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Sometimes, when there is trouble in the present, we must look to the past for the cause, before we look to the present. And sometimes problems are caused by those who mean well. Or those who are just arrogant and think that they know better than anyone else. We have all met those. But most of the time, it is caused by a self serving liar. Or from someone who was under a false belief caused by someone else.

Such was the case in 1258. The people of several small Scottish villages were surprised one morning to see a new settlement that seemed to have appeared overnight. 

The strangers dressed in gray robes and kept to themselves. It wasn’t long before The Scots discovered that their new neighbors were druids. Where they came from and why was anyone’s guess. For almost an entire year, they stayed to themselves and caused no trouble or harm to the surrounding people. So the Scots were content to leave them alone. For it was well known that druids dabble in the mystical arts. 

Then there came a time of sickness and death as a plague spread across the land, killing thousands. The people cautiously approach the druids for help, since it was also well known that they were healers, among other things. After the plague had run its course, the people bartered with the druids for medicines for the sick and injured. They would also seek help from them when the crops were failing, or when the cows stopped producing milk.  

And despite these things, there were those that believed that the druids caused the plague. People who still didn’t trust the druids, and would ask why they were there in Scotland in the first place, and where did they come from? Many thought it was possible that they were the druids that they had heard about, “the ones the British had driven out of England? Do you think it’s possible?” They would ask 

Either way, none ever dared to confront the druids and ask. For the next 40 years, the druids continued to build their keep until it was almost as big as a castle. As for the druids themselves, they preferred to stay to themselves and interact with the locals only when needed. As with all things, that was about to change.

In 1298, it was complete chaos in Scotland. The vaunted British army had begun its invasion of Scotland. It was a time of war, and sometimes war brings the unexpected.

Colin Ferguson was a farmer. He had been farming this same stretch of land his entire life. Now he looked over what was left of his years of backbreaking labor. The Brits had come through and had taken or burned most of his crops and had either killed or taken most of his livestock for their own. 

He had sent his wife and daughter to her sister’s home in the village while he worked to recoup the losses. He found two of his cows that had somehow escaped the notice of the soldiers, and one piglet. But as for the chickens and ducks, all of them were gone. 

Colin looked out over his wheat field. It would be at least another season before he could plant again, even if he had the seed now. He also no longer had an animal to do the plowing. It was just simply too late to start again this year. 

He bent down and picked up his scythe. The wooden handle had been burned, leaving the blade. With a yell, he brought the sharpened edge of the scythe blade down onto a fence post, nearly splitting it in two. Colin stood there for a moment, holding the blunt end of the scythe blade. His face turned red, his breathing came in harsh rasps between gritted teeth. With anger in his eyes, he looked at the burned land of his farm. 

Colin looked up at the setting sun for a moment and turned to go to the lean-to he had set up, since the house had been burned as well. Just the roof anyway that he could rebuild, if the stone walls are still solid. 

He stopped in his tracks and stared. A woman was standing less than ten paces away, watching him. “Who are you? Are you lost?” Colin asked. She didn’t say a word as she continued to look at him. She looked at the setting sun and then slowly, step by step, she moved closer to Colin. 

“What is it you want here?” Asked Colin. A sudden feeling of wariness filled him. Something about this woman struck him as odd. “What do you want?” Colin demanded. In the dim light, Colin jumped back, the hair rising on the back of his neck. Cold chills ran down his spine as her skin turned ashen gray and her eyes turned black with red dots in the center. Her mouth opened unnaturally wide and was filled with rows of sharp fangs.  

Colin grabbed the scythe blade and wrenched it free from the post, and swung it like a sword as he spun on his heel. She ducked under it and jumped forward almost in the same movement, landing on Colin’s chest, nearly knocking him down. He strained his legs muscles and stayed up on his feet.  

He pushed his left arm up under her chin and swung with the scythe blade with his right. She caught the blade with her left hand and yanked it from his grasp and threw it away. By all standards, Colin was a physically powerful man. Something that he had proved many times. And yet sweat ran down his face and back as he strained to keep this thing’s teeth from his throat.  

A sudden bright flash of red fire threw him and the thing on top of him to the ground. Colin rolled to one side as a ball of flame cut through the smoke to explode against a fence post.

Looking up, he saw several druids standing there, ready to do battle. Colin looked back over his shoulder and saw the creature sitting in a crouch, thin streamers of smoke rising from her shoulders hissing at the druids. “Here, get behind us,” said one druid. Colin crawled and jumped to his feet, and ran over to stand behind the druids.

As soon as Colin was in the clear, two of the druids sent fireballs flying at her. She jumped and dodged them all. Her eyes were filled with hate as she glared at the druids before disappearing into the darkness. 

“Did she bite you?” Asked the druids. “No, but she bloody well tried, and probably would have if you lot hadn’t shown up. You have my thanks.” Said Colin. “Thanks are unnecessary.” Said the druid. “At least tell me what the bloody hell that thing was,” Demanded Colin. 

“We really don’t know what it is, not yet anyway.” Said another of the druids. “All we know is what our master told us. It’s called a Vetala.” said the Druid. “Never heard of such a thing like that,” Said Colin. “Neither have we. Our master said that it comes from a land far from here.” Said the druid. “Then what’s it doing here?” Asked Colin. “It’s attracted to war and bloodshed. That’s all we know.” Answered the druid as he scanned the darkness for the creature. “Our master, Arturius, had a vision of the Vetala and sent us out after it,” said the druid.

“Well, good job fellas, it got away.” Said Colin sarcastically. “Yes, only because we stopped to save you.” Said the druid flatly. “You’re right, my apologies.” Said Colin. “Do you have somewhere else to go? For tonight at least, it may come back.” Said the druid. “Aye, I do.” Said Colin. “Good. We will stay with you until you get there. Do you have a horse?” Asked the druid. “No,” Said Colin. “Edgar, loan him your horse. You will ride with me,” said the druid. 

The one called Edgar walked out into the darkness, and moments later came back, leading six horses. He stepped forward and handed the reins of one horse to Colin and then jumped up behind the Druid Colin believed to be the leader. 
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An hour later, they took their leave of Colin Ferguson and returned to the keep. After handing the horses over to the stable master, all six rushed into the keep to find master Artuius. He was sitting in the great library, with an enormous book sitting on the table in front of him, when they found him. 

“Did you find the creature, Allen?” He asked without looking up. “Yes master, we did.” Said Allen. “But you could not destroy it, correct?” Asked Arturius. “Yes master, all our attack seemed to do was anger it.” Said Allen. Arturius nodded his head. “I couldn’t find anything about how to fight or destroy this demon in our histories, only what it is and where it comes from, nothing more. I have sent a message to a man named Ping. If anyone knows how to destroy this creature, he will.” Said Arturius. 

“How long before we hear from him, master?” Asked the druid. “I don’t know,” said Arturius. “Until then, we must do our best to protect the people from this, Vetala,” said Arturius. He looked up at the druids and waved a hand in dismissal. “Yes master,” said Allen as he and the others bowed to Arturius and left the library.

The master druid closed the book in front of him and looked out the window. Roughly 50 miles away from Colin Ferguson’s farm sat a grand manor house. Its stone walls were heavily fortified and guarded by British soldiers. They had taken it over weeks ago and killed everyone who refused to surrender. And as of now, it was the home and headquarters of General John Rhodney. 

For the last several weeks, he has had prisoners cutting down trees and building a palisade around the manor house to fortify his position. A lone sentry could be seen walking back and forth in front of the gate. 

Normally, there are two men at the gate during the night watch, but his fellow sentry had eaten something that didn’t agree with him and was currently in the privy. 

There were other guards on the wall of course, but if the captain of the guard made one of his surprise inspections, as he was known to do from time to time, his fellow sentry would end up in the stockade, or worse for leaving his post. Captain Norton was a hard man and a stickler for regulations. 

The guard reached the other side of the gate and turned around and stopped short. “Halt. Who goes there?” He said automatically when his eyes landed on a woman standing a short distance from him. The woman didn’t move. She stood there smiling at him. “Didn’t you hear me? What are you doing here?” He asked as he approached her. 

She moved faster than he could see, knocking the halberd from his hand and knocking his helmet off his head, ripping the chain links of his mail hood. And just as quickly, she lunged at him. The guard screamed as he felt what felt like fangs sinking into the soft tissues of his face. He started yelling for help and trying to pull her off at the same time. 

Several guards on the wall looked down to see him struggling with someone in the uncertain flickering light of the torches. While others rushed to the gate, two of the wall guards started shooting arrows at his attacker.

A strange hissing scream told them they hit their mark. Before they could do more than register the sound, something flew up at them and ripped through the chain mail, slashing their throats open at the same time. And then it was gone. 

General Rhodney, alerted by the alarm bells, came running out of the manor house, sword in hand and up onto the wall. “Captain of the Guard.” “Yes, sir,” Said Norton, running up to him and saluting. “What’s the situation?” Demanded Rhodney. “Unclear sir. Three men are dead, but there is no sign of the enemy, sir,” Said Norton. 

“It must have been a raid gone wrong.” Said Rhodney, looking down at one of the bodies. “Yes, sir.” Said Captain Norton. “Where is the other gate guard?” Demanded General Rhodney looking down over the wall at the dead body below. 

“I don’t know, there were two men during my last round, sir,” Said Norton. “Find him.” Said Rhodney, walking down the steps. “Wait, I’m here, sir,” said a soldier, running up to Rhodney and saluting. “You deserted your post!” Snapped Captain Norton, stepping forward. 

“No sir, I was using the privy, sir,” said the soldier, looking at Norton. “The privy.” Said Rhodney. “Yes, sir. I have a sour stomach.” Said the soldier. “Three men are dead because of your sour stomach.” Said Rhodney coldly. The soldier’s eyes widened and beads of sweat appeared on his upper lip. 

“Captain,” Said Rhodney. “Yes, sir,” said the captain. “I think 30 lashes and a week in the stockade for leaving his post.” Said Rhodney. “Yes, sir,” Said Captain Norton waving at two men to grab the unfortunate soldier. 

Rhodney went back to his quarters and sheathed his sword and hung it up next to his uniform. With that, he turned to look at the naked woman sitting on his bed. “Your countrymen failed at whatever they were attempting.” Rhodney said to her. She looked up at him and said nothing. “The mood has been ruined. Get dressed and go back to the servants’ quarters. I will call on you when I need you again,” said Rhodney. 

Quietly, the young woman stood up and quickly put her nightgown on and walked out of the room. Rhodney looked to the east and saw a thin gray line on the horizon. He pulled on the bell cord, calling his manservant to his room. 

By the time he was dressed in his uniform, he could hear the sharp crack of the whip and the screams of the soldier as the tip of the whip cut permanent stripes into his back. He sent out a patrol with orders to find whoever had attacked them. “I only need one of them alive for questioning. Understood?” Said Rhodney. They understood. Capture one and kill the rest.

They weren’t the only ones out searching. Four druids, dressed in gray riding clothes with hooded cloaks, rode out of the keep. Their instructions were to look for signs that the creature had attacked anyone else, and to search every cave they could find where the creature may hold up during daylight hours. 

Meanwhile, Colin Ferguson was telling everyone in the village what had happened to him last night, and of how the druids had saved his life. There was a traveling trader named Shemus Finigan, an Irishman, in the village. He had listened to Ferguson’s story. He held a hatred for druids or anyone who practiced magic. 

“They probably used their magic to create the thing in the first place and it got away from them.” Said Finigan. “And what would you know about it, Irishman?” Asked one of the villagers.

“Those who dabble in the black arts always want the same thing.” Said Finigan before he spit on the ground. “And what would that be?” Asked Ferguson. “They always act like they just wanna help, but the truth is they just want to control the world and everyone in it.” Snapped Finigan. “They have lived there peacefully for 40 years and have even helped people from time to time.” Said Ferguson. “For a pretty price, I’m sure.” Said Finigan. 

“Why don’t you finish your business and leave?” Said one of the other men in the group. “Fine, fine,” Said Finigan, holding up his hands and walking over to his ox-drawn cart. 

‘Bloody fools,’ Finigan yelled inside his head as he climbed up onto the cart and grabbed the reins. He looked at them sideways and snapped the reins, and headed out of the village. 

He had only gone a few miles when he ran into the patrol that General Rhodney had sent out that morning. Finigan wasted no time in retelling Ferguson’s story with several embellishments of his own. Lieutenant Jenkins tossed him a couple of coins and headed straight for Ferguson and his family. 
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Less than an hour later, the people of the village sent the women and children into the houses when a sharp-eyed girl saw the soldiers approaching. 

The men stood there, offering no resistance as the soldiers rode into the village. “I am looking for a man named Ferguson,” said the Lieutenant. “That would be me.” Said Colin. Two soldiers jumped off their horses and ran up to Colin. One man grabbed his arm while the other hit him across the face. 

“There is no need for that.” Said a man, stepping forward. “And who are you?” Asked Lieutenant Jenkins. “Angus Robertson, headman of this village.” “Well then Robertson, I suggest you mind your own business before you get the same treatment.” Threatened the Lieutenant. 

Robertson glowered at the Lieutenant but kept his mouth shut. “Bring him.” Ordered Jenkins. The soldiers dragged Ferguson over to the Lieutenant and held him there. “I have heard that you recently had an encounter with some druids and a strange beast of their creation.” Said Jenkins. 

“If that is what you want to call it.” Said Colin. “What does that mean? Explain.” Ordered Jenkins. “I was attacked, sir. At first it looked like a woman, and then it changed.” Said Colin. “Changed how?” Asked Jenkins. “It grew claws and fangs sprouted from its mouth.” Said Colin. 

“It looked like a woman? But with fangs and claws?” Exclaimed Jenkins, laughing. “Aye,” said Colin. “Are you sure you weren’t drunk and just seeing things?” Asked Jenkins with a sardonic smile. 

“Aye sir, I haven’t touched a drop in months,” said Ferguson. “Then you are obviously lying,” said Jenkins. “Beat him as an example of what happens when you lie to a member of his majesty’s army.” Ordered Jenkins. 

Three more men jumped from their horses and joined the first two. Punching, kicking and stomping on Ferguson. The others glared hatefully at the soldiers, unable to do anything to help their countryman. 

“Enough, I don’t want him dead. At least not yet,” said Jenkins with a cruel smile. One soldier spit on Ferguson as they walked away and climbed back onto their horses. 

Jenkins glared at the villagers for a few moments before he and his men rode out of the village to continue their patrol. The sun was hanging low in the western sky, and Jenkins ordered one of his men to find a suitable place to set up camp. It would be dark soon, and he didn’t relish the idea of falling into an ambush in the dark. They would make camp and head back to base in the morning. 

Jenkins sent two men out to find some fresh meat and watched as his men gathered wood for a fire and put up his tent for the night. Not long after that, the two men he had sent out came back with a Scottish red deer. After a hot meal, Jenkins set three men on guard and went to bed. 

It was just after the guard changed at midnight that a young soldier yawned and stretched as he took his position, next to the picket line where the horses were tied. He yawned again, wishing that he hadn’t pulled guard duty tonight, when the horses went tense and fidgeted with their ears pointed and looking out into the darkness. 

He turned and looked out to see if he could find what was bothering the horses, when he caught sight of a slight movement out in the darkness beyond the firelight. A moment later, he saw a woman walking towards him. “Who are you, and what are you doing here?” Asked the soldier, looking over her shoulder to see if anyone was with her.  

“Are you stupid?” asked the Soldier. “What are you doing here?” She said nothing as she continued to approach him. Ferguson’s words suddenly came to mind, “it looked like a woman, but had claws and fangs.” The Soldier lifted his spear and took a step back. “Stop where you are or I’ll run you through.” Threatened the soldier. She stopped inches from the tip of his spear. She looked down at the spear with a curious look and cocked her head to one side, before she looked up at the soldier and smiled.

A blood-curdling scream caused Captain Jenkins to jump. He instinctively reached for his sword as he jumped up out of his bed. Jenkins could hear screaming and hollering and running coming from every direction around his tent as he pushed the tent flap aside and stepped outside. He stood there barefoot, sword at the ready, looking for the enemy. His eyes stared blankly at the lithe female figure moving with an incredible speed around the camp. Where she stopped, a man died. 

Jenkins raised his sword and joined the fray. Twice he swung at the woman, and twice she jumped backwards and out of reach. A soldier ran up and tried to stab her in the back with his spear as she faced the Captain. She seemed to have eyes in the back of her head. She spun around and grabbed the spear, and ripped it from his hands. 

Jenkins looked on in horror as she grabbed the hapless man and opened her mouth and sank long sharp fangs deep into his neck. 

Jenkins couldn’t take any more. He leaped forward and drove his sword to the hilt in her back. She seemed to take no notice of it. She spun around, pulling the sword from his hand. He stopped dead in his tracks and watched as the soldier fell dead at her feet before she turned to face him. The blade of his sword protruded nearly two feet from between her breasts. 

He watched as she twisted one of her arms at an impossible angle over her head. He winced at the sound of her shoulder popping from its socket as she grabbed the hilt of the sword and pulled it free. 

The sword fell to the ground with a clank as it hit the rocky ground. The creature moved her arm in a circle, popping the shoulder joint back into place with a loud cracking sound. Captain Jenkins broke whatever held him transfixed and lunged at a spear lying on the ground. He didn’t make it. 

She grabbed him by the neck and lifted him up into the air. His face turned red, and then purple as he grabbed her wrist with both hands and tried to break her grip. The creature smiled up at him and then lowered him to the ground before holding up her right hand. Jenkins stared in horror through blurred eyes as the nails grew until they were three inches long. 

“Pretty face,” she hissed and took one claw and cut deeply, starting at the hairline to the chin and back up the other side. Jenkins’ mouth was open in a soundless scream as she ripped his face from his skull.

​4

––––––––

[image: ]


Just after dawn, General Rhodney stepped out into the crisp morning air and looked around. “Has Captain Jenkins returned?” Rhodney asked the sentry. “No sir, not yet,” said the sentry.

“Hmm,” said Rhodney, looking out over the barricade. “Sir, over there,” said the sentry, pointing. Rhodney looked out to see six men all dressed in gray robes riding down the road towards them. 

“Hold!” yelled one of the sentries posted in front of the gate. “What is your business here?” demanded the sentry. “We found one of your men, injured, but still alive.” Said one of the gray men. The sentry watched as two of them dismounted and carried an unconscious man who was heavily bandaged and dressed in the uniform of the British army. 

“What happened to him?” Demanded the sentry. “I don’t know. He was unconscious when we found him.” Said the gray man. The gate opened, and General Rhodney stepped through the gate with several soldiers. Two of them grabbed the wounded man and carried him inside. 

“Where did you find him?” Asked the general. “About ten miles from here.” Said the gray man. “This man was part of a patrol sent out two days ago. Did you see any sign of them?” Asked Rhodney. The gray man glanced at the others and then nodded. “Other than that, man, they are all dead.” Said the gray man. 

“I see. Forgive my manners. I am General Rhodney of his majesty’s army. And you are?” Asked Rhodney. “My name is Edgar. We are druids.” Said Edgar. “Druids? I was unaware that there were Scottish druids.” Said Rhodney. “We are not Scottish. We migrated here to Scotland 40 years ago.” Said Edgar. 

“I see. Then you would be part of the sect my father helped to drive out of England from the Salisbury area.” Said Rhodney. Edgar looked at Rhodney with a face set in stone and nodded once. “Once more question Edgar, the druid. Did you and your men, by chance, see what direction the men who attacked mine fled after the massacre?” Asked Rhodney.

“No, we only saw the bodies of your men,” said Edgar. “I see, well, I thank you for returning our man. Have a safe journey.” Said Rhodney. Edgar nodded and turned his horse and as one the druids rode away. 

“They know a lot more than they are telling. They had something to do with the death of our men. I know it,” snapped Rhodney as he watched them disappear over a hill. “Then why didn’t you arrest them and force them to tell you what they know?” Asked a young lieutenant. 

“It’s obvious that you know nothing of druids. It was said that Merlin was a druid, and he helped a young orphan to not only become a king, but to conquer a nation.” Said Rhodney.

“That’s just a story.” Scoffed the lieutenant. “Is it?” Asked Rhodney. “Of course, sir. How could it be true?” Asked the Lieutenant. Rhodney grinned as he looked down at the young officer. “Regardless if you believe it or not. Druids are men of secrets and of considerable influence. That is what the story is really about,” said Rhodney. 

“I want to be informed immediately when that soldier regains consciousness. I wish to question him myself.” Said Rhodney. 

***

[image: ]


A soft chime floated through the air of Arturius’s room, waking him. He slid out of bed and stood in front of the full-length mirror sitting in the corner and waved his hand and said, “DOKEIN.” His reflection shimmered and disappeared, to be replaced by a man from the orient dressed in plain silks.

“Arturius, my old friend.” Greeted the man in the mirror. “It warms my heart to see you again as well, Ping.” Said Arturius. “You sent me a most urgent message. Are you having difficulty?” Asked Ping. “I am my old friend. Have you ever dealt with a creature called a Vetala?” Asked Arturius. 

“I have heard of them. Have you encountered one?” Asked Ping. “Yes, somehow one has found its way to these shores.” Said Arturius. “Yes, they are powerful and vile creatures. They can possess the dead, and jump from corpse to corpse at will. They are drawn to strife and bloodshed.” Said Ping. “Do you know how to destroy such a creature?” Asked Arturius. “Unfortunately, that is knowledge that I lack. You must understand I have never faced a Vetala myself. But I know that like the western vampire, holy objects can cause it pain.” Said Ping. 

“So there is no way to stop the Vetala?” Asked Arturius. “The Vetala can be trapped. It must be drawn from the host corpse and locked away inside a silver vessel. I’m sorry, that is all I know, my friend,” said Ping.

“Don’t be sorry. It is more than I knew before, and as we both know, knowledge can be a powerful tool. Do you have such a vessel?” Asked Arturius. “I do not. A man I know of named Sunil may know where to acquire one.” Said Ping. “Is this Sunil a magician?” Asked Arturius. “No, he is a silversmith of some repute.” Said Ping. “Where can I find this Sunil person?” Asked the druid. “In Kathmandu.” Said Ping.  

“Thank you. I will send one of my people to see him immediately.” Said Arturius. “Good fortune, my friend,” Said Ping as his image faded to replaced by Arturius’s own image.

The druid walked behind a dressing screen and tossed his nightshirt over the top and came out wearing a dark gray robe and hood with a red and gold badge on his left breast. He walked down the hall to a highly decorated wall and pressed four stones on a mosaic set in the wall. And a hidden door silently opened up next to him. He stepped inside and reemerged with a leather pouch and headed for the main hall. 

Once there, he struck a large gong set at the head of the room and waited. Several minutes later, the druids entered the room and stood in orderly lines, waiting for the master druid. It was used in the old world to speak. 

“A great evil has come to these shores. I discovered it is a vampiric creature called a Vetala. I must send three of you through the mirrors of travel to a place called Kathmandu. Once there, you will locate a silversmith called Sunil and purchase a silver vessel capable of trapping and holding the Vetala. Do I have any volunteers?” Asked the druid. 

Seven men volunteered. Arturius picked three of them and led them to a chamber deep underground in the hidden tunnels under the keep. The walls and even the ceiling were covered in mirrored panels. Arturius turned to them and handed them the pouch he was carrying. “Gold for silver. Signal me when you have obtained the vessel and have returned to the place you arrived,” Said Arturius.

“Yes, master.” Said the druid, taking the pouch and bowing. All three stood in the center of the room, and Arturius stepped back and raised his arms. The word “PEREGRINATE,” echoed through the chamber. A mirror to their right seemed to ripple and move like the waves of the ocean. The lines and shapes of the men seemed to blur, and they were sucked into the rippling mirror and vanished. 
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Elsewhere, General Rhodney was doing what he considered the most useless and boring part of his job. Writing reports to the king and doing paperwork. He was almost glad when there came a knock at his door. “Enter,” said Rhodney.

“Sir,” said a soldier, stepping into the room. “I was ordered to inform you that the wounded man is awake.” Said the soldier.

“Excellent, I will be right there,” Said Rhodney, dropping his quill onto the desk and standing up. The soldier held the door open for him and followed him out of the manor house to a smaller building that was set up at an infirmary. 

The man lay on the bed, a large bandage covered one eye and half of his pasty colored face. “Can you talk?” Naked Rhodney looking down at him. His right eye rolled to look up at him. “Yes, sir.” He mumbled. “Good. What happened to the patrol?” “We were attacked,” said the soldier. “I know that. Who attacked you?” Asked Rhodney. “The druids, they set a monster on us,” said the soldier excitedly. 

Rhodney looked at the surgeon. “How bad is his head injury?” Rhodney asked. “His scalp was ripped open, but I didn’t see any actual damage to his skull.” Said the surgeon.

Rhodney shrugged and looked back down at the man he now considered crazy. “What did this monster look like, soldier?” Rhodney asked. “It looked like a woman, at first. She had claws and fangs. And she was fast, faster than anything I had ever seen. I saw Captain Jenkins run her through with his sword. She pulled it out with a laugh and killed him,” said the soldier.  

Rhodney looked up at the surgeon and walked away. “I wouldn’t pay much attention to anything he says, General. It’s obvious that he is out of his head with pain.” Said the surgeon. “I sent men out to collect the bodies of Captain Jenkins and his soldiers for burial. When they return, I want you to examine the bodies. Understood?” Said Rhodney. “Yes, sir. But what am I looking for?” Asked the surgeon. “Anything unusual.” Said Rhodney. 

***
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In Kathmandu, the three druids had appeared in an alley behind a spice shop. Cautiously, they wandered out and into the stream of people crowding the street. “How are we to find this Sunil? I doubt any of these people speak English.” Said one druid. 

“Yes, that could be a problem,” said the lead druid. He reached into his belt pouch and pulled out a crystal, and whispered the word, “translatio.” He walked up to a silk vendor. “Excuse me, sir.” The vendor looked up with a smile that quickly slid off his face when he looked at the three hooded strangers in front of him. “What do you want?” He asked. “I’m trying to find a silversmith named Sunil. Do you know of him?” Asked the druid. “That way, two streets over.” Said the vendor, pointing to his right. “Thank you.” Said the druid. 

“What did he say?” asked one of the other druids. “This way and two streets over.” Said the lead druid. It took them nearly an hour to navigate their way through the sea of human bodies. And after stopping to ask two more times, they finally found the shop of Sunil. 

Inside the shop was a small man with dark brown skin and hair that had gone snow white. His dark eyes eyed the three druids warily. “What can I do for you?” Asked the little man. “Are you Sunil, the silversmith?” Asked the lead druid. “Yes, you wish to buy?” Sunil asked with a smile. 

“Yes, we need a vessel made of silver.” Said the druid. “Ah, come I will show you what I have,” said Sunil. They followed him into the back of the shop. There were containers as small as an acorn to the size of a flower vase lined up on several shelves. As well as statues from gods to animals. 

“Have you anything larger than this?” asked the druid. “How much larger? It would help if I knew what you wanted it for.” Said Sunil. “Something large enough to keep the dead.” Said the druid. 

“Ah yes, I have funeral urns over here.” Said Sunil walking to the very back of the shop. Sunil waved a hand with a smile. “Will one of these do?” Asked Sunil. The druid’s eyes were fixed on a large urn that was three feet high and about as wide. “That one.” Said the druid, pointing. “Excellent choice, sir. It is made from the highest grade silver that I have,” Said Sunil.

They spent the next half an hour haggling over the price. Finally, they agreed, and the druid handed over almost every gold coin in the pouch. “Where would you like to have it delivered?” Asked Sunil. “Two streets up, there is a spice merchant across from a silk vendor’s stall. Do you know it?” asked the druid. “I do.” Said Sunil. “We will be in the alley behind the spice merchant. Have it delivered in one hour.” Said the druid. “It shall be there sir,” Said Sunil. “In one hour.” Said the druid. “Yes, absolutely.” Said Sunil with a smile. 

“Are you sure we should have bought the largest one he had?” Asked one of the other druids. “No, but too big is better than too small,” said the lead druid. They couldn’t find any fault in his statement and followed quietly behind him as they made their way back to the alley behind the spice merchant. 

The silk vendor eyed them suspiciously as they passed by his stall and entered the alley. Shortly after that, he saw three men, one pulling and two pushing a covered cart into the alley. The silk vendor looked around and saw a boy and called him over. He leaned down and whispered something in the boy’s ear and gave him a coin. The boy nodded his head and took off running through the crowd. 

The three druids watched as the men pulled the cart down the alley. The man pulling stopped and looked up at them. “This is from Sunil,” said the man, holding out his hand. The druid stepped past him and looked under the cover on the cart. With a nod of his head, he reached into his pouch and gave the man a gold coin. The man looked at the coin and smiled. He turned to leave, waving at his companions to follow. 

“Together now,” said the lead druid. All three took up position around the cart and laid a hand on it and closed their eyes and hummed. 

Several men dressed in the uniform of the city guard, led by a boy, approached the silk vendor. “This boy claims you sent him to get us. Why?” asked the Captain of the Guard. “Three foreigners, taking a secret delivery of some kind.” Said the vendor. “And where are these foreigners?” Asked the captain. “In the alley behind the spice merchants.” Said the vendor, pointing at the alley across the street. “You had better be telling the truth.” Said the captain.

The crowd of people parted as the captain and his men crossed the street and into the alley. About half way down the alley, he saw the three foreigners standing around a cover cart. “You there,” yelled the captain as he and his men approached them. 

The three druids ignored them. The captain reached up and grabbed one druid by the shoulder. Instantly the world around him spun in a kaleidoscope of colors. When it stopped, he fell to his knees. 

“Who are you?” Asked a deep voice. The captain looked up into the cold blue eyes of an old man whose face was hidden behind a thick gray beard and mustache. “Well?” Demanded the old man. “I-I-I’m Captain Chang of the city guard.” stuttered the Captain. “You shouldn’t be here, Captain, back where you belong.” Said the old man, uttering a strange word that echoed in his mind. The world spun out of control again and the Captain fell onto his face in the alley. 

“Captain Chang, are you alright, sir?” asked his men as they helped him up and dusted him off. Chang shook his head and then stormed out of the alley and over to the silk vendor and struck him across the face. “What did I do?” Asked the frightened man. “Mortal men should not medal in the affairs of wizards!” said the captain angrily. 
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Arturius was still chuckling as he turned to face the three druids. “Now, that has never happened before.” He said with a smile. 

The smile slid from his face as he looked at the covered cart. One druid pulled the cloth off the cart to reveal the burial urn. “Excellent,” said Arturius, nodding his head. “We have much to do.” He said, turning and walking out of the mirrored room. 

General Rhodney watched from an upstairs window of the manor house as the first of two wagons entered the gate bearing the bodies of Captain Jenkins and his men. 

The surgeon came out and directed them to take the bodies to the infirmary. The soldiers gave him an odd look, but they didn’t question him. He had them laid out in an orderly row behind the building and then ordered the soldiers to leave. 

He spent the next hour examining one body after another. When he was finished, he sent a soldier to request the General’s presence. It seemed Rhodney was in no great hurry as he made his way to the infirmary. “You have news for me?” Rhodney asked. The surgeon looked at the two soldiers standing behind him. 

“May I speak with you alone, General?” asked the surgeon. Rhodney waved the soldiers out and turned back to the surgeon. “Now, what is so important that you wish to speak alone?” Rhodney asked. “General, these men bear no wounds made from a spear or sword or even of an ax. They were torn apart and, yes, several carry fang marks. But the worst is Captain Jenkins. His face is gone.” Said the surgeon. 

“An animal, or animals, came by after the battle. It’s not unheard of,” said the General. The surgeon looked at Rhodney and then bent down and pulled the blanket that covered the body of Captain Jenkins’ back. “These bite marks on the necks of the others were the cause of death. The Captain’s face was literally cut and torn off. He bled to death. And it is not something that happened after his death, General.” said the surgeon. 

Rhodney looked at the wounds and then up at the surgeon. “Burn the bodies, immediately. And make sure the men don’t see this,” Ordered Rhodney. “What about the men who brought in the bodies? Surely they will tell the others what they have seen.” Said the surgeon. “You will tell them that their wounds were made after death. And you are burning the bodies because you discovered that one of them had the plague or scarlet fever or something of that sort,” Said Rhodney. “Yes, sir,” said the surgeon. 

The soldiers bought the cover story and quickly gathered enough wood and brush to build a giant funeral pyre for their fallen comrades. General Rhodney was in his office writing a letter to the king, requesting additional men. His reason for the request is that he has discovered that a group of druids have gained a weapon that they are planning on releasing against the British to aid the Scots. He then dispatched a courier to the docks, since going by sea was much quicker and easier than wearing out men and horses trying to ride to England. 

***
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For three days Arturius studied different rites of exorcism. Most dealt with just banishing demons. But he not only wanted to banish the Vetala, he wanted to contain it for all time. The only real problem facing him at the moment that he could see was how to find it. He didn’t know how many people it had killed, and he did not know if it had left the body of the woman and was currently inhabiting another. 

He had tried three different locating spells, but so far none of them had proved effective in locating it. He finally came up with an idea that he hoped would work. All day, he had his people prepare a small area several miles from the temple. 

They had taken the lid off the urn and buried it, leaving the opening just above ground and covering it with what looked like a small native bush. 

As night fell, Arturius lit the pile of wood behind him and stood there alone. Several moments later, he raised his hands and shouted out into the ether. “Vetala, you foul leach. I demand that you face me.” He still wasn’t sure this would work. Until the crickets and other night insects and birds suddenly went silent. 

Arturius slowly turned to look in all directions and when he faced forward again, a young woman with tattered and bloodstained clothing came walking out of the dark. She stopped several yards from him and stood silently, staring. 

“I know you demon.” Spat Arturius. Her face turned ashen gray and her eyes became like black stones. Her fingers became claws as she opened her fanged mouth and hissed at him. Arturius held his ground as she leapt at him. Silver-plated chains shot up out of the ground and wrapped themselves around her. A dozen druids jumped out of hidden pits and grabbed the chains and pulled her to the ground. 

She strained to break free of the chains as Arturius stepped forward. “The chains have been blessed. You cannot break them. Your foulness ends here.” Said Arturius. They dragged the Vetala towards the bush and moved it to reveal a hole. 

The vetala looked at the hole and shrieked and struggled. Arturius and several other druids formed a circle around her and the opening in the ground and chanted. The Vetala screamed and hissed and convulsed. Slowly, a silvery blue mist came from the woman’s body and was drawn down into the opening. 

The woman’s body went lax, and a druid jumped forth and slammed the lid onto the urn. “Unearth the urn and seal it with iron. Cremate this poor woman so that her spirit will know peace in the afterlife.” Said Arurius. 

Two of the druids removed the chains from the body and carried her to the bonfire and threw it into the flames. “What are we to do with the creature now, master?” Asked the druid. “We will take the urn back to the keep and store it there until we can find a place where no one will ever discover it. Not even by accident.” Said Arturius. 
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Four days later, Rhodney’s letter that the Druids had gained a weapon that they intended to unleash on the invading British army had reached King Edward I. He wasted no time in sending a legion of his best soldiers to destroy the druids, with orders to capture the weapon at all costs. 

It was nearly a month after they captured the vetala, and the druids had contented themselves, that they had saved countless people from being killed by the vetala. Most druids were in bed sleeping, and those that were on watch somehow never considered that anyone would attack them. What they didn’t know was that 6,000 soldiers were out in the darkness and at that very moment encircling their temple. 

A great horn shattered the night, and the soldiers attacked the walls from all sides at once. The druids inside the temple defended themselves with everything they had. In the end, the British had too many men, and the druids were not enough and the soldiers had used their numbers to overwhelm them, despite their magic.

The flames could be seen for miles as the temple of the druids burned. All the druids were dead, their bodies lay hacked to pieces or were hung from trees. All but one, Artuius, the leader of the druid order, had been kept alive. He knelt on the ground with ropes binding his hands behind his back and with iron chains binding his arms to his body. 

General Rhodney of his majesty’s army rode up to Arturius, the glow of the fire glinting redly off the interlocked rings of his hauberk. He looked down at the druid and dismounted, throwing his cloak back in a flurry. The icy look in his eye told Arturius that he could expect no mercy from this man. “Where is it, druid?” Demanded Rhodney. “Why? Why have you done this?” asked the druid, looking up at him.

“Can’t you use your magic to find an answer?” Mocked Rhodney. “Magic has its limits, as does the intelligence of certain men,” Said Artuius, looking up at the General. Rhodney felt the sting of that insult as he stepped forward and hit the druid across the mouth with the back of his hand. 

“You know very well the king has uncovered your plans to unleash a secret weapon on our forces to aid the Scots. Now where is it?” Demanded General Rhodney. Arturius spit out a mouthful of blood and looked up coldly at Rhodney. “We have no need for such a weapon. You killed my people over a lie. Used it as an excuse to gain our riches and our knowledge!” Said Arturius. 

“We have many painful ways to extract the information we require from you, druid.” Said Rhodney with a cold smile. “You have nothing that can frighten me, cur! Everything you sought to gain from us was destroyed when your soldiers burned the temple.” Said the druid. “We still have you.” Said Rhodney. “You have nothing, INFLAMOUS!” Shouted Arturius and the chains around his body glowed, and his robes smoldered. “I take my secrets to the grave.” Arturius said. The general’s brows furrowed, and his jaw dropped slightly as he stared at the druid. “Run!” Yelled Rhodney to the surrounding soldiers. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
o ¥ .
Two Spobky s\w?;\’es inbne
book>=

\/ah'Raneeil®





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





