ground, 
his skin infused with fire as he burned on the inside. 
 Feed the fire! 
 You’ll die! 
 He tried to move. Fire. He must feed the fire. “I am the fire,” he cried. Only his 
voice would not work and his tears were dry. “I am on fire. I’ll die anyway.” 
 Who are you? 
  This question came from another voice, a young man’s voice that he did not 
recognize. 
 Are you an angel that you share the thoughts in my mind? 
 “I don’t know,” he tried to say, his throat rasping, wheezing out sounds that were 
nothing like his urgent communications. “I don’t remember.” 
 You don’t know? The voice was incredulous. 
 “No, I don’t.” 
 Then, clearly as before, the first voice echoed in his mind, rebounding off the 
insides of his skull as it pounded away at his brain. My name is Coltran, I am from the 
future. 
 “Save me,” he rasped into the ever-present blackness. “I’m right here.” 
 He tried to move, to sound out one last yell for help but his voice was silenced. 
The darkness that penetrated his vision also gripped his throat with stainless steel fingers 
and closed off his voice, holding it firmly. 
 “I am Peter MacElly, and my friends will save me.” 
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 He drifted again into oblivion and this time his dream was different. His rescuers 
were caught and imprisoned in the same darkness that he was entombed in. Blackness 
surrounded them all and penetrated them until they fell silent and even their breathing did 
not disturb the slumber of the earth. 
 

*** 
 
 William slept for only a few hours but in those few hours his slumber was 
troubled by dreams so vivid that he could have sworn they were sequences of his own 
life, laid out on the table before him for his perusal. 
 He had seen Stonehenge, as it was in his childhood, tall and erect. He’d seen it 
incomplete. He’d seen it infested with creatures of darkness and used as a shield against 
such. His mind still rang with the sound of the desperate voices, screaming in panic. “The 
darkness is coming.” 
 The elements of evil gathered around, pooling their power and then the searing 
pain as their bodies and their presence were blasted into a timeless plane from which they 
could not escape. He also saw his father in his dreams, younger than when William had 
ever known him, vibrant and alive. The memory brought tears to his eyes to think of the 
sight of him. The dreams that haunted his sleep were so real that he did not question the 
truth of them. His father had built Stonehenge, had vanquished darkness from the world 
and now it struggled to come back.  

The air hummed softly in his mind, drifting around his tent so slowly that he 
could not feel it on his skin. In his mind he asked the air to grow warmer. There was a 
flash of heat and the roof of his tent burst into flames. Too much, you’ll kill yourself. 
Calm down. 
 Shielding his face from the flames he calmed the rage of the burning particles and 
the fire died leaving burned and charred canvas with gaping holes revealing dwindling 
morning stars shrouded by cloud. 
 A shout went up in the night. They were under attack. He grabbed his sword from 
the ground next to him and surged up out of his blankets through the burned roof of the 
canvas and leaped out into the snow, anger rising in his chest that raged like never before. 
 Gripping his sword so the thews of his arm looked like taught cords he strode into 
the morning. The severity of his choler made the snow hiss and evaporate at his passage 
and flame licked the grass beneath. These men, these attackers, required a swift 
vengeance. They had ripped his life apart. They were the cause of all his pain, all his 
discontent. His wife was bearing his child and he was away in the woods commanding 
men to freeze and fight and die to sacrifice themselves for the safety of somebody else. 
 Everything moved in slow motion, the snow meandering from the sky seemed to 
almost stop in it’s wafting course to the ground. All around him men were yelling, 
emerging from their tents, weapons in hand, armor strewn about them unused. Where 
were the guards? 
 A few of the soldiers were already engaged in combat on the west side of the 
camp. William noticed the tracker boy, Kev among the fighters. William charged in a 
dead run toward the brigands. As he ran he gathered the air about him, forming a 
whirlwind that picked up the snow and hurled it like a lance made of frozen water and air 



Approaching Darkness 
Jesse Whitehead 
154,000 words 

160   

into the nearest of the attackers. The man slammed backward against a tree and the wood 
splintered and shattered under the impact of the frozen javelin. 
 Too much, the man inside his mind warned him. William didn’t even pause for 
thought. His sword plunged into the side of the closest enemy, just below his armpit the 
tip finding the weakness of the other man’s armor. There was fighting all around now, 
they had been surrounded. 
 In his heart he felt the deaths of each of his comrades, the wounds, the near 
misses. His new perspicuity of consciousness brought with it an added gravity as the pain 
and anxiety, the burning adrenal rush of exhilaration of every man within a hundred 
meters, transmitted to his mind. 
 He drowned out the rest of the noise, the inadvertent thoughts that pummeled his 
brain and let himself loose into the battle. This was what he was made for. He whirled 
and chopped, sidestepped and stabbed, every move brought death. His sword hissed 
through the air. The metal of the blade sharpened at his command and he rained the death 
of fire down on his foes. Behind him lay a wake of the dead, severed limbs and snow that 
was made slushy with blood. 
 He vaguely heard a voice in his mind crying for him to stop, to calm, but he did 
not heed its call. The entire earth moved with such alacrity that it seemed to William as if 
time itself had slowed down so that he could see it all unfolding around him. 
 He heard a twang from a bow behind him and he turned in time to see somebody 
jump in front of the arrow and fall to the ground. William’s eyes found the mercenary 
who had fired the projectile and sucked the air out of his lungs and dropped him to the 
ground to die, slowly, gasping for breath. 
 That was when the voice in his mind finally got through to him. Remember. That 
was all it said, a voice like a wail, a cry of desperation, disappointment. 
 He had made a promise. Faith in God would lead to safety for his family and 
servitude to the Lord thereafter. But how? If I do not use this power I have, how will my 
family be safe? He lowered his sword to the ground and bowed his head. There he stood, 
the bloody snow churned up to a frothy slush around him as men fought on, waxing and 
waning in strength. He would lose the battle, he could see, his men were surrounded, 
surprised and without armor. 
 Strike them dead, his mind cried out. He could feel each person; their allegiances 
clear in his mind. One thought, one request to the intelligences that made up their bodies 
and he could kill every one of them. Bleed the water from them until they shriveled up. 
Siphon the air from their lungs and seal their mouths and noses. He could make them 
explode from the inside, tear them to pieces. He could pummel them with hammers of 
solid air. He could simply squeeze their hearts and stop their lives. 
 Faith. 
 Have Faith. 
 I can’t, He cried to the sky. They’re dying, they’re slipping away and my chances 
of saving anybody are going with them. He knew then that he had only seconds to act or 
else all was lost. Have faith, trust that God will save them, or act, work out his own 
salvation. His mind reeled with the possibilities of what he could do. Then, raising his 
sword high above his head he screamed in desperation and pain. 
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 With a clarity that came from beyond human memory he felt the same peace he 
had felt when his promise was accepted. Faith, he decided, trust in God. But God still 
required action. 
 William brought his sword down at his side. As he did he flung his other arm out 
as if beating something with a shield. As his arm moved so did the air in an expanding 
circle like a ripple in a pond, the trees bowed and men were hurled off their feet. William 
reached out to the archer and released his mouth so that he could draw breath. Men and 
weapons lay scattered across the ground. 
 Silence reined on the forest so complete that the only sound was the crackle of 
trees bending beneath the weight of snow. 
 William spoke then and as he spoke he carried his voice to the ears of everyone 
there. 
 “Leave, now,” his voice was not loud but quiet and calm. Faith, all will be well. 
Death need not always be the answer. “The next man to lift a weapon will die.” 
 Men began staggering to their feet, his own soldiers bunching together around the 
remains of their camp. The enemies, scattered throughout the trees, merely stood where 
they had risen and waited. 
 “Leave here,” he commanded. 
 They did not move. Those who had retained their weapons held them relaxed at 
their sides. The others merely stood and waited as if they were expecting something. 
 “Leave,” he commanded again, desperation entering into his voice, “don’t you 
understand, I’m letting you go.” 
 They did not react. All was silence. Snow fell in clumps from one of the sagging 
tree branches with a soft whump. 
 “Go,” he whispered, quietly, his emotions tumultuous and discordant. He felt a 
lump rising in the back of his throat; tears tickled the corners of his eyes. A great cavern 
opened up inside him. He would have to kill them all, they would not leave of their own 
accord. They were cursed somehow, bewitched into servitude, and they waited for 
something. Through no fault of their own they caused pain and suffering and he would be 
forced to repeat their heinous acts against them. His thoughts and emotions warred with 
each other, despondency at his own violence, and ebullition at his inability to control his 
life. He could not end violence, it was a part of him, and the harder he tried the harder it 
sought him out until he was in a position where he could do only violence, kill or kill, he 
had no choices in life. 
 “Go,” he whispered again, this time his whisper was carried on a wave of his 
virulence across the forest ground and through the trees to every ear. “Can’t you see,” he 
screamed at them, his voice shaking snow from the trees. “I can stop your hearts, tear 
your limbs from your dying corpses and squeeze the blood from your veins.” He lifted his 
left hand up in front of him and looked at the palm then made a fist. “I’m giving you a 
chance to live,” he screamed, “go now,” a tear trickled from his eye and his voice 
dropped to a whisper again, “before it’s too late, for all of us.” His hand clenched tightly. 
All this power and I don’t have the ability to make my own decisions, I’ll have to kill 
them all. “I have the power,” he hissed. 
 One of the mercenaries who had stood with his back turned to William suddenly 
spun around.  William thrust out his hand toward the man his face twisted into a dark 
grimace. With sudden celerity, William’s mind found the clouds in the sky and read their 
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potential then pulled it down. Lightning smashed into the ground where the soldier had 
been, throwing dirt into the air, bursting a tree into flames. The soldier stood several feet 
away, laughing. 
 William saw the man laughing and swaggering toward him as though he were the 
only other person in existence; it was the man he had come to kill, the man he had 
thought was dead all along. Sir David laughed, his face horribly scarred by William’s 
own blade. 
 “Power, is it?” David chuckled. “You have no power boy. You are merely a 
pawn, fallen prey to much wiser and more intelligent beings. Sure you can toss people 
around with only the air, or strangle them with a mere thought. You can call lightning 
from the sky.” David gestured erratically as he spoke waving his arms and staring 
intently at William. “You have no power boy. All you can do is kill. Take away life. 
Anyone from small children to slaves and beasts can kill.” David raised his finger then, 
“Ah, you can take a life away, or many lives as the case may be... but can you give one 
back for every one that you take? Can you, boy? That’s true power.” Sir David nodded 
his head, his eyes still intent on the scowl of William’s face, “And I’m living testimony 
of that fact, boy.” He thumped his chest, “Living, despite you and your ilk. And I dare 
say that makes me more powerful by far.” 
 William was speechless. Tears fell from his eyes and froze on his cheeks, his 
breath ragged. The reason his words hurt so much was because they were true, every last 
one of them. William took lives, not gave them. For all his newfound power it was good 
for naught. Was this a gift from God to use for the good of man or a gift from the devil to 
destroy them? William did not know. A gift to me can only be for destruction, it is what I 
am, and it is what I was created for. Deep inside his chest was another feeling, so 
acrimonious that it felt like a burning fire that shouted, “Wrong! Wrong!” It became so 
powerful it burst from him in an eruption that pitched spittle from his mouth. 
 “Wrong,” he screamed, “wrong.” 
 Sir David looked taken aback. The look of petulant confidence drifted from his 
face as he took a step back and glanced around at his soldiers. “It’s not wrong,” he 
muttered, “you know it’s true.” 
 William’s eyes narrowed in anger and he pointed at Sir David with his sword, 
“You fiend,” he snarled, “how dare you talk to me about giving and taking life, you are 
the man who removed the life from my own father.” 
 “Your father,” Sir David spat back, his own choler rising, “was a witch. I was in 
the service of God and slew him to maintain righteousness.” 
 Remember your promise William. William's brows knit together in indignation. 
His eyes burned as he stared at David. In his mind he knew that the other was right, the 
words he had spoken were laced with truth. Something in his heart told him it was wrong, 
the truth was concealed by clever deception. Even the truth can be wrong if you don’t 
understand it. He had made a promise to God and the feeling of peace that he had gained 
from it was not the feelings of a damned soul. If God had shown him this clarity of 
thought and action, why had he done so? Why would God show William -- the most 
violent and evil of all his children -- such a power that could corrupt his heart and destroy 
the earth? Why? 
 Violence, or violence. Kill or kill. Make a choice. The two men stared at each 
other. Neither of them moved. 
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 Finally William lowered his sword and gestured with his other hand. “Leave 
here,” he said and turned away, “I have made my choice, there will be no more killing by 
my hand this day.” 
 Sir David smiled and looked at the sky, the sun just starting to shine on the 
horizon, “Tall words,” he said, “the day is yet young.” When William did not answer but 
stared at him with those deep blue eyes he turned his back and walked through the trees. 
As he left, his men gathered around him. His voice carried back to William as if the air 
merely picked it up and carried it aloft to drop it right in William’s ears. “No more? 
Hmm… let’s see about that. Rash words, boy, rash words.” 
 As their enemy faded into the trees his soldiers started moving again. Nobody said 
anything, they just sheathed their weapons and began turning over bodies to identify how 
many of their comrades were dead or maimed. William knew that many of them were 
wounded beyond life, medicine could not save them and God would not. They were 
destined to end their lives in excruciating pain begging for it to end. 
 He stood under the trees, his head bowed and his mind numb to all that was 
around him. The battlefield was almost eerily quiet as men murmured softly to each other 
at each comrade they found. The wounded that could be moved were carried to the 
middle of what had been their camp. William looked up and watched them doing their 
routine work. One soldier found a wounded mercenary, one of their attackers. He drew 
his knife from his belt and laid it along the wounded man’s throat. 
 “No,” cried William. He rushed toward the man. “Don’t kill them, put them with 
our wounded.” His soldier stared at him as if William had become some kind of monster 
to be feared. Perhaps he was. These men knew nothing of what was going on. Madness is 
what it must look like to them. 
 “They’re all innocent,” William explained, “Maybe they’ll repay the kindness.” 
He raised his voice so that all could hear. “Don’t kill the wounded enemy. Keep them 
alive.” 
 He knelt in the snow then and stared around him at the blood and carnage that lay 
all around. Death seemed to follow him everywhere. Why? The question nagged at his 
mind, dragging him into despair. Why am I the vessel of the Lord? Did he choose me to 
work great evil and destroy the wicked from the earth? It didn’t feel right to him and he 
stifled the thought. God did not use evil to accomplish his purposes and William knew 
that destruction, killing and slaughter were evil. Then why? The thought struck him 
suddenly that his power was not only for evil. All things are created and man decides the 
uses. A knife can be used to kill, but it can also be used to cut food, to carve wood and 
even to heal an infected wound. 
 To heal. 
 William suddenly surged to his feet. To heal. I can heal others. 
 He hurried to where the wounded men were being gathered together. Enemy and 
friend alike lay in the snow, bleeding, many of them unconscious. Many others held 
hands over long cuts and deep scratches, broken arms and legs. William knelt near the 
first man he came to and laid his hands on the man’s chest. Tentatively he sent tendrils of 
thought into the man’s body, looking for the blood and where it was flowing. Slowly, 
William stopped the blood flow and pulled the damaged tissue back together. It was 
much more complicated than he had ever known the body could be. He had always taken 
it for granted that his body held blood and bones and tissue. He did not know what all the 
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other things were but he tried to piece them together. Finally he stood and moved to the 
next one, a man with a broken arm and a nasty cut across his face. It was exhausting 
work, much more than fighting or running. Some of the men he helped died anyway. 
They had lost too much blood or perhaps he didn’t know enough to fix them right inside 
or maybe God had merely taken them. He didn’t know, he didn’t have time to care, his 
exhaustion was almost blinding. 
 After what seemed like an eternity he looked at the sun. Not an hour had passed. 
He had only finished with half of the wounded men. Broken arms and legs would have to 
heal on their own he decided. He lacked the forbearance to complete such a task. 
 “Sir,” an unfamiliar voice yelled to him urgently. He turned at the sound of the 
voice and stared at the speaker. It was the archer who had tried to shoot him, the man he 
had nearly choked to death. 
 The archer held a limp figure, his arms under the other man’s armpits. 
 The man met his gaze for a moment then looked down at the wounded man he 
carried. “I don’t think he’ll make it much longer.” The archers voice sounded choked 
with tears, “please help him.” 
 William stumbled forward. He knelt and helped lower the wounded soldier to the 
ground. There was an arrow buried deep in his chest and his outer jerkin was soaked in 
blood and melted snow. It wasn’t until then that William recognized the face. Kev. He 
pictured in his mind the sharp twang of a bow releasing its arrow towards him. The flash 
of color as somebody leaped in front of him and the dull thud as the arrow impacted the 
other man’s chest, the arrow that was meant for William, the arrow that he could have 
disintegrated at a thought, or turned aside. Kev had sacrificed himself and William had 
given no thought to him until this moment. Guilt twisted in his gut. 
 “You,” he raised his gaze to the man standing nervously beside him, his anger 
rising white and hot in his chest. 
 The man nodded, tears leaking from his eyes to make trails in the mud that caked 
his cheeks. “It took me awhile to find him, sir. I hope you can save him.” 
 Calm. The voice in his mind seemed to say. William turned back to Kev’s still 
form and reached out his hand towards the wound. 
 He grasped his anger and hurled it away from him where it lay at the back of his 
mind, struggling to regain its strength. 

He looked at Kev’s wound with a grim heart. He had seen wounds like this. 
Nobody lived long when they were wounded this badly. His heart must be scratched. The 
only reason he wasn’t dead already was because the arrow was blocking the hole in his 
heart from leaking all of his lifeblood into places it was not supposed to go. 
 William plunged deep into the boy’s chest with his new senses. He furrowed deep 
into Kev’s heart and found exactly what he had feared. Kev was going to die. He knew 
that even as he probed the damage with his mind, communicating with the intelligences 
that made up his body. 
 William knew that he didn’t owe it to the boy because of what he had done, but 
because of what he, William, had not done. Kev had saved his life, needlessly.
 William was frantic, tears streaming down his face as he pulled tissues back 
together but Kev’s heart would not mend. The life slowly ebbed out of him and William’s 
despair grew such that he began forcing the torn tissues together, pushing them with the 
strength of his will until they squeezed together so tight that the point of the arrow edged 
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backward a fraction of an inch. William struggled in horror and despondency as blood 
gushed from Kev’s heart and around the arrow shaft and across his chest and under 
William’s fingers that lay lightly on his jerkin. 
 Go back, he cried to the inside of Kev’s body. Be whole, live. Live. LIVE. This 
last command bore all the strength of his will behind it. So much that Kev’s eyes flung 
open and he gasped a deep breath. 
 “William,” he whispered, and then he smiled. William could hardly see his face 
through the tears that fogged his vision. The despondency that had spurred him to act 
with such celerity now so overpowered him that he lost contact with his knew power. He 
was no longer able to see inside Kev’s body. His shoulders slumped as the remaining 
pulses of blood in Kev’s body spurted from his chest. 
 “You’re still alive,” Kev’s whisper was almost too quiet to hear. “I saved you.” 
He was quiet for several moments while William sobbed above him, his emotions 
uncontrollable. “Did we get them?” He finished, “I dreamed that you lit the whole forest 
on fire and destroyed them all.” 
 William lacked the clarity of thought to do more than shake his head. 
 Long moments passed before William realized that there was no longer any blood 
oozing from the arrow wound, nor was there breath in Kev’s tortured body. The dead 
eyes stared up at William with the same weak smile that graced the pale lips reflected in 
their dark depths. Dead. He surged to his feet. The archer was still standing beside 
William, his arms limp at his sides and his head bowed. Tears dripped from his cheeks 
and nose and chin. 
 I’ll destroy him, the way he destroyed my friends. 
 William stared at the other man for several long seconds feeling the virulent heat 
course through his veins and clench his muscles. Then he finally realized the man was 
speaking, talking to him. 
 “...Didn’t know it would... it wasn’t meant...” the man looked up. “I mean to say, I 
was supposed to kill you, or even better, wound you. He just suddenly was there, he 
jumped in the way, sudden like, and then it was too late. I can see why now. The power 
that you have would make any man serve you.” The archer knelt on the blood-muddy 
ground in front of William and bowed his head. “End my life, take it in exchange for his. 
But if you do not I swear to serve you faithfully till the end of my days.” 
 William’s hand gripped the hilt of his sword until his knuckles turned white. He 
wanted so badly to pull it from his waist and slice the man’s throat. One move and it 
would be over. His muscles clenched as he fought the feeling, his vision turned red at the 
edges. 
 “Your life would not restore his. I too, have made an oath,” he muttered to the 
man. “Your life is spared and I accept your word.” He paused again, “I will not kill again 
today, or any other without need. I am the servant of God.” 
 His hand left his sword hilt as if of it’s own will and took the archers hand. “On 
your feet man, we have work to do. We must find your old master before he can cause 
any more pain. What is your name?” 
 “Liam,” the other answered looking him in the eye. “I will do whatever you bid of 
me.” 
 “Tend the wounded,” William told him. “Help them live.” 
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 Liam bowed his head in acquiescence and turned away. He stopped before 
moving off. 
 “You should know, they’re heading back to the castle. This was to serve as a 
distraction.” 
 He stood there for several seconds waiting for a response. When there was none 
he hurried off to tend the wounded. 
 William stood in stunned silence. The castle. His family. 
 These men, the ones who obeyed his commands and fought for no other reason 
than because he said so, were wounded, some of them dying, some of them already dead. 
Many more would die if he did not stay and heal them. His family and his duty would be 
forfeit if he did. 
 And every second I stand here it gets worse. Make a choice. Kill your friends, or 
kill your family. His face twisted into a snarl of outrage at the bitterness of the thought. 
Sarah always told him his emotions were written plainly on his face. He wondered briefly 
what was written there now. 
 William turned around in a full circle. Carnage and blood greeted his gaze and 
darkened his vision in the biting-cold morning air. William sank to his knees in the snow 
and slumped his shoulders. I will do thy will, Lord, save my family! 
 The decision made, he lifted himself and surged forward. He had done his killing 
and he had sworn to do no more of it. Death would no longer be his burden. He lost 
himself in his work then. Binding bones together, fusing tissues. His mind plunged deep 
into the wounds and fractures of men who would not live otherwise and brought them 
life. 
 Even as he devoted himself to the work of God he felt his heart grow numb and 
cold. He could see as if in his mind’s eye the group of bandits charging an undefended 
castle. Killing, raping and stealing. He saw his wife, lying in her bed, crying in fear, her 
belly swollen with his child, his unborn child. In his mind he saw her slain over and over 
again, a hundred times, a thousand times and he was helpless to stop it. 
 “Captain?” a voice said beside him. William turned as if in a daze and looked at 
the bearer of the voice. “That’s all of them,” Liam said, “The rest will make it on their 
own.” 
 William stared at him as if he did not understand. “These others are not seriously 
wounded.” Liam clapped his hand on William’s shoulder hard enough that it stung. 
“Leave me here with a few others to tend to these men. “You have five horses; with your 
power it is enough. Go.” 
 William nodded his head, letting the words sink in through his exhaustion. Could 
it be possible? It was crazy to think that five men on horseback could stop as many men 
as Sir David had with him. Or was it? 
 Slowly, adrenaline and hope washed back the fatigue that threatened to overtake 
him. 
 “Thank you, Liam,” he said. Their eyes met for a few moments and then William 
turned away and shouted for four of his men to join him. Maybe, he told himself, maybe 
it’s possible. In his mind he saw again the image of Sarah screaming in pain as Sir David 
plunged his sword into her belly. He pulled his thoughts around himself. I won’t let that 
happen. 
 He beckoned to his five riders to mount up and rose to his feet. He felt weary. 
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 “Let’s go save our people,” he muttered and pulled himself up onto his horse’s 
back. 
 The horses picked their way gingerly through the snow, unsure of their footsteps 
in the white covering. William could see the trail that his enemy had taken clearly in the 
snow and they followed it directly. 
 William urged his horse into a trot and then into a gallop, his companions 
matching his pace behind him. 
 As they ran he reached out with tendrils of life, probing the darkness and 
emptiness. His mind wandered through the trees, snaking around trunks and leaves. It 
hissed over the surface of the snow and explored the dens of recumbent animals. 
 Then he had them. A man stumbled at the back of the group that he sought. 
William’s mind caressed his shoulder and reached forward to find an army of men, 
running with purpose through the virgin snow. Leading them, William felt a malevolent 
darkness with a will bent on destruction, driving them, dragging them along as if their 
wills were totally under its control. 
 “Hello, boy,” Sir David chuckled. 
 William withdrew his mind. 
 He reined in his horse. “They’re only about an hour ahead if we ride hard,” he 
told his men. “Follow closely.” 
 With those words he turned his horse in the direction of his enemy and spurred its 
flanks. The horse leapt through the trees but was forced to slow in order to keep it’s 
footing on the slick, uneven ground. 
 William reached down into the ground and found the warmth that lay dormant in 
the earth. Again his horse began to gallop and as he did the path in front of him began to 
steam and melt and dry until the branches and leaves were dry as twigs in the path where 
they ran. 
 William burned the path in front of them and bent the branches out of their way as 
they approached. The wet spring branches that had not yet been frozen by the late snow 
moved aside easily and swished back into place after they passed. 
 The sun was casting its orange glow to the west when he finally caught sight of 
them. Through the trees he could see men running as fast as they could in the snow, their 
backs hunched over as they struggled to stay upright. One man stood alongside them 
yelling and slapping at their backs with one hand. His other held a sword, the point 
trailing in the snow. As William gave a shout to his men the other turned his head and 
looked in their direction. Somehow, across the distance, William could feel Sir David’s 
eyes boring into his own for several seconds before he turned and followed his men into a 
thicket of trees so dense that William could no longer see them inside it. 
 He reached out his mind once more to probe the darkness of the trees. The men 
were huddled inside, scared, tired and anxious. They formed a circle with the black 
malevolence that was Sir David proud and sure in the middle. 
 William called his men to stop and studied the distant trees. David had picked his 
defense well. The forest was cleared in a rough circle for nearly a hundred yards with a 
thicket of seemingly impenetrable darkness in the center. If they still had arrows anyone 
approaching would be a prime target. 
 William pitched his voice and cast it across the distance. 
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 “Come out now David. You out-number me ten to one. Fight me in the open.” His 
horse pranced around nervously. With the sun setting the air was getting noticeably 
colder. 
 There was a slow chuckle drifting on the wind, not of amusement or nervousness 
but plain unadulterated malice. “You do not scare me, nor do your taunts provoke me. I 
will meet you when and where I choose. You will not name the place or hour.” There was 
silence for several seconds then the voice continued, “You killed me once, but you cannot 
do it again. You think yourself powerful, but I could slay you where you stand and you 
would have no power to stop me.” 
 “You will not face me willingly,” William said, his face hardening in anger. His 
blue eyes turned dark as his anger rose again to quench the calmness that was within him. 
“Then I am forced to compel you.” 
 He stared across the open space at the vibrant trees that concealed his enemy and 
reached deep inside their cores. 
 Burn he commanded. They did not respond. Burn. 
 The trees still did not do his bidding. Instead they seemed to speak back to him, to 
strive with his will. We will die. We will die. We will die. They seemed to whisper to him 
through the breeze that caressed their needles and branches. 
 You have to burn, he responded. It is the only way. 
 Still they resisted him, he could feel their will pushing against him, fighting back. 
Everything was against him. 
 Burn. He reached inside them and pulled fire from their cores. The trees 
desperately quashed the heat and fury that he called forth, fear giving them strength that 
he did not have. 
 “Burn,” he screamed at the air and slammed his mind into the will of this new 
enemy, battered it into submission until it withdrew. He reached deep inside the trees 
again, no soul or mind to stop him and called for fire. 
 What are you doing, William? The voice in his head surprised him. You’ll destroy 
yourself. 
 “There is no other way,” William muttered quietly. “Fire,” he spat at the trees, “I 
will have my enemy.” 
 William, don’t. 
 We will die... 
 The thicket of trees burst into flames. Several of the trees popped and exploded as 
the fire within them sprang toward the air and freedom. Instantly a cold wind swirled 
around them blowing the snow at William's feet. On the wind was the sound of a low 
chuckle that accelerated into a harsh laugh. 
 “How the mighty have fallen,” Sir David said contemptuously, “You have such 
great power and you use it for such petty devices. Pretentious and obstinate you are. Yet 
you do my will at every turn.” 
 The trees around them seemed to be waving in rhythm with the blowing of the 
wind as if they were aiding its creation. It had grown so strong in a matter of seconds that 
it threatened to tear William from his horse as it caught his cloak and snapped it about, 
anchored only to his shoulders. 
 Within seconds of the fire that burst from the hearts of the trees an icy rain 
plunged to the earth. The wind howling around the open area surrounding the fire sucked 
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it in and dumped it on the burning trees. It was a storm like none William had ever seen. 
Rain drained from the sky as if dumped by the gods from a bucket, funneled by wind to 
the center of the clearing. Within moments the fire was gone, the wind dissipated and the 
rain plunged to the ground in torrents that were quickly becoming ice. 
 William reached out toward the charred and darkened trees. His enemy was not 
there. They had escaped. He cried out in despair as rain ran down his clothes and soaked 
him completely. It had all been a trick to make him use his power falsely. He could see it 
now, the other side of it. He had lost another battle. 
 He stared across the clearing as the falling rain began to freeze on his armor and 
saddle. You do my will at every turn. The voice of Sir David seemed to linger in the 
place. “Pursue me,” it said, “hunt me down so I can trick you again.” 
 “They’re just as tired as we are,” he told his men, “Let’s wait out the night under 
these trees. They won’t go far, we’ll pursue them in the morning.” 
 His stomach tightened. I am given to evil and darkness. How can I continue to 
serve the Lord when my strength lies in destruction? 
 He closed his eyes ignoring his own shivering and the cold, cold wind that gusted 
around him. Because you are His son, and He has chosen you. William felt the reply in 
his bones even as he heard it echoed in the pattern of the falling rain, the intelligences 
that surrounded him affirming the thought. 
 He opened his eyes and dismounted his horse. If the rain didn’t let up it would be 
a long uncomfortable night. 
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The End of Hope 
 

 They took a train across town toward the United States embassy. Smith sat 
solemnly listening to the steady rhythm of the wheels on the track. 
 Memories assaulted her thoughts. She could see, vividly, the face of Fire as she 
pulled the trigger on her gun. The way his head jerked back suddenly, a blossom of 
crimson on his forehead before he disappeared. She saw the spatter of blood splash away 
from Air’s face as she smashed it with the stone. She remembered the intense euphoria 
that had come after each one. 
 I’m a killer. She thought. I don’t even feel bad. 
 After Ives had pulled her off of Air she had succumbed to violent shakes from the 
withdrawal of adrenaline. They fled the building through a back exit and made their way 
to a train station where Ives had bought them tickets for a train across town. 
 Her thoughts turned toward something else. Somehow Sam had been able to cut 
into the line while she spoke to her uncle. His voice had been like stones grating together 
after centuries of immobility. She shivered at the memory, a ball of ice forming in her 
stomach. 
 She also recalled Coltran running across the roof of their hotel, his arms raised, 
lightning flashing down and striking him directly. MacElly had been flung away by the 
impact of energy, his sight taken for a short time. 
 MacElly. She felt a tear gather in the corner of her eye and she quickly rubbed it 
out with her finger. She could see him being shoved into the trunk of a car as she left him 
behind to be taken. 
 Ives sat next to her, silent and apparently lost in his own thoughts. She felt 
comforted by his presence as if he would keep her safe. 
 She turned to look at him. His broad frame seemed ill proportioned for the narrow 
seats in the train. His eyes were closed and his head bowed but she could tell he was not 
asleep. 
 “Friar Ives?” she asked. He opened one eye and looked at her. “Could you have 
beaten Air by yourself?” 
 He remained silent for several seconds, looking at her. “Why did I let you do all 
the work when I had the ability to fight back? That’s what your really asking, isn’t it?” 
 She looked down embarrassed. 
 He nodded slowly and turned away from her. “I took a vow, many years ago. I 
can not kill again or my soul will be forfeit to God.” 
 Smith leaned her head back against her seat. How did this man, possessing such 
knowledge and abilities still have faith in a god who had not intervened? How could such 
devotion exist? 
 They continued the rest of the train ride in silence, with Smith wondering what 
Ives thought about while he sat next to her. Probably prayers. 
 When the train stopped they got off without speaking and walked the couple of 
blocks to the embassy. 
 “Patricia?” she heard a familiar voice and turned her head to see the graying, 
round face of her uncle. 
 “Hello, uncle,” she said quietly, almost a whisper. 



Approaching Darkness 
Jesse Whitehead 
154,000 words 

171   

 Travis Smith was only a little taller than his niece. He had the stocky build of one 
long accustomed to physical workout. He stood straight-backed, his uniform pressed and 
clean. His mouth looked stern underneath his thick mustache. 
 “Come this way,” he nodded toward a door. Smith and Ives followed him into a 
small conference room with a long table surrounded by a dozen empty chairs. General 
Smith pulled out a chair and sat down, motioning for them to do the same. 
  “I know it sounds crazy…” Smith started. 
 “I told you I believed you didn’t I?” General Smith cut her off. “We’ve been 
following Sam and his followers for some time. They’ve been recruiting all over the 
Muslim countries. They claim to be avatars of Allah. They perform miracles, like filling 
wells, curing sicknesses and making a general nuisance. They’ve gathered quite an army 
this way. They’re not well armed, yet, but growing in numbers. We’ve also been tracking 
you, apparently, all over Great Britain. We didn’t know it was you we were watching, at 
the time.” 
 “So, you know about the Elements?” Smith asked. 
 “I’m aware that they are very good at making their scams look real. Several of our 
agents are convinced they have real power.” 
 “They do,” she told him. “Believe me uncle, I would be as skeptical as you if I 
hadn’t seen them myself.” 
 He nodded and waved his hand at her. “That’s what the agents say as well. What 
matters is that they are getting ready for something big.” 
 She looked at him, disappointment gnawing at her stomach. She had felt so sure 
that her Uncle Travis would believe what had happened. 
 “You two can stay here tonight,” General Smith said. “We’ll discuss our course of 
action in the morning.” 
 Smith’s heart sank, “MacElly is in danger, they might kill him if they haven’t 
already. We need to act now.” 

“I don’t know where he is, now,” General Smith barked at her, “There are bigger 
things right now than rescuing one of your old boyfriends…” He stopped. He sighed 
heavily. “The phones are all down. Shortly after your call to me was interrupted all the 
phones quit working. We don’t know how widespread it is right now but it appears to be 
all of Great Britain. Radios can only get static. Without radio, planes can’t fly, the 
instruments don’t work. This is a lot bigger than MacElly, or you, or me.” 
 We’re alone on this one. Smith finished his thoughts in her own mind, just the 
three of us, versus the whole world.  
 “There may still be hope,” Friar Ives muttered from the doorway. He looked 
sharply at Smith and she sent a prayer of hope toward the dragons. “But we can’t depend 
on that for our salvation,” he looked at them both. “I am somewhat acquainted with this 
man. Many years ago he and I knew each other. I will help you the best I can to decide on 
a course of action.” 
 General Smith led them to a couple of rooms inside the embassy. They were 
sparsely furnished with beds, and a couple of chairs. There was no television, or phone 
but they each had a bathroom. At Ives’ insistence he posted two soldiers to stand guard 
outside their doors. 
 Smith headed for the bathroom as soon as the door to her room was closed behind 
her. She stripped off all of her clothes and turned the hot water in the shower on. She 



Approaching Darkness 
Jesse Whitehead 
154,000 words 

172   

sighed as she stepped into the stream of warm water and pulled the curtain closed behind 
her. 
 She was just rinsing out her hair when the lights went out. She heard shouting and 
a thump from the other room. Her heart lodged in her throat. They were here. Again. She 
quickly turned the shower water off and tried to swallow her pounding pulse. 
 Slowly she pulled the curtain open and stepped out of the bathtub, her ears 
straining to pick up the sounds of combat in the other room. She heard nothing. 
 She probed the darkness for her clothes, her eyes squinting and staring about, 
trying to adjust. There just was no light, nothing to see by. She had piled her clothes on 
the toilet seat; it shouldn’t be too hard to find in the dark. Finally her foot touched the 
cold porcelain of the toilet and she bent down feeling with her hand to find her clothes. 
The lid of the seat was bare. She licked her lips trying to moisten them. They must have 
slid to the floor. She leaned over farther to reach for them when a cold, hard hand 
clamped down on her wrist. 
 She jumped and her mouth let out an involuntary scream as she jerked back. Her 
wrist did not come loose, the hand only closed tighter until it hurt and then pulled her up 
into an upright position, her arm raised high above her head until she had to stand on tip 
toes to keep it from pulling out of the socket. She aimed a foot backward toward her 
attacker’s crotch and kicked, feeling only air. 
 She felt hot tears of frustration welling up in her eyes. All this and now she was 
utterly helpless. She wanted to call out to her uncle, to Friar Ives, surely they could do 
something but her voice seemed frozen in her throat. What were they going to do with 
her? She felt an arm reaching around her waist, the fingers trailing along her skin. 
 She began to squirm, wiggling herself as much as she could, flailing her legs and 
body about. She reached for the offending arm with her free hand and tried to pull it 
away. It only tightened around her pulling her back up against a warm body. She 
scratched at the hand with her fingernails frantically trying to loosen the grip around her. 
When she kicked, her wrist held high above her head pulled her shoulder painfully, when 
she swung her free arm she could not get enough momentum to cause pain to the attacker 
behind her. 
 “Relax,” hissed a voice on the back of her neck. “You will not be harmed.” 
 She lifted her feet in the air. Letting the arm around her waist hold her up she 
jammed her heels backward into the shins of her assailant until her feet felt bruised. 
Suddenly the arm let go of her and she dropped to the ground, her knees banging on the 
tile floor. Before she had time to move her assailant had pulled her other arm up behind 
her back, her wrist bent sharply. Another arm snaked up between her breasts and pinched 
her throat, just enough to cause pain, but not to harm her. She gasped and gagged, and 
tried to wretch but the pressure on her arm was too much. She rose to her feet and then to 
her tiptoes in an effort to relieve the pain from her twisted arm. 
 “We’ve learned some things,” the voice whispered into the back of her neck 
again. She turned her head trying to see who it was. “Nice move, don’t you think?” She 
could hear the smile in his voice. She couldn’t see his eyes. 
 Which one are you? I’ll kill you too. 
 The bathroom door burst open then and light flashed in her eyes. The scarred but 
still beautiful face of Water looked her up and down. She still dripped from the shower 
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and her back arched in pain. Water scowled over her shoulder and jerked his head as if to 
say, “Bring her along.” 
 Her captor jammed his knee into her buttocks to driver her toward the door and 
she grunted, pain shooting up her tailbone. 
 In the main room Earth stood by the door watching them. He too eyed her as her 
captor shoved her along, his grip on her throat and wrist still firm. Earth smirked at her 
and shook his head as if disgusted that he had to do everything himself. The hallway was 
also dark but in the light cast by the lamp that Water carried she saw the bodies of the 
two guards sprawled on the floor. One of them lay on his stomach and stared up at the 
ceiling, his head twisted completely around on his neck. 
 In the doorway of the room next to hers Ives slumped, his eyes closed, a trickle of 
blood running down his temple and into his ear. 
 She choked off a sob of fear and frustration as her captor kneed her forward again. 
 “It would be easier if she was asleep,” Earth said. 

If Water and Earth are here, Fire and Air are dead, who’s holding me? 
Earth struck her forehead with the palm of his hand, suddenly hard as stone and 

she fell into darkness. 
 

*** 
 

 Her eyes opened to blinding white light and a splitting headache. She winced and 
tried to raise a hand to cover her eyes but her arms would not move. They were strapped 
tightly to the surface where she lay. 
 She closed her eyes trying to reduce the pain of the light shining into them and 
waited. Was MacElly here? 

“MacElly?” she tried to turn her head but it wouldn’t move either, “MacElly? Are 
you there?” 
 She was tied securely to some hard surface, all limbs spread eagle like Leonardo 
da Vinci’s Vitruvian Man. 
 She lay where she was, immobile and secured, for a long time. Gradually the 
headache subsided to a dull pain that served only to remind her that she was still alive. 
She thought about dying and found that she was not scared to die. She thought about 
everything she could think of that could be used to damage her mentally in some way, 
make her irrational. 
 “I cannot be broken,” she muttered to herself. She didn’t know if it was true but 
she felt calm and sure of herself. 
 She thought about Ives and hoped he was not dead. She did not hope to be 
rescued. This is bigger than us. She remembered Uncle Travis’s assertion of that fact. 
 She dozed several times and one of those times she awoke to a freezing room, her 
skin tight with the cold and her body doing its best to shiver in its bonds. Her teeth 
chattered and she wished for clothes. Then, finding their lack to be painful as the cold 
penetrated her skin and made her muscles clench in desperate reflexes for warmth, she 
concentrated on thinking warm thoughts. 
 She lay and shivered and tried to think until her body became so accustomed to 
the cold that she no longer shivered. Her fingers felt stiff and her lips hurt to move. Her 
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eyes felt swollen in the sockets like they were trying to freeze solid and her nostrils 
revolted when she tried to breathe deeply. Time passed interminably slow. 
 She knew now exactly what was happening. She was being tortured. Sam thought 
there was something to be gained by torturing her. What secret did she possess that could 
be so useful? What information did she hold inside her brain that could aid or hinder this 
man? She could think of nothing, she really had only been trying to survive. She had no 
grand plans and schemes to tear down this man whom she had not known of until 
recently. She knew nothing that could help. She felt a small clench of fear in her gut as 
the thought struck her that if she truly were useless then she would be killed, discarded 
like worthless trash. She quelled the feeling and continued to rack her brain for answers. 
Why, with all his power could Sam not simply pick the information from her mind?
 Finally, after many hours of shivering her body was blasted with a hot wind that 
made her gasp and her skin break out with rejoicing. She gasped several times as the rush 
of warmth brought feeling back to her After several seconds her gasps turned to moans as 
the warmth brought pain to her frozen nerves and sharp needles rolled up and down her 
limbs and over her torso. She clenched her jaw tight and tried to calm herself by 
breathing only through her nose, deep, agonizing, slow. 
 A tall dark figure blocked the bright light in front of her. “I am sorry for the 
actions of my friends earlier. In the heat of the moment, you see...” 
 She recognized the voice. It was the same one that had been on the other end of 
the phone when she had tried to talk to her uncle. It was the same one that had spoken to 
her across the campfire. 
 “Well, surely you understand that you are a very attractive woman...” the voice 
seemed to be struggling to find the words. “Fire is young yet, he is passionate but does 
not understand how to control those passions, he will learn. In the mean time...” 
 Suddenly she was reminded of her nakedness. The corona of light that surrounded 
the silhouette of her hooded interrogator blocked her view of him but she had the 
creeping feeling that his eyes were probing her body. 

“What I’m trying to say is… they were meant to be somewhat more gentle.” 
Fire was not dead? Had it been Fire holding her from behind, squeezing her throat 

and pinching her wrist? 
 She was brought out of her shock by a blow across the face. She felt a burst of 
anger. She could not strike back, could not even defend herself. 
 “What kind of coward are you?” she snarled. “You can’t even face a woman 
while she’s standing on her own feet? You have to tie me down, so that you can beat me 
and ridicule me? What does that do for you?” 
 “We are going to ask you some questions,” Sam told her, his voice grating as if 
two stones were being rubbed together deep in his throat. 
 “Ask then,” she whispered between clenched teeth. Here it came, she would 
finally find out what it was they wanted to know. 
 “What is your name?” This came from the familiar voice of one of the elements 
out of her sight. 
 Before she could even open her mouth to respond she was struck again, this time 
a flat slap across her breasts that made her clench her teeth in anger. 
 “You already know that,” she yelled. 
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 Then it began in earnest. She heard questions repeated over and over, first they 
were just asking things about her life. Did she have any pets? Family? Boyfriends? 
Lovers? What were their names, birthdays, and where was she from, what was it like? 
She knew they were trying to make her comfortable, feel like all the questions were 
nonsense, useless, meaningless. She answered them carefully. With each question came 
another blow. Her ribs were bruised and her thighs were beat incessantly as well as her 
arms, face, feet and hands. They drove fists into her stomach, they jabbed fingers into her 
side and back. No matter what she said or did, the pain kept coming and each act made 
her more and more angry until she wanted to scream. Get to the point, fools. I don’t know 
anything anyway. 
 When the serious question finally came she heaved an inward sigh of relief. It was 
almost over. She could tell by the feeling in the room, they were drawing up to the point 
where they were going to ask what they really wanted to know. 
 “What are the dragons planning to do at the end of all things?” Sam’s voice grated 
through his throat with anxious exuberance. He had been waiting for this, this answer that 
would give him what he wanted. 
 Smith heard the question and felt the slap that was about to come as she lay there 
considering. This was what he thought she could tell him? Didn’t he know that the 
dragons didn’t share their thoughts with anybody? Did he not know that they had told her 
they would do nothing? 
 A smile began to spread across her face. “That’s what this is all about?” she burst 
out suddenly, “you think I know? I don’t even know where the dragons are, or how to 
find them. I don’t know anything…” 
 There was no blow, no jab or slap. There was only deadly silence that scared her 
more than if Sam had reared up in anger at her and fallen upon her helpless body with all 
his might. 
 “She is lying,” Smith recognized the voice of the man who had captured her in the 
motel, Fire, the passionate one. He sounded different from the other elements, his voice 
younger, less mature. She tried to crane her neck to see him, look at the speaker but her 
head could not move any more than the rest of her could. 
 “I will get it out of her,” Fire muttered. 
 Sam made no reply. Smith tried to show no fear. 
 Sam stepped closer to her and leaned down over her so that his robed chest was 
nearly touching her own bare one. She could just see into the darkness of his cowl as his 
face peered into her eyes. 
 “Tell me one thing,” he said, his nose nearly touching hers, “are the dragons 
aiding you? Do you have their help?” 
 She swallowed hard. She had always imagined that villains had horrendous 
breath. She found herself reflecting on the fact that what emanated from Sam had no 
smell at all; it was merely words that leaked into her mind and sent a shiver down her 
spine. 
 She tried to shake her head but couldn’t so she parted her lips and said simply, 
“No. They have refused our every plea for mercy.” 
 She saw the shadow of a smile grace his lips momentarily and then he was gone, 
with a speed that left her suddenly blinded by the light that had been hidden behind him. 
She heard his voice. “Lock her up. She tells the truth. I have what I need.” 
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 She was released suddenly and collapsed to the floor, her muscles unable to hold 
her up after being strained and held still for so long. She tried to rise but felt rough hands 
grabbing her thigh and then a sharp pain in one of her buttocks. They had injected 
something into her. She tried to struggle but was too weak. Already her vision was 
getting blurry. She rolled onto her back, or was rolled, she couldn’t tell which and she 
looked up to see the flaming red eyes of Fire looking down at her. She tried to move but 
couldn’t tell if her muscles responded. Suddenly there were some hands sliding under her 
and lifting her off the ground. She plunged into the depths of sleep and all thought left 
her. 
 In her sleep she dreamed of darkness, complete and absolute. Hands groped at her 
in the dark, feeling her naked body as she lay motionless, unable to move. 

She woke, panting in the dark, to find silence all around and she drifted off again 
in the drug-induced sleep that kept her docile. This time her dreams were more pleasant, 
dreams of family, dreams of MacElly and Coltran and friends from her past. None of 
them touched her she was grateful and full of peace. 
 She slept with the knowledge that she was safe, she had not been harmed in any 
way that would not heal. 
 When she finally awoke she lay naked on a cold floor in complete darkness, one 
arm and one leg were stretched over something that radiated heat. She could tell 
immediately that it was a human body, a live one. Her first thought was ice-cold fear that 
her dream had come true. It dissipated quickly as she realized the body she was so close 
to was much hotter than it should be, so feverish that she could barely stand to touch the 
sultry skin with her own flesh. 
 MacElly? “Oh what have they done to you?” she whispered. “What have they 
done?” 
 There was no response in the darkness, just the sound of heavy breathing as the 
chest under her arm rose and fell sporadically. She struggled up with her knees beneath 
her on the concrete floor. She leaned over the body. She could see nothing. She ran her 
fingers gently over his chest and then the rest of his body, looking for a wound or sore 
that could be causing this fever. She found it quickly, his left shoulder festered and 
swollen so that when her fingers probed at the raw flesh he jerked deliriously. She tried to 
remember every bit of medical training she had ever received. She was not a medic. The 
wound had to be cleaned out, that much she was sure of, and he needed water. His skin 
was so dry from the fever that it felt like hot paper under her hands. 
 She began to weep with helplessness and laid her head down on his chest and let 
the tears run silently down her cheeks to drip onto his burning skin. 

She would have to sit with him and wait while he died. 
 We’ve got to escape, she decided. 
 “God,” she whispered into the silence around her, more for the sound of her voice 
than for anything, “what can I do?” She fell silent again and let the tears leak out of her 
eyes and run down her face. She leaned away from MacElly’s inert body and looked up 
into the darkness, her mind gone suddenly numb with desperation. Finally she wiped the 
tears from her cheeks. Her muscles protested as she stood in the dark, naked and alone. 
 Slowly she inched along the floor until she found a wall, then she felt her way 
along that wall until she came to another one. She turned the corner and began to work 
her way back along that wall, her hands questing about, looking for a door or a window 
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or any sign of weakness in the smooth material. It felt like wood - boards nailed flush 
against each other. At one point she found what felt like the head of a nail that was not 
pounded in all the way, there was just enough room to fit one fingernail underneath it but 
it was painfully obvious after several tries that it was in too securely to pry out. She 
continued on her way around until she came to another corner and from there finally she 
found what had to be the door. It was smooth and wide and of a different texture than the 
rest of the wall. She felt it up and down and could not find a handle anywhere. When she 
moved past it her foot bumped into something and wetness splashed across her foot. She 
bent down to feel with her hand and found a bowl, metal by the feel of it and full of 
water. She felt tears well up in her eyes again at the discovery. It wasn’t much water, but 
it was enough to keep MacElly alive… for a while anyway. 
 Carefully, on hands and knees, scooting the bowl in front of her as she went she 
made her way directly across the floor until her hand found MacElly’s knee. She felt her 
way up his body to his mouth and swollen tongue and sat down on the floor next to him. 
She leaned over him, resting herself on his chest. She kept one hand on his mouth so that 
she would know where it was. She wet her other hand in the water and quickly moved it 
over to drip on MacElly’s tongue. 
 After several minutes of this she decided to try something else. She knelt on the 
floor and lifted him under his armpits so that his head was resting against the middle of 
her chest and his body was propped up against her. Tipping his head back she lifted the 
bowl up and poured as much water as she dared into his mouth. At first he gagged and 
choked as if he had forgotten how to swallow but then she heard the audible sound of his 
throat doing what it was made for as the water found its way down the proper channel. 
She poured some more water into his mouth and he swallowed it. She began holding it to 
his lips and tilting it slightly and he would drink it in great gulps, water splashed down 
his chin and she felt it running off his body and onto her legs. She kept pouring it into his 
mouth until the bowl was empty and his feverish belly was bloated with new water. She 
lowered him to the ground then and let him rest some more. Other than swallowing the 
water that was given to him he had made no motions to indicate that he was still alive or 
even conscious. 
 She crawled into one of the corners and huddled up, her knees drawn up to her 
face and let the tears return. This was not the despair of hopelessness that had gripped her 
before. It was the deep feeling of pain and helplessness that she could do nothing. 
MacElly was going to die, and she could do nothing to help him. If it was MacElly. She 
realized as she rested her forehead on her arms that she didn’t really know who it was. 
 Her body soon carried her into sleep, weariness overpowering her grief. She had 
been through a lot in the last two days and had not slept except in the restless repose of 
one drugged. She was weary and her eyes quickly dried as they relaxed into slumber. 
 This time when she awoke she felt an exhilarating euphoria come over her. She 
knew how to save MacElly. Maybe. That nail she had found before, if she could get it 
from the wall she could use it to lance his shoulder, the infection could get out and maybe 
his fever would drop. She rose, her body pressed against the wall and began feeling with 
her hands as she worked her way along. She remembered it had been about shoulder high 
so she moved along the wall quickly feeling for the protruding head of the nail. She had 
only made it a few feet when she realized she had no way of getting it out of the wall 
once she found it. 



Approaching Darkness 
Jesse Whitehead 
154,000 words 

178   

 She sunk to the floor again and stretched her legs out, letting her buttocks rest on 
the cool floor. Her foot kicked the metal bowl that had been full of water and it clanged 
on the concrete as it tipped over in the darkness. 
 Groping at the floor where the noise had been she quickly retrieved the bowl and 
stood up again. Carrying it in one hand she moved around the room feeling the wall with 
her other hand. 
 When she finally found the nail she thrust the edge of the bowl up against the 
head of the nail and pulled down on the opposite side. There was an audible ping and the 
bowl snapped free. The nail didn’t stick out far enough for the bowl to get a good 
purchase on it. She dug her fingernails under the edge of the nail and pulled until each of 
them was broken off, two of them bleeding and painful. She tried to bite the nail by 
pressing her face up against the wall and locking her teeth behind it but she found her 
nose and lips got in the way. In frustration she slammed the bowl into the wall. 
 She wanted to give up. There was no use. There was nothing else. No other form 
of hope. 
 She jammed the edge of the bowl up against the nail again and pounded on the 
bottom of the bowl with the side of her fist. She beat on it until her hand hurt and she 
couldn’t hit it any more. Finally she uttered a short prayer and sighed once in anticipation 
then jerked on the lip of the bowl. It didn’t move. She put all her strength into it and felt 
the bowl warping as she pulled with all her might. There was a scraping, wrenching 
sound and she felt the nail move slightly. Elation washed through her and she began 
tugging and jerking on the bowl frenetically. Finally the bowl clattered to the ground and 
she heard the nail bouncing on the concrete also. She lunged to the floor and felt around 
with her hands until she found it and picked it up. 
 Now was the hard part. She had never stabbed somebody with a nail before. She 
had never stabbed anybody with anything. She began having second thoughts, what if the 
nail was rusty, what if it was dirty? She didn’t know what kind of infections she would be 
giving her friend. For that matter she didn’t really know how clean she was. 
 It was the only choice. MacElly would die if something weren’t done for him 
soon. He might die if she used a dirty nail to lance his wound. It was a chance she would 
have to take. 
 She made her way to where MacElly lay, still burning with fever. His breathing 
sounded a little less labored and she hoped the water was doing him some good. Finding 
the wound on his shoulder she placed the tip of her nail against it and held it there for a 
moment while she prepared herself. What if it was the wrong spot? What if the wound 
was actually up another centimeter - or a whole inch? 
 The longer you think about it the harder it’s going to be, she told herself. Just do 
it. Then, pressing her hand down on the head of the nail she leaned into it until she felt it 
break through his flesh. MacElly jerked and cried out in pain, his shoulder bucking 
underneath her as his body tried in vain to get away from whatever was causing injury to 
it. The nail slid in easily after that and she jerked her hand away, pulling it with her. 
 The fluid needed to drain, she had no cloth or water to wipe it away from his 
punctured wound so she dropped the nail and found his shoulder with her hands. Part of 
his shoulder was already slick with fluid and she tried not to think about it as she found 
the puncture with her fingers and began to squeeze all around it, massaging the infection 
out of the sore. MacElly thrashed about weakly as she did so, trying to jerk his shoulder 
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out from under the firm pressure of her grip. He whimpered every time she squeezed and 
cried out several times. 
 Sudden light blasted her face and she jerked in shock. Her eyes, so accustomed to 
the dark cried out in pain at the sudden brightness. 
 There was a low exhaling of breath and then a voice spoke to her. “Still think 
you’re so important?” She could see his shape now, surrounded by a corona of light that 
made him appear angelic. “I came to water the dogs. Your friend, he never drank the 
water, guess he didn’t know it was there. Did you like it?” He chuckled to himself as if he 
had just uttered some joke that nobody else understood. 
 Smith turned her head away from the light and tried to blink the all-encompassing 
spot from her eyes. She could see the water bowl next to her where she kneeled next to 
MacElly on the concrete. It was bent and misshapen into an oval from her prying with it. 
She picked it up and looked at it as if it could tell her something. 
 She felt a rage building up inside her. Why were they treating her this way? 
Wasn’t it apparent that neither of them knew anything? 
 She lurched to her feet, forgetting her nakedness, and her smaller stature. 
 “What do you want?” she screamed at him, “He needs a doctor, and we need to 
get out of this pit. What do you think your going to get from us?” She was in his face 
now -- her body almost touching his -- as she pressed close to him in her fury. He was 
different from the other Elements. His skin pale, his hair blond, but his face was still 
indescribably beautiful. She swung the metal bowl with all her strength and caught him 
squarely in the side of the head making him step back. He looked dazed and she 
advanced on him again. 
 “This is idiocy,” she screamed, “Do you want us dead? Then why don’t you just 
kill us?” She struck out again. This time his elbow blocked her strike and smashed into 
her wrist, making her drop the bowl. She tried to hit him with her fists but he quickly 
shoved those aside as well and his arm snaked out and gripped her around the neck lifting 
her up onto her tiptoes as his fingers dug into her flesh. She stared into his flaming red 
eyes. 
 He hissed, deep in his throat and his all too handsome features contorted into a 
grimace. “Be careful what you say,” he said, his voice gone soft. His eyes looked up and 
down her body slowly and his lip curled into a sneer again. “If I had things my way, you 
would not be here,” he whispered, “your friend would be dead also.” He glanced over her 
shoulder then and looked at MacElly. He shrugged as if to say, but they aren’t, for now. 
He smiled then and looked back at her, “You humans are quite resourceful really, I think 
you might have saved his life.” 
 She had both of her hands grasping his, trying to loosen his grip on her throat. He 
squeezed hard enough that she couldn’t breathe and the heat of his skin burned her. 
 He paid no attention to her efforts. Instead he focused again on MacElly lying on 
the floor and she heard a soft sizzling sound. MacElly began thrashing around on the 
floor and whimpering in pain. 
 She became even more frantic then. What was he doing? She lifted her feet up 
underneath herself to kick him in the abdomen. With a snarl he dropped her so that she 
landed on the hard floor with a bump that sent pain up through her tailbone and spine. 
She gasped in pain that seemed too great to move. She hoped that her tailbone wasn’t 
broken, or her spine impacted. She rolled onto her side and tried to force air in and out of 
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her lungs. The skin on her throat felt burned and raw and the pain in her tailbone sent 
paralyzing darts through her body that tried to force the air from her lungs. 
 She heard the sound of water pouring into a bowl and then the soft clang as it was 
set on the floor a few feet from her. Then the light disappeared again and she was left in 
darkness. 
 The tears were there, she knew they were, they wanted to come out and she 
wanted to cry. Her throat made restricting motions that caused her to sob softly in the 
darkness but there were no more tears to be had. No more crying. She swallowed the sobs 
in her throat and lay on her side waiting for the pain to go away and subside. It wasn’t 
long before she fell asleep again. 
 

*** 
 

 She awoke to a low moaning sound emanating from the darkness around her. She 
lay still on the ground listening to the low sounds, her heart racing in pain for her friend. 
MacElly wasn’t dead yet but she could not bring herself to move in the darkness for fear 
of what she might find. His keening had an eerie pitch that sent shivers up and down her 
spine as if she was surrounded by ethereal creatures all whining in symphony. 
 She sucked air into her lungs, realizing she had been holding her breath. Finally, 
telling herself that any sound from him was a good sign, not a bad one, she rolled onto 
her hands and knees and tried to identify him in the darkness. His voice bounced off the 
close walls and surrounded her so that she had a hard time telling the direction of the 
sound. She began crawling until her hand touched his thigh and she stopped not knowing 
what to do next. His moaning cry never faltered, repeating over and over, slow, deep and 
resonant. 
 She stayed where she was for several minutes trying to think what to do. 
 “Waa-aaa” MacElly cried into the dark in front of her. “Waa-aaa, waa-aaa.” It 
rasped out of his throat like it was scraping across something. 
 Water? 
 “Water?” she asked. Her own voice was scratchy and dry and she had to swallow 
several times to wet her throat so that she could talk. “Do you need water?” 
 There was sudden silence at the sound of her voice and she wondered if he had 
lapsed into unconsciousness. Suddenly a hand grabbed her forearm and she jumped. 
MacElly pulled at her pleadingly and she allowed him to pull her over to him until she 
felt his dry lips touch her ear. 
 “Waa - teeerrr,” he whispered so quietly she almost missed it even this close. 
 “All right,” she muttered, “I’ll get you water. Just let me go.” 
 His hand released her and she stumbled back and fell on her rump. She made her 
way across the floor toward where she remembered the water was left next to the door. 
She retrieved it and brought it back to him. Her thoughts threatened to overcome her as 
she remembered MacElly in all his virulence during the weeks they had worked on the 
Stonehenge project and the months afterwards. He was always such a delight to be 
around. She squeezed her eyes shut and remembered his laughing at his own jokes that 
were usually so bad they made most people smile and shake their heads. Will he ever be 
like that again? She wondered to herself if the world would ever be ‘normal’ again. She 
longed for the days of her childhood when she had no worries and no concerns. 
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 She knelt down next to MacElly and touched his lips with her hand then brought 
the bowl over close to him. 
 “It’s here,” she rasped out, realizing suddenly that she was very thirsty also, she 
better make sure that he saved some for her. 
 His hands reached up groping in wanton desire for the water that was so near to 
him. She helped him hold it steady in his shaking hands as he pulled it up to his cracked 
lips. He was barely able to lift his head so she cradled the bowl with one hand and his 
head with the other while he swallowed the water, letting it run over his swollen tongue 
and across his cracked lips. He didn’t spill a drop, despite his shaking hands, not an 
ounce of wetness splashed down his face. 
 Finally he handed the bowl back to her and laid his head back on the cold floor. 
As she lifted the bowl to her own lips she realized that his fever had broken. He was no 
longer burning with heat. 
 She drank slowly, cherishing what little remained. 
 “I saw him,” MacElly muttered. 
 “Saw who?” she asked setting the bowl down again. 
 “Coltran?” he asked, “Bob? I’m not sure which. He was a great red dragon, like 
fire in the night parting the mist and fog and boiling his own skin.” 
 Smith tried to peer at him in the darkness. He was dreaming. He had to be, or 
mad, one of the two. 
 “Are you... awake?” she asked quietly. 
 “Yes, I’m awake,” he said irritably. “We’ve got to get out of here. The boss is 
going to be mad if he finds out what we’ve been doing.” 
 “What are you talking about?” Smith asked him, a cold ball forming in her 
stomach. 
 “You, me, in here. Would you mind turning the lights on?” 
 Smith closed her eyes again praying silently that MacElly would recover from this 
madness. “There are no lights, MacElly... Peter.” 
 “No lights? Sounds like pretty shoddy construction. Open a window or something 
then, I can’t see a thing.” 
 “Neither can I,” she said. At least she meant to say it. It got choked in her throat 
so that her lips made the movements but her voice would not work. She didn’t want to 
start crying again, she had done too much of that lately. 
 “Help... me... up” MacElly was grunting like he was trying to get up by himself. 
 “You’re too weak,” she insisted, “You should lie still.” 
 “No,” his grunt was strained as if it was barely making it out of his throat. 
 She reached out to him and helped him sit up then she scooted him across the 
smooth floor so that his back was leaning against the wall. She was afraid he would tip 
over and hurt himself so she leaned him up against her shoulder and sat next to him. 
 He was silent for several minutes then and she sat in the darkness contemplating 
what was going on. 
 “Dark thoughts.” MacElly seemed to be stating a fact rather than asking so she 
didn’t answer. “It’s all dark now,” he continued after a moment, “even my dreams, and 
my thoughts, my mind.” 
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 Smith sat in silence letting his voice drone on in the dark, feeling the warmth of 
his body pressed against her side, not moving. She sat and let the ice form in her stomach, 
and her chin quiver in helplessness. He was going mad, or already had gone. 
 “I’ve seen it.” He reached over and patted her on the shoulder as he said that, 
“I’ve seen it.” 
 “Seen what?” she asked after swallowing the knot in her throat. 
 He didn’t seem to notice the quaver in her voice. “The stones.” He said, “so tall, 
majestic. They glint in the sun, only they’re not there yet. It hasn’t been built. The 
darkness is coming.” The last was a whisper that sent shivers down her spine. 
 “What do you mean MacElly?” she asked, “The darkness is here.” 
 “No, no, it can’t be,” she could feel his body convulsing next to her as he shook 
himself violently as if trying to rid himself of the suggestion. “Where are the dragons? 
The dragons will come when the darkness comes. That’s what it’s for, you know. The 
dragons will kill each other.” He swallowed audibly and his hand prodded at her shoulder 
again. “I had a dream.” 
 She knew she couldn’t talk now without letting the distress show in her voice so 
she just lowered her head and let a tear squeeze through her tightly closed eyes to roll 
silently down her cheek. 
 “It hurts so bad, and I am very thirsty. We must get out of here. I know a way out, 
it’s very easy, and I just need more strength. I can’t run very fast right now. Let me finish 
my meal.” 
 Smith took a few deep breaths trying to calm her mind. She had explored the 
entire room as much as she could with her hands and feet, if there was a way out they 
couldn’t find it in the dark. She had already thought of pulling on the board with the loose 
nail that she had removed but it was still held in place just as solidly as if the nail had still 
been there. No, she decided, it was not possible to escape right now. She wouldn’t give 
up hope, there could be changes, and she dared not call the dragons. Red was doing 
something much more important now and as far as she knew it all depended on him. 
 “Coltran sends his love,” MacElly muttered, his voice deep and scratchy, “he’s 
been burning things. Poof.” He laughed suddenly, “Just like that and up it goes, flaming 
its way to the heavens. Quite beautiful really.” Smith remained silent, she didn’t know 
what to say, the ice in her stomach and the knot in her throat might have made it 
impossible to talk anyway and something inside her told her that it would only get worse 
if she spoke. If she just remained silent it would soon go away and everything would be 
normal again. 
 “I don’t like him though,” MacElly’s voice grew dark and menacing, “William is 
very bad,” he began shaking his head violently, “he makes everything burn so fast and so 
hot. He burns my eyes and my shoulder and my lungs and the heat is too much, it’s going 
to kill me.” 
 His voice faded to a whisper at the end and he was silent again. Smith noticed that 
his fever was returning, his shoulder pressed up against hers was searing hot and she 
cried out in her heart for some solution to his pain and suffering. 
 “Fire,” he suddenly screamed, making her jump. “Fire.” He began to frantically 
scrabble at the wall as if trying to climb it. She put her arm around him and whispered 
because that was all her voice would do right then. “There’s no fire, MacElly, there’s no 
fire.” 
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 He became more and more frantic trying to push her arm away and crawl up the 
wall. He was too feeble to exert much force so she held him down. Finally, in frustration, 
she wrapped both arms around him, pinning his arms to his sides, and put all of her 
weight down on his body. He collapsed to the floor, sprawled out and shivering 
underneath her. She clung to him for several seconds, holding him tight while he shook. 
 “There is no fire,” she whispered again. 
 His arms twitched trying to get loose and she relaxed a little. He moved one hand 
slowly up her side and over her shoulder to grip the back of her neck. He didn’t squeeze 
tight but he held on to her with a grip that screamed in desperation. 
 “They’re going to die, Smith.” It was the first time he had used her name, 
“They’re killing each other. Fire and acid and claws and teeth are rending the fabric of 
their very being.” 
 She lay on top of him in silence for several seconds trying to comprehend what 
she should do. “I’m not crazy, Patricia.” His whisper begged to be heard. 
 “But...” her tears were threatening to return. You sound so crazy? What was there 
to say, he couldn’t be anything else. 
 His body was shaking violently now, shivering in reaction to it’s own exigent 
heat. His grip on her neck weakened as he passed back into unconsciousness. He pulled 
her head down with the last of his strength until her chin rested on his shoulder and his 
lips were almost touching her ear. 
 “I can see things in the darkness,” his whisper sent another shiver down her spine. 
It sounded so eerily cognitive. Not at all like what she imagined a madman would sound 
like. “They are very angry. There is war. The dragons are fighting. The dragons are 
killing each other. We have to stop them. Patricia.” Then there was silence and his hand 
released its grip on her and slid to the floor. 
 Smith lay there for a long time, counting her breaths, letting her mind wander in 
and out of thought. Emotionally numb she felt unable to comprehend what he had told 
her and unwilling to believe it. 
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The March 
 
 The darkness felt eternal. Her eyes strained into the black searching for the hole in 
eternity that must be there, the light that must project from some orifice in the black hole 
that she sank into at infinite speed. 
 That’s where we are, Smith thought to herself, a black hole. Stretched to infinity, 
even light dissipated to nothing. After all if you take a finite thing and stretch it over an 
infinite space, what was left? Nothing is left of us, just our minds and souls, trapped in 
eternal imprisonment. 
 She knew MacElly was awake again, had been for some time. She could hear him 
running his dry hands over the smooth floor and walls. He didn’t say anything and she 
didn’t either. She couldn’t bear to. Every time he spoke his voice reached deep inside her 
heart and yanked a couple of strings until tears welled up in her eyes. He had been so 
intelligent, so jovial and enjoyable and now all he talked about was madness, visions of 
flame and destruction. She wondered several times if he had become one of the prophets 
of biblical legend, his mind so lost in the future that the present had no meaning to him. 
 They would not break her, she determined, she would not be destroyed so 
thoroughly as he had been. Some kind of luck or mercy had kept her from being tortured 
as violently as MacElly had been and she wondered what element of fate it was that kept 
her sane while he descended into such madness. 
 “We’ve got to get out of here,” she whispered to herself, desperation creeping into 
her voice. 
 “Yes,” MacElly muttered suddenly, “get out. That’s the talk. Let’s get out. We 
can go for a walk. It’s a little cramped in here, don’t you think, and dark?” 
 She did not reply. She bit her bottom lip and closed her eyes. 
 “He’s turned them all off, you know,” MacElly told her. He sounded a little closer 
than he had before. She felt a pang of fear, locked in here with a madman. Would he 
harm her? She wanted the old MacElly back, the one that she had no reason to be scared 
of. 
 “Everything,” MacElly continued. She felt his body settling down next to hers. 
“Just, blip, blip, blip, there he goes and there he goes again. It’s quite spectacular really, I 
can’t quite work out how he’s done it but I get this feeling that tells me I’ve almost got 
it.” 
 “Who are you talking about?” Smith asked, angrily, determined he would not 
make her cry again. 
 “Everybody, who do you think?” MacElly bumped her shoulder with his. “You 
know, it’s quite a scary time to be here. Nothing works, the lights are out, the car won’t 
start. I can’t even get a descent shave.” He was scrubbing at his face with his fingers, 
furiously. 
 Something clicked in Smith’s mind. “What did you say?” she asked suddenly 
intense. 
 MacElly did not respond for several seconds and she turned to grab his shoulders. 
“What did you just say?” 
 “He’s flipped the switch, nothing works anymore.” 
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 “Cars, lights, planes, telephones, radios? None of them work?” Smith tried in vain 
to peer into his eyes. She needed to see his eyes to know if he was crazy. How could he 
know that? “Did Sam tell you? Did he tell you what he’s doing?” 
 She could feel his body start to shake then it calmed, “No! No!” he yelled in a 
panic and jerked his shoulders from her grasp. “Sam,” he hissed, “tells nothing. I know. I 
feel it.” 
 She felt a shiver go down her spine at the sinister sound in his voice. 
 “I feel your pain,” he muttered suddenly, his voice softer, his fingers touching her 
cheek to wipe a tear she didn’t know she had lost. “I feel a lot. This darkness makes me 
feel more, I can see beyond... beyond...” he sighed heavily and dropped his hand. 
 She swallowed the lump in her throat and settled down on the ground, “So he’s 
taken over all the technology? Turned it all off?” 
 “It’s all gone, Patricia my dear, everything is gone, destroyed. Off we go again, 
flitting about the sky like a bird.” He remained silent for a long time. “Do you feel it 
then?” 
 “No,” she answered, unsure what he was talking about. 
 “Falling, like eternity, darkness forever, tangible, like a black hole.” He spoke in 
short spurts. Smith curled in the corner, her knees drawn up to her chest, trying to ignore 
him. “So, you do feel it then. We’re moving about, the world spins beneath us, that’s 
when the world moves and we hang on tight and hope we don’t fall.” 
 Smith didn’t know what to say, she couldn’t make any sense of what he was 
saying. Madness still. 
 “Oh, he’s good,” MacElly muttered, “they don’t know he’s taking their freedom 
to think right out from under them, like pulling a rug out from underneath somebody and 
watching them fall to the ground, only they land on a bed of air so they don’t really 
notice that now they’re lying down instead of standing only the bed of air is really thorns 
and needles that prod and poke and move until you go crazy with it all and that’s when 
he’s got you, your mind is his, and you can’t even dream without him saying so. It’s a 
scary time, my friend, very scary indeed.” 
 His voice, his speech, all of it sounded so normal. So much like MacElly. The 
words were all wrong though, nothing that he ever would have said. No order or thought 
behind it, it seemed just a jumble of ramblings that a small child might make. 
 “Regardless of all that,” he continued, “we must escape now, there really is no 
better time. I know just the thing to do. I’ve been trying to figure it out this whole time. 
Somehow there’s a spatial disruption going on, he’s overcome one of the most basics of 
physics and I didn’t believe it at first but now I can see what he’s doing and it sort of 
makes sense. I still can’t see it all but on the way I stumbled across the means of our 
freedom. Do you want me tell you what I’m planning?” 
 Smith didn’t know what to say to that. It was a surprisingly coherent question and 
she got the impression somehow that if she understood what he was talking about then 
everything he was saying would make perfect sense. “Yes,” she whispered finally. 
 “Physics,” he replied, “not my specialty, I know, but that’s what we’re going to 
do.” 
 Smith felt her heart sink into her stomach. He was still crazy. There was no plan. 
 “I can make them stop, like hypnosis, I suppose,” he continued. “They’ll just 
stand there while we walk right past them. Only one, I can only do one.” 
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 “We’ll need clothes,” she reminded him, “we’re completely naked, we won’t 
make it far this way.” 
 “It will be okay,” he said patting her on the arm. “When he opens the door just be 
ready to move. That is all you will need.” 
 He was silent then for a long time and she thought he was sleeping again. She 
stood in the darkness to stretch her legs and let the cramps in her muscles relax. She 
needed a weapon. 

She had a metal bowl and a naked body. That was all she could think of. If she 
timed it right, she figured she could at least make an attempt to get them out of there. She 
leaned against the wall and tried to flex her muscles, making sure they were primed and 
warm and ready. She had to be ready the next time they brought water. If they brought 
the water. 

Finally she felt along the floor until she found the metal water bowl that was 
slightly ovoid now from its brief stint as a pry bar and settled down across from the door 
to wait. 
 “Oh that’s very bad,” MacElly muttered from his place on the floor. The anguish 
in his voice tore at her heart. “She’s dead,” he wailed, “he killed her, she’s dead, don’t 
you see, go back, she’s dead.” Then he was silent again. 
 Smith suppressed a shiver at his unexplained exclamations. She gripped the bowl 
in both of her fists and tried to prepare in the darkness to lunge forward quickly and 
strongly so that she would have some chance of surprise. She pictured herself over and 
over hurtling across the small room the metal bowl clutched in both hands to deliver a 
two handed swing across the face of... somebody. 
 “They’re coming,” MacElly whispered. She heard his body scraping on the floor 
as he moved, she supposed he was raising himself up, either sitting or standing. How he 
could know that they were coming she couldn’t guess but she put her feet under her and 
hovered in a crouch ready to spring in case he was right. 
 The door banged open and light burst upon them, blinding Smith as she shoved 
herself forward, wildly swinging the metal bowl in her doubled fists at the level of a 
person’s face. Her vision cleared for just a moment as the light from outside was partially 
eclipsed by a person’s body and she saw the youthful face of Fire frozen in shock just 
before the bottom of her weapon smashed into his face. She slammed into him, unable to 
stop herself and he staggered backward several steps. The light hurt her eyes so that she 
could barely open them but she pushed herself away from him and took another swing at 
his face. This time she flattened his nose and a smear of blood ran along his cheek. She 
must have surprised him completely because he hadn’t made a single move to attack her. 
He staggered away from her and she grabbed his collar, pulling him into the darkened 
room where she could see better and shoved him against the wall. He slumped to the 
ground when she let him go and struggled to raise his head, blood dripping from his nose 
to run down his chin. She dropped her knees on his chest and, grabbing his head in both 
hands she slammed it into the concrete floor with three loud cracks. 
 Quickly she stretched him out on the floor and began stripping his clothes from 
him. 
 Careful not to get blood on the shirt as she pulled it over his head her fingers 
found the spot where she had smashed his skull on the floor. The area felt soft to the 
touch and almost made her retch when her fingers pressed against it and felt it give. She 
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was tempted to hit him again just to finish him off but couldn’t bring herself to strike him 
while he lay completely unconscious. 
 “These will fit you better than they will me,” she told MacElly looking up at him. 
 She stopped in horror. He was standing with his back to her, facing the doorway, 
his naked body framed with a halo of light. His back was an emaciated mess of scabs and 
welts inflicted by a whip or some similar weapon. He stood, his limbs shaking, as if 
shocked by the light seeping in through the half-open doorway. 
 It was no wonder he had gone crazy, she would have too, if they had treated her 
like that. 
 She did not want to look, to let the sobs pile up in her throat, the anger to fester in 
her heart. She especially didn’t want to see her best friend naked and beaten to insanity. 
She could not look away. She felt like she was watching an accident on the freeway or 
war footage on television. It was too horrible to see but she couldn’t stop looking. 
 She swallowed the tears and beat back the incapacitating anger. “MacElly,” she 
muttered. 
 He gave a start and turned toward her slightly. “These clothes will fit you better 
than they will me,” she could only manage just better than a whisper because her throat 
threatened to catch on every word. And I won’t have to look at what they’ve done to you. 
 He only shook his head and returned to watching the open door as if he were 
mesmerized by it. “You take them,” he said in the same subdued voice. He sounded on 
the verge of crying as well, “What may give you comfort will only give me pain.” 
 She licked her suddenly dry lips and turned her head away. If he was gracious 
enough to allow her to cover herself then the least she could do was not stare at him. 
 The clothes were too big. She had to tie the belt around her waist to hold the pants 
up and they ballooned around her legs like a couple of parachutes. The shirt was equally 
large on her. She had always been active and athletic which kept her slender and the 
clothes felt like two of her would have fit comfortably. Looking at the naked man lying 
on the floor, blood running from his nose she felt no pity. She was almost certain she had 
seen the Elements survive much worse. 
 “We’ll lock him in,” she decided with finality. “Let’s get out of here, I don’t think 
I can stay in the dark another minute.” 
 She found a set of keys on a ring in one of the pockets and they walked through 
the door and into the light. She pulled it closed behind her and locked it firmly with the 
keys. 
 “Did he have water?” MacElly asked, “I am very thirsty.” 
 Smith stopped as she finished locking the door and looked around. He had not 
dropped a container of any kind and there had been nothing in his hands. 
 “Damn,” she swore. 
 “He didn’t, did he,” MacElly asked. He sighed, “We’d better move quickly.” 
 Smith cursed herself for not noticing, either he had come to get them or to taunt 
them. If it was the first and more likely case, then he would be missed quickly and 
another would be sent to check. If they were not long gone by then it would all be over. 
She didn’t know what kind of recriminations would come from their actions if they were 
caught but she didn’t want to find out. 
 They were in a small white room with one door opposite the one they had just 
come from and what looked like a hallway past that going either direction. She stepped 
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past MacElly to peek around the doorframe and check it out. One way there were doors 
and rooms on either side, the other was only a few feet away and then it curved to the 
left. We’ll take the left curve she decided and turned back around to face MacElly. 
 He stood, completely naked just where he had been since coming out of their 
captivity. His shoulder, still red and infected looking was no longer swollen and leaking 
puss. The edges of the wound were seared as if burned and cauterized, the skin puckered 
and angry. She jerked her eyes away from his body and looked him in the eyes. 
 She had meant to say, “Let’s go left and around the corner, we can find a way out 
from there.” What came out was a short gasp. 
 She stood in stunned silence for several minutes. “MacElly,” she whispered. He 
didn’t move or say anything, “Peter?” She grabbed his face in both hands and stared up at 
him. “Your eyes,” she whispered, “they’ve taken your eyes.” The skin around his eyes 
burned bright red and the sockets themselves were dark weeping sores that gaped at the 
light in a freakish display of pain. “Oh, my friend,” she leaned her forehead against his 
bare chest and felt another tear run down the side of her nose to light on his welted and 
reddened stomach. MacElly just stood there and let her cry, her tears dripping onto his 
chest and rolling down his abdomen. After a moment she felt his arms encircle her. 
 “I just found out,” he whispered, “I’m afraid I’m not much use in an escape. You 
go without me.” 
 “No,” Smith said as she shook her head violently. What use would that be? “I’m 
not going to go tell your wife I left you like this, alone. I’m going to take you with me; 
I’ll be your eyes. We’ll get out, you’ll see.” 
 He began to protest but she hushed him with a hand over his cracked lips. Taking 
his hand she led him to the door. Her tears and her sobs were under control now and they 
had again receded to a hollow place in her throat. She checked out the hallway again and 
then, holding his hand tightly in hers she led him out and across the carpet. Again she 
checked the corner to the left before walking into view. It was empty also and at the end 
of it was a glass door, and freedom. Hurrying down the hallway, their bare feet almost 
silent on the soft carpet she guided her friend down the short corridor and through the 
door into day, and hope. 
 

*** 
 
 MacElly stood in the sunlight, basking in its warmth. He turned his face from side 
to side feeling the light bathing his face and his chest as it struck his naked body. 
 He saw dragons, tearing into each other. Their giant bodies slamming with such 
force that the ground shook and the heat of their anger melted stone into fine glass. Teeth 
and claws surrounded him and razor-edged scales scythed back and forth through the air. 
He flinched from every impact wondering how he was able to stand as the earth trembled. 
From what he saw there were dozens of them fighting each other, their molten metal 
blood dripping in rivulets to the ground to sizzle and steam on the stone. White-hot 
flames broiled around them and filled the chamber they occupied with such heat that he 
should not survive it. He would be instantly cooked and vaporized. 
 Suddenly a shadow came across the heat, blocking his vision and shielding him 
from the burning that surely would have accompanied his presence there. Suddenly he 
was very cold and he shivered. 
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 “They’re here,” he muttered, “Sam and the others, they are waiting for us.” 
 “Where?” whispered Smith, “I don’t see them.” 
 “That way,” he pointed in the direction of the coldness. 
 “That’s the other side of the building,” she murmured almost too quiet for him to 
hear. “If we hurry maybe we can make it to those trees before they find us.” 
 She began leading him down some hard steps and suddenly he was blasted by a 
cold wind that carried rain like ice and his feet seemed to freeze solid in the ice covered 
ground. He gasped at the sudden turn of climate but continued to move his feet as she led 
him. The touch of her hand on his arm was warm and comforting but he could barely feel 
it, almost as if it was abstract and unreal. 
 Men, warriors, ancient soldiers, huddled under trees trying to stay out of the ice 
cold rain that plunged to the earth about them. All around him was dark except for a few 
sparks of lightning that showed him the world as if displayed in a camera’s flash. 
 “How long can I continue to serve the Lord when my strength lies in 
destruction?” a voice asked, a young voice, barely into manhood. 
 “As long as you are needed,” an older voice responded, “Because you are His son, 
and He has chosen you.” 
 “Are you an angel?” the young man asked then. MacElly could see him 
dismounting his horse in a sudden flash of light. “How do you speak in my mind thus?” 
 “I am not an angel,” another voice said after several minutes. 
 MacElly knew that voice. That was Coltran. 
 “I did not speak to you. I believe that was… the intelligences around you, or 
maybe… inside you.” Coltran said, “I do not fully know my purpose here. Perhaps I am 
learning with you. I see your dreams.” 
 “You can see my dreams?” the boy seemed angered. 
 “I see all that you see,” Coltran answered, “I live inside your mind. Where my 
body is I do not know, but right now you are my body and I am an observer of all that 
you do.” 
 With that MacElly completed another step and the vision was gone. It was 
replaced with darkness again, the total darkness that was not to be relieved by flashes of 
light no matter their brilliance. Smith had him at a dead run now and the visions marched 
across his brain in between every step so that in a matter of a few seconds he had 
experienced ten or twenty times that amount of time passing before him. He saw two 
older men, one in a friars robes, another in a military uniform standing on a tall wooden 
box speaking passionately to a large crowd of people in what looked like Edinburgh. He 
saw a large, expansive army stretching across the plains of a dry dessert, endless in 
number and blackening the sands like cockroaches crawling from a burning house. He 
saw a woman taken with child, gasping and screaming in pain, alone in her rooms while 
she cried out for help and clutched at the blankets of her bed in utter agony. Childbirth 
was upon her and she was alone, completely. Outside her rooms, all was silent. No other 
living creature was anywhere except a lone cloaked figure standing outside in the rain 
listening to her screams through the open window and smiling. He saw Fire, the element 
they had left in the room of their captivity still lying in the darkness in a pool of his own 
blood. His face had turned purple and he was still motionless but just as MacElly’s feet 
whisked him off to another scene he saw a finger twitch. Finally he saw Sam, Earth, 
Water and Darkness moving silently around him and Smith, surrounding them and 
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closing the trap until they were caught. He saw them coming from all sides as if he was 
an objective observer. It was all over again. They had failed. 
 

*** 
 
 Smith pulled MacElly across the grassy ground toward the thick forest that could 
be seen only twenty yards away. They broke into a run but had only gone a few steps 
when MacElly stopped suddenly and pulled his hand away. She turned back to grab his 
arm, and hurry him along. 
 “It’s no use,” he muttered to her, “They have us already.” 
 “No,” she whispered, despair creeping into her voice, “We still have a chance...” 
 She trailed off as she saw what he was talking about. Three figures emerged from 
the trees, one in front and two to either side of them. From behind the building they had 
just left walked a lean, cloaked figure. Sam seemed to glide more than walk, the 
impression heightened by the long cloak that he wore which covered his feet completely. 
 Sam behind them, Darkness in front and Earth and Water to either side and 
closing in rapidly. Surrounded, beaten, defeated. Just leave us alone. 
 A great anger suddenly swelled up inside her. She bent her legs and raised her 
hands, fingers curled into fists. “I’ll kill them,” she said, through clenched teeth. 
 “I can hold two of them off,” MacElly whispered to her, “I can do that much for 
you.” 
 She shook her head sadly but only muttered a quiet thank you. 
 All four of their captors stopped in a circle, each one of them five feet from her. 
She felt a cold rush of adrenaline wash through her muscles and she clenched and 
unclenched her fists trying to make sure she was as primed and ready as she could be. 
 “Naked came I into the world,” Sam said. His voice was deep and contemplative. 
It also sounded amused. “And naked shall I go from it. Well, well, you two look like 
you’re in prime condition, I trust everything has been to your liking?” 
 Smith snarled at him, baring her teeth. She could feel white-hot anger burning in 
her veins, fueling the adrenaline that was already there. She felt as though she could spit 
flames like a dragon. 
 “Really,” Sam intoned as if he wasn’t really concerned, “You should have told me 
you were unhappy.” His voice suddenly took on a menacing quality, “I would have 
remedied that for you.” From where he stood she could not make out his face behind the 
darkness of the cowl that he always wore over his head but she got the distinct feeling 
that he was leering at her and she suddenly felt as naked as when she had been locked in 
the dark room. “I can make you happy, Patricia.” 
 His words dripped like fermented honey from his lips. From five feet away he 
lifted his hand toward her as if reaching out and she felt a hand caressing her face, her 
cheek, and her neck. 
 She shuddered at his virtual touch. No. “I will not be happy while you still live,” 
she spat between clenched teeth. 
 She felt, rather than saw, his grimace of hate inside the darkness of his cloak and 
he dropped his hand in a final gesture. With that one movement the three elements took 
one step forward. 
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 “Where is my friend, the one with the red eyes?” Sam asked them suddenly as if 
he had only now noticed the absence of Fire. 
 “He said to tell you he was busy,” MacElly muttered almost too quietly to be 
heard. “He had a previous engagement.” He chuckled then to himself and Smith 
wondered briefly if he was aware of their situation. The white-hot fury inside her burned 
the hotter with that thought and she felt adrenaline rushing through her blood ready to 
spring into action. She twisted her head around looking at the three elements trying to 
decide which one to attack. She knew she would only get one chance, they were fast and 
strong and all she could hope to do was surprise one of them. 
 “If you can take one, I can take care of the other two,” MacElly whispered, his 
voice almost sounding like the whispering of the wind through trees, almost inaudible. 
 MacElly, your blind. She felt a knot form in her throat and wondered if she would 
ever get over how much he had changed. 
 “You obviously haven’t lost your tongue,” Sam hissed at MacElly, “A mishap.” 
 With that last word the three elements moved, fast. Directly in front of Smith was 
the woman, Darkness. Darkness was lithe and slender with straight, dark hair that poured 
over her shoulders like a thick, black waterfall. Her solid, black eyes shone gleefully. She 
tipped her head so her hair cascaded around her face and spread her lips in a sultry smile 
that somehow made her look alluring rather than sinister. 
 Smith rushed to meet her attack with arms and elbows flying in every direction to 
block lightning quick blows that bruised her forearms. The blows came so quick and with 
such accuracy that she had no time to attack or move, but she held her ground. 
 She let the next blow aimed at her chest smack her arm a little harder than the 
others and allowed the force of it to push her backward. She let herself fall to the ground 
quickly where she caught herself and swept her leg around to knock the feet from under 
the other woman. Darkness fell but rolled in the air, landing on her feet almost in the 
same place she had been standing before. 
 Before her leg had finished its sweep, Smith lunged forward, arms in front of her, 
hands together so that she slammed into the other woman. Her doubled fists smashed into 
Darkness’ chin just as her feet touched the ground. The woman’s head snapped back and 
she fell backward into the grass. Smith allowed her momentum to carry her over and on 
top of Darkness, her fists pulling back to strike before they even finished falling. 
 Darkness curled her knees up to her chest so that Smith landed with Darkness’ 
feet flush against her thighs. Smith took one swing that missed completely because she 
was suddenly hurled into the air by a powerful kick that left her thighs throbbing. She 
came down on her feet but was unable to keep her balance and stumbled backward onto 
the grass. 
 Darkness sprang on top of her in an instant plunging her fist into Smith’s cheek. 
Pain spread like a spider-web across her face. The other fist hit her in the temple on her 
right side making her vision blur. She took two more hits before she could even react. 
One in the jaw that sent her teeth grinding together so hard it was a miracle none of them 
fell out and another on the right cheek just below the eye. She felt sluggish and weak but 
she drove her curled fist up into Dark’s solar plexus. The other woman gasped, the first 
sign of any feeling her face had made, and jerked upright as she tried to breathe, standing 
over Smith. 



Approaching Darkness 
Jesse Whitehead 
154,000 words 

192   

 Smith kicked her heel into the woman’s ribs, putting all the force behind the blow 
that she could manage, hoping to break some ribs. 
 Darkness recovered quickly and twisted into a complex move that brought her 
booted foot up in the air in a high arc that carried her entire body with it until her full 
weight was bearing down toward Smith’s midsection. Smith rolled away as soon as 
Darkness started to move and used the roll to get to her hands and knees and then to her 
feet. Her right eye was having trouble focusing and blood dripped down her face from her 
nose and off her chin onto the green grass. 
 She made eye contact with her enemy and allowed a small smile to cross her 
blood-covered lips. 
 Darkness took one breath and came at her again, just as fast as before, fists and 
hands and legs striking at her. This time Smith was being driven back, she just wasn’t fast 
enough. I have only one chance, she thought, as she took another step back, I have to end 
it quickly. Time is on her side. 
 Go for the jugular. 
 She began to attack suddenly, ignoring the majority of the blows aimed at her. 
Blows hit her shoulders, her clenched stomach muscles, and her ribs with enough impact 
to force the breath out of her lungs. She ignored the pain and focused on only blocking 
those hits that would be incapacitating or fatal. She made two steps forward and reached 
out and grabbed the other woman by the throat with both hands and squeezed as tight as 
she could, letting her fingernails dig into the skin. She shoved forward and they fell to the 
ground with tremendous force and Smith leaned forward bringing all her weight to bear 
on the other woman’s throat. Darkness smashed her knee into Smith’s buttocks hard 
enough to make her tailbone pulse with pain and almost hard enough to make her fall 
forward. Smith put her own knee in Darkness’ solar plexus and allowed her weight to 
shift evenly between the two. She squeezed harder, her fingernails slipping on the other 
woman’s neck as they became lubricated with blood that oozed out of the puncture 
wounds around her fingers. Darkness still hit her, battering her arms with fists like stones 
and smashing her knees repeatedly into Smith’s buttocks until they were bruised into 
unfeeling. She made retching noises as Smith squeezed her throat and her fists changed 
their aim to pummel Smith’s ribs. Darkness smashed a hand into her breastbone and 
another fist slammed her side hard enough that she heard a small crack as one of her ribs 
gave way. Smith grunted in pain and leaned down harder, determined to not let up. The 
retching sounds were more strained and Darkness’ fists were now slapping at her feebly. 
She felt elation and regret washing through her as she allowed her mind to catch up to her 
actions. Is this murder? 

She didn’t have time to decide whether she should stop or not. The decision was 
made for her. A booted foot caught her across the side and stomach hard enough to make 
her retch and lift her into the air. She fell onto the grass clutching at her bruised stomach. 
Every breath made her body hurt. She was sure one of her ribs was cracked, probably 
broken and her right eye still wouldn’t focus very well. She suspected it was swelling up 
badly. The iron scent of blood stung her nostrils and the taste of it pricked the inside of 
her mouth. 
 She got to her hands and knees and raised her head to look at her attacker. Sam 
towered over her, his stature, which she hadn’t noticed before seemed to be much greater 
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than a normal man’s, nearly seven feet. Darkness still lay on the grass only a foot away 
still gagging. Her hands clasped at her throat as if they could somehow relieve the pain. 
 Smith straightened painfully so that she was kneeling upright and gritted her teeth 
as she forced herself to sit back on her heels. She was beaten. There was no more fight 
left in her. 
 Earth and Water stood behind Sam, MacElly in between them. His arms were 
straight, pointing at the two elements and his sightless face was turned up as if he was 
gazing into the heavens. All three of them were completely still. 
 “Enough of this,” Sam hissed. He looked down at her from the darkness of his 
deep cowl. “There are things you must see, you will come willingly, or I will kill you 
here. I didn’t have to show you the courtesy of telling them not to kill you.” 
 Smith looked at him. She knew what he was saying but she didn’t believe him 
Why doesn’t he just kill us himself? 
 Sam turned to MacElly and the other two elements and stared at them for several 
seconds. Suddenly both Water and Earth stumbled backward and MacElly lowered his 
arms and his head and stood still on the green lawn. “Bring them,” Sam ordered, “they 
are waiting.” 
 Earth strode over and picked Smith up by one arm and she cried out in pain as he 
jarred her damaged rib. He chuckled softly and shook her, eliciting another grunt. Water 
treated MacElly similarly and they were drug along the lawn after Sam. Darkness they 
left lying in the grass, still gasping for air and moaning. Smith felt a bit of disappointment 
that she hadn’t succeeded in killing her. 

She gathered her feet under her and stumbled along as Earth led her by the arm. 
 Once she was standing the pain in her rib subsided enough that she could draw 
breath, but only barely. She folded her arms across her chest and surreptitiously probed at 
the soreness with her fingers, gently trying to see if it was serious. The pain of poking 
around made her lungs spasm but it told her what she needed to know. Broken, not 
displaced. 
 They were led around to the front of the building where there was a gravel 
driveway with several vehicles crowded into it. 
 They stopped behind a moving van and the rear door was flung upward. Earth 
shoved her forward and she caught herself on the bumper of the truck. MacElly was not 
so lucky, he was pushed into the rear of the truck and fell forward, his hands splaying out 
in front of him frantically before they reached the wooden truck bed and stopped his fall. 
 Smith expected the kind of cruel laughter that evil people always have in the 
movies but Earth and Water were silent, they didn’t even smirk or smile. 
 “Inside,” Earth said, his voice somewhat calmer, deeper, soothing in a way that 
confused her with its harshness. 
 They offered no help and by the time they had climbed into the truck they were 
both gasping. MacElly’s bare feet kept slipping on the edge and he smashed his shins so 
hard that it would have made Smith wince in empathy if she had not been on the verge of 
crying out at the pain of trying to lift herself into the truck. She worked one knee over the 
edge and succeeded in crawling in and lying flat on the wood floor of the truck gasping in 
short breaths, hoping that the pain would subside. MacElly crawled over next to her and 
when his hand felt her abdomen he let himself fall to the floor next to her. She winced 
again at the slivers he must be getting from the rough wood on his naked body. 
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 She lifted her head with great effort to look out the doorway. She didn’t think they 
had another escape in them. Sam stood several feet from the edge of the truck, his head 
bowed within the dark cowl of his cloak. Water turned away and began to walk toward 
Sam. Earth jumped up in the truck and pulled the door down. Blackness descended and 
she heard the clank of the cargo latch being locked from outside. 
 They lay silently, gasping for breath. Smith felt a sick feeling in her stomach that 
didn’t come from the beating she had taken. She had lost her friend, he was here beside 
her but it wasn’t him. 
 Then she remembered what had happened while she was fighting Darkness. 
MacElly had said he could hold two of them. Had he really done just that? He’d said the 
same thing about Fire just before she had attacked him, had he helped there too? A cold 
feeling washed through her body as she lay in the darkness feeling the splintered floor 
poking her back and panting for each labored breath. 
 “MacElly,” she whispered, “Are you still there?” 
 In response she felt his hand reach out and find her shoulder, then it followed her 
arm down to her hand and squeezed it. She clutched his hand like a lifeline. 
 “Now, in the world of darkness, I will be your guide,” he said. 
 Those tender words almost made her break out into tears. But what did they 
mean? They sounded so heartfelt and purpose driven that she was moved by them with a 
deeper feeling of caring and love than she had ever had for anyone, but they had no 
meaning. Guide her where? They had nowhere to go. 
 “MacElly,” she said again. 
 He gave her hand a squeeze. 
 “I don’t understand you,” her voice cracked at the end and she stopped. 
 He squeezed her hand again gently. 
 “MacElly,” she bit her lip, don’t cry, idiot, “Peter. I need to know. Are you crazy? 
Did they...” she couldn’t finish what she was thinking. She wasn’t sure what it was she 
meant to say. Did they make you insane? Did they hurt you? Of course they hurt him. 
She could see the evidence of that all over his body. 
 His only response was to squeeze her hand again and she returned the gesture 
fiercely holding on as if to say, I don’t care if you are, just tell me and I’ll still love you. 
 “Things are different now,” MacElly murmured. His voice was scratchy and 
sounded disused. He heaved a heavy sigh. “I don’t know. I’m changed in ways I can’t 
see. I’m blind.” 
 She felt his hand squeeze hers again and his voice became stronger. “I’m blind 
but I can see things. Strange things. Dreams. I see dragons and people and hear voices 
and they’re not here at all. I don’t know what it all means.” She heard him moving next to 
her and she felt the warmth of his body against her side and his voice changed to a 
whisper, “I feel things, Patricia, I feel things.” 
 They lay there in silence for a long time. 
 Smith was afraid to move, to talk, she didn’t know what to do or say. 
 “He thinks he can use us still,” MacElly said into the darkness, “He thinks the 
dragons will come to save us when he taunts them. That’s why we’re still alive. He 
doesn’t know.” 
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 He doesn’t know, Smith thought. He doesn’t know that the dragons don’t care 
about people any more than he does. He doesn’t know that we have no hope, no weapon 
to use against him. 
 “I’ve seen the dragons, Patricia. They’re fighting. Many have died. I can’t see 
them all the time but what I see is terrible. I wonder why the earth has not been torn apart 
by their fury. As more die the remnant grows stronger. Yet it appears that one prevails. 
That is all I know.” MacElly was quiet for a few minutes before he spoke again. “I can 
feel them, walking around us. Using their power to direct the elements like small gods 
called down to earth. I feel them Patricia, and I can control them.” The last came out in a 
barely audible whisper right next to her ear. 
 Smith didn’t reply. 
 “Sometimes I think I must be crazy,” MacElly muttered suddenly, 
“hallucinations, dreams, feelings. It’s all very fantastical. But I’ve changed, Patricia, I’m 
different now. Coltran has taught me some things. I think it was him. It was his voice. I 
can feel the particles in the earth moving, stretching, doing everything they do and I can 
make them stop.” 
 Smith swallowed the lump in her throat. Her body still felt cold all over and she 
was sure she had goose bumps. Finally she forced her voice to work for her. 
 “You’re not crazy,” it wasn’t a question this time. “It’s real, you can really feel 
and see all those things.” 
 He squeezed her hand gently but firmly and she let one small tear escape from the 
corner of her eye, not in desperate sadness but in one small scrap of relief that seemed to 
quell her whole body into relaxation. 
 Suddenly his grip tightened on her hand so much that she cried out in pain and 
tried to pull it away. His back arched and he seemed to be trying to drive her hand into 
the rough wood of the truck bed. 
 When it stopped his hand relaxed and he lay panting. 
 She pulled her bruised hand out of his grasp and held it against her stomach. It felt 
like he had crushed the bones in his grip. 
 “What happened?” she whispered frantically to him, “what’s wrong?” 
 He took several deep breaths before answering. “I don’t know,” he gasped, “I feel 
disoriented. Time and distance are as one to me. My...” he stopped as if confused by what 
was happening. “We’re not here any longer,” he said finally, “we’ve gone somewhere 
else and…” 
 “We haven’t moved,” Smith told him, her fears about his sanity creeping back 
into her mind with icy claws in her stomach. “They haven’t even started the engine yet.” 
 “Yes,” MacElly hissed, “we have moved. I felt it like the tearing of every 
molecule from my body. I felt my flesh vaporized and torn into the tiniest particles. Now 
we are back but not right. We are not right. I can see that much. Different. Surrounded. 
We’re surrounded. Thousands, hundreds of thousands, people all around me.” 
 His voice rose in crescendo as he spoke until Smith clamped her good hand over 
his mouth to calm him. She groaned at the pain that moving caused in her ribs. “Nobody 
else is here,” she whispered and removed her hand. 
 “No,” he whispered back vehemently, “Death on every side, that’s what is 
waiting. Warriors surround us: fighters and death bringers. I can see them. I can feel 
them. Whichever it is, they are there, all around us.” His voice remained a whisper as he 
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spoke and Smith felt a small shiver run up her back at the eerie sound of it. She almost 
wished he would start shouting again. 
 “How?” she whispered. She was still lying flat on her back on the rough wooden 
slats that formed the floor of the cargo van, staring into darkness. 
 Why is this happening to us? I’m just ordinary. I don’t know what to do. 
 “I haven’t been able to figure that out,” MacElly whispered back in answer to her 
vocal question. “He moves us, quickly and… painfully.” He paused, “You’re not just 
ordinary.” 
 Her throat constricted when she tried to speak. By the time she had swallowed the 
lump in her throat she couldn’t think what to say. 
 “Patricia?” 
 “Yes?” 
 “There’s a reason you are here,” MacElly whispered in her ear, “I can see that, but 
I can’t see what it is. There is more at work here than just you and me. I can see other 
things as well. You’re not just ordinary.” 
 She didn’t know what to say so she just lay there in the dark letting her mind run 
through everything that had happened. 
 “Peter?” 
 “Yes?” 
 “Can you see... what’s going to happen?” 
 “Sometimes.” 
 “Will you tell me?” 
 “A lot of people are going to die.” 
 “I mean us,” she said, “what’s going to happen to us?” 
 “You’re going into a cave, I think… only in your mind,” he said. “If I die, will 
you let my family know? I want them to know that I was thinking about them. I haven’t 
seen them in so long.” 
 “Of course,” she said. Was he telling her he knew he was going to die or was he 
just unsure like any normal person? If he was telling her something then did that mean 
that she would live? 
 MacElly rolled over on his side and put his hand up to wipe the tears off of her 
temples where they had run from the corners of her eyes. His skin was hot to the touch as 
if his fever had returned again. 
 “I love you, Patricia,” he whispered to her. “I love you.” 
 MacElly fell back on his back and she could hear him breathing hard as he lay 
naked and feverish on the splintered wood. His words, so simple, carried with them a 
feeling that made her body relax almost completely. He spoke of something higher than 
anything she had ever felt before. She heard it in the inflections of his voice, “I would die 
for you.” 
 “I love you too, Peter,” she whispered.  

She felt suddenly calm and radiant. What could possibly damage a friendship as 
pure and strong as the bond they shared? 
 She had not even finished saying his name when his back arched again and he 
groaned deep in his throat. 
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 When he stopped the inside of the dark truck felt eerily silent. Like a tomb, Smith 
thought to herself. The truck is a tomb. We’ll be left in here to rot. The thought, 
strangely, didn’t give her any discomfort or stress. 
 MacElly panted next to her, trying to regain his breath. She heard him groan 
softly. “It’s like a thousand tiny grippers, tearing me apart.” 
 She didn’t know what to say and was spared the awkward discomfort of trying to 
think of something by a sudden burst of light. She blinked and turned to face the opening 
of the truck. She saw the grinning face and deep blue eyes of Water, his smile marred by 
the puckered scar along the side of his face. 
 “Out,” he said. 
 Gritting her teeth she slid herself toward the end of the truck and lowered herself 
to the ground. MacElly had gotten onto hands and knees and was crawling cautiously 
toward them. 
 “Keep coming,” she coaxed, “I’ll stop you when you get to the edge.” She felt 
again that pang of sadness at his condition. It almost seemed distant like it wasn’t really 
true, it couldn’t be happening for real. She wondered if she was in shock. Would she 
come to a sudden realization later and suddenly break down emotionally? Was MacElly 
in shock? He seemed to take everything pretty well, as if in stride. It’s already been hard, 
she decided, it can’t get any worse. 
 When MacElly got close to the end of the truck she grabbed his questing hand and 
guided it to the edge of the truck so he could feel where it was. She started to help him 
get down but found her rib hurt her so bad that she fell against the door panting. Water 
stood watching them with that same smile on his face that looked like he was anticipating 
something. 
 “I always knew this was in store for you,” he told her, his eyes swirling like 
whirlpools. She didn’t respond, just finished lowering herself to the ground. 
“Follow,” he said, when they were both on the ground again. 
 Smith limped after him trying to keep up while MacElly stumbled along behind 
trying to hold on to her shoulder. She thought once about running the other way but when 
she looked back she saw Earth standing behind them, keeping the rear guard. 
 They didn’t go far, just around to the front side of the truck. As they walked 
Smith noticed for the first time the surroundings. The truck they had just left sat atop a 
dusty, rocky hill, with no tracks leading up to it. Verdant green grass covered the hillside, 
interrupted here and there with slate gray slabs of uneven stone. The faint stone-like 
smell mixed with trampled vegetation tickled her nostrils. 
 “The Highlands,” MacElly whispered to her just as she was thinking the word. “I 
don’t need to see this land to recognize it.” 
 As they came around the truck Smith stopped suddenly in awe. She couldn’t help 
it. Splayed out in front of her was a long green field at the bottom of the rocky hill that 
they were on. All across the field, as far as the eye could see were people. 
 “What do you see,” MacElly asked, his voice tense and scratchy, “I need your 
eyes.” 
 “There must be thousands,” she said, her voice almost a whisper because of her 
awe, “People,” she answered MacElly, “People blanket the plains below the highlands. 
There must be thousands of them.” 
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 “Several hundred thousand, actually,” said a deep rumbling voice that she knew 
all too well. It was the voice of Sam. 
 “They are close to here,” he said lifting his head to look around and sniff the air. 
There was no question that he meant the dragons. “Did you know that? No. I can see that 
you are surprised. I can feel them, you know.” Was that a hint of a smile beneath his dark 
cowl? His voice was so smooth and his words so cultured and educated that if he weren’t 
so creepy he would be soothing to listen to. Like the voice of a favorite Grandpa, she 
thought. 
 He waved his arm triumphantly across the gathered people on the plain below 
them, “Meet the United Middle Eastern Coalition. I’m sure you have heard of them. They 
are mine, my people. With them I will exact salvation on mankind. I will free men from 
sin.” 
 “What do you want?” Smith asked suddenly, “What is it that you hope to gain 
with all this?” 
 His face whipped around to stare at her, “Do you not know? Do you not lust for 
that which all men seek to gain? I have power over every living creature, be he human, 
animal or plant, power over life itself and the elements from which we are made. Do you 
not feel it? I am the Savior of the world.” He clenched his fist in front of her and she 
swallowed as the tendons on his arm tightened until they looked like taught cables. “With 
this power I can cleanse the world of its sins. There are simply those who lack the vision 
of what I am.” 
 “You think by killing a lot of people you can secure yourself as some kind of 
Savior?” Smith asked. “Your mad. People cannot be forced into happiness and 
righteousness. The very act of forcing them takes away what they are, it cannot be done.” 
 “Then they shall perish,” Sam screamed at her, spittle flying from his darkened 
lips as he spun away. “Your mindless prattle will soon be ended anyway. You will be 
convinced of my plans soon enough.” He stood for several seconds watching the men and 
women on the plain milling about. “Get her ready,” he said to Water and Earth, then he 
strode away down the hill. 
 MacElly gripped her shoulder tightly. Was he trying to be reassuring? She felt 
like she should be in a panic. What did he mean by ‘get her ready’? She felt like 
everything was rushing toward her. Something bad was about to happen. Would she be 
sacrificed in some sort of pagan ritual? 
 MacElly’s hand tightened on her shoulder again in a gentle squeeze and she heard 
him whispering something behind her, things that she couldn’t make any sense of. 
 Water and Earth each grabbed an elbow and she was jerked out from under his 
grip, which had been more comfort to her than it had been a guide to him. She cried out 
in pain as her feet were pulled out from under her and her rib was stretched suddenly as 
all her weight hung between her two arms. They carried her this way, gasping and yelling 
in pain, along the top of the ridge to another truck that was parked near the first.  
 Water let go of her arm and pulled the doors open on the back. She painfully 
pulled her feet under herself and looked inside. There was a body inside, laying on the 
bottom of the truck as if thrown there in contempt. Her first reaction was to turn her head 
away in disgust and fear that it was somebody she knew. Then her eyes glimpsed the 
face. It was blackened and bruised in spots, the nose smashed flat and the eyes wide open 
and completely white. Air. 
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 I did this, she thought. I killed him. Do they expect me to feel remorse? 
 She turned her head and saw Fire behind her. There was a patch of dried blood 
down one side of his face where it had pooled on the floor where she left him. His nose 
was crooked and the right side of his face hung slack like the muscles didn’t work right. 
He was clothed again but she noticed that his right arm hung limp at his side and when he 
took a step toward her his right foot drug on the ground. 
 These handicaps didn’t stop him from leering at her, “You look good in my 
clothes,” he said. She didn’t even hear him. 
 She looked past him at the black-haired woman standing there watching her. 
Smith swallowed at the sudden coldness that had settled into her stomach. Darkness 
watched her with those cold black eyes, contemplating. Darkness had a bruise around one 
eye like a pirate’s patch and several weeping sores on the side of her neck where Smith’s 
own fingernails had dug into her skin. 
 Smith looked from one to the other and at the corpse of Air crumpled in the back 
of the truck. I did all this, she thought, and smirked at Darkness. 
 All of them suddenly seemed to focus their attention elsewhere and she turned to 
see Sam striding up the hill toward them. His long lean frame covered the ground like a 
lion with its prey crippled and in sight. Although he towered over most men by ten or 
twelve inches, he was the kind of man that she was convinced could portray the same 
feeling over people if he was a dwarf. 
 “Are all things prepared?” he rumbled as he approached. “Good, we have not time 
to waste in this venture. The dragons cannot be found. Where are they?” His last question 
was directed at Smith and she shook her head vehemently, she had no idea where they 
were. 
 “I can feel them close,” he hissed, “We must act before they decide to.” 
 “Patricia,” she heard to her right and turned her head. MacElly had somehow 
followed them along the ridge of the hill without taking any missteps and tumbling down 
the steep incline. He stood about twenty feet off, naked and red with wounds and fever. 
His hair was piled on his head in disarray. His eyes glared at her in the form of gaping red 
sockets and burnt flesh. 
 He didn’t say anything else just stood there as if watching her. 
 Suddenly she was jerked off her feet again and she cried out in pain. The hands 
that held her stood her up in front of the dead body of Air and roughly grabbed her head 
and jerked it toward the body so that she was looking at it. 
 She heard MacElly’s voice in her head. You’re not just ordinary. There’s a reason 
you are here. His words echoed in her mind as if they were the comforting words of a 
prophet speaking God’s will. With a sinking feeling she suddenly knew what it was they 
were about to do, and she was powerless to stop them. 
 Sam grabbed her shoulder from behind, his fingers uncomfortably long. She tried 
to fight it but there was no way to move. Her body and mind remained completely frozen. 
Then she started to move against her will and she tried to fight that as well. Sam’s weight 
bore down on her shoulders sending sharp pains through her ribs but she ignored it. She 
fought another battle. Something forced its way into her, pushing her away from her own 
body, into a cave from which she could not escape. She had no control, no ability to 
move. Maliciousness flowed into her and she felt tainted and dirty by the dark thoughts 
that rained against her conscious mind. 
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Then her perceptions changed. Everything was surrounded by a corona of energy. 
She could see the air molecules moving about her in a pattern of infinite chaos. 
 I am possessed! She felt her body turn to look at the other elements that 
surrounded her. Fire gave her another leering smile and she felt her own lips curl up in a 
mimic of his actions. Dark only nodded as if in a form of familiar approval. 
 She felt the air around her responding to her actions and movements. She felt 
herself reach out and put it in order, sending the molecules into certain patterns that 
allowed it to be controlled and manipulated better. She wanted to scream out and weep at 
the same time. Save me, she cried, save me. 
 Out loud her voice was not under her control. “I’m ready,” she said, “I’ll kill the 
first dragon I see.” She grinned and licked her lips. 
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Voices and Dreams 
 
 

The cold seemed to seep into the bones and chill the sinews. William sat under a 
tree, a thin travel blanket draped around his shoulders. The sun was just beginning to toss 
dim rays of light under the clouds that cast a pall over the forest. The blanket, coated in a 
thin sheet of ice, reflected the red of the morning sun. 

He could hear someone crying. His eyes did not want to open in the late winter 
frost. They felt feverish and dry like they were unnaturally warm compared to the cold 
around him. At least the rain had stopped. He looked around to take quick note of his 
men that had come with him. They were all bundled up in similar fashion, leaning against 
trees with blankets pulled up over their heads trying to stay warm. The horses stamped 
their feet and snorted great clouds of steam from their nostrils. 

When he realized what he had heard an icy chill settled inside his stomach that 
had nothing to do with the cold. It was the trees. He turned his head to look toward them 
and reached out his mind. They wept with such bitterness that his breath caught in his 
throat. 

He threw the blanket aside scattering tiny shards of ice crystals that glinted in the 
morning sun like slivers of fire. He stood up and walked toward the burned thicket. He 
felt their pain. He forced himself to listen to the crying of the intelligences that made up 
the trees and in so doing he learned the wounds that they had. They flinched away from 
him. 

I am not here to hurt you. He tried to say. Their reaction was a firm rebuke. He 
had hurt them. That was all they knew. 

Slowly he extended his thoughts to them again. This time he did not try to tell 
them anything. He stood in the middle of the burned out thicket and let his mind carry 
him into each tree, assessing the damage and looking at what needed to be done. He 
guided their efforts to heal, slowly, gently. 

He stood there, ignoring the cold. 
He bound up exposed wood where the flames had girdled the bark. He severed the 

limbs burned too badly to repair. Even through all his efforts he felt many of the trees 
fade away into nothingness. Their life drained from them just as easily as Kev’s. 

Finally he opened his eyes and looked around him. What had been a tall thicket of 
stately trees was now a blackened cluster of gnarled evergreens. He coughed in the cold 
air and rubbed at his nose, trying to warm it. I will never use my power to hurt innocent 
things again. He felt in himself a recriminating voice that seemed to whisper, “you will, 
you know you will.” I have to start keeping my promises sometime. It will start now. 

All around him was utter silence, no more weeping, no more crying, and no 
welcome. He had helped them but he was not forgiven. He reached out to them again 
trying to communicate his sorrow and grief and all the remorse he felt for what he had 
done. There was still no response; they acted as if they had not heard. 

You have a terrifying power, young William. 
William had heard that voice before, inside his mind, telling him not to burn the 

trees, warning him against destroying his own soul. 
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No, I am not God. The voice in his mind was impatient. I am… a voice. Your will 
is powerful. 

William wanted to weep at that admonition. Was it the force of his will that was 
so amazing or the depth to which he had sunk? 

God did speak to me, once, William remembered. I have felt his peace and love. 
Those things are real. This power did come from him. 

Then act like it. The voice in his head was adamant now. Stop sniveling about 
what you’ve done. Go on. Make amends and move forward. 

William stood still in stunned silence. He could see his five men feeding their 
horses from the small supply of grain they had brought with them. They rubbed 
themselves trying to get warm. 

If God gave me this power then why has he let me go so far astray? I am… He 
stopped his thought suddenly. He had meant to say ‘I am corruption,’ instead he had 
remembered what the voice in his mind had told him. Stop worrying so much about how 
bad it is. That’s what you are. He knew it so adamantly that he had no doubts in his mind. 
You are my guardian angel. 

The answer didn’t come for so long that William thought it wasn’t going to. He 
started walking toward his men, his feet feeling like lead inside his shoes. He wasn’t sure 
if his toes would ever regain feeling. Perhaps. That was all he heard and he smiled to 
himself. God had given him a guardian angel to help him use his gift in ways that would 
make him a tool in His hand. 

One of his men came running up to him as he left the mangled thicket of burned 
trees. 

“Captain, sir,” he said. He raised his fist to his forehead in salute. 
“Liam,” William said in surprise, “what are you doing here?” 
“I sent the wounded men home by way of the road. They’re on their way back to 

Bradbury Castle. I brought the rest, fifteen in all, sir, to follow after you.” Liam took a 
deep breath and looked William in the eyes. “I bring fair news, sir.” 

William looked over his shoulder at the charred pines. “Fair news of any sort is 
most welcome, Liam.” 

“Me and the men, sir,” he started out. “We tried to track you through the snow, 
follow your trail. Somehow we got lost and veered north. After it got dark we started 
looking for a place to stop the night and planned to find your trail the next day. We 
stumbled on them in the dark, sir.” Liam’s voice rose in excitement, “It’s Sir David, 
camped not a half mile north of where we stand.” 

“Did he see you?” William asked, his heart leaping in his chest. 
“I don’t think so, we withdrew quickly and made little noise.” 
“How many were there?” 
“Not more than thirty, sir.” 
“Liam, remind me to reward you later.” William was more than pleased with the 

news. The man had earned respect doubly for the manner in which it was presented to 
him. William doubted if he could lead fifteen cold and hungry foot soldiers through the 
forest silently enough that a resting army would not hear them. “Prepare your men for 
another march. Hopefully this will be the last one before we can all go home.” Raising 
his voice to be heard by the others he shouted, “Get ready to ride, we leave in one quarter 
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hour.” Quieter he muttered to himself, “We’ll ambush them, attack them before they 
wake.” 

His heart felt joyous at the good fortune that would allow him to attack his enemy 
but deep inside there was something else. He felt something in his stomach that 
whispered he was headed for disaster. Failure was imminent. If he went into battle again 
he would break his promise. Every moment that he continued to fight was a moment he 
was putting himself at jeopardy. He knelt in the ice that coated the ground and bowed his 
head. 

God, help me. He sent his plea toward heaven, “Help me,” he whispered. The last 
was a plea to his guardian angel to keep him safe. “Help me conquer evil and do the will 
of the Lord.” 

Quickly he got to his feet and headed toward his horse. “Mount up,” he 
commanded. “We march.” 

The horses stamped and snorted and one of them whinnied. They could sense the 
change in the air that spoke of impending battle. 

William lifted himself up onto his horse and sat in the ice-cold saddle preparing 
for battle. His mind had to be clear. Slowly, he took several deep breaths and allowed his 
thoughts to relax. There was a fury and a rage that rushed through him when he was in 
battle and he did not want that this time. It made him a ferocious warrior but it also made 
him kill more quickly. “I will be in control of myself,” he whispered quietly. He repeated 
the phrase in his mind hoping for some kind of confirmation from his guardian but the 
voice was silent. 

He twisted in his saddle to look over his shoulder. Five horses stood behind him, 
shoulder to shoulder, their riders straight and ready. Past them there was an array of 
fifteen footmen. Their armor was mismatched and spotty at best and their weapons 
consisted mostly of short-swords and spears, but they were his army. Liam caught his eye 
and William saw for the first time the look that was in the eyes of all his men. 

“We will follow you,” they seemed to say to him, “to the end.” 
William tried to say back to them as he took a moment to look at each one of 

them and meet their gaze, “I will not let you down. What we do we do for our families.” 
He didn’t know if it worked or not. 

Turning forward he raised his arm above his head in silent command and started 
his horse forward. He did not look back to see if they were following. He knew they 
would be. 

They love you William. That’s more than a lot of commanders can say. They also 
respect you. 

I know. William could think of no other reply. 
They tried to march quickly but the forest was so thick that they could not move 

in a straight line. The air was so cold and the battle before them so much on their minds 
that it washed away the last vestiges of the weariness they must have felt from the 
previous night. 

True to Liam’s report they caught sight of the enemy tents not half a mile north of 
where William and his horsemen had camped the night. Overconfidence had led Sir 
David to camp so closely. That was the only explanation William could find. 

They crept as close and as silently as they could. William signaled a halt when 
they were thirty yards distant. His horsemen fanned out on either side of him, flanking 
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him. The footmen gathered in a long line behind him. Fighting sleeping men would not 
be clean battle and fighting in the middle of a camp was likely to turn the whole thing 
into a melee. 

“Leave any man who surrenders,” he told them, “I will not kill any man who 
wishes to retain his life.” He counted to twenty slowly in his head to allow his mind to 
calm. Keep me and protect me. He prayed. “Charge,” he said low and quiet, just loud 
enough for his men to hear. 

All six of them set heel to horse and leaned forward over the saddle. The horses, 
already stamping impatiently bolted forward with all the speed they could muster. They 
cleared the distance in seconds and suddenly they were in the camp. William could hear 
men behind him sending up a great cry as they ran toward the tents. William slashed his 
sword out at tent poles as he rode past, letting them fall behind him. 

Suddenly he drew to a halt, reining his horse in. Gathered in a circle in the middle 
of the camp, nearly thirty soldiers stood back to back, weapons drawn. Sir David stood in 
the middle smiling. 

“I quite like how you fell for it.” Sir David said, “ My man played his part well.” 
William did not even turn his head to look for Liam. He could worry about that 

later. “I will not give in to your taunting any more,” he said, “I am here to destroy you 
and your army, I will kill you all if I must. My family will be safe.” 

Sir David laughed loudly and strolled, seemingly calmly, between his soldiers that 
stood stiff and ready. “You desire safety for your family but you do not know what you 
left behind. There is a wolf in the fold, boy.” 

He laughed again at the look on William’s face, “You had no idea did you? Yes, 
boy, the spy in your midst is not the only traitor you have befriended. You will learn one 
day, boy. Witches are children of the devil, and I will destroy them all. God has promised 
me.” He thumped his chest, “That’s why I am alive. I have a holy calling.” 

William fought the rage building up in his chest. This man seemed able to always 
say the things that ignited passion in him. Careful, William. “You…” he spat. Taking a 
breath he continued more calmly, “You are a liar.” 

David spread his arms mockingly, “Come and get me then. If I am not the servant 
of God then kill me quickly. You should have no troubles. A fine and noble boy like 
yourself.” His smile was just as mocking as ever. 

William ground his teeth. 
“We are ready, sir.” Liam muttered beside him, he and the footmen had 

approached while they talked. Liam didn’t seem perturbed by the accusations his former 
captain had laid against him. 

“Silence, you traitorous fiend,” Sir David raged suddenly. Spittle flew from his 
lips in his fury. “Do you not know that the man to whom you speak carries your eternal 
damnation in his hands? You filthy fools are following a witch.” 

Careful, William, don’t let him get to you. The voice in his head seemed worried 
about William’s reaction. William felt calmer now than ever before. This display was 
madness; surely even Sir David’s own men could see that. 

This time I have the upper hand, he thought. “A witch,” William muttered 
thoughtfully, “don’t they say that a witch can only be killed by drowning or fire? I recall 
running a pike through your chest, captain, why are you not dead?” 
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Sir David snarled, “God has saved me to bring his vengeance to the earth. I am his 
hand.” With that he raised his arms and shouted at his men. “Kill them, slay the wicked 
that the righteous may go free on the earth. Erase this blemish from mankind.” 

William loosened his grip on the reins, letting his horse take it’s own head. The 
animal had been trained for battle; it knew what to do. He raised his sword and cut down 
the first man that came at him. Sir David’s men were armed with spears and pikes and 
swords but William had horses and men determined to fight for their captain. David had 
slaves, men whose will was bought or blackmailed. Even so, William was surprised at the 
ferocity with which they fought. The battle quickly became a slaughter. Blood and sweat 
mingled to warm up the frozen soldiers. William guided his horse with his knees, 
wheeling it about one way then the other as he smashed away spears and pikes and 
bashed in the skulls of men carrying swords. He winced at every casualty he inflicted. 

How many men would survive this day? Not enough, he feared. He felt saddened 
suddenly and wished it to all be over. I don’t want to be a soldier anymore. He told the 
guardian angel that whispered in his head, I don’t want to kill anything. I want to have 
peace, live with Sarah and my child and be happy. 

He could see Sir David still standing where he had been while taunting William. 
He had not yet drawn a weapon. He only watched and smiled. He began to laugh 
suddenly and it seemed he would be doubled over and helpless with laughter. He threw 
back his head and crowed at the sky. William could only catch glimpses of him as he 
stood in that spot shaking with laughter. 

William fought on, trying to wound without killing, trying to find some way to 
end the battle quickly without much death. His horse was locked in, unable to move 
toward Sir David. He saw, out of the corner of his eye, one of his horses go down 
squealing loudly. Some lucky soldier had opened its intestines. This could not go on. 
They would all be dead before the day ended. 

William leaped from his horse suddenly, his weight bearing one enemy soldier to 
the ground. He shoved a punch into the man’s jaw hard enough to daze him and jumped 
to his feet. Even as he did a blade slammed into his back and bounced off his armor with 
enough force to make him stumble. He caught himself and pulled erect again in time to 
turn and face his opponent. They were outnumbered and growing more so. William 
fought with two enemy soldiers at once. If the other soldiers faced such odds the battle 
would be over quickly. He ducked a swing from one enemy blade and shoved his sword 
out to block the spear thrust of the other. 

I have to get to Sir David. 
William slashed the sword holder across the cheek and felt the spear of his second 

enemy bite into his thigh. He ignored it long enough to follow up his slash with a stab 
from the knife he held in his left hand. The knife went to the hilt in the man’s throat and 
blood ran over William’s hand. He let the knife go and whirled to face the other man. As 
he spun around the spear tore out of his leg and he cried out in sudden pain. The man 
made another lunge at William and William knocked the spear aside and twisted in close 
to the man. He twisted again when he saw the soldier stab at him with a short dagger and 
felt the tip of it slash him across the stomach. His midsection felt warm suddenly and he 
hoped it was only blood that warmed him and not something worse. He let his motion 
carry him through into a mighty thrust that sent his sword point stabbing through the 
metal rings sown into his enemy’s hard leather jerkin and deep into his body. The man 
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stood still looking at him and toppled over backward. William let the sword go and 
plucked the spear from the fallen enemy’s hand as he fell. The spear had a long steel tip 
on it and thick wooden shaft. William used it like a staff, whirling it about him and 
knocking people aside as they drew close. He looked for Sir David then, picking his next 
target. 

David stood in the same spot, still laughing. As William watched he saw Liam, 
short-sword in one hand, long handled dagger in the other, slash down one of Sir David’s 
soldiers and sprint toward his former leader. 

“No, Liam,” William shouted, “He’ll kill you.” His voice couldn’t carry over the 
sound of battle. Or maybe Liam didn’t care, or maybe he just had so much momentum 
that he couldn’t stop. Whichever it was he kept on going. It happened so fast William 
couldn’t even see what happened. Liam leaped in the air, both blades bared at his insane 
target. The next instant he was gasping in pain and Sir David had a knife buried hilt deep 
in Liam’s stomach. 

William smashed another attacker aside with the stout wood of his spear and took 
a few steps closer to the two of them. Sir David was holding the knife in Liam’s stomach, 
his other hand held Liam by the collar. He was speaking to Liam, his eyes wide with 
madness, and his hair falling around his face in sweaty, frozen clumps. 

Everything seemed to slow down for William. He could see David’s lips moving 
slowly as they spoke to Liam. Then as if in slow motion Sir David shoved with both 
arms, tossing Liam away as if he were no heavier than a child. Liam landed on his feet 
but fell backward in the snow. 

Sir David bent and picked up the weapons Liam had dropped. 
William paused for a moment to listen to the song of the intelligences. They 

crackled around him, anxious. This must end, now. He tried to remember what he had 
done to stop the fighting before. He had called on tremendous power then but he couldn’t 
seem to muster it this time. 

Be cautious, William, he is trying to get you to break your promise. Remember 
that, above all. 

“I remember,” he shouted at the air. He whirled the spear around him now in great 
sweeping arcs that knocked people aside quickly. Furiously he fought toward Sir David 
who stood still, holding the fallen Liam’s weapons in his hands watching William 
approach. 

Finally William knocked the last obstacle aside and charged toward his enemy. 
“Let us end this now,” he shouted. “I will kill you and let this battle be ended.” 
“Ah, you are confident as always that you will win,” Sir David hissed through his 

tight smile, “but consider what shall happen should I kill you.” 
William kept his spear lowered and circled David slowly. The other man looked 

like a lion, his hair unkempt, and his eyes jaundiced and red streaked with madness. 
“If I am dead,” William answered, “then you have no more to fear. I am your 

enemy only as long as I am alive.” 
“I will be your enemy as long as there is any of your kind left in the world,” Sir 

David said, “You are heathen and pagan and it is my calling to destroy you and your 
family.” 

William felt panic welling up inside him. Not my child, not Sarah. He snarled as 
the panic was replaced with white-hot anger. 
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William, the voice in his mind snapped suddenly. Stay calm. 
William breathed deeply trying to calm the rage that burned inside him. It would 

not go away but he could channel it and control it. “You give me only reason to fight all 
the harder,” he said. “I will not let my wife and child die.” 

“I did not know witches could feel love and devotion,” Sir David taunted him, “I 
am surprised at how well you mimic the feelings of greater people who have not sold 
their souls to the devil.” He brought the short-sword and knife up in front of him and 
crossed them to form a kind of crucifix. “I will kill you,” he said, “and then I will hunt 
you to the very gates of Hell and make you beg to be let inside.” 

This time William did not respond. He merely gazed at Sir David with his deep, 
blue eyes. A look of sadness came over his face then passed into the rest of him and he 
felt pity for this madman who could not save his own soul and tried so hard to save the 
souls of others. Sir David saw the change that came over him and his face burned red 
with anger. He lunged forward, both blades slashing wildly. 

William pushed the blades away with the sharp end of his spear and swung the 
butt around to smash it into Sir David’s head. He ducked under the swinging staff and 
came up in a leap. William adjusted his swing to arc up and smack audibly into David’s 
shins. The man tumbled in mid-leap and fell forward. As he fell to the ground he 
stretched out his sword arm and the tip of his short-sword slashed across William’s chest 
from shoulder to hip. Most of the damage he should have taken was absorbed by the 
metal rings sown into his leather armor but his unprotected shoulder took a deep cut from 
the sharp point that sent blood dripping down his arm. 

David rolled when he hit the ground and came to his feet in a fighting stance 
within striking distance of William’s spear. Both blades held ready to parry any attack. 

“You’ve gotten much better, boy.” 
William did not reply. Hatred and anger warred inside him for control. He wanted 

to lash out with every bit of might that he possessed and tear this creature apart into his 
component particles. He was afraid if he spoke there would be an outlet for his feelings to 
depart from him and he would lose control of them. As it was he beat them down and 
forced his mind to remember calm and peace. Those were the feeling he had felt when 
God spoke to him. Those were the feelings he focused on now.  

Suddenly David jumped forward again, attacking William with both blades. 
Sir David’s knife reached past William’s defenses and cut him across the cheek. 

Another missed parry drew a line of red across one knee. Sir David moved faster and 
faster, dancing and weaving and spinning with his blades. He was as good as William had 
ever seen him, maybe even as good as Samuel. That gave William pause. He could not 
beat Samuel in a fair fight. 

William tried to call on the intelligences to help him but they swirled around, still 
unwilling to respond to his call. He could hear them but they didn’t seem to be listening 
to his pleas. 

Sir David batted William’s spear thrust aside and stabbed at William, the point of 
the blade slipped between two of the rings on his armor and pierced his side. William 
gasped in pain as Sir David wrenched the knife in his side then withdrew leaving it there. 

William charged at him, his spear lowered, his teeth grinding. 
William, his angel was pleading with him frantically, William, don’t do anything 

foolish. 
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“I won’t,” he grunted as he smashed with all his tremendous force into Sir David. 
David fell backward with William on top of him. William put all his weight onto the 
spear haft and bore down on it, pressing it into Sir David’s throat. David made a gurgling 
sound and suddenly the haft of the spear splintered across the middle and Sir David 
shoved him away with tremendous strength. William sailed through the air nearly six 
paces before he came to the ground and skidded in the snow. 

He jumped to his feet as quickly as he could, each hand holding one piece of the 
spear. He threw away the wooden shaft and pulled the long handled knife that Sir David 
had left buried in his side. He gritted his teeth at the fresh flow of blood that gushed from 
the wound. 

Lowering his head he charged back toward the slowly rising Sir David. David 
looked up just in time to see William coming at him and lift his sword up in a parry. 

Sir David rose up in a rage of madness, the kind of madness that makes a man 
crazy, not foolish. William swung his knife and the sharp half of the spear in a fury of 
motion that he found hard to believe he was even capable of. Sir David parried every one 
of them and even found occasion to slip in a lunge or an attack of his own. 

William drove forward, always on the offensive with his knife and his spearhead. 
Warm blood ran down his leg and his feet slipped often in the ground that was no longer 
frozen but slicked and slushy from blood and strewn with the bodies of fallen soldiers. 
The angel in his mind whispered to him cautions and he listened to its voice. He felt 
calmness and purpose in his mind, a clarity in battle that he had never experienced. His 
trainers, mostly Samuel, had taught him that his fury in battle was his strongest asset. But 
as he fought now, his mind clear, he fought better and faster than he ever had before. His 
rage had been a handicap, not a blessing. Peace and forgiveness are blessings, not rage or 
fury. 

William and Sir David strove back and forth across the rubble-strewn camp. 
Fallen tents and bodies stubbed their feet. William let Sir David get closer and closer to 
him. His blade came nearer and nearer to his body as he slashed his sword furiously 
about. Finally he saw his chance. The butt end of his short spear smashed into the side of 
Sir David’s jaw, shattering it, and David spun around at the force of the blow. Sir David 
staggered backward, tripped on a log and fell to the ground. 

Sir David rolled onto his back, his jaw already blackened and swollen around his 
mouth. Thick, mucous-like blood dripped from a crack in the skin. He smiled, his swollen 
face making it more hideous and insane than ever. 

His eyes seemed to be laughing at William. 
You didn’t win, this time. William thought to himself, I did the right things. I kept 

my promises. 
“God give you mercy,” he said out loud and turned his back on the fallen Captain. 
With a wordless cry that must have sent shockwaves of agony through him, Sir 

David scrambled to his feet. He screamed something unintelligible through his mutilated 
mouth and charged at William’s back. William had no time to even react. Something 
sprang up suddenly in between him and Sir David. Liam, the bloody knife from his own 
midsection gripped in his blood covered hands and driven hilt deep in the heart of his 
former commander. 

Sir David gurgled and fell backward, landing with a thump on the ground. Liam 
looked at William once and then his eyes rolled back and he too collapsed.  
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The fighting stopped gradually as men realized that they’re leader was gone and 
with him the pay they might have received or the threat of blackmail that he held over 
them. 

William quickly felt into Liam’s body for life. He had lost so much blood it was a 
miracle that he had even stood, but he was alive and, William suspected, could be healed. 
He stood still in the middle of the destroyed camp and let his own head sink to his chest 
in weariness. After the healing was done then they would sleep. Then, finally, they would 
return home. Bradbury castle was safe, and so were Sarah, and all the other people who 
lived there. He lifted his head and began the arduous task of questing out those who could 
be helped and those who must be left to die. 

William spent the next couple of hours knitting bodies back together from the 
inside out. Many of them were unconscious by the time he finished with them and he 
could only hope that what he had done would help them. By the time he finished there 
were five of his own footmen left alive. One of his horsemen had made it through the 
battle and two horses besides William’s own. There were ten mercenaries left alive but 
after feeling William’s healing touch they expressed no desire to fight his men any more. 
They mingled with the others as if they were comrades, their former rivalry forgotten. 
Several of them even swore fealty to William as he was delving into their bodies to repair 
their organs. He chastised them when he heard them. He was no lord and if word ever got 
back to any lord that William had been taking fealties they would charge him with 
treason. He didn’t want servants anyway. He didn’t even want soldiers. He just wanted to 
be home, to hold Sarah in his arms and look upon the face of his child that had yet to be 
born. 

When all was done he slumped down on the trunk of one of the fallen trees. 
Thank you. He muttered a prayer to God. He was alive and his soul had been given new 
strength. He felt revived and invigorated while at the same time he was weary and worn. 

“It’s time you looked after yourself now,” Liam said leaning against the trunk 
beside him. 

William did not answer, he just stared wearily at the soldiers and mercenaries 
around him, working to dig a series of shallow graves in the frozen dirt to bury the dead 
in. “How quickly they forget their former alliances.” 

“It is not forgetting,” Liam told him, “It is knowing. You inspire those around you 
to love you. You are a good person William. Were that our Lords were like you and this 
country would be a fair place to live indeed.” 

William felt a smile come to his lips. How long had it been since he had smiled? 
It wasn’t much of a smile but it felt good. “Thank you, Liam,” he said patting the other 
on the back. 

“Sir,” Liam said, “you’re wounded. You must heal yourself now.” 
William looked down at his forgotten wounds. Dry blood caked his side and made 

black streaks in his leggings. There were other stains on his shoulder and arms. “I’ve 
tried,” he muttered, “I can feel what needs to be done but…” he shook his head. He could 
tell that none of his wounds were serious as long as they did not fester. He knew that the 
one in his side where Sir David had stabbed him was the worst of his wounds. It would 
probably pain him for the rest of his life, but it would not kill him. 
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“We’ll stay here tonight,” he said looking Liam in the eyes, “We’ll return home 
tomorrow.” He patted Liam on the back as he rose, “Thank you for what you have done, 
you have saved me a grievance that I was loath to perform.” 
 

*** 
 

 William allowed one of his men to clean his wounds. The stab in his side had 
been only sharply noticeable before, while still engaged in battle. Now it made his vision 
blur with pain as the man swabbed at it with a cold wet cloth. It was deep and even 
moving was painful. William’s own muscles had stopped the blade from reaching any of 
his vitals, however, and for that he was grateful. The other wounds he had sustained were 
not much more than scratches and shallow cuts. 
 Once his wounds had been cleaned and all the other soldiers were healed as much 
as could be, William crawled inside one of the newly re-erected tents and covered 
himself. He was bone weary. Pulling tissue and sinew back together was more tiring than 
fighting the most arduous of battles and he had done it twice now in two days with little 
sleep in between. He was too worn to feel remorse for his past actions and much too tired 
to feel the elation of accomplishment. This day had been different. He had only used his 
skill for righteousness. 
 He realized as he drifted off that the intelligences had responded to his voice the 
instant he had tried to heal Liam. Am I forgiven my sins, then? The earth beneath him 
seemed to hum an affirmative. 
 He drifted off to sleep and sank beneath the level of dreams in his weariness. 
 

*** 
 
 William was on his feet before he had even figured out why. He gripped his 
sword in his right hand where he had picked it up from the floor next to his blankets. He 
stood in the tent, his chest naked. He felt a sharp pain in his side where the wound there 
had opened from his sudden movements. 
 There was a clangor outside and men shouting. Attacked? Had Sir David’s 
followers risen up in the night, forsaking their oaths, to slay William and his men? 
 A quick and sudden rage swelled up inside him and he lurched out into the cold 
night air. 

Bandits. 
The cold had not dissipated with the sun the day before and when darkness had 

fallen for the night it had dropped even further. He felt the bitter sting of the cold on his 
bare chest and the contrasting warmth of blood trickling down his side from the wound 
that had reopened. He ignored it all. 
 His anger and rage gave him all the warmth he needed. It seemed to infuse his 
blood with strength and vigor. He felt an overpowering impatience to put an end to it. 
 I have made a vow to serve God. Everywhere I go God pushes me to destroy his 
children. Am I his vengeful arm? He panted in the cold morning, his toes gripping the 
newly frozen ground. 
 “This must… end… now,” he screamed as he pushed outward, showing the air 
and the water and the earth what it was that he wanted and watching as they obeyed him. 
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A great concussion of air slammed down on the battle from above as the earth beneath 
heaved up suddenly. Every soldier, every bandit, was forced to the ground with a great 
clatter of weapons. Only William was left standing at its epicenter. 
 Men were struggling to their feet slowly, the bandits with their hands held high 
above their heads, weapons on the ground. The soldiers picked up their weapons as they 
stood to point them menacingly at the bandits. No doubt the bandits had not thought the 
camp would be peopled with professional soldiers. 
 One of the bandits, the one closest to William glared at him darkly. William stood 
in the frozen air breathing hard, his sword lowered at his side. 
 “No more fighting,” he said, “Let these men go, if they are willing to go in peace, 
otherwise, they will be slain.” 
 “Bloody witch,” the wiry man near William muttered. William ignored him. 
 He allowed himself to slump forward, his head falling forward to rest on his chest. 
He was still filled with anger that seemed to be trapped inside him by the cold. 
 A sudden premonition made him spin around. He threw his sword up into a guard 
position out of reflex. He was too late. A knife plunged into his gut. The wiry man who 
had accused him held the other end of it in his doubled fist. William grunted in pain and 
surprise. It was a fatal blow. He would die, slowly. He felt a calm peacefulness come 
over him. It was finally going to be over. At the same time he was infused with sudden 
energy as his mind was taken over by furious ire. 
 His face twisted into a mask of rage as he adjusted the swing of his sword to bring 
the pommel down on the top of the man’s head. Even as the man let go of the knife, still 
hilt deep in William’s mid-section, William’s left hand lashed out and grabbed the man 
by the throat. He lifted him up by his neck until their faces were even with each other. 
 “Witches?” he hissed, “you know nothing of witches. It is you and your kind who 
spread evil and perniciousness into the world. You killed my father, you’ve killed me, 
and it is time the world was rid of your foul presence.” 
 William, the angel was screaming inside his head, he didn’t kill you father. Sir 
David did that and he’s dead already. 
 William paused for only a second. Sir David had returned from the dead once 
before. He felt consumed by his anger. He began to draw on his power calling it into his 
own muscles, strengthening them. He began to squeeze the man’s throat while he held 
him aloft. 
 William, the voice sounded frantic, screaming in desperation. Don’t do this. 
 William spat in the man’s face. His eyes bulged from their sockets and his face 
turned purple. William’s grip on him was so tight he could not make any noise other than 
wet gurgling sounds. 
 William, you’re becoming the thing you hate. You look like the enemy of your life. 
Sir David is evident in you visage. 
 William paid no attention to him. He only lifted the man higher and squeezed 
harder. He began to laugh. His laughter was hoarse and terrible sounding and it tore from 
his throat as if it was coming from a grave where he had buried it long ago. 
 You even sound like him. 
 William heard another sound then. It was the soft, gravelly chuckling of Sir 
David, wicked and gleeful at the downfall of others. As if blowing on the wind the sound 
of his own laugh and the chuckling of his deceased enemy merged and became the same 
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sound. He also heard, as if on the wind the faint echoes of Sir David’s words as he had 
laughed at William. “Rash words, boy, rash words.” 
 William stopped suddenly. The anger in his features drained away to shame. He 
released his hold on the bandit, who dropped onto the cold frozen ground where he 
collapsed gasping and retching, trying to get his breath. 
 William suddenly felt weak all over. He could feel the knife in his stomach 
draining his life away as if it had opened a hole in him from which his strength could 
pour. 
 He placed his hand over the knife hilt in reflex and fell to his knees in the snow. 
The cold air made his body burn all over with prickles like thousands of tiny thorns. 
 “So comes my ending,” he whispered almost silently, “Samuel take care of Sarah 
for me.” He let his head bow to his chest as he knelt, struggling to maintain 
consciousness. 
 William, we have to get that knife out of you and clean the wound. The angel 
sounded almost frantic. You can’t die now. 
 “No,” William muttered, “I deserve death. Look what I have done. He held his 
hand up in front of his face, covered in his own blood. My hands are stained with the 
blood of my enemies. I am not a worthy servant of the Lord.” 
 He slumped forward then, his blood covered hand sending steam up as it quickly 
cooled. 
 No. You will not die. You cannot die. William, you are needed still. 
 “Then you will have to find another,” William bit out angrily, “I am tired, I am 
weak.” He ground his teeth in anticipation, “I want this,” he said suddenly, “can’t you 
see, I want this rest. My life is nothing but slaughter and evil. All that I do serves the 
Enemy of mankind in spreading suffering to other beings. Let me die so that I may seek 
peace in the life to come at least.” This last he screamed with such rage that a new spurt 
of blood gushed from beneath the knife still stuck in his gut. 
 William, the angel was quiet now, less insistent. If you die then mankind is lost 
forever. I feel that so strongly that it cannot be denied. You are the means of salvation of 
millions of human beings. 
 “How can you know?” William shook his head. This was nonsense. He could feel 
his own life seeping away as the blood trickled down over his undergarments, soaked his 
knees and dripped from his knuckles. “I will not bring salvation by slaying them. I am not 
but a wild beast that cannot be tamed and God has dealt with me in his own way. I am to 
die in payment for all the lives that I have finished.” He knew his soldiers were watching 
him, wondering at his actions. He sounded crazy he knew. They wouldn’t be able to hear 
most of what he was saying but it was obvious that he was talking to himself. He could 
tell by the dead silence that surrounded him that nobody had moved. Not even the bandits 
had taken the opportunity to escape. 
 A beast of the forest would feel no remorse for his actions. 
 “Then I am a monster,” William interrupted angrily. 
 You are God’s servant and you are my host. You have no right to wish death upon 
yourself. 
 “You would switch with me then?” he said through gritted teeth. “You would live 
my life? It is only pain and misery you will find. I wish it ended. I do not want to follow 
this path any longer.” 
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 You have no right to… 
 William interrupted him again. “I have no choice in the matter. I am dying and 
my life seeps through my fingers whatever I shall try. My life is gone, it is spent, and you 
should accept it as well as I have.” 
 You must live, William. 
 There was a long pause while the voice in his mind seemed to be gathering its 
thoughts. 
 William, it said, almost cautiously, I am from the future. I do not know how or 
why but if you die now countless people will suffer. 
 William allowed that information to sink in slowly. He was having a hard time 
concentrating now. His head felt dizzy and his eyes would no longer focus. The future, 
not an angel then? 
 “What happens?” he muttered, “What happens to Sarah and my child? What 
happens to me?” 
 I am sorry William, they are unknown to me, the voice said, I come from a time so 
far distant that we do not know about you and your family. We have forgotten. 
 “Then how do you know that I am important?” he mouthed the words but no 
sound came from his throat, he was too weak. The knife in his belly gripped him up with 
pain and he doubled over, both hands still clutching the bloody knife, until his forehead 
touched the ground. 
 There was no answer for a long time and William thought maybe the voice from 
the future had given up. He groaned in pain as his life continued to leak from his body. 
He could hear people moving around him now. He hoped they were obeying his last 
command to stop fighting and depart each other in peace. 
 Suddenly the pain in his gut seemed to disappear and his entire body felt culled 
from the depths of the earth. He felt a warm peace spread through him and a familiar 
elation. This is what I felt before, when God spoke to me. I have died. He felt no fear at 
the thought and no terror at the prospect of meeting his maker. I’m sorry for the pain I 
caused. Please forgive me. 
 There was no response for several seconds and William basked in the 
peacefulness that flowed into him. 
 “My son…” that most familiar of all voices sounded throughout his mind. That 
voice that sounded so much like his father, so much like the voice of love. It was the 
voice of God, speaking to him out of the intelligences that surrounded him. 
 Suddenly the pain returned to his body and he grunted. There was cold all around. 
Voices, frantic and strained, surrounded him and he felt hands touching him. With that 
his mind collapsed into blackness. 
 

*** 
 

 Coltran lay suspended in darkness. It reminded him of the darkness that he had 
been in after the lightning struck and before he had released the amulet from his grasp. 
 Did William die? Am I stuck in this darkness forever? 
 He tried to calm the panic that came to him. He didn’t want to die, but more than 
that he didn’t want William to die. 
 He floated in the dark and waited, conscious but cut off from all feeling. 
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 After several moments he became aware of sound. A soft song of sadness seemed 
to emanate from the darkness around him. It sounded like the soft chorus of a thousand 
voices, lamenting in song. 
 He had heard those voices before. It was the collective voices of the intelligences 
that William spoke to. Coltran concentrated on the sound listening to their humming 
lament. 
 Slowly he began to understand them and an image formed in his mind. He could 
see where each of them was and where they should be. The chorus he heard was 
William’s body, it’s cells and atoms and even the tiny quantum particles that made up his 
atoms were singing to him, begging him to help them repair the damage. 
 I can’t, he thought. I’m not that kind of doctor. 
 Try. They seemed to beg him for his help. 
 Could he have the same power that William had? If he commanded them, would 
they respond? 
 He sat for several long seconds in the blackness, contemplating. A voice had 
spoken to William a couple of times. Coltran had heard it. He didn’t know if it was the 
collective voice of the intelligences that apparently filled even the tiniest of quarks and 
electrons or if it really was the voice of God. He didn’t know if perhaps they were the 
same thing. But something had answered William’s prayers. 
 Please, God, help me save this boy. Coltran thought quickly, reflecting that it was 
possibly the first prayer he had ever said. 
 He reached out towards William’s torn stomach and ripped intestines. 
 

*** 
 

 William sunk into the softest bed he had ever felt. He seemed to fall forever in 
darkness that wrapped around him like a blanket of warmth and comfort. All his pain was 
gone, all his wounds, his scratches, scrapes, cuts, bruises, were but a memory that was 
quickly fading into the night to disappear amid the black sands of his pillow. 
 He was lying in the grass of a meadow. Surrounded by blooming flowers that 
billowed around him like clouds of brilliant color. He was astonished at the luminance of 
the landscape. Purple, blue, green, violet, yellow, every color imaginable was present and 
there were some he was certain he had never seen before. 
 There was a man standing in front of him and William took a moment to 
recognize him. 
 “Gawyn,” he exclaimed in surprise. He stopped then. Am I dead? He waited for a 
response from his angel then remembered that it was not an angel in his mind but an 
apparition from the future. 
 Gawyn looked at him sadly. He shook his head slowly. William leaped to his feet 
to clasp the other man’s hand firmly. Gawyn did not extend his hand and when William 
reached for him he stepped back a step. 
 “You cannot touch me,” Gawyn told him. “William, you are dying but you will 
live. There is much pain ahead for you. Be strong, steadfast and remember all of us are 
here to help you. You can survive this.” 
 “I… don’t understand,” William said raising his hand beseechingly. He wanted 
only to embrace his friend whom he thought dead. “I thought you were dead?” 



Approaching Darkness 
Jesse Whitehead 
154,000 words 

215   

 Gawyn’s body was already becoming transparent and his voice echoed as if 
across a great distance. “I am gone from the earth William… but…” his voice faded then 
as his body did and William was left standing alone. 
 William felt a tear streak across his cheek. Gawyn had been his friend and he had 
been forced to watch as arrows murdered the man while he guarded the castle gate. 
 He turned away to silence his memory from the harsh thoughts of guilt at the 
absence of his momentarily restored friend. Why am I to be shown these things and then 
have them taken from me before my joy is even full? 
 There was another man standing behind him. This one small and thin, little more 
than a boy with a hawk-like nose and a small leather cap on his head. 
 Again William reached out his hand. “Kev,” he whispered. He felt another tear 
stain his cheek and more brimming in his eyes. “I owe you my life.” 
 Kev only smiled that crooked smile that he always used. It seemed to say “Thank 
you for noticing me.” Kev bowed his head as if embarrassed. “It’s no more than any other 
would have done and you know that true enough I just happened to be in the right place 
at the right time to take care of matters so it was me you see.” He still talked in that 
never-ending rush of words that seemed to flow together without break or pause. 
 “I’m glad to see you Kev,” William muttered, “It means a lot to me. You have no 
idea what I’ve gone through.” 
 Kev nodded solemnly as if he really did know exactly what William had been 
going through. “It’s going to get tougher and tougher if it hasn’t already and I feel like I 
need to tell you that we’ll all be here to help you and be with you.” There was actually a 
pause in his speech for a fraction of a second. He was beginning to fade away just as 
Gawyn had, “I gave my life for you once William, I’d do it again if I had it to give over.” 
 “Kev,” William cried, “don’t go…” It was too late and he wept bitter tears. He did 
not deserve such devotion from his men, his friends. They were willing to die for him and 
once done they still loved him for all the wicked things that he had done. 
 “William,” a voice muttered off to his left. “William, do not weep.” William’s 
tears stopped suddenly. How many years had it been since he had heard that voice. It was 
the voice that read him scriptures at night while he dozed on his mat. It was the voice that 
taught him letters and numbers and everything he knew. 
 “Father?” he whispered. The word didn’t finish because his throat choked on the 
last syllable. His lips quivered as he saw the old man standing there in that brilliant 
meadow. He still leaned heavily on his staff and his beard and hair hung long and white 
as they had in life. 
 “William my boy, you have grown strong,” his father said. 
 “Oh, father,” he whispered, “I have missed you so much. I need you. I feel lost 
without your guidance. Please, let me stay here with you.” 
 His father only shook his head, “This is not the land of the living my dear boy.” 
He saw William reaching out, his hands pleading, “You cannot touch me. You cannot 
touch anything that is here. We are not living and you are.” 
 “I don’t want to live anymore.” William cried out suddenly. “I am tired and I can 
do no right.” 
 “Hush, William. I am only here for a few moments and have not the time for your 
foolish self-pity. Hard times are ahead for you. Only remember the words of the Lord to 
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his people. ‘When thou goest out to battle and seest chariots and a people more than thou, 
be not afraid, for the Lord thy God is with thee.’” 
 William sank to his knees and tried to calm his quivering lips. He wanted to say 
so much. He wanted to plead with his father to let him stay, or to come back with him but 
his father was already fading away just like the others had. 
 “As are we with you, William. We are his angels round about you, on your right 
hand and on your left.” 
 His voice faded so much into the distance as his body faded that the last echoed 
out of the air after his body had completely disappeared. 
 William felt a strong surge of strength suddenly infuse him. His father, Kev and 
Gawyn were his guardian angels. All three had given their lives to save William. 
 “I will make your sacrifices worth it,” he said, his voice carrying across the empty 
meadow. “I will make my life something you will all be proud of.” 
 “We know you will,” he heard a familiar voice behind him and he whirled around, 
his heart sinking in his chest suddenly. 
 Sarah stood behind him. She was beautiful. Her swollen belly was gone and her 
youthful figure was clothed in a simple white dress that fit her perfectly and flowed down 
around her ankles. Her long brown hair fell down her back and her face shown with a 
light that William remembered seeing only a few times when she was at her most joyous. 
 He felt his heart seize within his chest. “Sarah, are you…” he couldn’t bring 
himself to utter the word. 
 She did not answer his question. “I love you William, I always have. I’ll be 
waiting for you here. I’ll be with you always, until then.” 
 “Wait,” William cried out frantically, he lunged forward as her body started to 
fade just like the others. This was too much. He stopped when she became more solid and 
he stood only a few inches from her. So close he could reach up and caress her cheek 
with one of his knuckles, run his fingers through her hair. “Sarah…” he didn’t know what 
to say. He lifted a hand and then lowered it at the look in her eyes. 
 “Remember me, always,” she said and clutched her fist to her left breast, “I’ll 
remember you, until you come again to this place.” She smiled then as her body turned to 
mist and faded into nothing. “We’ll dance in the meadow when we meet again. My dear, 
dear William.” 
 William fell over backward as if in a faint, his whole body filled with warring 
emotions of despair. Sarah was dead. He knew it in his heart as well as he knew that the 
others who had visited him were also deceased. Did that mean that his good friend 
Samuel was also killed by whatever means had killed his beloved? Had she died in 
childbirth? Had someone killed her? He wanted more than anything at that moment to die 
completely so that he could join her in death and bask in her presence forever. 
 He raised his hands to his head and cried out in utter exhaustion of soul. As his 
face and his hands came in contact with each other pain flooded back into his body and 
his cry of anguish melded with that of pain. 
 Quiet, young man, hold still and I’ll finish this up. It will only last a few more 
minutes. William wanted to curl into a ball and scream in anguish of soul and hurl his 
pain at the heavens but something held him fast to the cold hard ground. Rough hands 
clasped his arms and legs tightly and he thrashed about trying to get free. He wanted to 
die. 
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 Finally they released him and he curled into a fetal position as a thin blanket was 
thrown over him. He wept for several more minutes. ‘Be not afraid, for the Lord thy God 
is with thee…’ his father’s voice seemed to echo through his thoughts while his body was 
wracked with painful torment. His sobs calmed gradually and the depths of despair were 
replaced with a cold determination. He would make his life worth the sacrifices of his 
friends. 
 Slowly he stood up, shedding the blanket from around his shoulders and began to 
dress. 
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Deceived 
 

 It was just a dream. The thought echoed through William’s mind ever since he 
had woken. The dream filled his soul with dread, he could think of nothing that would be 
more devastating to him than for Sarah to be deceased. God would not take her from me. 
I could not live without her. I would die as surely as if he had plunged a sword into my 
heart. 
 He pulled the saddle straps tight on his horse, preparing it for the ride home. 
 The other soldiers were also preparing to march toward the castle. They were all 
tired, none of them had slept much and the opportunity for rest was nearly a day away. 
When they returned home they would be given a two days pardon from all activities. 

William could see dark rings around many of their eyes and their cheeks looked 
sallow and sunken. William knew that he probably didn’t look any better than they did. 
He felt so weary that it threatened to drag his very bones into the earth. 
 His visitor from the future, who called himself Coltran, had healed him. It was not 
complete, but enough. William could not see any mark where his gut wound had been but 
it still pained him to move. He could tell that the pain was nothing serious, everything 
was back the way it should be. 
 “Let’s move, quickly,” William commanded. He pulled himself up into his 
saddle, marginally surprised that he had the strength to do so. He sat in the saddle panting 
for a few moments from the exertion. 
 The men fell in behind him and he quickly began the march at a brisk walk that 
would see them home by sunset. He glanced back over his shoulder, nervously, 
wondering if they could go faster. 

In the future, can you travel instantly to the place you wish to be? 
No, Coltran told him, though we can travel much faster. 
By midmorning he could no longer bear his anxiety. 

 “I’ll ride ahead, Liam,” he said to the footman who now commanded most of his 
small army. “Carry on until you reach Bradbury. I’ll meet you there, God willing.” 
 He let his horse fall into a soft canter that was slightly faster than the marching 
men. Then he nudged it into a trot and then a jarring gallop. Finally he edged into a full 
run and the bitter cold air whipped inside his helmet and froze his armor. He didn’t care. 
 The horse stumbled and caught himself quickly. William felt a lurch in his gut 
that made him grip the reins with dread. The horse was just as tired as he was. The two of 
them would be dead soon from exhaustion if not from hunger. 
 William reached out with his mind and felt the horses flesh. The horse’s body 
responded with a list of complaints. His muscles hurt and his lungs ached. William began 
healing the animal. That was the only word for it. He knit muscles back together where 
they quivered with strain. He pushed more life-giving breath into the horse’s veins and 
helped the animal’s shuddering heart pump it to the rest of his body. The horse responded 
with a burst of speed. His hooves pounded the frozen mud of the road. William 
continually poured his energy into the horse renewing its strength. He waned as he did so, 
his own power leaving him until he could no longer maintain his grip on the bridle. 
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 William, stop, you’re going to kill yourself. Coltran insisted to him. William 
ignored the voice. Coltran was not an angel. He did not speak for God. He let himself 
slump over the neck of the horse and his mind passed into darkness. 
 He startled awake when the horse came to a stop and whinnied softly, shaking his 
head and neck. William opened his eyes groggily and pushed up into a sitting position. 
His eyes felt grainy and his body weak and sluggish. It took several moments before he 
realized where he was. The horse had come to a stop just outside the walls of Bradbury 
Castle. William raised his gaze to the wall and looked for somebody to call down to open 
the gate. Then he realized the gate was open. 
 One of the doors of the gate swung wide and the other slanted heavily, creaking as 
it swayed by one hinge. William stared at the gate and swallowed. The cold wind gusted 
against him and the heavy gate groaned as it moved imperceptibly. 
 William felt a cold numbness settle into his stomach that wiped away all the 
emotions that he thought he should be feeling. He slowly moved the horse through the 
open gates and into the courtyard. The freezing wind blew the dirt of the courtyard into 
his face and whistled across the practice yard that had frozen into a solid record of the 
last battle that had been fought there in the mud. 
 He lowered himself to the ground and his legs buckled beneath his weight and he 
fell to his knees. He knelt in the cold dirt, catching his breath for several seconds, his 
mind and emotions too shocked and tired to allow him so feel anything. Finally he 
worked his way to his feet by pulling himself up by the stirrup of his horse’s saddle. 
 “Sarah?” he croaked, his voice rasping and dry, he tried to swallow and could not 
get any spit in his mouth. He dug out the water skin tied to his saddle and swallowed a 
few drops. “Samuel?” he called out, his voice sounding a little stronger. “Sarah,” he 
yelled. He began calling out the names of the soldiers that he had left behind when he had 
ridden out to confront Sir David. He shouted their names one by one while he wandered 
away from his horse in an outward spiral, slowly working his way toward the entrance to 
the castle proper. 
 The only response he heard was the wind groaning through the skewed gate. He 
felt like he had wandered into a ruined city, a land that was abandoned many years in the 
past. 
 Am I in the future? Is this Coltran’s time? 
 The response he got from the voice in his head was an emphatic ‘no’. If it was not 
the future then what was it? He reached the door of the keep and reached out to lift the 
latch. It was bent horribly and the wood around it was splintered so that, when he touched 
it, the door swung inward with a small creak that seemed to echo painfully in the silence 
of the abandoned courtyard. 
 William stood in the doorway waiting for his eyes to adjust to the dimmer lights. 
He still felt numb inside. He started through the doorway. A dread settled inside his 
stomach as he stepped slowly up the stone staircase. He eased his sword in his scabbard 
and then, as the feeling grew more powerful he pulled it out entirely and held it in front 
of him. He passed the first floor and kept going. A few steps around the corner from the 
first doorway he found two of the serving maids slumped on the stairs. It wasn’t hard to 
see what killed them. Their throats gaped open in bloody grins that made him turn his 
face away. 
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 As he climbed the stairs his heart began racing faster and faster. More and more 
bodies crowded the landings. Servants and maids, he recognized Bradbury’s doctor, all of 
them seemed to have been trying to reach the third floor when they were slaughtered. 
William became certain as he climbed that whatever had killed all of them was still up 
there. Sarah’s rooms were on the third floor. 
 He began running, jumping over bodies and even stepping on some when there 
was no way to get by them. He grimaced at the thought of it but forged upward with 
singularity of purpose. He gained the third floor landing and rushed through the door that 
hung askance on one hinge much like the outer gate. 
 He could see from there the doorway to Sarah’s apartments down the long 
hallway of the castle. He began sprinting toward it noticing as he did that the door was 
ajar. He slipped in a pool of congealing blood and clattered to the floor, his sword 
clanging on the stones as it skittered across the smooth worn floor stones. He gained his 
feet as quickly as he could manage and picked up his sword. 
 A shadow passed across the light streaming from Sarah’s door as he approached 
and he raised his sword above his head to deliver a crushing blow that had, in the past 
succeeded in splitting a man from head to middle. 
 A figure lurched through the doorway and he swung with all the speed and power 
he possessed. There was a surprised cry and the figure ducked to the floor and rolled 
across the corridor and into the opposite wall. William’s sword continued its arc until it 
rang off the stone floor, sending up a shower of sparks. William turned toward the figure 
that had come from Sarah’s room. He stopped. 
 “Samuel,” he cried, “My dear friend.” 
 Samuel’s dark hood was pulled back from his head and his white face and hair 
gleamed in the stream of sunlight from the open door. A red smear on a pale cloth tied 
securely to his forehead made a striking contrast to his fair features. There was a small 
trickle of dried blood running down his cheek. He held his own sword in his hand. The 
point hung down, touching the ground. He looked tired and worn and William could see 
that he favored one leg by the way he stood. He was breathing very hard. 
 “William, you have returned,” Samuel’s voice croaked with dryness and sorrow 
much like William’s did. “I have hoped and feared for your coming since almost 
immediately after you left.” 
 “What happened here?” William muttered, “Sarah?” 
 Samuel shook his head sadly meeting William’s gaze with his pale pink eyes. 
“That came first.” He swiped a hand across his eyes wearily and slumped against the 
wall. “The attack came in the night. We were unguarded, left with so few defenders and 
when the cry went out they had already beaten down the gates and flooded into the 
courtyard. I don’t know how many there were William but they were everywhere. Over a 
hundred at least, probably more than two hundred.” 
 William looked at his friend in shock, fear implicit in his gaze. He half turned 
toward the door behind him wanting to go inside, fearing to do so. Please, God, let the 
sound of her voice come to me from behind. Let me hear her voice again. 
 “I killed as many as I could,” Samuel said, “but they were too much for me. They 
were too much for all of us. They killed nearly everybody in the castle. Lord Bradbury 
was their first target. Soon after that it became apparent that they were trying to get to the 
third floor. We all rushed up here to defend the landing but they slaughtered us 
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completely. At the very end we were there in the doorway fighting when Sarah went into 
labor.” His voice broke at that and he fell silent for a few moments. William’s throat was 
too tight to ask any questions. He wanted desperately to hear the sound of Sarah’s voice 
calling to him from behind. He wanted just as desperately to hear Samuel say, everything 
is all right, she’s safe. 
 “She began screaming,” Samuel muttered, his eyes downcast, his shoulders 
seemed to stoop. “Men were shouting, others were screaming, I stood in the doorway and 
fought. You can’t understand how awful it was William. It was the worst thing I’ve ever 
had to live through.” 
 William thought that perhaps he could understand what it was like. He had been 
in battles. The chaos Samuel described was an integral part of every encounter. None of 
them had been to save a screaming woman in travail, however. 
 “Just before we succeeded in driving them off the screaming faded to a whimper.” 
Samuel hung his head as if ashamed. “I hurried to her side. William,” he said, looking 
William in the eyes again, “I did everything I could to save her. I fought for her very life 
and then used all the skills and knowledge that I have to bring her through in health.” He 
stopped and tried to swallow a few times as if trying to hold back tears. “She died,” he 
said finally, the last word choked on a sob, “I couldn’t save her. She was unhurt but she 
died in childbirth. She’s gone, William, I failed you. Your wife is gone and it’s all my 
fault.” He sank to the floor weeping then, tears running down his face and catching in the 
dried blood that already stuck there. His hands covered his face and his sword clanged on 
the ground. 
 William, however, still felt nothing. Just emptiness. I knew this. He thought. I 
knew this already. She’s dead. He stood there, the sunlight to his back, his sword in his 
hand watching his friend cower in sadness on the floor, dead bodies piled all around him, 
blood staining the stones as it dried. 
 A cold ball of ice passed through his body starting in his head and passing down 
to his toes. He let a shuddering breath pass through his lips. “The child?” he asked. 
 Samuel only shook his head, still buried in his hands. 
 William turned away and walked back toward the stairs. He slowly picked his 
way down through the bodies that lay strewn about. He still held his sword in his hand, 
drawn and hanging limp, as if forgotten at his side. He felt dazed. It could not have 
happened. It could not. 
 His nerves seemed destroyed completely. He could not even think. 
 Why, God, did you take her from me? He knew the question was on his mind but 
did not know where it came from. 
 His eyes began to well up with tears as he reached the courtyard. His numbness 
was quickly turning to a deep emptiness that swallowed his soul. He stumbled out into 
the early morning sunlight and dropped his sword in the dust. He stood in the dirt staring 
at the sky letting the light burn his eyes. 
 She’s gone. He cried to the heavens. Sarah is gone and I must live. Must all my 
life be torn with sadness? “I try to be right,” he shouted at the sky, “I’ve tried to live 
properly. I make mistakes, do not punish her. Take my life instead, bring her back.” 
 What arrogance, the voice in his mind spat at him. What pomp, that you would 
think that your life is fair exchange for hers. 
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 “I will not be shocked out of my grief into anger,” William mumbled, not moving. 
“Do not try to provoke me now or, God help me, I will extinguish whatever small flame 
keeps you living within me.” 
 The voice fell silent and William continued to stare at the sky. He had heard that a 
person who looks at the sun would go blind. He wanted it. He wanted to become 
mutilated and deformed, ugly for the rest of his life, he deserved worse than death. He 
wanted death so that he could be with his bride, his love, his child that never lived. 
 He slowly lowered his gaze and stumbled across the courtyard. His mind and 
body felt distant as if he had traveled a long way from them and they were slow to 
respond to his commands. He made his way to the chapel and pushed open the heavy 
doors that had not been touched by the raiding army. He took a few steps inside and 
pushed the doors shut behind him. The few small windows in the priory let arrows of 
light fall on the floor leaving the rest of the chapel dark and quiet. He made it halfway to 
the altar and collapsed to the floor, his knees sinking to the stone and his body arching 
over until his head cradled in his arms. The feeling of loss quickly became overbearing. 
The coldness of his body seeped away to be replaced by unbearable despair that wracked 
his body and mind into incoherence. 
 Let me die, he cried. Let me suffer and bleed. Let me pay for my sins. He rocked 
back and forth on his knees until they lost feeling and he could no longer move his legs. 
Even then he knelt in the chapel, his mind calling to God. He pled for death, for 
punishment and for redemption. Finally he pled for help. I cannot make it through this 
alone. He wept bitter tears that pooled on the polished flagstones beneath him. Sometime, 
several hours later, he felt warmth spread through his body, starting in his chest and 
spreading outward like a bursting sun. He gasped as the heat drove out the coldness of 
despair and gave him peace and calmness. The stones around wept in sadness, the wind 
outside muttered its mournful cries. His weeping stopped and he slumped to the floor. 
 William, it was his father’s voice, again, the one that he had come to associate 
with this feeling of peace and solitude. It was the voice of God. William, your sins are 
forgiven. Be not afraid. I am with thee. All is according to my will. 
 Your will is to let innocence be taken from the earth while the guilty live? 
 The voice was silent and William fell over on his side and curled around his 
immobile legs. 
 His exhausted body, now calmed by the somnolence of his emotions, drug him 
down to sleep while he lay on the cold flagstones. 
 

*** 
 

 It was after midday before they found him. He was cold and groggy when a gentle 
hand on his shoulder awakened him. His eyes were thick with sleep and the muscles that 
moved his eyelids felt tired and lackadaisical. He looked up into the grim face of Liam. 
Behind him there were two other soldiers who had followed him into the chapel. 
 “What happened here?” Liam asked. 
 William sat up slowly, resting his back against the hard wooden pew to his left. 
“A great slaughter. I was too late. Very few survived.” 
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 Liam nodded, “None, that we can find. You are the only living being in this entire 
castle and we were not too sure of that when we found you lying here with the red sun 
pooling about you like blood.” 
 William noticed for the first time the pool of red light that surrounded him. 
 “I am fine,” he intoned mindlessly. There was in fact a great stiffness in his neck 
and back from the position he had been lying in. “I have not had time to question 
anybody in order to find out how all this happened or who has done such a horrible thing. 
It turns out I have allowed my liege to be killed while I guarded his door.” 
 He got stiffly to his feet and brushed off his buttocks and back as well as he could 
reach. Sarah’s dead. The thought made him stagger momentarily and then he forced 
down the emotion. We will be together one day. He wanted to fall into weeping again. It 
didn’t feel real. Sarah could not be dead. She was everything he knew. She would come 
into the doorway of the church right now, smiling and swollen with child. 
 He clenched his teeth and fought down the emotions and the hopelessness. Time 
enough to mourn, time enough to weep. First he must do his job. 
 “Where is Samuel?” he asked, “Where are the other survivors?” 
 “There were none, sir,” Liam replied looking at him. “We searched the castle 
from top to bottom. Every closet and room was looked into. The chapel is the last place 
and you are the only one here. We found no life until we came upon you and you were so 
still that we thought you had perished with the rest. It looks as if the wrath of God has 
destroyed this place.” 
 “Samuel?” William asked, “I know he is here, I have spoken with him myself.” 
He looked at the other two soldiers. One of them shook his head. He was one of 
William’s original men. He knew Samuel and would have recognized him if he had been 
found, even if it was a body. “Was it a ghost then? I spoke with him early, just after I 
arrived.” 
 “He’s not to be found,” Liam said, “The place is empty.” 
 William stood and looked at all of them for several seconds. Something smelled 
of deception and his first thoughts were that they were lying to him. He studied their 
faces for several seconds before relaxing. There was no deception in their eyes. They 
were innocent of lies. He turned toward the door and strode swiftly through. He picked 
up his sword from the dirt where he had dropped it and turned back to look at them. 
 “I’d like to see the body of my wife,” he said, “I would like to pay my respects to 
her remains and look upon my child before I lay them in the earth.” 
 He waited for no response but went straight across the courtyard and entered 
again into the castle proper. He climbed the stairs two at a time. He was nearly to the 
third floor landing before he noticed the voices behind him. Liam was shouting to him to 
wait. 
 “I don’t think you should go in there.” He panted. 
 William paused and looked at him. “Why?” 
 Liam drew to a halt. The bodies that had littered the landing were gone, carried 
away by the solemn efforts of the soldiers. He expected they were being taken outside 
where they would be buried in a pit that would be dug in the hard and frozen ground. 
 “It will not be pleasant,” Liam responded. 
 William only turned away and continued toward the open doorway of his living 
quarters. Liam did not try to stop him, nor did he follow William down the corridor. He 
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just stood still and watched while William walked slowly toward the thin shaft of light 
that marked the open doorway of the last resting place of his dearly beloved. 
 What he saw when he finally entered the rooms made his stomach bile rise in his 
throat and tears blind his eyes. Sarah lay on the bed, the covers wadded up on the floor, 
the sheets soaked in blood. What made him sick was the red line of dark blood across her 
throat. She had been killed, sliced across the neck. 
 He stood in the doorway looking at her. His mind refused to believe what he saw. 
She could not be dead, she couldn’t. The blood all around her was not real, just the 
sunlight, and her unmarred face would suddenly light up in a smile. He had seen death on 
many people, wearing many faces. He had never imagined it on Sarah’s perfectly 
proportioned face that always seemed so full of life. 
 Her eyes were closed, sparing him the mercy of seeing her dead gaze turned on 
him. He sucked in a querulous breath and walked toward her. 
 “I tried to save you, my love,” he croaked, his voice didn’t want to work. “I tried 
to save you. I’ve failed in all that I have attempted it seems. Yet God has seen fit to give 
me a promise. I will see you again. I will never forget you. Don’t forget me.” 
 He stopped at the foot of the bed and stared at her for a moment longer. Then he 
bowed his head and muttered a prayer to God to watch her soul and keep her safe. 
 He walked slowly from the room. Liam and the other two soldiers still stood 
solemnly at the end of the hallway on the stair landing. He looked at them and allowed a 
sad smile to cross his face. 
 “Samuel told me she died in childbirth,” he muttered as he approached, “he must 
have been trying to keep me from being too upset about it.” 
 All three nodded quietly as if they thought the same thing. 
 “Where is the baby?” William asked then. “Where is the child that she bore?” 
 “There has been no infant,” Liam answered after a pause. “We have gathered all 
the bodies we could find and accounted for all who lived here previously. There was no 
infant among them.” 
 William felt his mind cloud over in confusion. Sarah was definitely not still 
carrying the child when she was killed. He closed his eyes to think and when he opened 
them he felt no closer to understanding what was going on than before. Where had 
Samuel gone in the convening hours since he had spoken with William? Where had 
William’s child been taken? Why did Samuel lie about the manner of Sarah’s death? 
 He walked past the men and down the stairs. As he entered the courtyard he saw a 
group of soldiers digging in the corner of the open space with their shovels. A great pile 
of bodies lay around them, waiting to be laid carefully in the bottom of the pit and buried 
in the newly upturned dirt. One soldier stood away from the others his head bowed. 
William approached him. 
 The man was weeping softly and William set his hand down on the other’s 
shoulder. 
 “It was Gwen,” the soldier said softly, “we was close ever since we was children. 
I found her myself killed in the scullery where she worked. We were going to be married 
this summer.” 
 William squeezed his shoulder powerfully and said nothing. I know how you feel. 
I know exactly what you are going through. You are a fighting man, a survivor, but 
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nothing you do will bring back her life. Nothing you have done was able to keep her from 
dying. 
 He found a shovel stuck into the dirt against one of the outer walls and moved in 
among his men to dig the pit that the deceased would be laid in. He bent his back to the 
work and let his mind turn itself off while his body exerted itself, slowly scraping away 
the dirt, making it deeper and deeper. 
 Let me help you now, he thought, because I have to ask you to dig one more for 
me to bury my wife in when we’re done. 
 Once they were done digging the hole they all stopped for a short rest. It was 
approaching dark by then and he began helping them carry bodies into the grave and lay 
them down flat, their hands folded across their chests. He knew the faces of every one of 
them. He found himself recalling memories of each one. Things he had said to the cook. 
A brief moment of levity he had shared with one of the servants. A quiet moment of 
advise a serving girl had offered him about what to give Sarah as a gift when they were 
courting. He found that he wept steadily and more powerfully with every body that he 
carried into the grave. Every face was a friend, every one a close acquaintance. 
 He felt a flinch of pain inside at every wound that he saw. Death strokes were 
inflicted with surgical accuracy. William could tell that a swordsman who knew his 
business gave every blow. There were very few people who had suffered more than one 
wound before they had died. 
 Samuel could have done that. William paused silently at the thought. No. He’s my 
friend. He wouldn’t do something like that. 
 Samuel would never have done anything like any of this. And what happened to 
Sarah, he would have nothing to do with that. He was wounded himself. 
 He’s gone. Coltran’s voice spoke like a verdict in his brain, He ran away. 
 William continued to work silently, the tears still dripping from his cheeks as he 
helped to scoop the dirt back onto the silent bodies. His mind shoved back and forth 
trying to decide what to think. Samuel was his friend. He trusted his friend. There were 
not many people who could inflict wounds with such precision. Samuel had lied to him, 
outright. Could it have been to protect him? William felt torn with confusion. 
 Where is my child’s body? It was almost completely dark by then and he threw 
the last shovel of dirt onto the mound covering the bodies of his friends. 
 Where are the bodies of the enemy that Samuel slew? 
 He headed toward the castle then. That last thought was too much for him. He 
couldn’t go on wondering. He had to find out for sure what was going on. Just to rest his 
mind. He headed toward Samuel’s room. 
 I need to see what he’s got in there. I need to prove that he wouldn’t do what I’m 
accusing him of. 
 He reached Samuel’s study and, opening the door. He stepped inside. 
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War 
 

 Smith wondered if her hopeless inability to stop the violence and maliciousness of 
her possessor was similar to what Coltran experienced in the past. That thought made her 
feel a pang of worry for Coltran. Where was he? Back there, where he had been before? 
 Help us Coltran. She tried to shout. Help us Red. She was silent then. She 
retained a vague hope that Red could still hear her but she could tell even as she shouted 
that none of her thoughts went past her skull. Help us. She prayed, hoping that some deity 
would hear her and send an angel or avatar to save them.  
 They had marched for most of the day. The going was slow through the highlands 
of Scotland but when night came they made camp. Smith had watched helplessly as 
MacElly was taken from her and hidden away somewhere. She didn’t know where, nor 
did it matter. She had no control. 
 Frequently she hurled herself at her captor, her possessor, trying to push its 
presence from her mind, get her body back. It was no use. It acted as though it was not 
even aware that she still existed. She understood how the elements kept their grasp on 
their subjects. She suspected that if it lasted much longer she would give in also. Her 
body had never felt so alive. She was tempted to just let herself become part of it. Vitality 
and health flooded into her, the broken rib that had caused so much pain was nearly 
completely healed and all her other wounds were gone as well. She was energized like 
being on a constant adrenaline high. Her body screamed to experience everything 
possible. 
 She had to force herself not to give in. Those are its feelings, not mine. She 
reminded herself. 
 She wandered through the camp looking lustfully at the soldiers as they went 
about their business. 

She slammed her mind into the presence that possessed her again. This time there 
was a soft shrug as she was forced back, a sense of irritation. So it did know that she was 
there. The dark skinned soldiers didn’t seem to notice her at all. They walked about with 
glazed looks on their faces, mindlessly completing tasks that they were meant to do. She 
realized suddenly that there was no speaking going on in the camp. Men rushed about 
without a word, instinctively knowing what their tasks should be. Or maybe not 
instinctively she realized with a shudder. 
 She could see the air around her as though it were solid. She could see each 
molecule and she could reach out and touch it and make it do things. Only it wasn’t her 
that could do those things it was Air. She wanted to cry, but had no tears, she wanted to 
scream, but had no voice. She was completely and utterly alone. 
 She went from tent to tent, maliciously eying the dazed soldiers. Small bits of air 
exacted such cruelty on the unknowing men that she began to weep with terror at what 
the element which possessed her could think up next. She began to withdraw from 
consciousness. She did not want to see. She did not want to experience the pleasure of 
seeing men writhing in pain while they were tortured for her entertainment. She wanted 
to not see any of it, not know that any of it ever happened. She closed herself off, walled 
herself up in darkness and blocked out the sounds of men crying in pain. In her dark cave 
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she shivered and listened to the muted sounds around her trying not to imagine what they 
could be. 
 When Air finally lapsed into a state of rest Smith offered up a silent prayer of 
thanks that she had reached some respite. She felt, in that moment before she was forced 
into slumber by the overpowering will of possession, that she was grateful for that above 
all other things. Despite being used and defeated she was not beaten. 
 While she slept she was plagued with dreams of another life that made her shiver 
and withdraw in horror. In her dreams she acted out cruelties on people that she had 
previously not been able to imagine. She found herself struggling to wake up, destroy all 
these images. She wanted to forget them, she hoped that they would fade quickly as most 
dreams did but she somehow felt that she was viewing them objectively, not like a dream 
but more like a cinematic experience. She began to flail about, trying to jerk herself away 
so that she did not have to see the gruesome and horrible things that crowded her dreams. 
She was bound as surely as a straight jacket would have done. Torture and rapine, 
wholesale slaughter and mutilations paraded before her mind in exquisite details until she 
thought she would retch in disgust. When she finally did she found only that her mouth 
and throat were no more under her control than the rest of the body was and the urge to 
vomit just built up inside until she felt like going crazy in an effort to get it out. When the 
dream ended she sank back in relief and again closed herself off from the outside world. 
 Are these the things that entertain the elements? She wondered, or was that a 
nightmare. She busied herself with walling up darkness around her. She didn’t want to 
know if horrible crimes were committed while using her body. There’s nothing I can do. 
 “Don’t give up hope,” she heard the voice as plain as if he was standing right next 
to her. 
 “MacElly,” she screamed, her voice made no sound, “where are you, I can’t get 
free.” 
 “I know,” he told her, “just keep fighting. I think I’ve got a way to help you but 
I’m still working it out.” 
 “Where are you?” 
 “I don’t know, I can’t see.” He chuckled. She felt a pang of regret as he reminded 
her of his handicap, “I only just figured how to hear you.” 
 “I’ve had the most awful dreams. I’ve seen the most awful things. MacElly,” she 
said wondering suddenly if Air could hear them in its mind. “I sometimes like this. It’s 
like it feels comfortable. It makes me sick and scared all at once but I almost don’t want 
it to change.” 
 “That’s why their power is so horrible Patricia,” he responded. She conjured up 
an image of him standing in the darkness with her, his goofy smile smeared across his 
face, his thin glasses halfway down his nose. He was pushing them up with the knuckle 
of his middle finger like he always did when he talked. “They overwhelm your mind until 
you become part of them. You must hold on. I think I can help you. Don’t give in. Fight 
back every chance you’ve got. Wear yourself out fighting.” Suddenly his glasses were 
gone and behind them there were two swollen and red eye sockets, empty sockets. His 
clothes disappeared also and he stood, naked and feverish, his body tiger-striped with 
lashes that seeped viscous blood. She closed her eyes and turned her head away but the 
image did not disappear. 
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 “It’s so hard, MacElly.” She said. She felt like her voice should catch somewhere 
as she struggled to stop her weeping. “It’s so hard.” 
 MacElly did not speak to her again for a very long time. She sat in the silence of 
her cocoon waiting and thinking. She could tell that the army was moving again and they 
were approaching the foothills of the highlands. Air was wandering through the ranks of 
glass-eyed soldiers sending thin strands of air into the depths of their lungs to give them 
more energy, his mind whirling about at such a pace that Smith could not even fathom 
the vast majority of it all. 
 The soldiers came to a halt and Air stopped suddenly. Smith pulled herself deeper 
into her darkness as she turned to look toward the front of the march. Something’s 
happened. I don’t want to know. I don’t want to know. 
 Suddenly a great force grabbed her, wrapping so intimately around her she felt a 
surge of panic and violation. Then it felt soothing, in a guttural sort of way. She wanted 
it. No. She tried to scream and push away but her will told her to relax. Let it take you, 
you want it. She tried to pull free. 
 “Come on, I think you’ll want to see this,” she heard her own voice muttering. 
Only it was not her voice, it was different in timbre somehow, less familiar, more 
malicious. She went limp with shock and with a feeling of inevitable futility. The mental 
touch drug her out through her barriers and slammed her full into the light of mid-
morning. She could see through her own eyes, hear through her own ears, but when she 
tried to gasp in shock nothing moved. 
 They stood on the top of the last tor of the highlands looking down a grassy plain 
that was dotted with trees. Filling the space between the trees were people. She felt a 
wave of dread pass through her. It was quickly replaced with something else. These 
people arrayed below were facing Smith and the other elements where they stood on the 
summit of the steep slope. They were not glassy-eyed and empty like the army of the 
Middle Eastern Coalition. No, they burned with a deep fire of indignation and anger that 
Smith felt almost repulsed by. Her feelings were confused, she felt disgusted at their 
rabble performance and deep hope at their willpower and strength. 
 Don’t give in. She grasped onto hope and tried to make it be enough. 
 Then her gaze was directed toward the two men who stood in the front of the 
army on the plain. Large men. One wore a brown smock that hung to his ankles. He was 
leaning casually on a thick wooden staff. The other man wore army fatigues from head to 
toe. He was holding a long sword in one hand and what looked like a pitchfork in the 
other. 
 General Smith and Friar Ives. She noticed for the first time then that the rest of 
the people below carried similar instruments. Long carving knives from the kitchen, 
pitchforks, shovels, hammers, axes, a few rusted swords or spears could be seen. 
Anything the people could scrounge up when their guns quit working and vehicles 
stopped running. It really did look like a rabble compared to the gleaming scimitars of 
their enemy and the bright shining heads of their spears. Samuel’s control over 
technology spread to his own forces, it seemed. 
 She saw a light of recognition in her uncle’s eyes as he looked at her and his gaze 
darted toward Ives in consternation. I’m right here. She cried, save me. His returning 
gaze informed her that he could not hear, could not understand and was filled with 
sadness for her. He thought he would have to kill her in battle. He thought that she was 
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on the wrong side and his worst nightmare was going to come true. Smith began to 
scream in fury. She pounded at the being that possessed her body. How dare it keep her 
from living? She knew if her uncle came at her she would kill him. No manner of 
justification could take that sin away from her. It didn’t matter that she did not have 
control of her body or that the actions made were somebody else’s entirely. It was her 
body. She pounded away until she was exhausted and then slunk back into her darkness 
only to be jerked out again. She fought back, viciously this time but seemed to have no 
effect on her captor. 
 Suddenly she was released and she froze as a deep chill spread through her mind, 
the kind that would have sent a shiver down her spine if it had been connected to her. She 
noticed that her body did give a slight, almost unnoticeable quiver. Could it be that Air 
was also scared? The sound that scared every being into silence was laughter. Sam was 
standing on the crest of the slope not twenty feet away laughing, his rasping voice 
projecting out over the plain so that all could hear. 
 “What is this rabble?” he rasped through his parchment dry throat. “Go home, all 
of you. We need no welcome. We are here to save you from the dragons.” He laughed 
again. His face was still covered and his back was bent like a hunchback beneath the 
weight of his dark cloak. 
 The Scottish farmers, factory workers and country folk stood still as if unaware of 
the coldness with which Sam could act when given the opportunity, or the excuse. 
 “It will not work,” Friar Ives said, still leaning on his staff. “Their ears are turned 
away from your malicious whisperings.” 
 “My…” Sam intoned incredulously, “My malicious whisperings? Why my dear 
friend, come into the light that I may see you better, for I do not know you. What did you 
tell them to bring them here? Did you say they would fight for their freedom, they would 
save the world?” He chuckled again, “Noble deeds to be sure but those days of chivalrous 
self sacrifice for the benefits of all mankind are in our history. Praise God that they are 
not here again today.” 
 “How dare you invoke God into what you are attempting to do,” Ives said. 
 “And what is it I am attempting?” Sam replied, “It appears I have succeeded. You 
don’t have the power to stop me, little man of God. Go back to your abbey and wait for 
me to save mankind.” His mood suddenly became dark and even the five elements shrank 
away from him. “Leave now,” his voice thundered across the plain with such force that 
many of the hodge-podge army staggered, “you fools, I am your Savior.” 
 Ives suddenly stepped forward, a look of surprise and awe blanketing his face. He 
reached out his left hand as if grabbing at something in the air. His lips moved but no 
sound could be heard at this distance. Then his gaze focused again and he looked up at 
Sam standing bent and hollow on the top of the hill. 
 “You are no Savior.” His voice was calm but it carried to every ear and through 
every mind, “I am already in the light, remove the covering from your face that I may see 
you, for I know your person.” 
 The two of them stared at each other for several long moments and then Sam took 
a quick step forward and jerked the hood from his head. His face was a pasty white with a 
shock of long white hair and eyebrows. His hair was so brilliant that the sun shining on it 
made Smith want to squint her eyes, and would have if she had controlled them. In the 
center of his face were two blood-red eyes that stared murder and deviltry at Ives. What 
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struck her most about his appearance was his age. He was old. So old that she almost 
didn’t believe that he was still alive. His skin was so thin that rivers of blue veins pulsed 
in sight, just beneath the surface. Dark splotches of age clouded his cheeks like a leopard 
and his skin was such a mess of wrinkles and creases that she felt it almost hurt to look at 
him. 
 “Do you see what I have become?” Sam hissed, his eyes boring into Ives like 
arrows. “Look at me,” he pointed at his face. “You did this to me. I survived, I got out 
and here I am at last. I am the vengeance of the Almighty come to earth to destroy the 
wicked.” 
 Ives shook his head sadly; “How we both have changed from what we once were 
old friend. But you did that to yourself. I have never had any part of your ruin from the 
beginning. You cannot lay blame on me any longer. That was my weakness once. It is no 
more.” 
 Sam paced quickly along the top of the hill like a lion in a cage. Suddenly he 
stopped and whirled toward Ives, “Can’t you see what I’m trying to do?” His voice 
sounded almost pleading, “You lack vision, there is tremendous power to be had here, 
and I only wish to use it.” Then his voice rose to a reverberating shout again, “I want to 
save my people. God gave me this power, let me use it.” 
 “Why?” was all Ives said. 
 “You got your answer to that question long ago,” Sam snarled at him. “I am the 
stronger now. You cannot stop me this time. I will be the savior of mankind and bring 
peace and utopia to the world. I am…” 
 “You would be no better than the devils,” Ives interrupted. He seemed loath to 
hear Sam blaspheme so publicly. 
 Sam spluttered, spittle flying from his mouth as his lips quivered with rage, “so be 
it then. You will die with the rest of them.” His voice rang out across the plain, echoed 
through the hills and thundered across the sky. 
 Several things happened all at once. With a great cry the armies behind the hill 
raised their spears and scimitars and charged up over the crest and down into the waiting 
army of locals. The Scots, women and men, stood firmly in their lines waiting, their farm 
tools held ready. At the same time a concussive sound ripped through the air nearly 
drowning out the shout of the army. Huge gouts of flame streaked through the air toward 
Friar Ives. The friar tightened his grip on his staff and a bright blue shield hammered into 
the flames forcing their energy upwards. It was that impact that made the cacophony that 
threatened to deafen everyone present. The air and ground between the two men suddenly 
exploded with shards of shattered stone and knives of ice. The air around them crackled 
with pent up energy as the ice was melted by a wave of hot air and the stone was ground 
to sand. Spears of ice leapt into being, tunneling the air towards Sam’s heart, at the same 
instant the ground beneath his feet exploded upward in a fantastic spray of mud and clods 
of grass. Sam sidestepped, deflected the debris off to one side, hurled fire into the spears 
of ice and dropped a shower of needle-sharp crystals of solidified air on Ives all while 
slamming a huge fist of invisible air as wide as Ives’ own body. So it continued. Each 
attack was forced back, each defense shattered, more and more were added until it was a 
flurry of confused destruction. 
 In that same instant Smith began her attack as well. She could feel herself reach 
out and twist the air and mold it into a solid block of invisible power. As she stilled the 
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molecules their heat passed out of them in a brilliant explosion that sent a warm wind 
gusting down from the sky. The frozen air plummeted to the earth -- the size of a small 
car -- it hit the ground and shattered. People were struck with super-cooled fragments of 
solid oxygen and nitrogen that steamed and boiled on the warm flesh of the people it 
touched. She felt herself smile at the screaming of her enemies. 
 Patricia, MacElly’s voice was urgent, don’t give in to them. Stay your mind. 
 As the two armies came together with a terrible clash of hard metal and soft 
bodies the attack began in earnest. Huge balls of liquid flame lanced from the heavens to 
impact the ground with shuddering force. The grass on the plains leapt alive with fire. 
The earth exploded beneath the feet of the running Scots, their weapons crumbled as they 
struck them against the weapons of their enemies. Strands of air whipped about tossing 
people from their feet and lashing great welts upon their bodies. Balls of frozen air 
smashed into the ground amidst balls of fire. Water seeped from the ground on the plain 
until it became a bog beneath the British feet. Darkness stood still on the hill watching 
everything impassively, her exquisite complexion paled slightly as she strained to gain 
control of the Scots in the same way she controlled the Middle Eastern Coalition. 
 Smith, awakened by MacElly’s plea began her own attack. Wrenching her mind 
from the awful encasement that held it firmly bound she tried to jerk her arms, her legs, 
some part of her free from the control of her possessor. She pummeled at the alien 
presence that infested her own private place. She let all the anger she felt build up in her 
and smashed her mind into that presence that violated her and dug into her memories in 
ways that left her feeling dirty and unworthy. All of it amounted to nothing. She felt not 
even a twinge or a shrug of indifference to her efforts. 
 Help me, she cried to the heavens for strength while she battered herself against 
her foe. She felt like weeping in hopelessness and would have if she had been allowed to. 
Every time she started to cry she was reminded that she did not have the control of her 
own body to weep in frustration and her anger renewed, giving her strength to fight 
again. The siren song of Air that told her to just give up was tempting. She could feel the 
tranquility and rest that it promised her as if it were a tantalizing bit of candy placed just 
on the edge of her lips. Sinking back into her rage she attacked him again. 
 “The British will fall, it is finished,” the seductive voice of Darkness spoke to 
them all. “There is another battle we must fight.” 
 The one she spoke of was the duel between Sam and Ives. Ives still stood in the 
middle of the battle on the plain, a clear area around him, still leaning on his staff. Smith 
could not see her uncle and could not look for him through the eyes that were not under 
her control. Sam stood on the ground on the top of the hill that could no longer be 
recognized as ground. Debris was piled ankle deep around him. Shards of ice melted into 
the dirt, clods of soil glowed red with heat. Bits of burning liquid dripped and ran over 
the chaotic piles of debris. He was creating less and less attacks now and more shields, 
almost desperate in an attempt to stop the onslaught. 
 “I have spent my entire lifetime since you left preparing for this,” Ives said. His 
voice was mild but it carried over the din anyway. “You are beaten, old friend.” 
 Sam only smiled while he deflected a series of attacks. Was that sweat glistening 
on his brow? “That is where you are wrong,” his hideous face twisted into a furious 
grimace, “For I have allies.” 
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 Smith saw what it was Air was preparing to do. She slammed her mind into his 
trying to rest control from him, desperate not to see everything end this way. Air and 
Fire, Earth and Water, all of it bound together with Darkness, coalesced into a gout of 
elemental power that Smith felt sure nobody could survive. In the last instant Ives saw it 
coming and dove into a crouch on the ground holding his staff above his head. The move 
looked like cowering in fear of the inevitable and Sam laughed cruelly as he sent his own 
pitiful bits of power towards his cowering nemesis. Sam was right, it was a hopeless 
lunge to the ground to save his body from harm. However, Ives did not cower in fear. Out 
of his staff a shimmering, transparent aura flashed out and surrounded him creating a 
bubble around his crouching body. Steam leaped toward the sky as the heat of the energy 
being poured into it vaporized the ground around him. The rain of power did not cease 
and Ives knelt in the grass under his protective dome, hunkered down, every bit of power 
he possessed pouring into his shield. 
 Help us, Smith cried frantically. Everything she was doing amounted to exactly 
nothing and she felt fingers of insanity creeping across her mind. Everything was going 
to hell around her and the tranquility and rest that she wanted more than anything were 
being offered to her truthfully and she had to refuse them. She felt torn by confusion, how 
did she know she wasn’t already mad with misunderstanding? Red, if you’re out there, 
now would be a good time. She choked back a sob before remembering that she couldn’t 
sob anyway. Her mind was in tatters of guilty feelings. God, she cried, if ever man 
needed a miracle it is now. 
 Out of the corner of her vision she could see a figure topping the rise of the hill to 
her right. She tried to see who it was but was forced to look only where Air was looking. 
She concentrated on the image in the corner of her vision until she recognized it. 
Shuffling feet, hands out in front, naked and striped with lash wounds. 
 MacElly. Is he our miracle? 
 Patricia, don’t fight them. Control them. It was MacElly’s voice in her mind. She 
felt a deep confusion. A blind man, naked and covered with feverish wounds was hardly 
what she would have considered a miracle. Try to redirect their efforts. MacElly 
continued. Fighting them is futile, so just mislead them. 
 She didn’t do anything for several seconds. Wasn’t he the one who had told her to 
fight them? She still wasn’t sure if he was fully sane or not. He sounded sane, sometimes, 
but what he said was not always clear. Was this the miracle she had prayed for? She let 
her mind slowly reach out with Air to grasp the weave of elements. It welcomed her 
gladly as if satisfied that she had finally given in. Suddenly she jerked her mind away 
with her grip still firm on the air. For a single instant the entire weave of power that 
pummeled Friar Ives dissipated into nothing. Air wrenched control away from her with 
such force that it sent her mind tumbling back into blackness for several seconds. The 
rain of energy on Ives’ shield quickly resumed and she gathered her wits for another 
attempt. Her efforts were pitiful against the mighty rain of terror that was being 
unleashed but it was all she could do. 
 We are coming, the voice of Red bounced around inside her brain. All of the 
elements looked at each other and she felt a great shock of despair go through her, they 
had all heard his pronouncement. 
 In that brief look she could tell that the elements had planned for this and they 
knew exactly what to do. 
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 Red, don’t come, it’s a trap, she screamed at him, he had always been able to hear 
her, she could warn him.  
 We are coming, little one. We are keeping the promise. 
 Red, don’t, they can hear you. 
 Don’t worry we are on our way. Shortly we will arrive. 
 Smith tried everything she could think of to cast her mind across the distance 
separating them. Don’t talk, don’t come, they’re waiting for you. The barrage of energy 
and pressure that had engulfed Friar Ives now ceased and the din of fighting and dying 
filled her ears. Ives still cowered under his shield, unsure of the safety of lowering it just 
yet. He looked weary and worn, one hand resting on the ground to hold him up where he 
crouched. 
 He can’t hear you… little one. 
 Smith was stunned into silence at first. It was the first time Air had acknowledged 
she was actually there. She almost didn’t recognize what it was because she heard it as 
her own voice whispering in her ear, mocking her. 
 There was no more response from the elements but they all formed in a circle and 
she saw the tremendous energy and power of the five of them being woven together 
again, this time into a less powerful but more volatile bond of elemental power. Strands 
of invisible air wove a net that was razor thin through the sky above. Lines of pure white 
fire that made it shimmer with heat bound it to the earth with water and darkness 
intermingled all about. She saw immediately what the trap was going to do. The razor 
edged air would slice the dragons to pieces when they passed through it. The net of fire 
would close around what was left of them and the ground would open up and drag them 
down where they would be suffocated and drenched in underground water. It sounded 
almost too simple. Is it that easy to kill dragons? 
 Oh, Red, she wanted to weep. She felt like she was going to lose her sanity. This 
was psychological torture that she didn’t think she could bear. She was trapped in the 
middle of the enemy, unhindered in any way and she was helping them destroy the 
people she loved and the things that she felt were good in the world. She could see 
MacElly clearly now from the angle that Air had her head turned. He was standing just 
where she had seen him last. His face was turned to look at her as though his empty 
sockets could see her. He had said that he saw visions and dreams through those empty 
sockets. What was he seeing now? Could he see the outcome of the entire battle? His face 
was held in a grimace that looked like despondency. Her hopes dropped away suddenly 
and she sank into despair. If MacElly had lost his hope then surely there was no hope left. 
She whimpered softly in her mind, drawing into herself. 
 Don’t give up hope yet, little one. 
 Red! She gasped out of the depths of wretchedness. Is that you? Can you hear 
me? 
 We will come soon, Red continued as if he had not heard. There has been war 
among the dragons. We are much diminished. Sadness crept into his voice as he said it. 
She felt sure that what he was telling her had happened was the first instance of any such 
thing in dragon history. 
 Red, don’t come, she wanted to shout, tried to shout but her voice would not 
respond to her commands and her mind could not be heard. 
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 We are more pure than we have been in many thousands of lives of men. The 
sadness of his words and the feeling that came with them almost made her withdraw into 
her little black box again, to go somewhere safe. She couldn’t bear the sadness of what he 
was telling her. Then his voice became powerful again. We are fire and light. Through 
the fire we have been refined. We are brighter than we have ever been. We are come to 
set you free. We will free you from the bond of slavery. We will save you. 
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The Voice of God 
 

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

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

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

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

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

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



Approaching Darkness 
Jesse Whitehead 
154,000 words 

254   

 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 
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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. 
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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. 
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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. 
 


