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Appendix I: A Selection of Janey Little's
Tunes

{ Pageb33} The following tunes were written on the fiddle, but have proved admirably suitable for awide
variety of ingruments. All tunesare copyright © 1991 by Charlesde Lint; dl rights reserved.

ABSURD GOOD NEWS

{Page534} BILLY SOWN JIG
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{ Page535) JOHN WOOD’ SMAZURKA



{ Page536} SHE' STOO FAST FOR ME



Appendix I1: A Brief Glossary of Unfamiliar
Terms

{Pageb39} I’ m indebted to conversations with Phil and Audrey Wallis, aswell as Douglas Tregenza's
Departed Days. Mousehole Remembered (Dyllanstow Truran, 1984) and Ben Batten’ sOld Newlyn



Foeech (sef-published, 1984) for the following terms:

agro?—short for aggravation
ansum?—handsome

bagle?—a troublemaker

brill 2—short for brilliant

caboleen?—rounded stone used as an anchor
carker ?—little cork boat with adate or iron kedl
come ‘ pon that ?>—so far asthat goes

dog in a tayser —sqguare peg in around hole
emper ent >—cheeky, pert

fore and after >—dergyman
garm?—expression of surprise, wonder
kitey?—abit loony

la Ley! >—exclaméation

making some crant ?>—cresating afuss

oh raw we?—exclamation

Spar king ?—oourting

tatchy?—irritable

tee-ta-taw?—avaguely critica or mocking comment
that do belong?—that’ sunusud

{ Pageb40} three scats behind?>—too dow, late
tuck-net?—smadll net used to lift up pilchard in asaine

two-decker s?—any four-footed animd; salors call them thisrather than by their common namesto
ward againgt bad luck

up country?—therest of England



wam?—very finicky person
well, | go to sea?—surprise, astonishment

white choker >—dergyman
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Author’s Note

{Pagell} The nove that followsisawork of fiction. All characters and eventsin thisbook are fictitious
and any resemblance to actual personsliving or dead is purely coincidentd.

The tunetitles heading each chapter are dl traditiond, except for “ Leppadumdowledum,” which was
composed by Dona Lunny; “So Therel Was,” composed by John Kirkpatrick; and “ Absurd Good
News.” Musciansinterested in tracking down the tunes should look for them in the usual sources?
—tunebooks, old and new, but especidly in the repertoire of musicians, whether recorded or in live
performance and sessions; those tunes credited to Janey Little have been transcribed and can befound in
the appendix at the end of the nove for the hopeful enjoyment of interested players.



A work such asthis doesn’t grow out of avacuum.The Little Country had itsorigin in sourcestoo
exhaudtiveto list with any redl thoroughness, but | can till pinpoint itsorigina spark: many an eveningin
the early seventies spent listening to my friend Don FHlamanck telling stories of Cornwall ashe
remembered it. When my wife, Mary Ann, and | findly went to Cornwall in October of 1988 to research
thisbook’ s settings, we found it to be everything Don had promised it would be, and more.

Thanks are due to Don, first and foremogt, for that inspiration, and aso to Phil and Audrey Wallis of
Mouseholefor more wonderful stories and their hospitality; to Bernard Evans of Newlyn for filling mein
on theloca music scene; to Ben Batten, Christopher Bice, Des Hannigan, John Hocking, Robert Hunt,
John and Nettie Pender, Derek Tangye, Douglas Tregenza, Ken Ward, G. Pawley White, and a
multitude of otherstoo numerousto list here for background materid; to Colin Wilson for hislogica
explorations of those things{ Page 12} that defy logic; to those many, many traditiond musicians, again too
numerous to mention, who keep the music dive and give it new life with each note they play; to those
musicians who attend the local music sessions herein Ottawa (“ All of aMonday Night”) and by their
enthusiasm keep my own playing in right good fettle; and last, though not least, to my wife, Mary Ann, a
mean mandolin player in her own right, for her support, both musica and literary, and for her lovethat |
could not do without.

?—CharlesdeLint

{Pagel3} mysdf, abratwho. . .

couldn’t figure numbers worth adamn

was dways a chancer

and given threelinesto add I’ d put the middle row
down asthe answer

but | could read dl day if | could get away with it
and dl night too with aflashlight under the covers

of that Green Man . . . or of Merlin of the borders. . . .

?—ROBIN WILLIAMSON,

from “Hve Denidson Melin's Grave’



He wanted the sort of book that didn’t seem to need a beginning and end, that could be opened at any
page without suffering for it>—dow, candidight reading.

?—JAMESP. BLAYLOCK,

fromLand of Dreams

PART ONE — The Hidden People

{ Pagel5} Man has dlosed himsalf up, till he seesdll

things through the narrow chinks of his cavern.
?—WILLIAM BLAKE

Underneeth the redity in which we live and
have our being, another and dtogether

different redlity lies concedled.

?—FRIEDRICH NIETZSCHE

The Quarrelsome Piper

{Pagel7} Like burrs old names get stuck to each other and to anyone who wal ks among them.
?—PAUL HAZEL, fromUndersea

Ther e wer etwo things Janey Little loved best in the world: music and books, and not necessarily in that
order.

Her favorite musician wasthe late Billy Pigg, the Northumbrian piper from the northeast of England



whose playing had inspired her to take up the small pipes herself as her principa instrument.

Her favorite author was William Dunthorn, and not just because he and her grandfather had been mates,
though she did treasure the old sepia-toned photograph of the pair of them that she kept sedledina
plastic folder in her fiddle case. It had been taken just before the Second World War in their native
Mousehole?—confusingly pronounced “Mouzd” by the locas?—two gangly Cornish lads standing in
front of The Ship Inn, cloth capsin hand, shy grinson their faces.

Dunthorn had written three book-length works of fiction, but until that day in the Gaffer’ sattic when
Janey was having adusty time of it, ferreting through the contents of old boxes and chests, she knew of
only two. Thethird was a secret book, published in an edition of just one copy.

The Hidden Peoplewas his best-known work, remembered by most readers with the same fondness
that they recalled forWinnie the Pooh, The Wind in the Willows, and other classics of their childhood.
It told of ahidden race of mouse-sized people known asthe Smdlls, reduced to their diminutive staturein
the Middle Ages by acranky old witch who died before her curse could be removed. Supposedly the
Smalls prospered through the ages, living a hidden life dongside that of more normal-sized people right
up to the present day. The book was il in print, in numerousillustrated editions, but Janey’ sfavorite
was gill the one that contained Ernest Shepard’ s delightful pen and ink drawings.

The other novel wasThe Lost Music, published two years after thefirst. Whileit didn't have nearly the
success of The Hidden People? —due no doubt to its being lesswhimsica and the fact that it{ Page
18} dedlt with more adult themes?—its theories of music being akey to hidden realms and secret states
of mind had still madeit aclassic in the fantasy field. It too remained in print, though there were few
children who would find a copy of it under their Chrissmastree, illustrated by whichever artist was
currently the nadir of children’ sbook illustrating.

Which wasredlly apity, Janey often thought, becausein thelong run, The Lost Music was the better
book. It was the reason that she had taken up with old things. Because of it, she went back to its
sources, poring over folktales and myths, discovering traditiond music and finding that the references
between old lore and old tunes and songs went back and forth between each other. It was adelightful
exploration, one that eventually led to her present occupation.

For while she had no interest in writing books, she had discovered, hidden away insde hersdf, ared
flair for the old music. Shetook to playing the fiddle and went wandering through tunebooks tracked
down in secondhand bookshops, the tunes sticking to her like brambles on awak across acliff-side
fied. Old tunes, old names, old stories. So Dunthorn was partidly respongble for who she was today ?
—acomment that made the Gaffer laugh when she mentioned it to him once.

“Wouldn’'t Billy smileto hear you say that now, my robin,” her grandfather had said. “That hiswritings
should turn agood Cornish girl to playing Paddy music for aliving?—not to mention traveling around by
her ownsd’ with nothing but afiddle and a set of Scotch small pipesto keep her company.”

“Youlikemy musc.”

The Gaffer nodded. “And | don’t doubt Bill would have liked it too?—just as heliked his own writing.
He' d st up and scribble by the lanternttill al hours of the night sometimes?—took it al very serioudy,
didn’'t hejust??—and he' d have admired your getting by with the doing of something you love.

“He dwayswanted to live by hiswriting?—writing what he pleased, | mean?—but dl the bookmen
wanted was morefairy tales. Bill . . . he had more serious storiesto tell by then, so he worked the boats



by day to earn hisliving and did hiswriting by night>—for himsdlf, like. He wouldn’t give’ em another
book like the one about the Smalls. Didn't want to be writing the same thing over and over again, was
what hesaid.”

“The Lost Musichasfary-tdebitsinit.”

{Pagel9}“ And doesn't it just, my beauty? But to hear him talk, they weren’t made-up bits?—just the
way that history gets mixed up asthe years go by. The Lost Music was hisway of talking about the way
he believed that old wives' taes and dance tunes and folktales were just the tangled echoes of something
that’ s not quite of thisworld . . . something we al knew once, but have forgotten since. That’s how he
explained it to me, and very serious he was about it too. But then Bill had away of making anything
sound important >—that was his gift, | think. For dl | know he was serious about the Smallstoo.”

“Youthink heredly believed in thingslike that?’

The Gaffer shrugged. “I'm not saying yes or no. Hewas asensible lad, was Bill, and a good mate, but
he was a bit fey too. Solid asthe ground isfirm, but ever so oncein awhile he' d get afunny look about
him, like he' d just seen apiskie sticking itslittle brown head around the doorpost, and he wouldn’t talk
then for awhile?—at least he wouldn't say much that made sense. But | never heard a man not make
sense 0 e oquently as Bill Dunthorn could when he was of amind to do so, and there was more than
once he had me hdf believing in what he was saying.”

Dunthorn had a so written essays, short tories, travelogues, and poetry, though none of those writings
survived in current editions except for two of the short stories, which were constantly being reprinted in
storybook collectionsfor children: “The Smdls,” which wasthe origina verson of The Hidden People,
and “The ManWho Lived inaBook,” addightful romp about aworld that existed insde abook that
could be reached by placing a photograph of oneself between its pages. Janey could still remember all
the times she' d put pictures of hersalf between the pages of her favorite books, in the very best parts,
and gone to deep, hoping to wake up in one of those magica realms.

“1 could use that trick now,” she murmured to hersdf as she brushed the dust and cobwebs from achest
that was thrust far back under the eaves of the attic.

She dtill couldn’t believe that Alan had lft her in the lurch, right on the eve of anew tour of New
England and Cdifornia

Things had not been going well between them this past summer, which just went to show you that one
should pay more attention to the old adages because they were al based on akernel of good solid
common sense.

{ Page20} Never mix business and pleasure.

Well, of course. Except having arelationship with one' s sideman seemed too perfect to not take
advantage of it. Instead of leaving your lover behind, he went on tour with you. What could be better?
No more lonely nights while your sdeman went out with some guitar groupie and you wereleft donein
the hotel room because you just wanted to beaway from the crowds for achange. Away from strangers.
Away from having to put on asmiling face when you just wanted to be sllly with afriend, or douchina
corner and smply do nothing at al, without having to worry about what kind of an impression you made
or |eft behind when you traveled on.

But rel ationships tended to erode if they weren't worked on, and Alan’s and hers had been no



exception. They’ d become grouchy with each other on their last tour of the Continent. Complaining, not
with each other, but about each other. Mostly it wasjugt little things, dissatisfactions and petty
differences, but it began to affect the music until it got to the point where they couldn’t work up anew
arrangement of any sort without arow.

Argumentative was how Alan described her.

Perhaps she was. But she wouldn't see the music compromised. Improvising wasfine, but not smply
because he couldn’t bother to remember an arrangement. And banging his guitar strings like they were
horseshoes and his pick the hammer, that was right out. It was still her name on the tour posters. People
cameto see her play the music, and she meant to give them their money’ sworth. They hadn’t cometo
see her sideman get soused and have evenings where he made the Pogues sound like brilliant musicians.

And that was the real heart of Alan’s problem. They hadn’t come to see Alan MacDonad; they’d come
to see her.

“Oh, sod him,” she said as she dragged the dusty chest out from under the eaves.

Her voice rang hollowly in the atic. She wondered what the Gaffer would think to hear her Sitting up
here, talking to hersdlf, but she had the house to herself. He was up in Paul, at the King's Arms, having a
few pintswith his mates. Perhaps she should have gone. Chalkie Fisher would be there and if he'd
brought along hisbox, they could have had abit of asesson. And after afew tunes, Jm Rafferty would
take out hiswee whistle and ask quietly, “ Do you know this one, then?’ just before he launched into the
version of “Johnny Cope” that was his party piece.

{Page21} But for once Janey knew she' d find no solace in the music. Not with the tour still looming and
her without a sideman. She had an advert in acouple of the papers, but she’' d have to go back to Jenny’s
flat in London for the auditions.If anyone even bothered to call. Knowing her luck, she' d end up being
stuck with some three-chord wonder that she' d have to teach to play his bloody instrument before they
could even gtart to work on their sets. Because everybody who was decent wasn't available. Unless she
wanted to go begging Alan to at least finish this one tour with her.

No thanks.

She creaked open the wooden chest and sneezed at the musty odor that rose from its contents. It
appeared to be stacked, from top to bottom, with old journals. She took one out and flipped through the
pages, pausing when she cameto afamiliar byline. “Tom Bawcock’ s Evein Mousehole’ by William
Dunthorn. The article was a brief description of the traditiona fetivitiesin Mousehole on December
23rd, when the fishermen gathered to eat “ Stargazy Pie’ ?—a pie made with wholefish, their heads
gticking out through the crust.

She looked through more of the journals and found brief articles by Dunthorn in each one. Most she'd
aready seen?—the Gaffer had kept al of hismate' swriting that he could lay his hands on?—»but there
were one or two she d never read before, and many of them were in manuscript form aswell as
published.

Widll, thiswas afind, wasn't it just? Wouldn't it be perfect if down by the bottom there were manuscript
pages of some uncompleted novel? Or, better yet, acompleted nove, just aching to beread. . . .

Her breath caught in her chest as her scrabbling hands came up with aleather-bound book right at the
bottom of the chest.



Be dill my heart, she thought.

There was some mildew on the cover, but it came off when she rubbed it with the deeve of her shirt,
leaving only afaint smudge. What made her breath catch, however, was thetitle of the book.

The Little Country. A nove by William Dunthorn.

Fingers trembling, she opened the book. A folded dip of paper fell out onto her lap, but sheignored it as
sheflipped quickly through the thick parchment pages.

My God. Itwas anove. A complete, published Dunthorn novel that she' d never heard of before.

She turned to the copyright page, not quite taking in the phrase{ Page 22} “ published in an edition of one
copy” until she'd read it anumber of times.

One copy.
Thiswasthe only copy.
What wasitdoing here?

Slowly she put the book down on astack of journals and manuscripts and picked up the dip of paper
that had fallen to her lap.

“My dear friend Tom,” the letter began.

Her gaze traveled down to the Signature. It was aletter from Dunthorn to her grandfather. Blinking once,
she went back to the top of the page and read the letter through.

Here is the book you promised to keep for me. Read it if you will, but remember your promise?
—it mustnatleave your possession. It must notbe published. Not ever!lits existence must remain
secret?—not simply the tale told in its pages, but the book itself.

I know you think me mad sometimes, and God knows |’ ve given you reason enough (a good solid
bloke, am I?2— smile whenever | hear you describe me so), but you have my eternal gratitude if
you will humour me this one last time.

| have a sense of foreboding for this coming year ?—yes, that famous Mad Bill Dunthorn Gypsy
prescience strikes again! ?—so it iswith great relief that | turn over the possession of this book to
you and know that it will remain safe with you.

Godspeed, my friend. | wish there was more time.

Janey reread the |etter, then her gaze settled on the date under Dunthorn’ s signature. He' d written the
|etter just two months before his degth.



Gypsy prescience?
A secret book?

Thoughtfully she folded the letter and stuck it back into the book between the front cover and endpaper.
Then, ditting therein the Gaffer’ s dusty attic, she turned to the first page and began to read. Within the
first few paragraphs, al her troubles had melted away and she was caught in the spell of Dunthorn’s
secret ory.

LifelsAll Chequered

{Page23} Sometimes | fed like |’ ve got my nose pressed up against the window of abakery, only I’'m
the bread.

?—CARRIE HSHER, fromPostcards from the Edge

If our livesaredl books,” Jodi told Denzil Gossip, “then someone storn afew pages from mine.”
“Teetataw,” the old man replied in amildly mocking tone. “Listen to her talk.”

He was perched on atall stool at hisworktable under the eaves, tinkering with a scaled-down model of
his newest flying machine. Squinting through his glasses, he adjusted the last tiny nut and bolt for the third
time since Jodi had arrived at hisloft that rainy afternoon. Jodi waited patiently as he broke amorse of
Burke cheese from the piece he kept in the pocket of histweed vest for the purpose of enticing the pair
of mice who would be powering the odd little craft >—at |east they would beif they could be got from
their cage and into the two revolving mechanisms that |ooked like exercise whedls attached to either side
of themachine.

Denzil was never oneto force an issue, especialy not on the creatures upon which his experiments
depended.

“They’ve got to want to do it, you,” he’ d explained to Jodi when she had asked why hedidn’t just pick
them up and put them in. “Those mice and | are partnersin solving the mystery, not master and daves.”

The mice, wiser than many would give them credit for, ignored the bribe and stayed in their cage,
peering through its open door, pink noses quivering. Jodi tried to remember which of the pair had been
riding in the miniature hot-air balloon that was navigating the length of the loft when she' d dropped by
one day last week. She thought it was the one with the brown spot on hisleft hind leg.

“I don't see much point in any of it,” shesaid.
“What?" Denzil looked up at her. He pushed hiswire rimmed glasses up to the bridge of hisnose. “Wall,
| go to sedl It’ sthe secret{ Page 24} of flight, we' re speaking of here?—thelast frontier! And you want

tojustignoreit?

“Not redly, | suppose,” Jodi said. “But what useisaflying machine that you haveto run like amadman



to keep doft? Y ou d be quicker taking the train>—and better rested to boot.”
“Where syour sense of adventure?’
“I think | leftitin my other jacket. Shdl | go fetchit?’

Denzil hrumphed and went back to coaxing the mice while Jodi settled back in the fat, stuffed armchair
that she’'d commandeered from its spot near the hearth and dragged over to the workbench so that she
could watch him go about hisbusinessin comfort.

“Fetchit,” the parrot Sitting on the back of the chair repeated. Then he walked back and forth aong the
top of the padded cushion, mimicking Denzil’ s hrumphing sounds.

Jodi reached back and ruffled hisfeathers. “Don’t you start, Noz,” shetold him.
Denzil’ sloft was a curious haphazard mixture of zoo, dchemist’slaboratory, and mechanic’ s workshop.

In cages dong onewal were four more mice, two whiterats, afat, black, lop-eared rabbit, apair of
green lizards, and aturtle. There was also amurky aquarium that presently held two deepy-looking
catfish; Noz' s perch, currently in use by ablack-eyed crow; and an empty cage where Ollig, the pae
brown rhesus monkey, was kept when he started to misbehave. At the moment Ollie was adeep on top
of abookshelf, sharing the spot with Rum, an old orange tomcat with one shredded ear.

The workbench was vagudly divided into two sections: one side abewildering mess of test tubes,
beakers, glass pipes, agas burner, clamps, ring stands, thermometers, jars, a set of scales, amicroscope
with amessy tray of dides, and other such pargpherndia; the other sde where Denzil was now working
presented an equaly bewildering display of mechanical tools, wiring, bits of metal, clockwork
mechanisms, and the like.

The remainder of the largeloft had a small sofathat doubled as abed on the other side of the hearth,
dormer windows, atwin to the armchair Jodi now occupied till in its spot by the hearth, asmall kitchen
area centered around a black iron stove, and bookcases wherever there was room for them, stuffed with
books, folders, and |oose bits of paper. Everywhere onetried to walk there were little{ Page 25} piles of
Denzil’ sbelongings: aheap of scrap meta by the door; abag of feed leaning against a bookcase; abox
filled with rolled-up mapsin the middle of the room; little stacks of books, periodicals, and papers.

Theroom waslike its owner, who invariably presented a disheveled, half-bemused face to the world,
while underneath hisworn and patched clothes, bird' s-nest hair and beard, and thin, pinched features
was secreted a brilliant mind that never ceased to question the world around him. Jodi spent moretime
with himin hisloft, or going on long ramblesin the countryside looking for some missing ingredient for his
latest experiment, than she did anywhere el sein the town of Bodbury.

His company was worth the assault on her nose that the loft always presented >—aweird mixture of
chemica odors, smellsfrom the cagesthat she usudly ended up cleaning, machine oil, and Denzil’ s pipe.
And though he always appeared totaly engrossed in whatever task was at hand, he was still capable of
carrying on conversations on the most diverse series of subjects. There were pauses and lagsin those
conversations, times when a sentence broken off one morning was completed that afternoon, but the
conversations were dways worthwhile.

“What sort of pages are you missng?’ he asked now.



He put the cheese down between the mice' s cage and the flying machine and gave her another glance.
Up went his hand to push back his glasses.

“Oh, | don't know,” Jodi replied. “I'm just at loose endsand | can’t seem to remember anything
anymore. | suppose that happens when you get old.”

Denzil chuckled. “And you're so very old, you. Seventeen, isit now?’
“Eighteen. And | fed ancient.”

“Ancient, isit? My gar. You don't look nearly old enough to be ancient yet. I'd give it afew more years,
you.”

He pushed the bit of cheese closer to the mice' s cage.
“I redlly do need todo something,” Jodi said. “I need aPurposeinlife”

“Come ‘ponthat,” Denzil said, “1 suppose you' reright. Y ou can’'t spend the whole of your life puttering
around up herewith me. That’ snot haf natural.”

{Page26}“1 don't putter. I’'m your assistant. Y ou told me so yourself.”

“Now was that before or after we decided that it was an assistant’ s duty to clean up after the animals?’
Jodi grinned. “Before. And it was you that decided it?—not me.”

“Hmm.”

Denzil picked up the morsdl of cheese and popped it into his mouth. Reaching into his other pocket he
took out asmall wedge of Tamshire cheese and put abit of it near the mice' s cage. Both mice regarded it
with interest, but neither moved.

“A purpose, you say?’ Denzil went on. “ And missing pages?’

Jodi nodded. “ Great blocks of time. Like this spring. Can my whole life be all so much the same that
nothing stands out anymore?What did | do this spring?’

“When you weren't helping me?’

Jodi nodded.

“1 don't remember, you. What does Nettie say?’

Jodi lived with her Aunt Nettiein asmall apartment on the top floor of the bordello that her aunt kept at
the edge of town. It was her aunt’ s greatest disgppointment that Jodi hadn’t followed the family tradition

and taken up the“life of leisure’ asthe other women in their family had.

“There sthosethat like 'em scrawny and looking like aboy,” her aunt would tell her, which did little to
further Jodi’ sinterest in the profession.

Besides, shewould tell hersdlf, she wasn't scrawny. Thin, perhaps; lean, even. But never scrawny. Cats



were scrawny. Or children.

It didn’'t help that shewas just barely five feet tall, kept her blond hair trimmed short, and went about in
scruffy trousers and a shirt like some twelve-year-old boy from the Tatters?—the poorer area of
Bodbury that waslittle more than a series of ramshackle buildings leaning up against one another for
support in along tottery row that looked out over the Old Quay’ s harbour.

“Nettie just says that she doesn’t know what to make of me,” Jodi said. “Of course, Nettie' saways
saying that.”

“Wadll, if you' re asking me, my advice would beto put it from your mind for now, you.”
“And do what? Go quietly mad?’

“No. Y ou could help me convince these obstinate mice to do their part in testing my machine before we
dl dieof old age”

“It' sthe story of my life,” Jodi said as she hoisted hersdlf out of { Page 27} her chair and walked over to
the workbench. “ Even bloody mice get more attention.”

“Tension,” Noz repeated from the back of the chair, soreading out hiswings and hopping down to the
spot Jodi had just vacated.

“Taupin says,” Jodi went on as she made atrail of crumbled cheese from inside the mice' s cageto the
flying machine, “that the world is abook that somebody’ swriting and we'redl init. That’swhy | was
talking about missing pages. | redly do think someone’ storn some of mine out.”

“Taupin is nothing more than ahedgerow philosopher who wouldn’t know an origind thought if it came
up and bit him,” Denzil said. “ So what could he know?’

“| suppose. Besides, who' d publish abook as boring as our lives?’
“I don't find my life boring, you,” Denzil said.
“ ‘Course you don’t. You' ve got a Purpose.”

“And I’ ve assigned you yours?—convince these mice that this experiment isfor the betterment of
mankind. And mousekind, too, of course.”

The mice had eaten dl the cheese that Jodi had put in their cage, but were venturing not astep beyond
itsconfines.

“Oh, bother,” she said.

Picking them up, she put onein either exercise whed.

“I hopeyou redize that that' s coercion,” Denzil said.

The mice began to run on their wheels. Cables connected to the whedl's spun wooden cogs, whichin

turn spun others until the propeller at the front of the miniature machine began to turn and the machine
lurched forward on the worktable.



“That'sgotit!” Denzil cried. “By gar, it' saproper job now!”

Helifted the machine from the table, holding it aoft until the propeller wasturning at such a speed that it
wasablur. Giving Jodi agrin, Denzil cocked hisarm. The parrot immediately lifted from his perch on the
back of the armchair and took sanctuary on the top of abookcase. When Denzil let go, the little flying
machine jerked through the air, staying aoft for haf the distance of the long room until it took a nosedive.

Jodi, aready running after it, caught it just beforeit hit the ground. Setting the machine on the floor, she
took the mice out and cradled them in her hands, making “there, there” sounds.

“Y ou've scared them half to death!” she said.
“All in the name of science”
{Page28}“ That doesn’t change anything. They could have been hurt.”

“Exactly, you! Whichiswhy | was cdling for volunteers?—not coerced subjects. | wouldn’t doubt that
their sulking helped weigh the machine down.”

“That doesn’'t make any sense.”
But Denzil wasn't paying attention to her.

“Oh, dear,” he said, picking up the machine. “Look at this. The cogs on this gear have snapped right
Orf_”

Jodi sighed. This, she decided, wasn't where she wanted to be today either. Having dready been sent
forth from the bordello for her long face, then having wandered up and down Market Street and
skimmed pebbles over the waves on the beach for an hour, she didn’t know what she could do to fill up
the rest of the hours that remained until supper.

She replaced the mice in the cage by the wall with the others. A glance out the window showed her that
though the sky was il grey, therain had let up. The cobbles of Peter Street were dick and wet.

“I’'m going for awalk,” she announced.
“Take Olliewith you, would you? He s been anuisance al morning.”
“He seemsfinenow,” Jodi said, glancing at the monkey.

Denzil shook hishead. “1 know him, you. He sjust storing up energy to wresk havoc in herethis
evening. | won't get astitch of work done. Go tire him out so that he'll deep the night away.”

Jodi put on her jacket and caled Ollie down from the bookcase. He perched deepily on her shoulder,
one arm around her neck, tail wrapped around her arm.

“If you find those pages |’ ve logt,” she said when she reached the door.

Denzil looked up from the workbench where he was fussing with the flying machine again.



“I'll send them draight dong,” he said.

Jodi grinned as she closed the door and started down the rickety stairsthat would let her out onto Peter
Street. Therewas abit of adamp nipintheair, but rather than going back upstairs to fetch the trousers
and swester that the monkey wore in inclement weather ?—there was something rather too undignified
about dressing animals up as people for her taste?—shelet Ollie nestle inside her jacket before she
stepped out on the cobblestones and headed back in the direction of Market Street.

{ Page29} The monkey snuggled againgt her chest, radiating as much heet as he absorbed, hissmall head
poking out from the jacket, just below her chin. She got the odd curious stare from passersby, but most
people in town knew her too well to be surprised by anything she did. Since she was often out and about
with both the monkey in tow and Noz perched on her shoulder, his green feathers iridescent against the
grey granite houses and cobblestoned streets, they paid little heed to one pale brown head that appeared
to be poking out of her chest.

Come one, come dl, she thought as she paused to study their reflection in a store window. Seethe
amazing two-headed woman.

Scratching her second head under his chin, shewalked on.
2.

Just beyond the row of weather-beaten buildings in the Tatters that faced the seg, the Old Quay of
Bodbury’ s harbour stretched aong the shorein amile and then some length of crumbling stone and
wooden pilings. The pilings were rotting and heavily encrusted with dried sdt above the waterline,
barnacles below. Abandoned piers thrust seaward at right angles, planks missing, greying wood dotted
with the droppings of seabirds. The air was heavy with the smell of sat and dead fish swept up againgt

the quay.

At low tide there could be seen, scattered here and there beyond the quay, the hulls of rotting boats and
broken spars?—aminiature graveyard for that part of Bodbury’ s smdl fishing fleet that had fdlen victim
to the last great storm to hit the town, twenty years ago.

Bodbury’ s harbouring business was carried out in New Dock now, Situated in that part of the town
where Market Street opened onto Market Square, and the Old Quay lay abandoned to al but wharf
rats, somefew old-timers who strolled the ssone walkway in the afternoons, reliving memories of other
days, and the children of the Tatters who consdered the entire areatheir own private domain.

When Jodi arrived, Ollie adeep in her jacket, asmall gaggle of the latter were busily arguing over agame
of Nine Men’sMorristhat two of their company were playing. They had scratched aboard on one of the
quay’ s flagstones and were using pebbles and shells for markers. As Jodi approached, they turned
grubby facesin her direction.

“Hey, granny,” one red-haired boy said, giving her alopsided grin.{ Page 30} “Have you come to throw
that ugly babe into the sea?’

To them, anyone over the age of twelve wastoo old and fair game for their teasing.
“Lay off the poor old woman,” another said. Jodi glanced in hisdirection and recognized Peter Moyle,

the son of one of her aunt’ sworking girls. “ Can't you see she' sgot enough troubles asit is, al bent over
and ancient assheis?’



A chorus of good-natured laughter spread among them.

“You see?’ Jodi asked her deeping burden. “I’'m the low rung on every ladder. Denzil’ s assistant. Black
sheep of the family. Too much the girl to be aboy, too much aboy to be agirl. Relegated to carrying
beasts around in my jacket instead of breasts.”

“You'renot so ugly,” another boy said.
“Not like your babe.”
“Best drown him quick.”

“Timewas,” Jodi continued to Ollie, “I’ d thrash the lot of them, but I’'m much too dignified for that

“Too old you mean.”

“Ah, don't you listen to them,” Kara Faull said.

Shewas athin gamine, barely eleven, dressed in an assortment of raggedy clothes?—shirt and trousers
with patched sweater and askirt overtop the trousers. Her feet were bare, her thin features only

marginaly less dirt-smudged than her companions. Getting to her feet, she ambled over to where Jodi
stood, and reached out to pet Ollie.

“Can| hold him?’

Jodi passed the now-awakened monkey over to her, whereupon Ollie immediately began to investigate
the pockets of Kara s kirts.

“Fancy agame?’ Peter asked.

“What're the stakes?’

“Hd penny aman.”

“Don’t think so, no. | don't fedl lucky today.”

“Too old,” someone remarked. “No time for games.”

“Isthat true, granny?’ another asked.

Jodi laughed at the lot of them. They stood in aragged circle around her and Kara, eyestwinkling
merrily in their dirty faces, hands shoved deep into their pockets. She was about to return their quips
when the group suddenly fell silent. They backed to the edge of the quay’ slow stonewall, studiously not
looking in the generd area behind Jodi, two of them whistling innocently >—separate tunes, that were
hopelesdy off-key, on their own and with each other. Upset{ Page 31} by the sudden shift in mood, Ollie
pulled free from Kara s grip and jumped into Jodi’ sarms,

When Jodi glanced casudly around and saw who was approaching, her own days of running wild with
the children of the Tatters returned in arush. For no accountable reason, shefelt guilty, certain she was



about to be accused of some dreadful crimethat she hadn’t committed, but would suffer for al the same.

The Widow Pender tended to foster such fearsin the children of the Tatters. They were dl convinced
she was awitch and more than one Tatters mother had threatened to punish misbehaving by “sending you
to the Widow, just seeif | don't.”

Silent asthe children, Jodi joined their quiet group asthetall, hawk-faced woman dressed dl in black
went dowly by, walking stick tapping on the quay’ s stones, back stiff and straight asaboard, grey hair
pulled behind her head in asevere bun. She gave each of the children a disapproving look, fierce grey
gaze skewering each of them in turn, lingering longest on Jodi.

The Widow frowned as Ollie hissed at her. For onelong moment Jodi thought the old woman would
take her stick to them both, but then the Widow gave her awithering glance and continued on her dow

way.

Not until shewaswell out of hearing did the children relax, loosing held-in bresthsin agroup sigh. Then
they filled the air with whispers of brave talk to take the chill that the Widow had left behind her out of
thear.

“Fair gives me the cregps, she does.”

“Oh, shedoes't frighten me.”

“Didn’'t seeyou playing smart with her.”

“Someone should give her ashovein.”

“Her friends d just shove her back out again.”

It was said that she had caused the storm, twenty years ago, that had drowned the Old Quay and sunk
the fishing boats. Called it up because her husband, afisherman himsdlf, had been gadding about town
with abarmaid from the Pintar. Fifteen men were drowned that day, trying to save the boats. The
barmaid had eft town, though there were those who whispered that she hadn’t so much |eft as been
killed by the Widow and buried in asecret grave up on the moor.

Every child in the Tatters knew that the drowned dead were hersto command.

{ Page32} " Ratty Friggens says she sgot aSmadl in that old house of hers?—alittle wee man that she
keepsinajar.”

Jodi turned to the last speaker. “A Smdl?’

“It' strue. Ratty saw it himself 2—alittle man no bigger than amouse. A Gypsy brought it round her
house in awooden wren cage and handed it over right before Ratty’ s eyes. Told me so himself. Says
she'll beusing it to creep into people s houses and stedl their va uables?—once she hasiit trained.”
“She doesn't need vauables,” Peter said. “Her whole céllar isloaded with treasure.”

Karanodded. “My da said that one night, talking to his mates.”

“A Smal,” Jodi repested.



Shelooked down the quay to where she could see the Widow, a siff figurein black, gazing out to sea.
Her heart beat quicker. Sensing her excitement, Ollie made a querulous sound. She stroked his head
thoughtfully.

Could it betrue? If the Widowdid have a Smdl, hidden away in that old house of hers. . .

Wouldn't that be something?

Andif itwas true, did she hersalf have the nerve to sneak in for alook at him?

Not likely.

Shedidn’t have the nerve.

Nor would therereally bea Small.

But what if therewas?

The Widow turned then and it seemed that, for al the distance between them, her gaze settled directly
on Jodi’s. The old woman smiled, asthough reading her mind.

| know secrets you can't begin to dream of, that smile said. Secretsthat will cost you your soul if you'd
have them from me. Areyou sill sowilling to learn them?

Jodi shivered. Visons of drowned corpses coming for her flashed through her mind. Bloated white skin,
bestranded with wet seaweed. Reeking of death. Dead things lurching into her room while shedept. . ..

Before the Widow returned to walk by them again, Jodi gave the children avague wave and hurried off,
back to Denzil’ sl oft.

The Sailor’s Return
{Page33} | would that | were where | wish,
Out on the seain awooden dish;

But if thet dish beginsto fill 7—

I’d wish | were on Mousehole Hill.

?—OLD CORNISH RHY ME, collected from Don Flamanck

The oldsmuggler’ s haunt of Mouseholein Paul Parishisin the Deanery and West Divison of the
Hundred of Penwith in southern Cornwall. Its crooked narrow streets and stone-built cottages climb
from the western shore of Mount’s Bay up the steep dope of Mousehole Hill at apoint approximately a



quarter of the way from Penzance to Land’ s End, following the coastline west.

Janey Little' sgrandfather loved the village, and delighted in regaling his granddaughter’ svistorswith
snippets of its history and folklore that he' d acquired over the years. The source of its name aone could
have him rambling on at the drop of acloth cap.

Some higtorians, he' d explain, think the village acquired its curious name from the Mousehole, agaping
cavern?—now collapsed?>—that lies south of the village, or that it’ sa corruption of Porthenys, the Port of
the Idand, meaning . Clement’ s Idand, which lies closeto the village. Others cite areferenceto an old
Cornish manuscript that spesks of “Moeshayle,” getting its name from the small river that flowsthrough it
?—"moes’ probably being an abbreviation of “mowes,” meaning “young women,” and “hayle” meaning
“river,” for atrandation of “Y oung Women's River.”

The most dramatic event in Mousehol€ s history happened in 1595 when the village was sacked by
troops from three Spanish ships; it was a M ousehole man who firgt spied the Spanish Armada seven
yearsearlier. The only surviving building of thet period isthe Keigwin Arms, which perches on granite
pillars above the courtyard where Squire Keigwin killed sx Spaniards defending hishome. That event is
celebrated annudly to thisday, every July, with acarnival and fedtivitiesthat end in acommemorative
dinner at the Cairn Dhu Hotel where the names of the various dishes serveto tell the story.

{ Page34} Mousehol€ s other historica claimsto fame are far less dramatic. The same back street that
houses the Keigwin Armswas a o the birthplace of Dolly Pentregth, the last-known native speaker of
Cornish whose tombstone isa part of the sonewall of St. Paul’ s Church overlooking the village, and
whose funerd, it' ssaid, wasinterrupted for awhiskey bresk. South of the village, dong Raginnis Hill
overlooking &. Clement’sldand in Mount’ s Bay, stands the Wild Bird Hospital begun in 1928 by two
sgters, Dorothy and Phyllis Y glesias, which manages to surviveto thisday on private donations. Againgt
amossy wall isabell with asign that reads, “ Pleasering the bell if you have abird.” Each year the
hospital tends to more than athousand sick wild birds brought in by the public.

Mousehole was once the center of Cornwall’ s pilchard-fishing industry, but though it till retainsthe
flavour of an old Cornish fishing village and there are till fishing boatsto be found in its harbour, its
principleindustry is now tourism. There are few fishermen left, and the only smugglerswho remain arein
the memories of the older villagers.

Thomas Little remembered the smugglers, though he wasn't thinking of them as he came down
Mousehole Lane from the King's Armsin Paul to the home he shared with his granddaughter on Duck
Street. A pint of Hick’ s bitter doshed comfortably in his stomach. In abrown paper bag he carried a
takeout of two brown ales.

The Geffer, as everyone referred to him, was thinking of Janey at that moment. He' d wanted to show
her off to hismates at the local, but she wasin one of her moods and hadn’t wanted to come. But
tonight. . . well, therewas a sesson up a Charlie Boyd's, a hisfarm on the road to Lamorna, which was
the rambling house of the area where the musicians and storytellerswould often gather on aFriday night.

Boyd' sfarm was on aheadland near Lamornawith agood view of the bay. Theflat clifftop was bright
with the cries of stonechats and gullsthat rang above the dull pounding of the surf on the rocks below, the
air sharp with asaty tang. The constant pounding of the waves had eaten away at the granite cliffs, but
the farm would stand at least a century or two longer before the rock on which it stood completely
eroded.

Until then it remained hometo Charlie and hisfamily?—»brother, wife, daughter and two boys, musicians



dl?—and awelcome placeto visit on aFriday night for those interested in such entertainments.{ Page
35} There weren't that many anymore, not these days?—even with therevivd of interest in traditiona
music in other parts of the country >—but they usually had afair crowd, with folk dropping by from asfar
away asLizard’ s Point, acrossthe bay.

Some fine musicians could be counted on at the session tonight, but, the Gaffer thought with pride, his
granddaughter would likely till be the best. Hadn't she made two professiona recordingsto date?
Wasn't she dways on tour 2—on the Continent and in America, if not in England?

He continued up the street, a short, round man with abading head and the ruddy features of a
fisherman, dressed in old corduroy trousers and atweed jacket patched at the e bows, smiling to himsdlf,
ajaunty liftin his step, brown ae bottles clinking in the paper bag he carried at hisside.

Oh, yes. Hewas|ooking forward to showing her off tonight.

When he reached the door to his house?—owned outright, thank you, and maintained with his penson
and what money Janey sent him while she was on tour >—he was whistling one of Chaki€ stunesin
anticipation of the evening to come.

“Janey!” he caled as he stepped inside. “ Do you have a spot of teaready for an old man?’
For along moment there was no answe.
2.

Janey had heard an author describe hiswriting process once as seeing a hole in the paper that he could
step into and watch the story unfold, and that was just how she felt with this new Dunthorn novel. It was
like being at a good session when you forgot who you were, where you were, the instrument in your
hand, and just disappeared into the music. When the tune finally ended, you sat up and blinked for a
moment, the sense of didocation only momentary, lasting just so long asit took the last echoes of the old
tune to fade and anew oneto Start up.

She looked up from the book now, only vaguely aware of the dusty attic she was sitting in and the book
on her lap, her thoughts still wandering the world she’ d found within its pages. Then she dipped
Dunthorn’ s letter in between the pages to keep her place and rose from the floor, the book under her
am.

“I"'m up here, Gramps!” she called ahead of her as she started{ Page 36} down the narrow stairway that
would take her to the second floor of the house.

Her grandfather was waiting for her in the smal vestibule, the door to the street till open behind him. He
looked up to where she came down the tairs. At twenty-two she hadn’t yet lost the enthusasms and
energy of ateenager. Her auburn hair hung freeto just past her shoulders, except for the bangsin front,
and was redder than its natural colour because she' d recently hennaed it. Above her hazdl eyes, her
brows maintained adight arch giving her acongtant look of questioning surprise that never quite left. Her
skin was agood English peaches and cream, nose small and dender, while her smile came so easily and
often that it had left dimplesin her cheeks.

She was wearing ablack leotard under ayelow skirt and abaggy black sweatshirt overtop. Ydlow
hightop sneakers matched her skirt. Presently the knees of her |eotard were dusty and there wasa
smudge of dirt on her nose. Her cheeks had a hedlthy ruddy flush of excitement.



“You'vegot dirt on your nose, my flower,” he said as she bounded down the last few stepsto join him.

Hisround Puck’ sface broke into a smile as she leaned forward to kiss his cheek. But then his gaze alit
on what she was carrying under her arm and the smile faltered as he recognized it for what it was.

“Found it then, did you?’ he said after amoment.
Janey had the sudden sense of having overstepped her bounds.

“I didn’t mean to go prying,” she began. She remembered Dunthorn’ sletter. I ts existence must remain
secret. . .. “You'renot crosswith me, areyou?’

The Gaffer shook his head. “Never with you. I’ sjust. . . ah, well. | meant to give it to you sooner or
later, so why not now?’

“It' samarvelous book, isn't it just?’

“Hafway finished it dready, are you then?’

“Hardly!”

“Funny you should find it now, though. There was awoman came knocking on our door not three days
ago, asking after it. First time that's happened in years. There werelots of crows, circling about when
Billy first died, but asthe yearswent by, I’d only see one every year or so, and then not for, what? Five
years now? Until this woman cameto the door.”

“How did she know about the book?”

“Wadl, shewasn't SO much afterit in particular. She wanted any{ Page 37} unpublished writings of Billy’s
?2—writings or artifacts. Were hers by right, she said. She was an American woman?—about your age?
—and as unpleasant as Americans can be. Claimed to be the granddaughter of some cousin of Billy's
thetl never heard of before.”

“What did you tell her?’

“Well, nothing, my robin. | had a promiseto keep, didn’t I”? Besides, she rubbed me wrong, shedid,
making some crant the way she was. Offered me money straightway ?—as though money can buy
anything. | sent her packing. Still, it bothered me, her asking like that. It waslike she knew there was
something. Maybe not so much the book itself, but something, and didn’t she just want it?”

“What was her name?’

“Shedidn’t say. Though she did say she' d be in touch?—once she' d spoken to her lawyers.”

“And you never told me?’

“Janey, my beauty, what was || to tell you? Some daft American comes knocking on my door asking

about abook | can’t admit to owning. . . . | wasn't ready to tell you about it yet, but | wasn’t about to lie
to you ether. There' sno liesbetween us, am | right?’



Janey nodded.
“Wadll, thereyou go.”
“And you haven't heard from her since?’ Janey asked.

The Gaffer shook his head. “What’ sto hear? There s nothing she or her lawyers can do. The book
doen'texist.”

Janey looked down at the very red book in her hand.
“Yes, well,” the Gaffer said. “In amanner of speeking, it doesn't.”
“When were you going to tell me about it?" she asked.

“Well, that' sthe funny thing, my love. | had the fegling the book would choose its own time?—and now
didn’'tit just do that very thing?’

Shelooked for, but couldn’t find ateasing twinklein hiseyes.
“Gramps! Y ou don't believe that abook could?—"

“Come get your old grandfather histeaand I'll tell you awee bit more about the Mousehole half of your
two Billys”

“Two Billys’ wastheir private joke for her infatuation with the work of Billy Pigg and William Dunthorn.
Something very, very good was“admost two Billys worth of bully.”

“I ill can't believe you never told me about this,” Janey said as she led the way to the kitchen.

“Yes, wdl” ?—the Gaffer’ s gaze settled on the top of Dunthorn’ s{ Page 38} letter marking her placein
the book >—"1 see you’ ve read the | etter, too, S0 you know why | kept it from you.”

“I just happened uponit,” Janey said, ready to apologize dl over again.
“Getting my tea s penance enough, my love,” the Gaffer told her.

The center of the Little household was the kitchen?—it always had been, especidly when Janey’s
grandmother was il dive and filling it with the tempting smells of her baking and the warmth of her
presence.

Janey and the Gaffer had shared equally in the auto accident that had taken the Gaffer’ swife and son,
Janey’ s grandmother and father. She wasjust nudging eight at the time, so that most of her growing up
had taken place in this house that she and the Gaffer had made their own specia place over the years.
Her mother ?—Constance Little, née Hetherington?—had run off with afilmmaker on holiday from New
Y ork afew years before the accident and remained unheard from since the day the divorce papers
became final. Although Janey’ s mother had reverted to her maiden name for legd purposes, she kept
Connie Little as astage name. Congdering the sort of film work she wasinvolved in, Janey’ sfather Paull
had remarked in an odd moment of bitterness before his death, she should have used Lingusasa
urname.



The Gaffer didn’t like to think of the woman. So far as he was concerned, the day she’ d walked out on
Paul and Janey, she was no longer to be considered a part of the family. She had no placein thelife that
he and Janey had made with each other.

No matter where Janey’ s music took her, nor for how long, Mousehole would dways be her home?
—thishouse on Duck Street where the Gaffer lived, just ahaf-minute swalk from the harbour from
which hel d once st sail in hisboat dong with the other fishermen of the village. Though the pilchard
shods had ceased at the turn of the century, there was still work for afisherman when the Gaffer wasa
young man. That work declined decade by decade until now it was only ashadow of theindustry it once
was. Mogt of the boats leaving Mousehole harbour now carried only acrew of tourigts.

Thefirst tune that Janey ever wrote was asimplered on the fiddle caled “ The Gaffer’ sMouzel,” and
the front cover of her first abum jacket was a photo of the village, taken from the ferry that ran between
Penzance and the Scillies, out on Mount’ s Bay. The village wasin her blood as much asin her
grandfather’s.

{Page39} The Gaffer sat at the kitchen table, rubbing his hand on the cover of the book, while Janey
bused hersdf at the counter making their tea. She brought sandwiches and steaming mugs of tea over,
then sat across from him and put her hand on his.

“I’'ve made you sad, haven't |7’ she said. “Made you remember sad things.”

The Gaffer shook hishead. 1 could never forget, my robin. Garm, we wereapair, Billy and I, and isn’t
that God's own truth? Always into mischief. Born acentury earlier and | don’t doubt we' d both have
been smugglers. We knew dl the old places where they landed, you know.”

Janey nodded. She never tired of rambling the whole countryside around Mousehole with him, the
Gaffer full of old bits of lore and stories. He was always ready to tell atale about these standing stones,
that cliff, thisold road, that sandbar, that abandoned tin mine. Everything had astory. Especidly the
stoneworks that riddlied Penwith Peninsula. The Merry Maidens stone circle with the two pipers stones
just afield over. The Men-an-Tol holed stone east of Penzance. The Boscawen-Un stone circle with its
nineteen stones and tilted center pillar just south of Crows-an-Wra. The old Roman Iron Agevillageon
the Gulva downs,

“Thisletter,” shesad. “It'sso mysterious. . ..
“Oh, I know. Billy wasared dog in atayser sometimes?—agruff fisherman with astreek of the old
madnessin him aleague wide and then some. Where do you think | got half my talesfrom, my queen?

The giants and piskies, the saints and smugglers. It was Billy talked of them dl, one asred asthe other.”

“But what' s so wrong with him being like that?” Janey asked. “I’ve heard the old fellowstak down at
thelocd. They'redl haf-mad with the same kind of Storiesthemsdves”

Asyou are, she added affectionately to herself.
The Gaffer shrugged. “ Sdlf-preservation, | suppose. For both of us. We fought in the War together, you
know. The other soldiers made enough fun of our country ways asit was without |etting them think we

might believein piskiesand the like aswell. The smplet things, like gullsbeing?—"

“The spirits of dead sailors,” Janey said.



“That' swhat my own dad told me, and | believeit. But there’ sthose you tell that kind of athing to and
they treat you like ahdf-wit. Or they’ll think you' re quaint?—like the tourists do. Billy didn't{ Page

40} much care, but | did. At least | did then. Became sort of a habit since then, | suppose.”

“So Billy redlly believed in what he wrote?’

The Gaffer laughed. “Oh, | don’t know, my robin. He dtell you he bdieved, and in such away you'd
swear hedid, but there was always agleam in hiseyeif you knew to look.”

Just like there was in the Gaffer’ s, Janey thought, when he started asimilar kind of tale. “ Do you see that
sone there, Janey, my beauty?’ he'd begin. “Timewas. . .” And off he'd go on somerambling story.
Face solemn, not atwitch of asmile, but the gleam wastherein hiseyes.

“Why do you think Billy didn’t want anybody elseto seethisbook?’ sheasked. “I'm not far into it, but |
cantdl it'sasgood or better than the others. And if it’s so important that it be kept a secret, why wasit
published at al?” She opened the book to the copyright page and read doud, “ * Published in an edition
of onecopy.’ It seemsso. . . odd.”

Sheflipped to thetitle page and glanced at the bottom where the publisher’ s name was Goonhilly
Downs Press, Market Jew Street, Penzance.

“Odd,” the Gaffer agreed. “Itisthat.”

“Y ou never asked him about it?’

The Gaffer shook his head.

“Why not?’

“A man’sentitled to his secretsif he wants them. A woman, too.”

“I suppose.” Janey put her finger on the publisher’ s name. “Maybe we could ask these people.
Goonhilly Downs Press. Do they Hill exig?’

“I"ve never heard of them before.”

The Goonhilly Downswere out on Lizard’ s Point, across Mount’ s Bay. It made Janey wonder why a
Penzance publisher would take them for the name of itsimprint. Well, she could ask them that aswell.

“Think of &l the people who would loveto read this” she said, thinking aoud.

“Youmustn't talk about it,” the Gaffer said. “1 made a promise?—afamily promise, my flower. You're
hedtoit aswel.”

“But. . .” Janey began, but then she nodded. A promise wasapromise. “I won't tell anyone,” she said.
“Isthere moretea?’

{ Paged1} Janey roseto get the pot. After first putting ahdf inch of milk at the bottom of each mug and
two spoons of sugar in the Gaffer’s, she poured them each another tea.



“Isthis book the only secret writing of Billy’s?’ she asked as she sat down again.

“The only one he had me promise to keep secret. There's some unpublished articlesin afolder in the
same chest where you found this book ?—writings about loca things?—but | never did anything with
them. Hadn't the heart, to tell you the truth. It never seemed right to make money from afriend’ s death.
Not to me.”

Janey covered hishand with her own again. “Not to me either,” she said.

They sat quietly, holding on to the moment of closeness, then the Gaffer shifted in his seet and found a
amile

“Wéll, then, my beauty,” hesad. “I think you owe me afavour.”

“What did you havein mind?’ she asked warily.

“Oh, nothing bad. There' sjust this session at Charlie Boyd' stonight and?—"
“Y ou wanted to show off your granddaughter.”

“I only havethe one.”

Janey smiled with genuine affection. “I’d loveto go,” she said. “ Gives me a chance to show off my
granddad.”

3.

Fdlix Gavin waked through London’ s Victoria Station with the rolling gait of the seaman hewas. He
was atall, broad-shouldered man, deeply tanned, with dark brown hair cropped closeto hisscap, pae
blue eyes, and asmall gold hoop in the lobe of hisright ear. He drew the gazes of women he passed as
he made hisway to his platform, not so much for his size, or because he was handsome, asthat hiswere
featuresthat indtilled animmediate trugt.

Heradiated a sense of strength and calm; the promise that he was a man who could be counted on. He
wore loose flannel trousers, aplain white T-shirt with an unbuttoned peajacket overtop, and sturdy
black workman'’s shoes. In one hand he carried anavy blue duffel bag, in the other a squarish wooden
box, painted black and plastered with decals from the ports where his various ships had docked?
—mogtly European and North American, but others from asfar away as Hong Kong and Audtrdia.

{Page42} He d been asallor for agood third of his twenty-eight years, most recently as a crewman of
thefreighterLa Madeleine, sailing out of Montredl. He d | eft the ship in Madrid when he' d received the
|etter that was now in the front pocket of histrousers. Taking thefirst flight he could get to London, he'd
arrived a Gatwick early this morning, changed his money to British currency, and immediately boarded a
train to Victoria Station.

Now he waited &t the platform for another train to take him into the West Country.

He set hisbaggage down at hisfeet and leaned againgt apillar, handsin his pockets. Thefingersof his
right hand touched the folded | etter.

“Oh, Fdix,” it began, and went on:



| feel terrible writing this. You always send me postcards, when | haven’t managed much more
than a Christmas card, and it doesn’'t seemfair. But you said if | ever needed help, | could call on
youl.

I do need help. Can you come to the Gaffer’ s?
Please don’t hate me. | wouldn’t ask, but I’ m desperate.
Love,

Janey

The letter wastyped, even the signature. The postmark was Mousehole, in Cornwall, where her
grandfather lived. Where Felix sent his postcards every few months. The cards were never more than just
afew lines from whatever port he happened to be in?—brief condensations of the long one-sided
conversations he had with her when he was at seaand she couldn’t hear him.

Sighing, Felix prodded the letter with hisfingers, folding it into an even smdler square.
Hate her? Never.

Hisfedings were dways mixed. He was happy that he' d known her, sad that everything had fallen apart
theway it had, frustrated that they hadn’t been able to put it back together, that they hadn’t redly tried.
The good history they had?>—the two and a half years when everything just seemed perfect?—couldn’t
seem to defeat the last few months of pointless arguments when things better left unsaid were aired and
then regretted too late. Once spoken, those words had taken on alife of their own and couldn’t be
recaled.

{ Page43} But he never stopped loving her; never stopped hoping that someday, somehow, they’d be
together again. Y et now, now that she wasfinaly asking for him, hope was tempered with the fear of
what could have happened that was so bad to make her reach out to him.

Not the Gaffer, he prayed. Don't let anything have happened to that sweet old man.

But whathad happened? The | etter was so vague?—so was Janey, in some ways, with her thoughts
bouncing every which way.

Histrain arrived and he thankfully gave up the worry in the bustle of boarding, stowing away his gear,
and finding aseat. The carriage was only aquarter full. Thistime of year >—mid-October >—the English
didn’t flock to the West Country for their holidays the way they did in the summer. The areaaround
Penzance was known as the Cornish Riviera, and in the summer, it lived up to its name. Now only the
people who lived there, or those who had business there, made the trip out to the Penwith Peninsula.

Settling into his seat, he pulled out a paperback mystery novel and tried to read asthe train pulled out of
the gtation. But Janey’ s features kept intruding on the storyline and he couldn’t follow the private eye' s
narrative for more than afew sentences before he had to go back and begin the paragraph again.



Expectations of what he could look forward to were mixing too strongly with an anxiety born of that
same anticipation of seeing her again.

Findly, oncethey left London, he set the book aside and stared out the window, watching the
hedgerow-bordered fields flicker by. As memories rose up, one after the other, he smply let them come.

A little more than five hours | ater, he disembarked at Penzance Station and stood out in the car park,
looking over a St. Michael’s Mount where it rose like a humpbacked swell from Mount’s Bay. It was
dready dark, the grey skiesdating into night. A brisk easterly wind blew in from the water, thick with the
tang of sdt and the promise of rain.

He turned findly, walking towards a phone booth before changing his mind. He was't reedy to call her.
Hedidn't want the first contact to be an impersona communication over a phone line. He thought of
taking ataxi to Mousehole?—the village lay afew mileswest of Penzance, just past Newlyn, thethree
st dl inarow aong the shore of Mount’ s Bay like three gulls on aship’ srailing?—then decided againgt
that aswell.

{ Page44} M ore memories were waking here. Better to walk through them now, before he reached the
Gaffer’ s old house on Duck Street, he decided, than try to ded with them in the back of a cab.

Swinging the strap of his duffdl bag to his shoulder, he hefted hiswooden box and set off, taking the
Quay Wharf Road to where it met Battery Road, then following the Western Promenade out of the town
and into Newlyn.

Even in the dark, Mousehole was just the way he remembered it. Maybe especidly in the dark, because
he' d rambled through its benighted streets with Janey often enough to know it aswell ashe did hisown
hometown of Deschenes, in West Quebec. Both were fronted by water, but there the resemblance
ended.

Deschenes, at least when he was growing up there, was a poverty-stricken village on the wrong side of
the tracks that fronted that part of the Ottawa River known as Lac Deschenes. The streets were packed
dirt, the buildings ramshackle, some of them little better than tarpaulin shacks. The memories he carried
away from it centered around the fighting of his acoholic parents, his brother Barry who wrapped his
Harley around alamppog, killing himself and hisgirlfriend, their sster Sue who had her first kid when she
was fifteen, and ahundred other unhappy events.

Mousehole was an ancient port, an unsgpoiled fishing village of narrow streets and alleyways that wound
through tiers of cottages and tiny flowered courtyards. If there was poverty here, it didn’t show the same
underbelly to the world that his hometown did.

He entered by the Parade, passing the Old Coastguard Hotel, and made hisway to North Cliff. There
he stood in front of the newsagent’ s and |ooked seaward at the two arms of the quay’ s seawalls that
enfolded the village s harbour in a protective embrace. HE d sat on one or another of those wallswith
Janey on more than one moonlit night, listening to the waves beet at the stone walls, watching the sea, or
stting with their backsto the water and taking in the picturesque view of the terraced village asit climbed
the hill, lights twinkling in the windows of the cottages. Those were good nights. They didn’'t dways need
conversation. The darkness smply held them in a companionable embrace as comforting as the arms of



the quay’ s seawalls did the harbour.

Felix turned away from the view. He was dawdling, and he knew{ Page 45} why. This close to seeing
Janey again, dl his courage was washing out of him as surely asthetide stole the water from insde the
Seawdls.

Hewalked past the newsagent’ sto where atiny aleyway separated the buildings on either sde of it and
walked up its narrow length. Thiswas Duck Street, starting out no wider than a couple of yards, but
broadening into aone-lane street by the time it reached Wellington Place, the square just before the
Gaffer’ s cottage on Chapel Place, across from the Methodist Chapel.

A black and orange cat eyed him curioudy from the stone wall as he opened the wrought-iron gate that
led into the Gaffer’ stiny courtyard. There were lights on in the two-and-a-ha f-story stone cottage.

Janey wasin there, he thought. Probably stting around the hearth with her grandfather. Reading. Or
playing agame of dominoeswith the Gaffer. She wasn't playing music, because he couldn't hear elther
her pipesor her fiddle.

He hesitated at the door.
Comeon, hetold himsdlf.

He lifted the brass knocker on the door, rapping it sharply againgt the plate screwed into the wood
behind it. And suddenly he got astrange fedling.

There was no one home. He could fedl the emptiness that anticipation had hidden from him. Neither
Janey nor the Gaffer wasin. But there was somebody. . . .

He knocked again and heard a crash. Without stopping to think, helet his gear drop to the cobblestoned
walk and tried the door. It was unlocked, opening a histouch. He stepped inside, nerves prickling, and
sensed the blow coming before it struck.

That momentary warning was enough to give him time to turn aside and take the blow on his shoulder. A
figure darted by him, something bulky under hisarm. Felix caught his balance and snaked out ahand,
snagging the man by the shoulder of his coat. Before he could pull him back into the cottage, the man
dammed what he was carrying into Felix’ s midsection.

Fdix lost hisgrip on the man’ s shoulder. He buckled over, catching hold of what proved to be abox of
papers and magazines. The man struggled for amoment, trying to regain ownership of the box, his
features still hidden in shadow. Then adoor opened in the cottage next door. At the neighbour’ s cry, the
man shoved the box harder{ Page 46} againgt Felix and fled. By the time Felix regained his balance once
more and stepped out into the courtyard, he could see the man fleeing up Duck Street towards
Mousehole Lane,

He set the box down on the doorstep and turned to face the Gaffer’ s neighbour, struggling for amoment
before he remembered the man’s name.

“Mr. Bodener?’ he asked. His voice was husky as he caught his bresth.

George Bodener was afew yearsthe Gaffer’ s senior, and like the Gaffer, he was a Mousehole native,
athough he' d never traveled farther than Plymouth in thewhole of hislife. Hewasthin and grey-haired,



but he had around piski€' sface that wasrarely without asmile. That smile was missing just now,
however. He had acane upraised in his hand and peered carefully at Felix before he findly brought it
downto hisside.

“Fdix, ign'tit?’ heasked. “Janey’ smudcian friend?’

Felix nodded. “1 surprised aburglar >—"

“A burglar? In Mousehole? La, Jey! But | never.” Hetook afew steps closer. “Did you take ahurt,
you?’

“No, I'm fine. Just abit shook up.”

But thinking of the moment of violence, helooked worriedly back into the Gaffer’ s cottage. Had the man
hurt Janey or her grandfather?

“Don’t you be worrying about them, you,” George said. “ Gone out, they have, up to Boyd' sfarm. It's
Friday night, isn't it jus?’

Friday night meant asesson at Charlie Boyd's, Felix remembered. Some things never changed. But
what was Janey doing, going to a session, when she was supposed to bein trouble?

Supposed to be? Felix amended. Then what did he cal the burglar he'd just surprised? A houseguest?
“My gar,” George said as he joined Felix in the halway and peered insde. “Made a bit of amess.”
Felix nodded. There was afloor lamp lying on the carpet, its glass shade broken. A scatter of books lay
on the floor around the hearth. Pillows were pulled from the sofa and the Gaffer’ s club chair by the
window. He looked down at the box he' d rescued from the burglar. 1t wasfilled with papers and what
appeared to be abook. Who burgled a house for thiskind of thing?

“Would you like some teg, you?’ George asked him.

Felix shook hishead. “1 think I'll try to clean this up before Janey and the Gaffer get back >—lessen the
shock abit.”

{Paged 7} Now there’ sakind thought.”

“Been much trouble about here lately?’ Felix asked, keeping his voice casud.

George blinked in surprise. “ Trouble? In Mousehole? It’ s not London, you. Not even Penzance.”
Felix gavehimasmile. “I wasn't thinking,” he said.

“No crimeinthat,” George said. He gave alast look around the living room. “Waell, it' s back to the telly
for me, Felix. Come’round in the morning, why don’t you just, and tell me atae of far-off ports.”

“I’ll do that.”

He collected his belongings from the courtyard and brought them and the box of papersinsde as
George returned to hishome. Then he spent ahaf hour straightening the room and repairing what



damage he could before he put on some tea.

An odd thing to steal, he thought as he took the box into the kitchen. He looked through the papers and
saw that they were manuscripts and articles by the Gaffer’ s old mate, Billy Dunthorn. There was a book,
too, with atitle that was't familiar to Fdlix, but that was hardly surprising. He' d never had much of a
head for authors names or how many books they’ d published. He just read what came to hand and
ether enjoyed it, or didn’t.

But he knew Dunthorn because Janey never tired of talking about the man and hiswork.

Taking histeainto the now-tidy living room, he sat down in the Gaffer’ s chair with the book and idly
flipped through its pages while he waited for Janey and her grandfather to come home.

The Creeping Mouse

Thumbkin, Pointer, Middleman big,

Sillyman, Weeman, rig-ajigig.

?—NURSERY RHYME

Jodi couldn’thelp hersdf ?—she had to know.

Of course there was no such thing asa Small. How could there be? And the Widow Pender wasn't a

witch. She had no mysterious{ Page 48} powersto wield over the living, nor could she call up the dead.
Tothink otherwisewasto livein afary tde.

The world was astrange and wonderful place asit was, Denzil never tired of reminding her. What need
wasthere to go prying about, chasing after supernatura odditiesthat couldn’t possibly exist when the

mysteries of nature itself were barely understood?

Yes, and of course, and | do agree, Jodi would reply.

But there were dways the stories?—so many of them. Of ghosts and hauntings and things that went
bump in the night. Of fairies and giants and impossible creatures. Where did they come from? Out of our
heads, and that was it? Surely something had sparked their authors to imagine the incredible. Surely,
somehow, there was sometiny grain of truth to the tale that set it spinning through the author’ s mind.

What if impossibilitieswere true marvels?

And what if the moon was made of cheese, Denzil would reply dryly. The question then would be, who
ateit, night by night, and how did it come back again, piece by piece, just asgood as new?

So Jodi would nod in reluctant agreement, but no matter how sensible shetried to be, she couldn’t stop



that little voice that whispered in the back of her mind.
What if the marvelswere red? Whatif ?
Shejust had to know.

So late that night, when the last of the night’ s customers was gone and Aunt Nettie and her girlswere
findly off to bed, Jodi crept out of her window, did down the drainpipe, and set off through Bodbury’s
cobblestone streets, heading for the Widow Pender’ s house.

And it was anight for mystery, wasn't it just? Clouds scudded across the sky, hiding the moon, waking
shadows. The seamurmured to itsdf like an old woman, dapping the pilings of the quay that fronted the
Tatters, phosphorus glistening on thetide. Therewas't alight in asingle window she passed?—not even
in Denzil’ sworkshop.

Shewalked with aswing in her step, breathing in the sty tang of the night air, her soft-soled shoes silent
on the cobblestones. Shewasn't even abit nervous?—her sense of adventure overriding any such
possihility >—until she findly reached the outskirts of town and the Widow' s cottage came into view.
Then she dowed down, pausing when she reached the protective cover of the last cottage before the
Widow's.

{ Page49} The two-story stone building that belonged to the Widow Pender rose in gloomy foreboding
from its shadowed gardens. A flicker of light came from one ground-floor window. Occasiondly a
shadow passed the window, as though the Widow were pacing back and forth.

She' d be going out soon, Jodi thought as she settled down by the wall of the neighbouring cottage to
wait. Inthe Tattersit waswell known that the Widow went out |ate each night, when al the town was
adeep, and stood on the headland across from her house to watch the sea.

Remembering her husband, the townsfolk said.
Conversing with the seadead, the children of the Tatters whispered to one another.

The latter seemed dl too possible to Jodi as she crouched nervoudy against thewdll, watching the
Widow' s cottage. The night had changed around her. There was anasty undercurrent in the murmur of
the tide now. Thelight wind coming in from the water seemed more like breathing than a sea breeze.
Treesgroaned ominoudy. Unseenthings rustled in the hedges.

The warm comfort of her bed seemed very far away, and most appealing, but she chewed at her lower
lip and kept to her vigil, refusing to be unnerved. It was atime for bravery, and she was determined to be
just that. Y et as she waited there, she couldn’t help but think of al the ghostly stories she' d ever heard.
Of hummocks, rising from behind hedgerows to frighten travelers with their spectra presence. Of
drowned men stumbling from the tide, limbs wrapped with strands of seaweed, water streaming from
their rotting clothes. Of the Bagle Wight, astrawlimbed scarecrow of a creature whose heed was alarge
carved turnip; he captured and ate children who snuck out from their housesin the night. . . .

Jodi wished she hadn’t thought of him. Now al she could hear was his soft footfal on the street behind
her. It was too easy to imagine him cregping towards her, catching her with his knobbly fingers, sharp
thorn nailsdigging into her arms.

She shivered and peered over her shoulder so often that she dmost missed the Widow finally leaving her



cottage. Jodi watched her go, then rose quickly to her feet. Keegping an eye on the Widow’ s receding
back, afraid to even breathe, she darted over to the lit window and peered in.

And saw nothing out of the ordinary.

{ Pageb0} She looked in on what appeared to be the Widow’ s sitting room and what she saw was
common enough to make her yawn. A codl fire burned in the hearth. On the mantd aboveit, two fat
white candles sat in Slver candlesticks, throwing their flickering light across the room. There were apair
of comfortable chairs by thefire, knitting lying upon the seat of one; asideboard displaying china plates?
—mostly with scenes depicting Bodbury and the surrounding countryside; another long table by another
wall that reminded her of one of Denzil’ sworktables asit was littered with various woodworking tools
and pieces of wood and cloth; and a bookcase, with as many knickknacks as there were books on its
shelves. Paintings and samplers hung on thewalls. A cozy thick wool rug lay on thefloor.

But nothing magical. None of the pargphernalia associated with witches?—no cauldrons bubbling on the
fire, no bundles of herbs and odd charms. And of course there wouldn't be, would there? If the Widow
was awitch, she'd hide the tools of her trade. In the attic, perhaps. Or the cdllar.

Jodi’ s attention returned to the worktable. At the far end was a square box covered with a piece of
velvet. She glanced in the direction that the Widow had taken, but there was no sign of her return yet.

Did she dare? She' d come so far, but to actually enter the woman’ s house and poke about in her
belongings. . .

She hesitated for along moment, then went ' round by the door and tried the knob. It turned easily under
her hand, the door swinging open sllently when she gave it apush. She hesitated again on the threshold,
before taking adeep breath and stepping in.

She stood there in the hallway, expecting she knew not what. An adarm of some sort, she supposed. A
cat to lunge at her, hissng and spitting. A raven to come screeching down the halway towards her. A
black dog to rear up from the floor at her feet, appearing out of a cloud of dense smoke, red-eyed and
snarling. But there was nothing.

And why should there be? There were no such things as witches. The Widow Pender was merdly a

londly old woman, making do with her londliness and her pension, and here Jodi was, entering her
cottage uninvited and undoubtedly unwelcome.

Ratty Friggens says she’s got a Small in that old house of hers. . . .

But Smallswere no morerea than witches, were they?

{Page51} A little wee man that she keepsin ajar.

She moved down the hdl towards the sitting room. It appeared asinnocuous from her present vantage
point asit had from the window she’ d peered through. It could be any old woman’sroom, thefire
cheery, avague scent of dried flowersintheair.

She stepped insde, running a hand aong the smooth wooden surface of the sideboard, and moved

towards the worktable. She paused when she reached it, looking curioudy a what the Widow had been
working on.



Doall’ sfurniture.

A little wee man.

There could be ahundred good reasons she was making doll’ s furniture.

She'sgota Small. . ..

Jodi put her hand on the cloth covering the box at the end of the table and dowly pulled the cloth away
to reved an aguarium. But unlike the onesin Denzil’ sloft, this one was furnished like adoll’ s house.
Therewas asmdl table with two chairs, aminiature hearth with acod init, the tovepiperising up the
sde of the aguarium and escaping from the back through a circular hole in the glass; awardrobe and a
dresser; atiny woven rug; abed, complete with bedclothes and pillow. There was even adoll lying under
the covers. But then the doll turned around and looked up at Jodi and her heart rose up into her throat
and lodged there.

The Smal.

Oh raw we, theretruly was alittle man.

He was no bigger than amouse; aminiature man, perfectly formed, blinking up at her from hisglass
prison. He clutched his bedclothestightly to histhroat, eyes wide and alook of alarm on histiny features.

She bent closer to the glass side of the aguarium, moving as dow as she could so as not to startle him
more, when shefelt adraft of cold air on the back of her neck. Still moving dowly, but from fear now,
she straightened once more and turned to face the doorway.

The Widow stood there, alook of amusement in her dark eyes. She leaned on her cane, the dark folds
of her mantle falling about her to the tops of her high, laced boots.

“What have we here?’ she said. “ Come spying on me, have you, Jodi Shepherd?’

{ Pageb2} There was no place to hide?—it wastoo late for that anyway ?>—and no place to flee either,
s0 Jodi held her ground, knees knocking against each other as she faced the Widow.

Something moved in the doorway by the Widow' s feet, drawing Jodi’ s gaze. Half-numbed aready ?
—both from the existence of the Smal and having been caught by the Widow ?—she could only stare at
the little cresture that crouched there.

It was no bigger than acat, or Denzil’smonkey, but its body was hairless. Spindly limbs supported its
round-bellied torso. It had atriangular face with awild thatch of dark red hair aboveit. Earslike clam
shdlsstuck out at right anglesfrom its head. It clung to the hem of the Widow' s mantle, staring back at
Jodi from its saucer-wide eyes. Theflicker of agrin touched the wide gape of its mouth.

Jodi dragged her gaze back to the Widow’ sface.

“Wha ?—wheat are you going to do to me?’ she managed findly.

“Wadll, that’ s the question now, isn't it?’ the Widow replied.

Her tone was mild, but there was alook in her eyesthat made Jodi shiver.



Oh, how could she have been such afool to come here and no one knowing where she' d gone?

She was doomed to spend the rest of her life asatoad or anewt or whatever the Widow decided to
turn her into for trespassing in her cottage and discovering her secrets.

“|?—l didn"t meanany . ..”
Harm, she wanted to say, but her throat just closed up on her and she couldn’t get the word out.
“My little man’sso lonely,” the Widow said.

By her feet, the odd little creature began to titter. Jodi tried to back up, but there was only the worktable
behind her and she was aready pressed up againgt it.

“Please,” Jodi tried.

The Widow spoke aword that seemed to hang in the air between them.

It wasin no language that Jodi knew, but till, she could dmost understand it. Shefelt queasy, hearing
the repetition of itsthree syllables, as though her body subconscioudy inferred its meaning and shied
away fromitsimport.

Then the Widow said Jodi’ s name. She repested it, and again. Threetimesin all.

{ Page53} Now Jodi felt light-headed.

| won't faint, she thought as she reded away from the table,

A gtifling sense of closeness came over her, seeming to rushin a her from al sides. At the sametime, the
walls sped away in the opposite direction.

Dizzy, staggering, and disoriented, Jodi fought to keep her balance, but the floor rose up to meet her all
the same.

The Hunt

Proud Nimrod first the bloody chase began?—

A mighty hunter, and his prey was man.

?—ALEXANDER POPE, from “Windsor Forest”

West of Mousehole, far west; past the craggy cliffs of Land’s End, across the Atlantic Ocean, and



farther west till; across the North American continent to the southern tip of Vancouver Idand . . . There,
inanimmeaculatdy kept Tudor-styled house in the residential section of Victoriaknown as James Bay, an
old man woke from alight deep and sat up in his bed.

In hislate eighties, John Madden was till asfit ashe’ d beenin hismid-sixties, and he d been fit then?
—enough so that his doctor had remarked at the time, “If you hadn’t been my patient for the past twenty
years, John, I’d swear you weren't aday over fifty.”

It was true that the shock of black hair belonging to the young man he' d been had turned to grey and
thinned some. He moved more dowly now, aswell, hislean frame fedling the brittleness of hisyears so
that bones ached in inclement westher, muscles were siff when herosein the morning, or from along
session at hisdesk. But he ill saw to his own portfolioswith dl the shrewdness that had made him a
very rich man many times over, and his mind was as sharp and discerning asit had ever been.

Hewasamarvd inthe circlesin which he moved?—aways aleader, never a sycophant. His associates
wondered a his acumen and his uncommon health for his age, though never in his presence. But he could
seeitinther eyes, more so as year followed year and{ Page 54} he remained essentiadly unchanged while
they fel by the waysde, young turkstaking their place?—the same questions eventualy coming into thelr

eyes.

But the secret to his success rested in neither the quick faculties of his mind, nor in the superb condition
of hisaging body. Thekey lay, instead, in the smal image of agrey dove that was tattooed on theinsde
of hisleft wrigt, placed just so that hiswatchband hid it from a casud glance.

Hicking on the light above his bed, Madden pressed a button on the intercom that sat beside the
telephone on hisnight table.

“Sr7’

The response was dmost immediate, crisp and dert, even though the recipient of the call had
undoubtedly been adeep when it cameto his room on the ground floor of the building.

“I’d liketo see you, Michael,” Madden said.
“I'll beright up.”
Madden leaned back against the headboard and closed his eyes.

Thirty-five years ago he’ d matched wits with one of his own countrymen, and lost. That |oss rankled fill,
not the losing itsalf 2—even then Madden wasong past such negligible concerns?—but for the
irreplacesble prize that had been forfeit.

He' d dmogt had it in his hands?—a secret that couldn’t be measured in secular terms?—and it had
dipped away, as vague and untouchable as mist burned off by the morning sun. It continued to exist, but
his adversary had concealed it too well. It dept in some hidden place, the knowledge of which hisrival
hed taken with him to hiswatery grave.

Madden had sent agentsin pursuit of it, time and again, but deeping, the secret wasinvisble,
Impenetrable. Lost. He d been through the house and the surrounding areahimsdlf >—he, with his
knowledge and understanding of what he sought, if not the configuration that it presently inhabited?—and
found nothing, so how could he hope that others would succeed?



Still he had them keep watch.

And he waited.

Because one day, he knew, it would wake again.

And then the secret would be his.

And hewould tekeit into forever.

A knock at the oak door of his bedroom roused him from hisreverie. He opened his eyes.
{Pagebb} Comein, Michad,” he said.

The man who entered was another secret >—suspected, perhaps, only to the world’ s hermetic
community, but itsimportance went beyond occult concerns. Michael Bett was?—Madden had proved it
to hisown satisfaction, irrefutably and beyond any doubt?—a reincarnation of one of the early twentieth
century’ s grestest sorcerers. Born December 5, 1947, his existence was proof, not only that
reincarnation was possible, but that a sorcerer’ swill was strong enough to give him more than one
opportunity to walk theworld in corpored form.

Madden had known Bett well in the man’ s previouslife, so wel that he could not fail to recognize him
when hemet him again in hisnew identity.

The resemblance was not physical. Bett was awiry, thin man?—unlike the man he' d been. Hewore his
dark hair fashionably long, hisfeatures were angular, his cheekbones pronounced, his forehead high, his
too bright eyes somewhat sunken. But he had the same powerful will, the tendency towards excess, the
incapacity for naturd affection, the egotism, and the brilliant mind.

He had been misunderstood in previous lives, and he was misunderstood now. But not by Madden.
Madden had nurtured that brilliance.

He d found Bett ten years ago, stumbled across him as he stood over the corpse of hislatest victimina
windy Chicago aleyway, and had known with aflash of insght whose troubled spirit lay behind the
man’s bright gaze.

Before Bett could turn on him, Madden invoked the Dove?—whose symbol both he and now Bett wore
on their wrists?—and he took Bett away. Groomed him and quelled hisinsatiable appetite for the
suffering of others. Channdled the man’ sincredible will towards the doctrines of the Order where?
—ygiven anintellectud outlet for his excesses?—he was weaned from the need to wreak havoc on the
flesh of others and surpassed dl of Madden’ saready high expectations.

But knowing who Bett was, how could he truly have been surprised?

There were secrets, and there were secrets. This one belonged to Madden and Michadl Bett, and to no
onedse. It wasten yearsold, but it sill brought aglint of satisfaction to Madden'seyes every timehe
looked on his colleague.

{ Page56} He waved Bett over to his bedside. Crossing the room, Bett sat on the end of Madden’ s bed.



“You'vefdtit agan? heasked.

Madden nodded. “Twicein oneday. | think it'stimeyou joined Lena.”

Bett frowned.

“I know,” Madden added. “If she becomes unrdiable, or difficult to manage?—"
“I'll reinherin.”

“But gently. Her father stands high in the Order.”

Bett nodded and rose from the end of the bed.

“1"d best go pack my bags,” he said.

Heturned to go, pausing in the doorway.

“Y ou can count on me,” he told Madden, and then he was gone.

Madden nodded to himsalf. Count on you to bring it to me, he thought. But once the secret is pried from
its present configuration and available for our use? Will | ill be able to count on you then?

Madden was wise enough to not let his affection for Bett cloud his awareness of the man’savaricious
nature. For al that Madden had donefor Bett, his colleague sfirst loyaty would always be to himself.

But then, Madden thought as he gazed across the room, we' re not so different in that, are we?

It was what set them apart from the sheep.

What the Devil AilsYou?

It' saways good when you come into contact with other players and you discover you' re not thisfreak,
that there are others. . . playing this strange instrument.

?—KATHRYN TICKELL, on playing the Northumbrian pipes; from an interview inFolk Roots No.
41, November 1986

It wasManus Boyd?—Charlie Boyd' s grandfather, a Kerryman from Balyduff near the Mouth of the
Shannon?—who first brought the Irish custom of arambling house to the Penwith Peninsula at the turn of
the century. Janey had heard the Story 0 often that, like{ Page 57} Charli€' s children, she only rolled her
eyes and thought about other thingswhen Charlie decided to tell it again.

Manus had crossed the Cdtic Seawith hiswife Annein 1902 and, one way or another, found himsdlf in



Cornwall where he became a dairyman on afarm near Sennen that belonged to one of the great Cornish
edtates. In those days the estates had trouble finding tenants for their farms so an established middieman

farmer would rent the unwanted land, stock it with cattle, and lease the holding to adairyman of hisown
choosing. Thisdairyman had no responsibility to the estate; the responsibility of upkeep lay in the hands

of the absentee farmer.

By thetime Charlie took over the farm, he no longer dedlt with the middleman farmer, but leased the
farm directly from the estate through aland agent. He was the third generation of Boydsto work that
land, and by the beginning of the Second World War, their taciturn neighbours eventually alowed that it
was the Boyd Farm, rather than the Dobson Farm, the Dobsons being the tenants before Manus Boyd.

Manus and Anne had passed on, as had Charli€’ s own father and mother, but there were ill Boydsin
plenty on that land, what with Charlie, hiswife and three children, and his brother Pat. And the music
sessonsthat had madeit arambling house in his grandparents time were as popular as ever with those
who had an ear for aproper old tune or song.

About the only thing that Janey didn’t like about the sessions was that there were so many people
smoking; she dways came away with her clothes and hair smelling of smoke. It was the same when she
played in most folk clubs, but whileit wasirritating, it was only aminor annoyance consdering the grand
time sheinvariably had.

A good crowd was dready present by the time she and the Gaffer arrived.

Chakie was there with his melodeon, Sitting next to Jm Rafferty who hadn't taken histin whistle from
the inside pocket of hisjacket yet. A couple of members of the Newlyn Reders?—aloca barn dance
band?—had come, aswell as Bobbie Wright and Ledey Peake, aprofessona duo who lived on the
other sde of Penzance and played guitar and fiddle, respectively.

There were others from the surrounding farms, some with instruments, otherswith smply their voices,
and, of course, the Boyds:{ Page 58} Uncle Pat on tenor banjo, Charlie on fiddle, and hiswife Molly on
piano and Anglo concerting; their daughter Bridget on concert flute and whistle, and their sons, Sean dso
on fiddle and Dinny who played both the Irish Uillean pipes and the Northumbrian.

It was Dinny who' d tracked down Janey’ sfirst set of pipes when she arted to talk about wanting to
take them up. He taught her both the basi cs and encouraged her whenever the complexities of the
instrument got to be so much that she just wanted to pitch them into Mount’ s Bay.

Also there that night, Sitting beside the two chairsthat were waiting for Janey and her grandfather, was
Janey’ s best friend, Clare Mabley. Clare was adark-haired girl, dender and pale, who worked ina
bookstore in Penzance. A blackthorn cane lay on the floor beside her chair. She pulled asmal tin whistle
from her purse as Janey sat down.

“I got that F whistle,” she said. “It came with the post today.”

Janey smiled. “And?

“I"'m il getting used to the pitch.”

Clare had agood singing voice, but she had aways wanted to play an instrument. The trouble was, she

couldn’t seem to concentrate on learning any one shetried. Finaly shetook up the whistle and stuck with
it when Jm Rafferty assured her it was smpleto learn and offered to teach her to play. She was much



happier at the sessons now, though whenever her turn came around, she dways picked atune that
everyone knew so that she wouldn't haveto play it on her own.

Asthey did every Friday night, they were all gathered in the Boyds huge kitchen, chairs and stools and
crates pulled up into akind of rough circle around the gas sove and the big kitchen table wherewaslaid
out the vast array of cakes, biscuits, and cookies that had been brought along by the various guests.
There was aways tea steeping in a big ceramic teapot by the stove, though many brought stronger drink,
asthe Gaffer had with hisbrown aes, one of which stood under his own chair, the other under Janey’s.

The music went ' round the circle. When their turn came up, each person had to offer up something: a
tune, asong, astory, ajoke?—it didn’t matter what. If you knew the piece, and it seemed appropriate to
do 50, you joined in; if you didn’t, you merely sat back and enjoyed it.

As adways seemed to happen when they arrived, no sooner had{ Page 59} Janey sat down than the turn
had come ' round to her. Complaining good-humouredly, she lifted her pipes out of their carrying box and
buckled the bellows above the elbow of her |eft arm. Then she attached the air bag with itsdronesto it,
laying the drones across her body so that they rested on her right arm, and connected the tiny chanter.
After afew moments of tuning the dronesto the chanter, she gave Dinny agrin and launched into a
sprightly version of “Billy Pigg'sHornpipe.” Thetunewas afavorite of hers, having been written by Pigg
himsdlf.

Paying in the key of F as shewas, most of the other musicians couldn’t joinin. A peculiarity of the
Northumbrian pipes was that they couldn’t play in the keys of most stlandard dance tunes. But Dinny,
after letting her go through it once on her own, joined her the next time around on his own pipes, asdid
Clare on her tiny new F whigtle, its high sweet tones cutting pleasantly across the bee-buzz of the pipes
drones and the mellower sound of their chanters.

They ended the tune with aflourish to around of applause, Clare blushing furioudy, and then it was the
Gaffer’ sturn to tell one of hisimprobabletales. After that Chakie started up averson of “ Johnny Cope”
on hismelodeon and Janey swapped her pipesfor her fiddie. By the time Chakie switched to “ Tipsy
Salor” ?—an Irish variant of the same tune?—everyone with an ingrument in hand was playing, those
who didn’t have one were clapping their hands, and the kitchen rang with the sound of the music.

And so the evening went, with tunes and songs and poetry recitations. Whenever her turn or Dinny’s
came up, they’ d both take up their pipes, enjoying the opportunity of playing together. It was what Janey
liked best about the sessions.

It was too bad she couldn’t get Dinny to come with her on this upcoming tour, she thought as they were
inthe middle of a particularly senstive verson of thedow air, “The Flowers of the Forest.” They played
with themelody line, first one, then the other chanter taking up thelead, harmonizing beautifully against
the sweet burring of their drones.

But Dinny had no interest in touring. Heloved music, but like dl hisfamily preferred sessonsto
organized gigging. It was only after weeks of persuasion that she' d ever gotten them to play on afew
tracks of either one of her albums.

At one point the turn in the circle came ' round to Frank Wool-nough who had afarm just outside St.
Buryan. Hedidn't play an{ Page 60} instrument or sing, but he loved to spin atale, the more exaggerated
the better. Every so often, he and the Gaffer would spend the night seeing who could outdo the other,
and since the Gaffer had told his story about the pair of ghostly hummocks he’ d seen one night on a
country lane near Sennen, didn’t Frank have to top him?



“Wel,” hesad. “I got thisfrom my father and it happened down your way, Gaffer, in Mousehole
harbour it was. There was a boat from the Lizard docked there and my father was reding hisway from
The Ship after apint too many >—wasn't his habit, understand, but he' d had abit of luck that day and
didn’t everyone have to sand him adrink?

“Still, drunk he might have been, but ‘ ark to what he told me. There he was, standing at therail and
looking at the boats dl tipping one side or another, it being low tide, and what does he see but alittle man
come out of that boat from the Lizard. No bigger than a mouse, he were, stepping hisway dong the
mooring line, balanced just as easy asyou please.

“Wél, my old dad blinks, then blinks again, and somewhere between the two blinks, didn’t thet little
man just vanish?’

By the stove, Uncle Pat gave alaugh. “Back into the bottle he came from, why!”

“Laugh asyouwill,” Frank said, “but my old dad he went down into the harbour to have himself acloser
look and what do you think he saw? Tiny footprints leading avay from the mooring line acrossthe sand
and away to agreat hegp of netting that was lying there on the sairs.”

Frank nodded sagely, one eye turned gravely to the Gaffer.

“Hummocksisonething,” he said. “But could have been was nothing but amist you saw, Gaffer. No
offense, but that’show | seeit. But thislittle man?—it was apiskie my old dad saw and that’s God' s
own truth. The footprints there were proof plainfor al to see”

“And who e se saw them?’ Chakie asked.

“Oh, wdll,” Frank replied. “ Tide came up, didn’t it, and washed them away. But he saw them plain and,
drunk or sober, my old dad wasn’t one to make up ataelike that.”

Janey had to smile at the story. It reminded her of Dunthorn’ swork, and of the new book she'd
discovered this afternoon that she' d only barely started. But before she could think too much about i,
{ Page 61} Bridget Boyd, sitting beside Frank, struck up atune and the music took them dl away again.

‘Round about midnight, the music wound down and people began to drift off to their homes. Janey and
the Gaffer were among the last to leave, the Gaffer having an earnest conversation with Uncle Pat about
the door-to-door wet fish business that the Gaffer ran from his home, making his deliveriesin a beat-up
old Austin stationwagon that was painted a bright yellow with the legend “ Fresh Local Fish” painted on
each gde.

Dinny and Janey were caught up in their own discussion, Stting dmost head to head, asthey discussed
the peculiarities of reeds, particular turns of odd tunes, and other piper talk that had Clare and the others
?—who'd heard this sort of thing al too often when the pair got together >—ignoring them for less
esoteric conversation.

Whenfindly it wastimeto leave, Clare joined Janey and the Gaffer so thet they could give her alift
home. Janey packed her instrumentsin the back of her tiny three-wheeled Reliant Robin?—which
prompted Dinny to make his usual comment about when was she going to get areal car??—and they set
off for Mousehole aong the winding lanes that ran from Lamornato the village, the hedgerowsrising tall
on ether sde of the narrow roads.



They dropped Clare off at the door of the cottage she shared with her mother on Raginnis Hill, just a
few doors down from the Mouse-hole Wild Bird Hospital. After apromise of getting together tomorrow
because it was Clare’ sday off, Janey gave her friend awave, the Gaffer adding a“ Seep well, now, my
blossom,” and they headed on down the hill for home.

2.

Felix heard the small Reliant beforeitslightsflickered in the Gaffer’ sliving room asit came’round the
corner from Mousehole Lane and parked beside the Gaffer’ s stationwagon. He set aside the rescued
book he' d been reading and leaned forward in the chair, pulse quickening in anticipation.

It' s been three years, he thought.

Had she changed? Had he? Would it be avkward?

He ran ahand acrossthe stubble of hishair, listening to their voices outside. He started to rise from the

chair, but then the door{ Page 62} was flung open and Janey burst into the room in her usua enthusiastic
manner.

And stopped dead in her tracks when she saw him ditting there in the Gaffer’ s chair.
The Gaffer camein behind her more dowly. He wasfirst to speak.
“Feix, my fortune. Howare you?’

Felix rose from the chair, but before he could speak, Janey had dumped her instruments onto the couch
and literally flew across the room to embrace him.

“Feix!” she cried as she hugged him, small armstight around his body.

Fdix’s pulse doubled its tempo again. He put hisarms around her, touched the familiar shape of her
shoulder blades under her jumper, smelled the cigarette smoke that clung to her clothesand hair, but
under it the sweet scent that was her.

He couldn’t say aword.

Janey leaned a bit back from him so that she could look up into hisface.
“Thisissuch awonderful surprise,” shesaid. “It'sbeenages.”

A surprise? Felix thought.

The Gaffer closed the door to the cottage.

“Y ou should have told us you were coming,” he said. “We would have come by and picked you up at
the gation.”

Janey gave him alast hug and stepped away, face fill beaming.

“You big gadoot,” she said, giving his shoulder asoft punch. “Trust you to show up likethisal



unannounced.”

“But. ..” Felix began.

“It'sjust wonderful to seeyou,” Janey went on before he could finish. She dragged him over to the
couch so that they could sit down beside each other. *Y ou have to tell me everything. Where you've
been. What you' re doing here.” She glanced over at his baggage, gaze settling on the wooden box. “| see
you brought your accordion. | hope you' ve brought some new tunes aswell.”

“There' sno beer,” the Gaffer said, “but | can put on akettle.”

Felix shook his head. “No thanks. | just had sometea.”

Beside him, Janey took his hand and gave it a squeeze. “How long can you stay?” she asked. “Tell me
it'll beweeks.”

Felix wanted to just bask in her attention and not say anything, but couldn’t.
“Janey,” he said. “Why are you surprised to see me?’

{ Page63} She blinked. “Why shouldn’t | be? Y ou never said you were coming.”
“But the letter >—"

“Youwrote?” Shelooked over a the Gaffer. “We never got aletter, did we?’
The Gaffer shook his head.

“It must’ ve got logt inthemail,” Janey said. “Where did you send it from?’

“I didn’t writeto you,” Fdix said. “Y ou wroteto me.”

Janey blinked again. “I didn’'t never,” shesaid.

Felix disengaged his hand from hers and pulled the folded |etter from his pocket. He handed it over to
her.

“Then what' sthis?’ he asked.

Janey opened the letter and scanned it quickly.

“I didn’'t send thisto you, Felix,” shesaid.

Fdix frowned. “It'snot funny,” hesaid. “| camealongway. I. . .”

What could he say? That he’ d come because he' d promised once and promises were sacred to him?
Because he' d told her that he’ d dways be there for her, no matter what? Because the letter had burned

like abright beacon in his mind, awaking dead hopes?

“I honestly didn’'t writeit,” Janey repeated. “And I’m not in any trouble, desperate or otherwise.”



“But...”

“Wall, that’s not completely true. | broke up with Alan and I’ ve got atour coming up and | am desperate
for asdeman, but it’snot the kind of thing I’ d write to you about.” She poked the letter with afinger.
“Thissoundsso. . . SO0 serious.”

“That'swhy | came.”

Janey had gone al earnest now. She reached out and took his hand again.

“It meansalot that you did come after getting this,” she said.

“Can | seethisletter?’ the Gaffer asked.

Janey passed it over to him.

“It'saqueer sort of game to be playing on someone,” the Gaffer said after he’ d read it through.

Felix met the old man’s steady gaze and saw in it that the Gaffer knew exactly why he'd come?—and
that he approved. Of course, he and the Gaffer had always got on well. But much as he liked the old
man, it was his granddaughter he wanted to get on well with fird.

{Page64}“Did you travel far?’ the Gaffer added.

“I gotitin Madrid,” Felix said, “and came right away.”

“I redly didn’'t writeit,” Janey said. “1 don’'t even own atypewriter.”

Hewanted to believe her. But if she hadn’t sent it, then who had? Who knew him well enough to know
that aletter like thiswould bring him to her, no matter where he was when it reached him? And why
would they bother?

It made no sense.

“It'snot Janey’ s sort of prank,” the Gaffer said.

“l know.”

At least he thought he did. The Janey he’ d known would never have doneit for alark. But who could
tell how much she' d changed in three years?

He rubbed the stubble on his scalp again, feding foolish to have come dl thisway, to be here, when he
wasn't needed.

“It' sstillwonderful to seeyou,” Janey said.
“And better that thereis no trouble, don’t you think, my robin?’ the Gaffer added.
Trouble, Fdix thought.

“Wdll, there has been trouble,” he said.



Briefly he described what had happened when he firgt arrived.
“How could they know?’ the Gaffer said when Fdlix was done.
“Know what?’ both Felix and Janey asked at the sametime.

The Gaffer glanced at the book whereit sat on the arm of hisfavorite chair. For long moments he said
nothing. Then findly he Sghed.

“There sathing about that book,” he said. “I don’t rightly know what, but there' s been people after it
for aslong asit’ s been in my possession.”

Janey sat forward on the edge of the couch. “That’ sright! Y ou said some American woman had been
asking after it.”

“And she' snot thefirgt, my gold,” the Gaffer said. “When | first got it from Billy. I . . . well, wewere
mates, Billy and |. Close as brothers, weren’'t we? | didn’t know what it was about the book that made
him send it to me, or want meto hideit?—I’veread it through mysdf and it' sjust atalelikethe others
he' swritten?—but hideit | did.

“Firgt | kept it at Charli€' s place, and then later up at Andy Spurr’ sfarm, over near the Reservoir, and a
good thing | did, for there were{ Page 65} men coming around asking after it, threstening legd action
againg me?—though they didn’t have half aleg to stand on?—and even coming to the house when
neither mysdf or the missuswere home.”

“When wasthis?’ Janey asked.

“Oh, years ago?—before you were born, my love. But they came and pried and snooped for afew
months, never giving me amoment’ srest, until one day they weredl up and gone. Timetotime, I'dget a
letter >—or aphone call, once we had aline put in?—asking after Billy’s‘ unpublished writings.” They'd
be publishers, see, wanting notes or stories that hadn’t been published before, or asking after
photographs and artifacts, but | could tell the difference between the genuine article and whoever these
otherswere. They weren't publishers, though | can't tell you how | know that, or who they redlly were.
Nor whét they redlly wanted.”

Janey shivered. “ Thisis becoming more and more mysterious every moment.”

The Gaffer nodded, but he didn’t seem very happy about the mystery of it.

“When Andy died last year, hiswidow had me come take the box of Billy’ swritings away because she
was leaving thefarm to live with her sonin &t. Ives. | put it up intheattic, but | didn’t look in it except to
see that the book was still there. Didn’t open the book.”

“Why not?’ Felix asked.

The Gaffer shrugged. “Don’'t know, my gold. It'sjust afeding | have that when that book’ s opened,
things sart tohappen.”

“But what kinds of things?” Janey wanted to know.



The Gaffer looked as though he was about to say something, then shrugged again and settled on: “That
the crows would come sniffing around again.”

“| suppose there s money to be made from a previoudy unknown and unpublished Dunthorn book?’
Felix asked.

Neither the Gaffer nor Janey replied.

“Well, wouldn’t there be?”

“I suppose,” the Gaffer said. “But it wouldn't be right. | made apromise, didn't 17’

“I didn’'t mean that you should get it published,” Felix said. “It'sonly that it explanswhy people are
coming around looking for it?—that they’ re even willing to stedl it. There must be some rumour of the

book’ s existence that gets resurrected every oncein awhile.”

Janey shook her head. “I’ve got al the biographies on him and | { Page 66} never came across even a
hint of The Little Country, orany unpublished book, until | found it this afternoon.”

“It'smore than money,” the Gaffer agreed. “ There' s something odd about the book. | can't put it into
words, but it’ sthere. Just afeding | get.”

Fdix thought about the book. Therewas a certain fed about it, though he wouldn’t have called it odd.
The word he would have chosen was comfortable. It was the sort of book that no sooner had he opened
it than he felt at ease and among friends. Ready to follow the storyline, no matter how fantastic. And he
didn’t even care much for that kind of book in the first place.

“What will you do now?" he asked the Gaffer. “Hideit agan?’

“1 suppose.”

“But not until | get to finish reading it!” Janey protested.

The Gaffer smiled. “No. We can wait that long, my queen. But we' |l have to be careful and hide it well
whenever we go out.”

Janey gave another little shiver. “Isn’'tit dl kind of, oh, | don’t know, sort of eerie?’
“It' squeer, dl right,” the Gaffer agreed.

Though no more strange than the mysterious | etter that had brought him here, Felix thought. He looked
at it lying forgotten on Janey’ slap, then picked it up and refolded it once more.

“Fdix,” shebegan ashe put it away in his pocket. “I honestly didn’t send that.”
“It'sdl right,” hesaid. “I don’'t mind having come. It' sredly good to see you?—both of you.”
“Y ou're not going to run off again, are you?’ Janey asked.

Isthat how she saw the way their relationship had ended? Felix wondered. That he' d run off on her?



“No,” hesad. “I'll stay for aday or so, but then I’ ve got to go.”
“But you just got here.”
How to explain what it meant to him, being here with her, but notwith her?

“I used dmogt al the money | had to get here asquickly as| could,” he said. “| haveto get back to
London and seewhat shipsarein port and if | can get ajob.”

“You can stay with us” Janey said.

“I'll gay tonight.”

“There slots of room,” the Gaffer added.

{Page67} Felix knew what he meant. 1t could be like it had been before, when he' d lived here with
them. But it wouldn't >—couldn’t >—be what it had been before. And while Felix didn’t ever not want to
be friends with Janey, right now he was fegling too confused to even think about their getting back
together again.

There was that |etter lying between them. . ..

“Don’t blame me for something | didn’'t do,” Janey began, but the Gaffer shushed her before she could
goon.

“Givethe man achanceto catch hiswits, my love.” He glanced a Fdlix. “Y ou remember your old
room?’

Felix nodded.

“Nothing much has changed. Y ou can go on up and useit if you like.”

Fdix turned to Janey. He wanted to explain the confusion, but while he could spesk so € oquently to her
when she was only present in hisimagination, when he wasfar out to seaon some freighter, Sitting herein
the Gaffer’ shouse on Duck Street, with her presence dl too redl, everything wasjust ajumblein his
head.

“I guess!’ll goup,” hesaid.

Janey caught hisarm as he got up from the couch and he paused, looking at her.

“I...” shebegan, then sighed. “I just wanted to say good night.”

Feix gave her aweak smile. “Good night,” he said.

Collecting hisbaggage, he went upstairs.

3.

Janey sat for along time on the couch after Felix had gone up. As shelistened to him moving about in his
room, aflood of memories went through her. They were good memories and they made her wonder for



thefirst timein along timejust why their relationship hadn’t worked ouit.

He d never been jedl ous of what success she' d found asamusician like Alan, nor had the touring it
necessitated troubled him asit did the fellow she' d dated before Alan?—probably because Felix’ sown
work took him al over theworld. They’ d spent weeks together in Mousehole, though, when shewasn't
on the road and he was off ship, and when she did tour, he’ d often turn up in the oddest placesjust to
spend afew dayswith her. In New England, once, when his{ Page 68} ship had docked in Boston. In
Cdliforniaanother time, when he took afew months off and hitchhiked across the country to see her. At
afegtiva in Germany. Another in Scotland.

Like Dinny Boyd, he enjoyed playing music, but had absolutely no ambition to turn professonad ?>—afact
that congtantly irritated her because he was just so bloody good on his box. In the circlesthat knew
about this sort of thing, he was reckoned in the same bregth as some of the masters of the instrument?
—John Kimmel, Paddy O’ Brien, Joe Cooley, Tony MacMahon, Joe Burke?—and was considered on a
par with his contemporaries such as Martin O’ Connor, Jackie Daly, and the like. He also played amean
whistle, aswell asalittle concert flute and guitar. But while he'd it in with her the odd time, he refused to
make the commitment to record or tour.

They used to argue about it?—agreat ded towardsthe end of their relationship. In fact, she thought, if
she was going to be honest about it, it was the constant pressure she’ d put on him about it that had
contributed the most to the breakup. They' d start off talking about his reluctance to tour, or about his
wanting to settle down?—alaugh, since hiswork took him to the four corners of the world?—and
somehow that would segue into pointless and often strident arguments that, when she looked back on
them, really weren't about anything very important at all.

She could remember histrying to stop them, hiscamnessin the face of her quarrding, but she had too
volatile atemper and hisimperturbability just made her more angry. It was slly, redly, becausefive
minutes later, she' d forget dl about it, but though he wouldn’t say anything, he' d ill carry the hurt. She
could seeit in hiseyes, or in the cautious way he dedlt with her, and that would just set things off again
until finally they called it quits one day. Before she was even fully aware of what they were doing, he'd
packed up and was gone.

She' d missed him terribly at first and accepted along tour on the Continent >—one that she’ d refused
when it wasfirgt offered to her because she and Felix had had plans to spend a month traveling around
Ireland. Without him, she didn’t want to go to Iredland anymore. And she didn’t want to Stay in
Mousehole. All shewanted to do wasto try to put it al behind her.

So she' d done just that. But seeing him tonight ?>—feding her heart lift when she saw him and the way
shejust fit so perfectly into the{ Page 69} circle of hisarms?—she redlized that she' d been too effective.
What she should have done was not let him go in thefirst place.

Sighing, she glanced at the Gaffer who was gtting in his chair by the hearth, pretending not to be
watching her.

“Hedoesn’t believe me, doeshe?’ she said.
“Wadll, it' sastrange business, my gold.”

“I fed funny seeing him again. It’ slike we never broke up, but a the sametimeit’ slike there sawhole
ocean lying in between us”



Shetugged a aloose thread a the hem of her short skirt, her gaze fixed on what she was doing, though
shewasn't thinking about the thread or her skirt at dl. Finaly she looked over at her grandfather again.

“Do you think second chances are possible?’ she asked.

“Wadll, that depends,” the Gaffer said. “We didn’t worry much about that kind of thing in my time.
Couplestried to make do, to see each other through the rough spots. I’ m not saying that way was right
or wrong?—there' stimes when aman and awoman just aren't right for each other and no matter of
work can make things better between them?—but mostly we stuck to it.”

“But what about me and Fdlix?’

“How do you fed about seeing him?’ the Gaffer asked.

“All mixed up.”

“Wdl, my robin, first you haveto decide what it isthat you want.”

“| suppose.”

The Gaffer nodded. “It’shard, | know. But know what you want first, my love. If you just try to muddie
through, you'll only give each other sill more heartbreak.”

“But how can | convince himthat | didn’t send that stupid letter?’
“It'snot so stupid, redlly, isit?’ the Gaffer said. It brought him here, didn’t it?’
Janey gave him a sudden considering look. “Y ou didn’'t send it, did you?’

The Gaffer laughed. “ Not a chance of that, my flower. | learned long ago to keep my nosein my own
business especially when it comesto family.”

“Wel, then who did?’

“Don't worry about that so much. Worry about your heart, my love. He won't be here long.”
“But he doesn't believe me.”

{ Pager0}“ Give him timeto believe”

Janey sighed. “You just said hewasn't going to be herelong, and now you tell me | should give him
tirre”

The Gaffer rose from his chair. “Now you know why | like to keep to my own business,” he said. “In
thissort of an affair, no matter what you say, you' rewrong.”

“I'msorry. | didn’t mean?—"

“That'sal right, my dear,” the Gaffer said. “Y our old grandfather knows you better than you think. Now
I’'m for bed. Areyou staying up?’



Janey shook her head.

The Gaffer picked up the Dunthorn book from the arm of the chair and handed it to her.

“Wel, don't leave thislying around,” he said.

“I won't. Good night, Gramps.”

“Good night, my robin. Thingswill ook different in the morning when you see them with fresh eyes”

“I need afresh brain,” Janey muttered, but the Gaffer was adready leaving the room and gave no notice
that he'd heard her.

Or maybe afresh heart, she added to herself. Oh, why did things always have to get so complicated?

She douched on the couch for awhile longer, until at last she got up and collected her instruments.
Turning off thelights, she went outside to her own room.

The Gaffer' s cottage had asmall courtyard in front of it”>—the same place where Fdlix had struggled
with the burglar earlier that evening. A low stonewall, broken by an wrought-iron gate, closed it in from
the road. Flower boxes hung from either sde of it, while Jabez, the Gaffer’ s black and white tomcat,
could be found lounging upon the top most days and well into the evening.

Turning right from the front door, the stone patio went through a small archway to asmaller courtyard.
Directly facing the arch was the entrance to the cellar where the Gaffer kept the freezersfor hisfish.
Turning right again, one could see anarrow set of sairsthat led up to where Janey lived.

She had two rooms.

The outer one had the bathroom directly in front of the door asyou camein, and two windows, one
looking back into the courtyard, the other overlooking the Gaffer’ stiny square of lawn in back of his

{ Page 71} cottage, which was hedged with blackberry bushes. Thiswas Janey’ s Sitting room and where
she practiced her music. Thewallswere covered with festiva pogters, including her favorite from the
Cornwall ‘86 Folk Festival in Wade-bridge where she' d gotten her first large print billing, as opposed to
being lost in among thetiny type or smply listed as“and others.” Near the door were two paintings by
the Newlyn artist Bernard Evans?—one of Mousehole harbour, the other depicting one of the old luggers
that used to fish this part of the coast.

The furnishings here consisted of two wooden straightback chairs (Janey couldn’t play sitting on asofa
or achair with arms); a battered sofathat she d patched with swatches from apair of LauraAshley
dresses she' d outgrown; acrate under the back window with a hotplate, kettle, and tegpot on it; a
dresser filled with records that held her stereo on top, along with ajumble of cassettes; abookcase filled
mostly with tunebooks; and of course her instruments. Two other fiddles and a flat-backed mandolin
hung from the wall, her first set of pipes sat inits casein acorner, while various whistles, pipe chanters,
spare reeds, and the like were scattered across the low table in front of the couch. A bodhran lay on the
couchitsdlf.

The other room was her bedroom. In one corner was the Aquatron shower that the Gaffer had installed
for her acouple of years ago, saving her from having to throw something decent on to go next door
whenever she wanted to take a shower. There was a so her bed, an old wooden wardrobe stuffed with
clothes?—some of which she' d long outgrown but couldn’t throw out >—another dresser, and a



bookcase jammed with more books than it should have been able to hold. The window in thisroom aso
looked out on the inner courtyard.

Leaving her instrumentsin the first room, Janey wandered into her bedroom. She undressed dowly, only
half thinking of what she was doing, then curled up under her comforter, the Dunthorn book held against

her chest.

Thingswere going to look different in the morning, the Gaffer had promised. Which was dl well and fine,
but how was she supposed to stop thinking about them in the meantime?

Shelay therefor along while, listening to the wind outside and the patter of rain that it soon brought with
it. After atime she opened the book and let Dunthorn take her away from her troubles until shefdll
adeep, the book dropping onto the bedclothes beside her leg.

Off She Goes!

{Page72} 1t snot that I'm afraid to die. It'sjust that | don’t want to be there when it happens.

?—attributed to WOODY ALLEN

Jodi hadnever fainted before. In the story that was her life she saw herself asthe plucky and brave
heroine who?—when some moment of adventurous duress finally arose?—Got Things Done and Made
A Difference. She definitely didnot see herself asalight-headed poppet who collapsed at the first sign of

trouble,
But faint shedid.
And when she came around, she amost fainted again.

For she found herself lying on top of abed with aman sitting beside her on the coverletswho bore an
awfully close resemblanceto thelittle fellow she’ d seen inside the Widow Pender’ s aguarium, except that
this man was the same size as she. What made her almost pass out once more was the redlization that he
hadn’t become large. No. For she could see past the bed, through the glass sides of the aguarium, to
discover that she was with him in the aguarium, set up on the worktable in the Widow’ sgiant Sitting

room.
Thelittleman hadn’'t grown large at all.

She'd been shrunk down to hissize.

It wasimpossible, of course. She wasjust dreaming. Any minute now she' d wake up in her aunt’ s house

to find that she d fallen adegp and only dreamt the whole affair. Her midnight adventure had yet to begin,
and given the warning wisdom of her dream, she' d do the sensible thing for achange and just stay in her

bed until morning.

“Areyou feding alittle better?’ the small man asked.



She il thought of him astiny, even though they were now the same size. He was a pleasant enough
looking individua with a countryman’ s rounded festures and asturdy frame; older than she was?—at
least in his early twenties?—which would make him positively ancient to the children of the Tatters. She
gave him aconsidering glance, then tried to will the whole scene away.

Wake up, wake up, shetold herself.

{ Page73} Her surroundings and size remained uncomfortably unchanged.

“Miss?’ thelittlemantried again.

Jodi sat up on the bed, leaning against the backboard when the inside of the aguarium began to do a
dow spin around her. She waited afew long momentsfor her head to settle down, then focused on the
little man’ sface again.

“I'm dreaming, aren't |7’

He shook his head. “No dream?—though it isanightmare.”

Wéll, of course he wouldn’t think it was adream, not when hewas a part of it. Shetried to place his
accent. It wasn't quite the soft burr predominant around Bodbury; instead it had a clipped property
about it, which gaveit abit of aformd ring. She wondered what his name was.

“Edern Gee,” hetold her when she asked.

And that sounded exactly like something she' d make up?—not a proper nameat al.

“My name' s Jodi,” she said. “Jodi Shepherd.”

Edern nodded. “1 know. | heard it when the witch charmed you.”

“I didn’t find her very charming at dl,” Jodi said.

“I meant when she used her magic?—when she enchanted you.”

Magic. Oh raw we. It made her head ache to think about it.

“Andyou?’ she asked. “| suppose you' ve been enchanted, too?’

Edern gave her asour look. “Do you think | was born this sze?’

“How would | know?We veonly just met.”

That earned her asmile.

Jodi looked around their glass prison once more.

“Sothisis. . . rea?" sheasked.

“All too.”



“Did you come snooping about her house aswell?’

Edern shook hishead. “I only meant to pass through Bodbury and stopped in hereto ask if there was
any work that needed doing. | never got any farther into town.”

“Shedidn’t likethejob you did?’

“Didn’t want to pay me. She shrunk me down when | argued about it with her. I’ ve been here three
weeks, locked up in this glass box like her pet toad.”

“Threeweeks?’

Edern nodded glumly.

“And you didn’t try to escape?’
“Youtry climbing thoseglasswals.”

{Page74} " But what about over there?’ Jodi asked, pointing to where the tin chimney rose up from the
stove and climbed up alongsidethe glass.

“Thetin'stoo hot.”

Jodi laughed. “Wéll, then put out thefire.”

For along moment Edern just stared at her, then he sighed.

“It' snot just getting out of the box,” hesaid. “There sthat aswell.”

Jodi looked in the direction he indicated and began to fed al faint again.

Stop this, she ordered herself.

But it was hard, for Sitting there on the high back of a chair was the Widow’ s odd little cresture, all
fat-bodied and spindly limbs. When it saw it had her attention, it grinned at her, revealing long rows of
wickedly sharp teeth. It had been the size of acat the last time she' d seen it. Now, with her own
reductionin sz, it had the relative bulk of an eephant.

“Bother and damn,” she said.

Not only wasthisimpossible, it wasn't fair either. She could amost hear her aunt’ s voice as soon as she
had the thought. “Fairnessisfor those what have the money to pay for it,” sheliked to tell Jodi. “Not for
thelikesof us”

“It'samost dways about,” Edern said. “When you can’'t see it?—just atap on the glasswill bring it
scampering back to its post.”

“What isit?

“Her fetch.”



“But that’ slike ahummock, isn't it?” Jodi said. “ Just another kind of aghogt?’

“It' saso awitch’ sfamiliar. She cdlsit Windle. Witches grow them from their own phalanges?—usudly
the onesfrom their little toe.”

Jodi gave him another considering look. Edern Gee might claim to be asmple traveling man, but he
seemed to know an awful lot about witches and magic and the like.

“I don't think you're atraveler at dl,” shesaid. “I think you’ ve come from the Barrow World. You'rea
Smdl?—alittle piskie man that she caught out on the moors.”

“1 could say the same about you.”
“Ah, but you saw me big. Y ou saw her shrink me down to mouse size.”

{Page75} She found it easy enough to say, but she was neverthel ess hedging her bets, mostly because
shewas dill praying that thiswas al adream.

“Y ou seem to know al about magic and the like,” she added.

Edern just shrugged. “Did you never hear the stories of the traveling people in Bodbury? How we re al
gpellmen and witchwives?’

“But those are just stories. .. ."

Jodi’ svoicetrailed off. Like Smalswere. Or the fact that awitch could grow an odd little cresture from
the bones of her baby toe, or shrink someone down to the size of amole.

“What' s she going to do with us?” she asked findly.

“Don’'t know. Keep us as pets, | suppose. She likesto comein here and talk to me while she makes
thesetiny furnishings and thelike. | don’t think she’ shad a heart?—just londly.”

Jodi couldn’t find much sympathy for alonely witch?—at least not for one who' d enchanted her the way
the Widow Pender had.

“I can't stay locked up in here” shesaid. “I'll go mad.”

“Does anyone know where you' ve gone?’

Jodi shook her head. “I’ll be missed?—sooner or |ater. Probably later, when either Denzil or my aunt
finally goes looking for me at the other’ s place. But that could take aday or so and they’ d never know
whereto look. How about you?’

“A solitary traveling man? Who'sto missme?’

“Wadl, I’'m not staying,” Jodi said.

She got dowly off the bed. Her head till ached, but at |east the room stayed in one place. Crossing the
aquarium, she leaned againgt the glasswall and peered out. Windle sat up on the back of its chair and



looked at her with interest in its saucer-big eyes.

“Why hasn't she put the cover back on?’ she asked Edern.
“She only doesthat when she goes out.”

“And when does she do that?’

Jodi knew about her afternoon walks down by the Old Quay, and her midnight excursions out onto the
headland, but that was all.

“ Afternoons and late at night>—regular as clockwork,” Edern replied, adding nothing to what she
aready knew.

“Then | suppose 'l just haveto wait until this afternoon,” she said.
She turned from the glasswall to look at her companion.

“Who gets the bed?’ she asked.

“It'sbig enough for two.”

{Page76} "1 suppose. But mind you keep yoursdlf to yoursalf.”
Edern laughed. “Y ou' re abit young for me.”

Was she now?

“Well, you'refar too old for me, geezer,” shetold him.

Ignoring his amile, she went 'round to the other side of the bed and, not bothering to remove her clothes,
crawled under the covers.

Maybe I'll fall adeep and wake up back home, she thought.

Maybe she would. And maybe she’ d only dream that she did. How would she ever know?

Thinking about that only made her head ache more, so shetried to think of more pleasant things. But
everything merely went around and around in dizzying circles, each of which centered on the impossibility
of her present Situation.

La, but life could be confusing, she thought as sheer exhaustion findly let her drop off.

2.

Waking provided no relief.

Shewas still mouse-sized when she opened her eyes, gtill trapped in an aquarium like one of Denzil’s
catfish, though happily, unlike theirs, thisonewasn't full of murky weter. But drynesswaslittle comfort,

al things consdered. Her situation was so fanciful that she might aswell be in the Barrow World of
Faerie?—a place she'd longed to visit ever since sheread her firg fairy tale?—asin her native Bodbury.



Caught up in the uncomfortable redlity of her adventure, however ?—in reduced circumstances, asit
were, she thought with arueful smile?—the wonder of it all had lost much of its previous storylbook

apped.

| would settle for my old life, she decided. Pages missing and all. There was no question of it.
Unfortunately, the decision of what was to become of her life didn’t seem to be hersto make anymore.

“Getting up, areyou?’

She glanced over to the other sde of the aguarium where Edern was Sitting at atable, eating.
“Best hurry up,” he added, “ unless you don’'t mind egting in the dark.”

“What do you mean?’

“It's past noon and she' |l be going out in abit. It' s her habit to feed me?—us, now, | suppose?—before
sheleaves”

{ Page77} Rubbing deep from her eyes and feding rumpled from having dept in her clothes, Jodi svung
her feet down from the bed and crossed the aguarium to join him. At the mention of food, her ssomach
had begun to rumble, but the small platter of crumbled cheese and tiny bits of bread didn’t seem very
appeding. It reminded her too much of what Denzil fed hismice.

She stood there, combing her short hair with her fingers, until Edern motioned her to Sit.

“Isthisit?’ she asked, waving her hand at the food as she sat down.

“1"ve had worse.”

“Maybe you have, and maybe | havetoo, but this. . . thisiswhat you feed mice. I'mnot her pet and |
won't edt it.”

Never mind that she liked both cheese and bread. It was the principle of the thing.
Edern laughed. “Buit that' s al we are to the Widow ?>—her pets.”

Jodi said nothing.

“Starving won't solve athing,” Edern added.

At Jodi’ sfrown, he pushed one of two ceramic thimbles across the table towards her.
“Have sometes, at least,” he said.

“Wdl, maybe sometea”

She pulled the thimble over to her and took a deep sip. The teawas good, but its container made her
fed like Weeman from the old nursery rhyme. She could make up her own bit of verse now:



Now | am small, but oncel wasbig;

| fed likeafool, oh, rig-ajig-jig.

Without redlly thinking about it, she put some cheese between two bits of bread and ateit, washing it
down with moretea. It was only when shewas on her third sandwich that she realized what she was
doing. She gave Edern aquick glance, but he was studioudy ignoring her.

So shewas egting. Well, who cared? Besides, she needed her strength for her big escape.

Shefinished the third sandwich, then turned her chair so that she could examine the Widow’ s Sitting
room.

Windle didn’'t seem to be about, which was just aswell. The witch’ sfetch made her fed likethe Bagle
Wight was breething right{ Page 78} upon her neck. And with neither the witch nor her creaturein the
room, it was a perfect opportunity to do some scouting.

Leaving her seat, Jodi went over to the stovefirgt. The fire was out, so she cautioudy touched the
stovepipe and found it only warm, rather than hot. Since she' d been climbing about on gutters and roofs
from when shewas six years old and on, she knew she' d have no trouble navigating the pipe’ slength.
She could even go insde it, which would save her having to try to pry the thing away from the glasswhen
she got to the top. She could just scoot through, then climb down the cloth the Widow would drape over
the aquarium when she went out.

Descending from the worktable was another matter again. But she soon spied arall of twine. If she
could open the window, then tie the twineto itslatch, she could smply roll the twine over the sde and
into the garden. And she’ d be away.

Then she thought about Edern and studied the stovepipe again. Would hefit? Two could manage both
the window and twine more easily than one. But if he couldn’t get through . . .

She looked to where the pipe met the glass. It wasn't glued or anything. If she clung to the cloth and
gaveit agood kick, she might be able to get it away from the glass. It would be easier done from the
outsde than theinsde, at any rate. She turned to share her plan with him, but just then the sitting-room
door opened and the Widow camein.

Humming to hersdlf, the Widow took asmal pair of tongs from the worktable and used them to extract
acod from the hearth, which she brought over to the aquarium.

Oh, no, Jodi thought. Don't.
She might as well have wished for the moon to come down from the sky and whisk her away.
“And how are you today, my sweets?’ the Widow asked as she removed the glasslid of the aquarium.

Her voice boomed like dull thunder. Jodi glared at the Widow’ s enormous face looming over her, but
Edern merely ignorediit.

A huge hand came down into the aguarium and shooed Jodi away from the stove. She moved sullenly,



wishing she had alarge pin. The Widow opened the door to the stove and placed the cod insde, then
closed it up again and withdrew her hands.

“There” shesaid. “Now you' |l be warm and snug.”

Back went the glasslid. Shetook the velvet from where it had{ Page 79} been hanging over the back of
achair and draped it over the aquarium.

“Now be good,” the Widow said before the cloth hid her and the room from view.

It wasimmediately gloomy insde the aguarium, the only light coming from where the stovepipe met the
glass. The cloth had been cut away there so that it wouldn't touch thetin.

As so0n as she heard the sitting-room door close, Jodi turned to her companion.
“I'vegot aplan,” shetold him.

“Thisll begood.”

“Do you want to escape or not?’

Edern held hishands out in front of him in mock surrender. “I’'m al ears”

“Well, help meget rid of thiscoa,” Jodi said.

They pushed the rug back from the stove, then used the back of achair to lift the coa up from inside and
toppleit to thefloor whereit fell with ashower of sparks upon the glass.

“That'smade afinemess,” Edern said.

“Oh, bother and damn,” Jodi said. “Will you be quiet?’

Edern listened to her plan and dowly nodded his head when she was done.

“It might work,” he said. “But. . .”

“But what?’

“You' reforgetting Windle”

“WEe I pick up anail from the Widow’ sworktable and stab him with it.”

“Um-hmm,” Edern said dubioudly.

Jodi glared a him for along moment, then turned her back on him and stuck her head in the stove. It
was still warm from the coal, but not uncomfortably so. She turned on her back and then squeezed
hersdf up into the stovepipe.

Plenty of room, she thought.

It wasjust afew moments work to shimmy her way up the pipe’ slength. The corner whereit madea



right-angle turn to leave the aquarium proved alittle tricky, but manageable. Grabbing handfuls of velvet
cloth, she pulled herself out. With her feet balanced on thelip of the pipe, her hands keeping her baance,
she found herself face-to-face with Edern, only the glasswall of the aguarium separating them.

She raised her eyebrows questioningly. When he nodded that he{ Page 80} was ready, she took a firmer
grip of the velvet and sivung out, coming back to kick the pipe with both feet, the force of dl her weight
behind her. It cameloose on the first kick. Edern swayed on top of it, looking as though he was going to
drop with it. He only just managed to get hold of the opening before the pipe fell away, back into their
prison. It crashed onto the glass floor beside the bed.

They both held their bresth, listening. And heard nothing.

“Comeon,” Jodi whispered.

She made her way quickly down the cloth, lowering herself hand over hand until her feet touched the
surface of the worktable. As Edern started his own descent, she crawled out from under the cloth and
cautioudy peered about the Sitting room.

Their luck held, for there was no sign of the witch' sfetch.

While Edern manhandled theroll of twine across the tabletop, Jodi clambered up on the windowsill and
gavethelatch atry. It wouldn’t budge.

“I need ahand,” she caled softly to her companion.

Edern joined her and with his help they got the latch undone and swung the window open. The sharp
tang of asdty wind blew in at them.

“La” Jodi said. “1 can already taste freedom.”

Shetied the twine to the latch with a seaman’ s knot, then the two of them hoisted the roll of twine up
onto the sl and let it tumble out the window where it landed on the ground between the cottage wall and
the rosebushes growing up dongside of it.

Edern gave her aflourishing bow. “After you.”

Grinning, Jodi scampered down the rope, then held it taut for Edern as he descended.

“Now whereto?’ he asked when he reached the bottom.

“To Denzil’s” Jodi said. At Edern’ s questioning look, she added, “He' smy friend. Aninventor.”

“Aninventor?’

“He s?—oh, never mind. You'll see soon enough.”

She led the way out from under the rosebush, Edern on her hedls. He bumped into her when she came
to an abrupt stop.

“What. . . 7’ he began, but then he saw what was waiting for them on the Widow’ slawn.



Windle was there, saucer eyes laughing, teeth bared in an unpleasant grin. The creature was crouched
low and out of sght from a chance passerby on the street beyond the Widow’ s garden and ob{ Page
81} vioudy just waiting for them to move from under the thorny bushes to pounce on them.

“Bother and damn,” Jodi muttered. “Weforgot our nail.”

“Nail?’ Edern said softly. “We d need more than anail to stop that creature. Look at the size of it!”

He was horribly accurate, of course. Small as mice asthey were, the cat-s zed fetch appeared to be
monstroudy huge.

“What are we going to do?’ Jodi asked. “ The Widow’ Il be back soon.”
Edern nodded glumly, gaze not leaving the creature.
“I"'m not going back into her aguarium!” Jodi said.

Bravewords. Her legstrembled, kneesfeding weak. If only her heartbeat would dow down. The drum
of her pulsein her ears made thinking impossible.

“I’'mnot,” she said, asthough repegting it would makeit true.

Edern nodded again, then touched her arm as the fetch cocked its head and looked towards the low,
overgrown stonewall that separated the garden from the street beyond it.

“What' sthet it hears?’

“TheWidow ... 7

Edern shook his head.

They could see nothing, but there was ajingling in the air, accompanied by a snuffling sound.
Excitement pushed Jodi’ sfear aside.

“Edern,” shesaid dowly. “ Can you whistle? Whidtle redly loud and shrill ?’

Pull the Knifeand Stick It Again

| don’t fed guilty for anything. . . . | fed sorry for people who fed guilt.

?—attributed to TED BUNDY

Michael Betttook one of Madden Enterprises private jetsto London’ s Heathrow, with only one



stopover in &. John’sfor refuding. He didn't leave the planein . John's, preferring to keep at his
research.

{ PageB2} His only true enjoyment in life was discovering what made things work >—to cut through dl the
frivolities and get to the heart of whatever particular business currently absorbed hisinterest. Sometimes
that involved research and study, as he was doing now; sometimesit was amatter of living acertain kind
of life, ashe did with Mad-den’s Order of the Grey Dove; sometimes dl it required wasto take aknife
and see how deeply and often it could cut before the mystery of lifefled.

Thefirg to fdl under hisknife wasthe family dog. Body ill aching from the beeting his latest “ Daddy”
had given him, he' d taken the old hound out into the vacant |ot that stood between two deserted
tenements near his mother’ s house. He stood for along time looking down at the dog. Therewasa
curiousy empty feding ingde him asitstrusting eyeslooked up into hisown. Thelolling tongue and the
big tail dapping the ground that ways made him laugh couldn’'t even raise asmile today.

Then hetook the knife he’ d stolen from the kitchen out of his jacket pocket, pulled up the dog’ s head to
exposeits neck, and drew the sharp blade acrossits throat. Blood fountained and he only just stepped
back intimeto keep it from spraying adl over him. Circling around, he came at the dog from behind and
brought the knife down again and again, stabbing and hacking away at the poor cresture long after it was
dead.

He' d been dleven yearsold a the time.

Other neighbourhood pets followed the first dog' sfate. When he wasthirteen, hekilled hisfirst human?
—afiveyear-old boy whom he kidnapped from a backyard and took away to an empty building where
the boy’ s dying amused him for hours. When he wasfifteen, hislatest victim?—ateenage girl lured away
into a deserted tenement with the promise of a party >—jprovided him with amoment of pure epiphany.

Dying, helpless, an inferno of pain flaring in her eyes, she'd croaked out one word: “Why?’

Until then Bett hadn’t thought to question what he did, hadn’t understood what drove him to such
ultimate thievery.

“Because| can,” he dtold thegirl.

But that wasn't the whole of the truth, just the most obvious part of it. Lying under it was a purpose that,
asthe yearswent by, became the focus of his existence: the need to understand, not just the secret{ Page
83} of life, but the mystery of its passage into desth; how athing worked,why it worked asit did. He
never felt asense of sdlf-recrimination or outrage for his methodology of pursuit for this knowledge. The
deathswere only akind of fud to feed the curiosity that burned insde him like asmoldering fire.

Helived akind of controlled autism in the sense that he was always absorbed in one form or another of
self-centered subjective mentd activity, but he had no difficulty relating to theworld around him. The
world and what inhabited it fascinated him. He was disciplined to the degree that he could settle his
attention single-mindedly on an object or subject for aslong asit took him to understand it, or in the case
of the subject, for aslong asit took hisvictimto die.

Everything wasimportant?—but only in how it related to him.

Sitting in Madden'’ sjet, his undivided attention was fixed upon the puzzle of Janey Little.



He wore a Wakman on which played atape containing both of her albums. The small cassette machine
was turned to its reverse mode s0 that the tape played over and over again, stopping only when the
batteries wore out. Then Bett replaced them, and the music played on once more.

On the empty seat beside him was a legther briefcase, beside it a Toshibalaptop computer. On hislap
was adender folder of press clippings and a private detective' s thirty-seven-page report; the subject of
both was the same woman whose music sounded in Bett’ s ear. He was currently absorbed in the profile
of her in an old issue of Folk Roots magazine. He' d read it so often that he could have quoted the entire
article, word for word. Mostly he studied the photos that accompanied the article, comparing them to
those that were attached to the detective s report.

With the materid at hand, and the video tapes he had?—al so provided by the detective agency >—he
knew as much, if not more, about Janey Little as anyone. Perhaps as much as the woman did hersdlf.

Madden knew nothing of this private research Bett had undertaken?—undertaken long before Madden
sent him to Cornwall earlier this evening. For Bett had seen, as soon as he learned of the interest that the
Order had in Thomeas Little, that the answer to what they were looking for lay not in him, but in his
granddaughter. She would be the doorway to the old man’s secrets. But the approach had to be{ Page
84} made subtly >—far more so than the Order’ s own previous bumbling attempts to plunder whatever
riddieit wasthat Tom Little kept.

Ah, yes: theriddle. The secret.
What was it?

Madden wouldn’t >—perhaps couldn’t >—say, and no one e se knew. And that madeit infinitely
intriguing to Bett.

He amiled, thinking of John Madden. Sitting together with aglass of sherry beforethemin thelibrary,
Madden loved to repeat the story of how the two of them had met. How he, Madden, had immediately
recognized the soul of hisold friend Aleister Crowley in Bett’ s eyes. Madden had amind that was sharp
asarazor, but helet hishermetic sudies blind that one part of hislogic that would reved dl the occult
mumbo-jumbo as drive.

Bett had another impression of that night in Chicago. All Madden had recognized in Bett was a kindred
spirit?—the difference between them being that Madden only dreamed of picking up the knife, while Bett
alowed himself whatever indulgence pleased him at the moment.

Still this reincarnation business had served Bett well. It amused him to keep up the charade. As soon as
he' d realized what could be hisif he could convince Madden that he redlly was the sorcerer who'd called
himsdf the Beast, he' d surreptitioudy researched Crowley’ slife. Utilizing the same thoroughness with
which he approached every project, he' d come away with enough obscure details of biographica data
that Madden wasn't smply convinced; hebelieved.

Naturaly, Bett hadn’t been fool enough to giveit al out at once. Hefed it out, tidbit by tidbit. Hatingly.
Unsure of himsdf >—allowing Madden, and his excitement, to “convince” both of them.

Thisweskness of Madden’ s?—his only weakness?—was what made the man so fascinating to Bett.
That aman with his hard-nosed common sense and acumen should so readily accept what could only be
fary taes. ..



If that was what they were.

Bett was blessed, or cursed, with an open mind. Even with suchillogica beliefs asthose held by the
Order, he was till willing to withhold complete judgment. For there were certain anomalies between
what could logicdly be red and what he perceived to be real among Madden and his peers. There was
the matter of Madden’ slongevity ?—shared by other old guard members of the Order. Their worldly
success that couldn’t ways be put down to smple business{ Page 85} astuteness. The curiousway in
which they invariably attained what they aimed for.

Thewill isdl, the Order said.

Bett knew about will and what one could accomplish with it. What he wasn’t ready to make adecison
on was whether one' swill alowed oneto tap into an outside force or entity to gain its potency —asthe
Order held?—or whether that strength came from within one’ s own sdif. Or both.

Until he had resolved that to his own satisfaction, Bett would remain a part of this secret order of old
men and women who thought they ruled the world.

2.

A car met him at Heathrow and took him to Victoria Station where he caught the train to Penzance.
Madden had been surprised at that decison, arguing againg it, but Bett had remained unswayed.

“I need thetimeto fully assmilatetherole | meanto play,” he had explained. “Besdes, with thetime
difference, I'll ill arrivein plenty of time.”

“What role?” Madden asked.
“Allow meto bring you theresultsfirst,” Bett had countered. “Then I'll explain.”

And Madden, the doting mentor, had smiled and nodded. Bett could see the suspicion in the old man’s
eyes?—hut it was no more than was aways present. He' d yet to fail Madden; so why should hefail him
now?

On thetrain he completed histransformation from Madden’ s acolyte into his new role. Gone wasthe
businessman’ stailored suit, the siff body language, the expressionlessfeatures that gave no inkling asto
the thoughts that lay behind them.

Hewas casually dressed now in corduroys, alight cotton shirt, Nike running shoes, and adark blue
windbresker. He' d |eft his briefcase in the jet, bringing only a Nikon camerain aworn case, the laptop
compuiter, and a battered suitcase holding his notes and files and changes of clothing smilar in syleto
what he was wearing.

His body language was relaxed now, hisface expressive and open, hiswhole attitude making him appear
ten years younger than the forty-one years he actudly was.

When he arrived at Penzance Station, he disembarked looking as{ Page 86} fresh as though he hadn’t
just put in al those many hours of travel. He helped an older woman with her bags, smiling easily with her
when she alowed that she wished her own Janet’ s husband was haf askind with hisfamily, littlesay a
dranger. After he saw her off, asmdl unsavory-looking individua approached from where Bett had first
noticed him gitting outside the bus station.



“Mr. Bett?”’

Bett frowned a him. The man was shabbily dressed, his coat patched, shoesworn, abrown cloth cap
pulled down low over hisratty festures.

“What do you want?’

“Miss Grant sent meto fetch you, uh, sr.”
“Givemethe addressand I’ ll find my own way.”
“But?—"

Bett leaned close and his pretense at an easygoing nature fell away as though it had been stripped from
him with the blade of agutting knife.

“Never cdl meby name,” he said. “Never question what | say. Do it again and I’ll feed your heart to
your mother.”

“N—l. .

Bett stepped back, smiling pleasantly. “ The address?’

Stumbling over hiswords, the man gave him the name of ahotel on the Western Promenade,
overlooking the bay, and aroom number. When Bett ascertained that it was within waking distance, he
|eft the man standing therein the station’ s parking lot and set off on hisown.

3.

Lena Grant looked the same as she dways did?—beautiful, spoiled, and bored. Her dark hair was
coiffured and swept back from her brow in a stiff wave. Her makeup was Park Avenue immeaculate and
out of placein thissmal Cornish town. Aswas the perfect cut of her designer blouse and skirt; the
blouse unbuttoned far enough to show the lacy top of her bra, the skirt dit so that along stockinged leg
was revealed whenever she took a step.

“The Golden Boy,” she said as she opened the door of her room to him.

Bett pushed by her and shut the door.

“Where sWillie?" she asked.

{Page87}*“Can | assumeit was‘Willie who met me at the ation?’

Lenanodded. “WillieKed. HE slocd.”

“I don’t doubt that.”

“Youdidn't get dong?’

“I never get dong with fools”



Lenafrowned. “One of my father’s security men recommended him. Daddy aways says that you should
use locd talent when you' re?—"

“The operativeword thereistadent,” Bett sad, interrupting her.

The perfect lips began a pout that Bett simply ignored. He wasn’t in the mood to listen to the perfection
of everything and anything associated with “Daddy.” He knew dl about Daddies.

“Have there been any new devel opments since yesterday?’ he asked before she could go on.

“I didthebest | could,” Lenasaid.

He d give her that. Playing along-lost relative of Dunthorn’s and demanding his persond effects?—that
was about the limit of her imagination. Or maybe it had been “Daddy’s’ plan. Roland?—"Cdl meRoalli€’
?—Grant might be abig whedl on Wall Street, but there his expertiseended . . . along with his sense of
propriety and his socid graces, so perhapsit wasn't dl Lena sfault. But Bett had no time for sympathy.
About the only interest he had in Lenawasin how long it would take her to die and that, unfortunately,
was something he was unlikdly to find out.

For now.

While the Order was Htill of interest to him.

“I had Willie go into their house last night,” shetold him. “He found abox of Dunthorn’s manuscripts.”

Bett’ s eyebrows rose with interest and he looked about the room. “Whereisit?’

“Ah...” Shewouldn't meet hisgaze.

“Whereisit?

“He got surprised by some thug and only just got away himself.”

Wonderful. Now the Littles would be more on their guard than ever.

It was too bad that Madden was so certain that Tom Little would take hisfriend’ s secret to the grave,
because the smplest solution to al of thiswould be to just snatch the old man and let Bett have him for a
few days. Madden'’ s beliefs notwithstanding, Bett didn’t doubt he' d pry the secret from Little. Maybe he
could just cut Little's grand{ Page 88} daughter in front of him until her bleeding jogged hismemory. . ..

He put the pleasant image from hismind.

“A thug, you said?’ he asked.

Lenashrugged. “A big man, according to Willie. Arriving with luggage. Looked abit like asailor, but
then everyone does around here.”

“Would he recognize the man from a photo?’ Bett tried, but Lenawas off on atangent now.

“I mean, what adisma place. There' sno water pressurein what they call ashower so | can’'t wash my



hair properly. The food' s abysmal. There snothing to do. The air stinks. Everywhere you turn there' s?

“Shut up,” Bett said.

He spoke quietly, but with enough force to get an immediate result. She blinked with surprise, then
pointed amanicured finger at him.

“If I tell Daddy how you treat me, he'll 2—"

“Complain to John who'll do nothing. Tell me about thisman.”

Again the pout. “What' sto tell? Maybe they’ ve hired a bodyguard.”

Of course she couldn’t have taken the initiative to find out who he was and what he was doing at the
Littles . Though if Bett thought about it for amoment, perhaps that was a blessng. Who knew how she'd
mess that up.

“Y ou're to have nothing to do with the Littlesfrom now on,” hetold her. “And you'reto act asthough
you don’t know me if we should happen to meet. In fact, it would be better if you smply didn’t go out a
al”

“I'mnot staying cooped up in thisroom.”

“Then perhaps you should go home.”

Shelaughed without humour. “I can’t. Daddy wants me to do this”

Bett nodded. He' d heard talk among some of the old guard of the Order. They weren't happy with
Lena. For al that she carried their mark on her wrist, she was smply too much the debutante to be
trusted. Never mind how she lacked the necessary regimen to follow their studies, what they were most
afraid of wasthe possibility of her committing some indiscretion such as having one of her sulksand
talking to atabloid about the Order: revealing what they stood for; who was a member; what they did.
With the continuing rise of { Page 89} the Fundamenta Christian contingent in business and palitics, that
could be adisaster.

If her father hadn’t been among Madden’ s oldest confederates?—Grant had been one of the founding
members of the Order >—she probably would have been dedlt with along time ago. As she might sill be.

Bett hoped they’d give thejob to him.
Until then, he had to ded with her asbest he could.

“If you can't go,” hesaid, “then you'll just haveto do as| say. I’ ve got the full confidence of the Order
behind me and?—’

“I know, | know. Y ou'retheir Golden Boy.”

Bett realized that they could continue along thistack forever, so he shifted gears and put on anew mask.
He amiled, winningly, charming her despite hersdlf.



“I’'msorry,” hesaid. “1 know it’shard for you, al this business. But we re both in the same Situation. Do
you think | want to be here? Maddeninssted that | doit. But if | fail. . . that'sit for me.”

“What do you mean?’

Her voice wasless sulky, betraying her interest.

“You'reborn to your position,” hesaid. “I havetowork at it constantly. If | fail thisjob, I’m out.”
Shewas unableto resst hisfdse sincerity. “ They wouldn't, would they?’

He nodded, eyes downcast. “1 don’t get a second chance.”

“That'shorrible. I'll talk to Daddy. . . .”

“That won't do any good.”

“No,” shesaid, obvioudy thinking of the grim old man she knew Bett’s mentor to be. “Not with
Madden.”

Bett glanced at her through lowered lashes. It never ceased to amaze him how easily some people could
be manipulated. A moment ago she' d hated him with &l her shalow heart. Now they were confederates.

“We could help each other,” Bett said. “Let me do this my way ?—but we' || share the credit. That way
we both win out.”

“Why would you do that for me?’ Lenaasked, suspicion finaly aroused.

“I'm not just doing it for you?—it'sfor measwell. | can't fail.”

Lenasighed. Shewalked over to him and trailed a hand dong the front of his jacket.

“Y ou're such aconfusing man,” she said. “ Sometimes you're just{ Page 90} like ice and I’ m sure that
you hate me, then there are moments like thiswhen you'rejust so.. . . | don’t know, vulnerable, |

suppose. . . that al | want to do is protect you from the rest of the world.”

“Thisisme,” Bett said. “I’ ve got to act cold?—that’ s what Madden wants?—but it' s hard to do that
withyou.”

“Redly?’

He met her gaze, hisblue eyes opened wide and guildess. “Redly.”

She seemed to make adecision and let her hand fall to her side.

“All right,” shesaid. “I’ll wait herefor you and | won't get in your way. Just promise me one thing.”
“What'sthat?’

“That you won't be mean to me anymore. When it’ sjust us, you don't haveto put on aface. I'd like us
to befriends”



It was unbelievable, he thought, and so like her. If everyone acted sweet around her, well then,
everything wasal right, wasn't it? Everyone liked her and would be her friend.

“I"d like that, too,” he said.

She leaned forward again and gave him the kind of kiss prevaent among her crowd?—bussing theair
near hisear.

“I'mglad,” she said, then stepped back. “ So what do we do?’

Bett straightened his shoulders. “First we get your man Keel to look at some photosto seeif he
recognizes the man he saw lagt night.”

“And then?’
Bett hesitated.

“I'll stay out of your way,” she said. “Honestly. It’sjust that nobody ever lets me know what' s going
on.”

“All right,” Bett said, and he spun her atale of how he was going to approach the Littles on the pretense
that he was areporter forRolling Sone interested in Dunthorn’ s work 2—concentrating his attention not
on the old man, but on his granddaughter who was gpparently an enthusiast for Dunthorn’swork hersdlf.

It was mostly alie, but Lenawas happy withit.
4.
Bored as shewas, Lenawas till relieved when both Bett and Willie Kedl had | ft.

{ Paged1} Bett made her uncomfortable. She never knew where she stood with him. Most of the time he
treated her like abimbo, but then he' d turn around and be so nice that she justhad to like him?—even
when she knew she couldn’t trust him; knew he didiked her; knew that under the calm mask heturned to
the world there lurked something infinitely dangerous. Pressed, she couldn’t have explained how she
could be so sure. She smplyknew.

Intuition . . . or maybe it waswhat Daddy caled magic.

Asfor WillieKed . . . while 3m Gazo might have recommended him?—and she trusted her father’'s
security manimplicitly >—to put it frankly, Kedl was uncouth. He looked like aweasd in hisdisheveled,
ill-fitting coat and trousers. His breath smelled of stale tobacco and garlic. His clothes smdled asthough
they hadn’t been washed since the day they’ d been handed down to him. And God help her, his body
odor was enough to make her gag.

Jugt thinking about him made her fed queasy.
So it waswith relief that she stood at the window of her hotel room and watched the two men go their

Separate ways on the street below. Once they were out of view, she returned to her bed and picked up
the photograph that Willie had chosen from the haf dozen or so that Bett had presented to him.



Thiswas the man who' d interrupted hisburglary &t the Littles the previous night, he' d assured them, his
gaze darting nervoudy from Lenato Bett, then back again.

Fdix Gavin.

A common merchant sailor, Bett had said. Maybe Gavin was, but she liked thelook of him. Comparing
him to Bett and Willie, she decided that he d neither smdll, nor make her fed uncomfortable.

She turned the picture so that the light didn’t glare on its glossy surface. An old lover of Janey Little's,
was he? Come back to rekindle his romance with her? An old friend such as he was, mightn’t he know
something about any Dunthorn heirlooms that just happened to be lying about the Little househol d?
Maybe, a onetime or another in their relationship, the Little girl had confided in him. . . confided secrets
that were only shared with alover. . . .

Lenasmiled. Perhaps she' d go dumming and show Daddy that she was as good as Madden’ s Golden
Boy. And wouldn't it make Bett frown if she was to succeed where everyone e se, Bett included, had
faled?

{ Paged2} The thought of Bett angry brought areturn of uneasinessto her.
Best not to think of that. Think of the glow of pride on Daddy’ sface, instead.

And she could do it. Like Bett, like Daddy and his cronieswith their little tattooed doves?—she rubbed
the one on her wrist as she thought of the old men’s club that called itsalf the Order >—she had her own
secrets. Hadn't she been taking her acting lessons, twice aweek, for two years now? Didn’t her teacher
say shewas doing aswell, if not better, than any of her previous students?

Lenastudied herself in the mirror that took up the length of the room’s closet door. She could do it: She
could make Felix Gavin tdl her anything. But not like this. He'd go for class?—hiskind dways did,
because normally awoman such as herself was so unattainable for him?—»but the way she looked at the
moment would just make him nervous.

Sill, she could easily fix thét.

Humming to hersalf, she changed into a pair of designer-faded jeans, complete with the appropriate tear
inoneknee, atight MIT T-shirt, and apair of hightops. She removed her makeup, then regp-plied it, this
time going for a casual ook. WWhen she was done, she put on aleather bomber’s jacket and regarded
hersdf inthemirror.

Y es, she decided. Thiswould do. Thiswould do very well. Fix Gavin didn’t have a chance,

Now dl she had to do was find him.Without Bett being any the wiser.

Sheput in acal to the front desk and |eft amessage that she was deeping and wasn't to be disturbed
for the duration of the day. Then, feding ddicioudy like aspy, sheleft her room and went to the ground
floor by the airs, waiting until the foyer was empty for amoment before dipping out the front door.
The sdlty wind touded her hair as soon as she stepped outside, but rather than irritating her asit had

every other time she'd | eft her hotdl, now it just added to the adventure. The skieswere grey, promising
rain. Sheturned up the collar of her jacket.



How to find Gavin?

Williewould know.

The Dogs Among the Bushes

{Paged3} Luck isavery good word if you put a“P’ beforeit.

?—MARY ENGELBREIT

The nicething about animals, Jodi thought, was that their hearing was so much better than that of
people.

Unfortunately, the witch’' s fetch had an acute sense of hearing aswell. Its head turned sharply when Jodi
and Edern put their fingersto ther lips and the shrill squeaks of their whistling rang out>—but by then it
wastoo late. Two dogs came bounding into the garden and Jodi recognized them both.

Onewas asmal mixed breed?>—part terrier, part who knew what?—named Kitey. The other was a
border collie named Ansum. Both lived within afew doors of Aunt Netti€' s house and had gone for
many along ramble by the cliffswith Jodi and Denzil.

Kitey barked shrilly when he caught sight of the fetch and pounced towards it, Ansum hard on his hedls.
Windlefled at their enthusiastic approach. The fetch legpt over Jodi’ s and Edern’ s heads, over the
rosebushes, and went straight through the window, landing with an audible crash on the worktable inside.
Kitey ran back and forth in front of the bushes, then burrowed into them through a gap and ran up to the
window where he stood on hishind legs, yapping cheerfully. Ansum stayed on the lawn side of the
bushes and pushed his head in towards the spot where Jodi and Edern stood.

Edern backed nervoudy away. When he looked as though he was about to bolt himself, Jodi caught
hold of hisarm.

“They know me,” shetold him.

Ansum continued to peer curioudly at the two mouse-sized people. A few moments later Kitey left off
hisvigil at the window and joined the border collie, prancing about on the lawn with barely contained
excitement.

“They won't hurt us,” Jodi said.

I hope, she added to hersdlf.

As Ansum thrust his nosein towards them, obvioudy puzzled at{ Page 94} the familiar scent coming from
such an unfamiliar tiny creature, Jodi moved up to him.



“Hédlo there, old boy,” Jodi said.

She put out a hand to touch his muzzle and was shocked at how tiny her fingers were compared to his
nose. Ansum backed nervoudy away and whined.

“Right,” Edern said, his voice betraying his own nervousness. “ They won't hurt usat dl.”
“Oh, do be till,” Jodi told him, starting to fed cross. “They’rejust confused by my sze”

“It smorelike they’ re trying to decide whether we' re worth eating,” Edern muttered. “If you ask me,
I'd...”

Hisvoicetrailed away when Jodi glared at him.
“Comeon, then, Ansum,” she said. “Hey, there, Kitey.”
Whilethe terrier continued to rush about the garden, letting off the odd zea ous yap, Ansum lay down on
the ground and pushed his muzzle forward until his nose was only inches?—by anormal-sized person’s
reckoning?—from Jodi. He made a contented throaty sound when Jodi scraiched his muzzle.
“Now what?’ Edern asked, still keeping his distance.
“Now we make our escape.”
“But the dogs?—"’
“Are hereto help us. Did you never hear of good fortune where you came from?’
Edern sghed. “To be sure. But I've dso heard of hungry dogsand | don’t much careto?—’
Thistime hewasinterrupted by the sudden changein pitch and volume of Kitey’ s barking.
“Evil little creatures,” cried an dl-too-familiar voice.
“It'sthe bloody witch,” Jodi said.
Ansum darted to lift his head, but stopped when Jodi called his name.
“It'snow or never,” shetold Edern as she hurried forward.

Edern could only stare at her as she hauled hersalf up the border colli€' s neck, then snuggled in behind
his collar so that she was braced between it and hisfur.

“You' remad,” Edern said.

“Then stay and get turned into atoad. No!” she added as Ansum began to rise again. Then to Edern:
“Areyou coming? Last chance.”

{ Pageds} Go away!” the Widow was crying. “ Get out of here, you filthy creatures.”

“I"'mmad,” Edern said as he hurried forward.



Moments|later he too was hanging on to Ansum'’ s collar. The border collie surged to hisfeet.
White-faced, Jodi and Edern held on for deer life as the dog bolted out of the garden, the yapping Kitey
running at his side, head turned back to voice hisdisdain at the Widow. Jodi caught one glimpse of the
Widow’ sfetch glaring at them from the window, then the Widow’ s house was lost to sight.

It was amad, jolting journey for the two of them as the dogs raced through Bodbury’ s narrow streets,
making for the harbour. They clung to Ansum’ scallar, gritting their teeth against the bounce and jolt of
their ride.

“Sow down, dow down!” Jodi tried crying, but neither dog heard her.

Findly they cameto apanting halt on the cobbles near the wharves. Crates rose like mountai ns about
them on the dock. Foothills of fish netting lay in untidy piles and heaps. Before the dogs could run off
again, Jodi gave Ansum a poke with her elbow. The dog shook his head.

The world spun and her scomach lurched. Frowning, she gripped the collar for al she was worth.

“Will you stop that!” Edern cried as shelifted her elbow to poke the dog again.

“We haveto get down, don't we?’

Ansum stood very dill a the sound of thetiny voices coming from below his chin. He gave his head
another experimenta shake, pausing when Jodi shouted at him.

“I'mgoing tobedck,” Edern sad.

Jodi knew just what he meant. It was disconcerting and atogether unpleasant to be hanging here from
the dog'scallar inthefirst place, without having Ansum try to shake them off aswell.

“Down!” she cried asloud as she could. “Lie down, Ansum, there sthe boy.”

The border collie merely stood there with a puzzled look on hisface. Kitey gave aquick yap.
“Don't you start, Kitey!” Jodi cried.

She could fed hersdlf losing her voice from having to shout like this.

{Pagede6}“ Liedown!” she cried again.

Andfindly hedid.

Before he could change hismind, Jodi and Edern crawled out from behind the dog's collar and

scrambled down to the ground. They wobbled about unsteadily on the cobblestones, feding all
off-balance from their wild ride. One of Ansum’s enormous eyes turned to solemnly regard them. Kitey

yipped and yapped happily.
Edern gavetheterrier anervous|ook.

“| don't much carefor thelook of histeeth,” he said.



Jodi laughed and pushed him towards a nearby gap in the crates. As soon asthey were safely inside, she
turned to peer out again. Looking one way and another, she decided that no one had taken any notice of

the dogs or their curious cargo.

“We weren't spotted,” she said over her shoulder.
Edern douched againgt a crate, legs sprawled out before him.
“I can't tdl you what ardlief thet is” he said.

“No need to get dl huffy,” Jodi told him. “1 got usout, didn’t 1?7’

Close a hand, both Ansum and Kitey were till directly beside the crates. Theterrier sat with his head
cocked, looking at her. Ansum whined and scraped a paw on the cobbles.

“Thank you very much,” Jodi told them, “but it' stime you were off now.”

Neither dog moved.

“Shoo!”
Sheran afew stepsforward as she shouted and the dogs jumped back, only to return to their stations
once Jodi had retreated back between the crates.

“Bother and damn,” she said. “ They won’'t go away, which meanswe have to before some nosy tar
comes dong to seewhat thefussis.”

Edern gave her aweary look. “Don’'t you ever get tired?’

Jodi shook her head. She walked by him, stopped long enough to look over her shoulder a him, then
continued on. Edern got dowly to hisfeet. Helooked at Ansum and the terrier. When Kitey offered him

adghrill bark, herolled his shouldersto get rid of the shiver that settled in his spine whenever he thought of
those dogs, then hurried after his companion.

2.

{Page97} It was gloomy in the small spaces between the mountain of crates. The air was heavy with the
amell of fish and sdt, and little daylight worked itself into the narrow corridors along which Jodi led
Edern. After much backtracking and wandering about they finally reached the far side of the mountain

and got alook at the sea.
“Well, | don't suppose we Il beleaving by thisway,” Jodi said.

The crates were stacked right up to the end of the wharf without space for even their mouse-sized

bodies to squeeze by. Beow, high tide was lapping at the pilings. Out in the harbour, the fishing luggers
floated in acardess array, their crews on shore, cleaning fish and mending nets until the next early
morning run. Out beyond the shelter of the harbour they could see a freighter gpproaching.

“What odds these crates are meant for it?’ Edern asked.
Jodi shrugged. “It'll take timefor it to dock. Then there' s paperwork to be done with the harbourmaster



and another tide to wait out. W€ ll befine”

“I’d rather be out on the open road.”

“You'reahit of atatchy wam, aren’t you just?’

“Spesk for yoursdf.”

“Widl, I’'m not gadding about al grouchy and finicky, am 17?7’

“I'mjust not used to this,” Edern said. “Give methe hillsto walk any day.”

“Where some stoat or weasel would have you for its dinner. Wouldn't that be lovely?’
“Y ou know what | mean.”

“I suppose. I’'m not exactly having the best time of my life either.”

She douched down, letting her feet dangle over the edge of the wharf, not caring if some fisherman spied
her or not.

“Whereto now?’ Edern asked as he settled down beside her.

Jodi shrugged. “We |l wait here until it gets dark, then we'll go off to Denzil’s. HE Il know how to help
usif anyone does.”

“Help us?’

“Get back to our proper size, you ninny. Do you think | want to spend the rest of my life asamouse?’
“I meant to tell you about that,” Edern said.

“Tdl mewha?’

Edern looked uncomfortable.

“Tell mewha?’ Jodi repeated.

{ PageR8} He turned to look at her. “Did you never think about where the rest of you went?’

Jodi blinked, then gave him ablank look.

“One moment you' refull-size, and the next you' re the height of aprawn. Surely you' ve thought about
the discrepancy?’

“La” Jodi said. “| never did notice”

Edern shook his head. “When the Widow shrunk you down, part of you stayed you?—at your present
Sze?—but the rest of you was sort of scattered about, into the air as it were. To get those bits back, you
need the third part of you, which the Widow kept for herself.”



“I don’'t knowwhat you' retalking about,” Jodi said, feding uneasy now.

“It' sakind of code of what makes you properly you. A charm, if you will, that will call back the
scattered bits when you' re ready to go back to your proper size.”

“I"'m ready now.”

Edern shook his head. “Without the charm, you'll never be restored to your rightful sze.”
“A charm,” Jodi said dowly.

Edern nodded.

“That the Widow has?’

Another nod.

“Bother and damn. Why didn’'t you say something earlier?’

“Youdidn't givemetime.”

“I gaveyou dl thetimein theworld. Morethan likely you just wanted to get away yoursdlf, and didn’t
want my head cluttered up with other concerns.”

Edern gave her awounded |ook.

“Or maybe not,” Jodi said. “ So what’ sthis charm look like?’

“It' sin the shape of abutton and it’s sewn to theinside of her cloak.”
“And yours? What' syour charm?’

“I don't know,” he said. “1 saw her work the spell on you?—that’ show | know as much as| do. When
sheworked it on me, | wasin the same state as you were. Unconscious.”

“So we haveto go back?’

“Only if you want to be your proper size.”

Jodi shook her head. “I can't believeit. Hereit is, my Big Adventure, and how doesit turn out? A quest
to look for abloody button{ Page 99} on some old woman's cloak. If thiswerein abook, I'd be
embarrassed to turn the page.”

“It' snot my fault.”

“| suppose not. But where' s the Romance? Where s the Wonder?’

“Wdl, youaeaSmal.”

“Oh, yes. What awonder. To beamouse. Maybe Il find somerat prince to rescue the day. Wouldn't
that be romantic?’



“There sdwaysme.”

“Ohraw we,” shesaid.

“But, of course, I'm too old for you.”

“Much too old,” Jodi agreed.

And then she Sghed?—along, heartfelt exhaation of air that did nothing to settle her gloomy mood.

“| supposeit’smy own fault, redly,” shesaid. “1 was aways lumping about, waiting to ssumble in upon
that Big Adventure of mine. And now that | have?—well, it'stypicd, isn't it?’

Edern looked bewildered.

“That when Ido ,” Jodi explained tiredly, “it would be so?—oh, | don’t know. So laughable. So
pedestrian.”

“Maybe dl adventures are that way and they only seem exciting when they’ re written up,” Edern said.
“Though,” he added, “when | think of our escape, | could do without any more excitement, thank you
kindly.”

“Y ou know what I'm saying. I'd just like it to be a bit more meaningful than scrabbling about Bodbury,
being no bigger than amouse and on a quest to find abutton. 1t seems so unremarkable.”

“A person being reduced to our Sizeis unremarkable?’
“Don’t be apoop.”

“Now who' s being tatchy?’

“And don’t be abore.”

Edern glanced at her and she gave him agrin.

“I'm just being sulky,” shesaid. “And | know | am, so don't lecture. I'll be over it al too soon and then
you'll bewishing | was back to sulking again.”

“You're not very good at scowling,” Edern told her.

“Can't hdpit. | don't get enough practice.” Her grin widened. “Tell mewhat it'sliketo be atraveling
man,” she added. “To passthetime.”

“What' sto tell? 1t swalking theroads, up hill and down. . ..”

{ Page100} Jodi pushed her worries to the back of her mind and settled contentedly against the crate,
feet till dangling above the steadily rising tide, and closed her eyes. As Edern spoke, she brought up
imagesin her mind to accompany hiswords?—images of roads that wound through wild moorland and
down craggy footpaths to the sea, of roads with hedgerows patchworking pastures and fields on either
sde that wound in and out of stone-cottaged villagesin places she' d never been, of roads that were



sun-drenched by day and mysterious by night. . . .

It wasn't until the sky darkened beyond their refuge, the long shadows of Bodbury’ s buildings cast out
across the harbour, that she woke up to discover that she' d falen adeep with her head on Edern’s
shoulder. He was adegp too, so she stayed where she was, looking out across the water until twilight
grew into night. Then she gave Edern a poke with her elbow and sat up.

“Timetogo,” shesad.

“Give mefive more minutes”

“I never redized that atraveling man could be so dothful.”

“Why do you think we wander about like geese, instead of settling down in one place?’

Jodi merely grinned. She stood up and stretched the kinks out of muscles, then faced him, arms akimbo.
“Reedy?’

Edern groaned and made a gresat pretense of being an old man as he dowly roseto hisfest.

“| suppose you have some new amazing plan?’ he asked.

Jodi nodded. “We' re till off to see Denzil. He might not be able to make us bigger, but I'm sure he'll be
ableto think of away for usto get those buttons away from the Widow.”

Edern shivered. “Maybe it’snot so bad, being aSmall.”
“Maybe,” Jodi agreed cheerfully, “but | don't intend to settle into the life of amouse until | haveto.”

The last of her words were thrown over her shoulder as she set off to retrace their path back through the
winding maze made by the mountain of crates. Edern followed at a dower pace, wondering how she
could move so surefootedly through the dark. It seemed to take forever and he was barely paying

attention when she came to a sudden stop ahead of him. He only just stopped himsdlf from bumping into
her.

{Pagel01}“If you're going to stop like that, the least you could do iswarn me so?—"

“Whisht!” Jodi said.

“What isit?’ hewhispered, moving up beside her.

He had time to see the enormous bewhiskered face of acat staring in at them from beyond the crates,

then both he and Jodi were scrabbling back as a clawed paw came shooting in to try to catch them. The
cat hissed in frustration, stretching its paw in farther. Jodi and Edern backed up well out of reach.

“Bother and damn,” Jodi said. “Now what do we do?’

“Did you never hear of good fortune where you came from?’ Edern asked.

Jodi gave him awithering look. “Don’'t you sart,” she said.



“Y oumean you can't charmit?’
The cat made an angry growling sound asit continued to reach for them.
“What do you think?" Jodi asked.

Edern sighed. “1 think we' Il still be here when the men come to move these crates onto the freighter in
themorning.”

3.

Denzil Gossip was at hisworktable, fussng with asmall model steam locomoative, asnight fell. Hewas
hunched on a stool, back bowed like avictory arch, as he concentrated. His glasses kept dipping down
his nose and he' d have to pause in his minute adjustments of the train’s clockwork mechanism to push
them back up again. Moments later they’ d fal back down once more.

It was't until it was dmost fully dark and he couldn’t see athing that he sat up and looked around his

shadowed loft. Seeing that there was finally a chance to gain hisnotice, the animasimmediately began to
viefor hisatention.

Rum gave asharp cry and scratched at the door, working new groovesinto thewood to join al those
he' d dready made in days past. Ollie swung down from the top of a bookcase and landed on his
shoulder, startling him so much that he dropped the tiny screwdriver he' d been using.

“Now look what you' ve done,” he said.

“Dumb, dumb,” Noz cried from his perch and opened hiswingsto fan the air.

{ Page102} Asthough he' d planned it from the start of hislegp, Ollie continued down from Denzil’s
shoulder to land on the floor where he stood innocently picking at his nose.

The mice and rats ran back and forth in their cages, excited by the sudden movements. The lop-eared
rabbit pressed its face againgt the mesh of its cage front. The lizards skittered about, before freezing into
new positions. Theturtle stuck its head out of its shell and stared. The crow gave aloud caw from where
it was perched on the top of the window sash. Only the catfish gave no notice, but then they never did to
anything except for when bread bits or something equaly edible was sprinkled on the surface of their
water.

Wasit early morning or evening? Denzil wondered.

He got off his stool to search for his screwdriver, but Ollie aready had it and wastrying to pokeit into
hisear.

“Givemethat,” hesad.
“Brat, brat,” Noz said.
Across the room, Rum added yet another series of scratchesto the door.

Denzil stuck the screwdriver into his pocket, took off his glasses and gave them a perfunctory wipe on



his deeve, then crossed the room to the window where he put them back on.

Early evening, he decided. That meant a day had gone by >—only where had it gone? Had he been
asked, he would have assured his questioner that he’ d only sat down to tinker with the clockwork train a
half hour ago. Perhaps an hour, tops. Just after breakfast. . . .

He went to the door and let Rum out, then redlized he had to follow the tomcat down the stairsto open
the street door. He caught Ollie by the shoulder as the little monkey made to follow Rum out onto the
dreet.

“Don’'t be bold, you,” he said as he swung Ollie up to Sit in the crook of hisarm.

Hetook alook up the street, then down it, before closing the door and heading back up the stairs. Ollie
squirmed in hisarms, but he held on to the monkey until they were insde the loft and he' d closed the | oft
door behind them.

The vast room seemed very empty for al the animas. Denzil lit alamp, then another. Very empty. And
no wonder.

Jodi hadn’t been by yet today.
Now that was odd, he thought. Where could she be?

Ashewent about cleaning cages and feeding the animals, he tried{ Page 103} to remember if she'd said
anything about not coming ' round, because it was quite unlike her not to stop in at least once during a
day. More often ahaf dozen times.

All he could remember was talk of missing pages and |oose ends and porpoises?—no, that had been
purposes. Purposesin life. She' d mentioned Taupin again?—just to irritate him, he was sure?—and then
gone out, only to return with some gossip about a Smal being spotted at the Widow Pender’s. In short, a
typica day’ sworth of her cheeky conversation.

But not aword that she wouldn't be by today.

Wassheill?

Unlikely. She seemed to be blessed with a congtitution that didn’t know the meaning of the word.

Run off, then?

To where? And from what? For al her talk of boredom and lacking a purposein life, sheloved her
Nettie and she' d never go without first saying good-byeto him.

Kidnapped by thuggees, perhaps? A Iudicrous thought, Denzil told himself as he stood by the window,
looking out at Bodbury’ s benighted streets. Still, wherewas she?

Frowning, hethrust his hand into his pocket and immediately impaled it on the sharp end of the
screwdriver. He pulled hishand out and sucked at the cut, then made up hismind.

If shewasn't coming here, why then, he'd go looking for her.



He put on his jacket, then a stovepipe hat that canted to one side. From a bamboo holder by the door
stuffed with canes and umbrellas, he selected awalking stick topped with asilver badger’ s heed.

Because he wasworried.

“Begood, you,” hetold the animals as he closed the door behind himself.
Awfully worried, redly.

When he reached the Street, he stood there uncertainly.

The trouble was, he didn’t know where to begin to look.

The Unfortunate Cup of Tea

{Pagel04} Courtship consists of anumber of quiet attentions. . . not so pointed asto darm, yet not so
vague as to be misunderstood.

?—LAURENCE STERNE

Janey deptlate that morning. By the time she got up and made her way next door for breakfast, the
Gaffer was dready back from hismorning's deliveries and sitting down for a cup of teabefore lunch, his
copy of The Cornishman on the table beside his cup. He took in her deepy look and gave her agrin.
“And how are we thisfine and sparkling morning, my robin?’ he said.

“Mmm,” Janey replied.

She sat down at the table with him. Pouring ahaf inch of milk in the bottom of the cup the Gaffer had set
out for her when he had his own breakfast, she pulled the tegpot over and filled the cup up toitslip. The
Gaffer went back to his paper until she' d finished that cup and had poured herself a second.

“Where' sFdix?’ she asked, eyeing the box of cered on the sideboard without much enthusiasm.

“Went out early for awalk.”

That woke her up. The clock beside the door leading to the kitchen told her it was nearing half past
eeven.

“Did he say where?’

The Gaffer shook hishead. “He borrowed apair of my old gum boots, so I’ d suppose he went up dong
the coast path.”

“Did he say when he d be back?”



The Gaffer shook hishead again. “Give the lad a chance to get his own thinking done, my love.” When
she made no reply, he added, “Made a decision, then, have you?’

“No. Yes. Maybe.” Janey sighed. “Oh, | don’t know. It was so good seeing Felix again; | never realized
how much | missed him till he was standing there in front of me. But what' s going to change? He till

won't want to go gigging, So wherewill that leave us?’
“Have you asked him?’
{Pagel05}“I haven't had much of achanceyet, have | ?’

The Gaffer folded up his paper and laid it on the table. “What isityou want, my fortune?’

“If I could have anything at al?”

The Gaffer nodded.

“For usto live here with you?—both Felix and | >—for most of the year. To make records together. To
tour a couple of times ayear. Have some babies?—but not too soon.”

“And Fdix?What does he want?’

“I...” Janey dghed. “I don’t know.”

“Wdl, my love, it seemsyou know your own mind?—at least aswell asyou ever do. So now it'stime
you sat down with Felix and found out what he wants. But mind you?—"

“Don't quarrd with him. | know.”

“I was going to say, mind you redly ligento him,” the Gaffer said. “Haf the quarrdsin thisworld come
about because one side or the other smply isn't listening to the other.”

Though hedidn’t come right out and say it, Janey knew he was referring to her. She had the bad habit of
being s0 busy getting her own points across that she didn’t pay much attention to what anyone else was
saying. That, combined with her unfortunate temper, had made more than one important discusson dl

too voldile.
Roalling up his paper, the Gaffer stuck it in theingde pocket of hisjacket.

“Wdll, I'm off, my love,” hesaid ashe stood up. “I promised ChalkieI’d come’round and give him a
hand mending that old wall in back of his cottage. You'll bedl right?’

“Jugt brill. Don't worry about me.”

“And you'll remember what | said when you talk to Felix? Lads like an emperent sort of awoman, my
flower, but there' sagrand difference between cheekiness and smply being wayward.”

Janey had to laugh. “Did you ever think of writing an advice column for the paper?’

Out came the rolled-up newspaper to be tapped on her head.



“I'll tell the world that my old granddad beats me,” she warned him.
“Old, isit?

Up came the paper again, but Janey was out of her chair and had danced away before he could reach
her withit.

{Page106} “ And cantankerous,” she said from across the room. “Or should | say?—what did you call
it??—wayward?’

“If | didn’t have businesselsewhere.. .

Hetried hard to sound serious, but the threat was an empty one. Smiling, he put away his paper.
“Come give this old man akiss before he goes,” he said.

When she came, it was cautioudy, but he neither tickled nor pinched her as she' d feared.

“When you do talk to Felix,” he said, “don’t push too hard. And that’ s the last unasked-for bit of advice
I’ll give you, my heart. Leave sparking couplesto their own, my dad used to say.”

Janey watched him go from the front window, then settled back down at the table to have some toast.
Shetook her time, hoping that Felix would be back soon, but finaly returned to her own roomswhen it
got to be tweve-thirty and he still wasn't back. She tried playing some tunes, but wasn't in the mood for
music. Picking up the Dunthorn book, she sat down with it by the window overlooking the backyard, but
found she wasn't in the mood to read either.

Instead, sheidly flipped the pages of the book and stared out at the yard, watching a stonechat hop from
branch to branch in the blackberry bushes that hedged the small square of lawn. After atime, shefdt the
beginnings of atune dtirring inside her.

Usualy when she composed, tunes grew out of a practice session. They wererarely planned. A
misplayed phrase from one tune might spark the ideafor anew one. Or thelift and lilt of aparticular set
might wake thefirst few barsof an origina piece. Rardly did the tunes arrive whole cloth asit were. And
never did she hear them the way she could hear thisone.

It didn’t seem to come so much from inside her, as from without, as though she heard someone playing
from just over on the other sde of ahill, the music drifting acrossto her, faint, vaguely familiar, but
ultimately unknown. And while normally she only needed to hear atune through once or twiceto pick it
up, thisone remained oddly dusive.

She hummed dong with it, her fingers no longer flipping the pages of the book. Setting the book aside,
she took her mandolin down from the wall and tried to capture the order of notes. She got one phrase,
then another. The third wasn't right. It went more like?—

The Gaffer’ sbdl rang next door, breaking her concentration.

{Pagel07} Ignoreit, shetold hersalf, but when she turned back to her instrument, the music was gone.

“Oh, damn,” she muttered as she put the mandolin down.



But then it might be Felix, she thought as she went to see who it was. So don’t be cross with him. There
was no way he could have known that he’ d be interrupting you.

Stll, it was a shame. Because the tune had been agood one. Although itwas odd that she couldn’t
remember any more than those first two bars of it now.

Keeping asmilefirmly in place, she opened the door between her little courtyard and the Gaffer’ sonly
to find a stranger standing by the Gaffer’ sfront door.

There was nothing threatening about him. He was dender ?—no, quite thin rather, she corrected hersdlf?
—with longish dark hair and that certain kind of pae, but bright eyes that always reminded her of Paul
Newman. He wore corduroys and a dark blue windbreaker, had a camerain its case dung over one
shoulder, a couple of cases on the ground beside him.

He could have been anybody, he was undoubtedly innocent of any bad intention, but the first thing Janey
thought as shelooked at him was, he' s after Dunthorn’ slost book.

It was too late to undo the smile that had been meant for Fdlix, and there was?—for dl her premonition?
—something too infectious about his own smilefor her to stop.

“Janey Little?” he asked.

She nodded warily, for dl that she was till smiling likealoon.

“I hope | haven't come at abad time,” he went on. “My name's Mike Betcher; I'm withRolling Sone. ”
“What? The magazine?’

Betcher nodded. “I was hoping | could interview you.”

For along moment Janey didn’t know what to say. Shelooked a him, glanced down at his casesto see
that one of them wasfor a portable computer, then met his gaze again.

“You can't be serious.”

Betcher laughed. “We don’'t just do Madonnaand the like.”

“I know but . . ."

“If I've come at abad time, | can come back.”

“No, it'sjust. . .”

Just what? L udicrous that Rolling Stone would want to do a piece onher ? That was putting it mildly.
{Pagel08}“1’m doing a piece on aternative music, you see,” Betcher explained. “I’m over hereon
holiday and thought I’ d like to get afew interviews with some British artissswho | admire to round out

the article. At the moment it’ s got too much of a Statesde dant.”

“Yes but. ..



“Y ou can't pretend that you don’t know you have afollowing in the States,” he said.

“Well, no. It sjust that it'sso low-key. . . .”

“And that’ s exactly what I’'m hoping to change with thispiece,” Betcher said. “ There are alot of artists
like you?—on smdll independent labels, doing their own music?—who remain relatively unknown to the
genera record-buying public. And that’ s not right. Take yoursdlf. Y ou' re aheadline act in Europe?—"
“Ingmdl halls”

“Doesn’'t matter. And didn’t your last tour of Cdiforniasdl out?

“Yes, but | wasonly playinginsmal clubs”

Betcher shook hishead. “Maybe’ll run that asthe headline: ‘ The Modest Little” ”

Janey couldn’t help but laugh. “ That sounds redundant.”

He shrugged. “ So help me come up with abetter one. Look, it can’t hurt to giveit ago, can it? What
have you got to lose? At least give me achance. I’ ve come along way.”

“Y ou said you were on holiday anyway.”

“Okay. But it' s <till along way from London. I’ ve been dmost sx hourson thetrain.”

She should just invite him in, she thought, because, as he' d said, she had nothing to lose and everything
to gain. To get some coveragein anationd paper likeRolling Sone. . . it was as good as being on the
cover of theNME over here. But something still bothered her about hislanding on her door just now.

First that American woman looking for the Dunthorn book.

Then Felix showing up.

Now areporter fromRolling Stone. . . .

It al seemed abit much. So, no. She wouldn't have him in. But she' d be acomplete assto just send him
on hisway.

“Just let me get ajacket,” she said, “and we can go for acup of tea. Would that bedl right?’
“Absolutdly.”
She left him there and hurried back upstairs.

A reporter fromRolling Sone. Right herein Mousehole. To in{ Page 109} terviewher. What alaugh.
She could hardly wait to tell someone abot it.

A quick glancein the mirror stopped her. God, she looked awful. She put on some eye shadow and
lipstick, worried over what might be a pimple but proved on closer ingpection to bejust abit of dried
skin, then brushed her hair. It took her afew momentsto dig up her jacket from underneath the clothes
she'd dumped onit last night. As she put it on, her gaze fell on the Dunthorn book that lay on the couch



by the window.
It wouldn’t do to leave that lying about. She had to hideit, only where?

Looking around her rooms, she redlized that there really wasn't any fool proof safe place it could be
hidden. So taking her cue from Poe, she merely stuck it on her bookshelf beside his other books. Hidden
in plain Sght, she thought, pleased with her own cleverness.

Catching up her purse, she went back outside, locking the door behind her and pocketing the key.
Now that felt odd, she thought. She couldn’t remember the last time she' d locked her door.
Pushing the feding aside, she rgoined Betcher by the Gaffer’ sfront door.

“Whereto?’ he asked.

“Pamela s Pantry. They’ ve got the best cream teasin town.”

And "round about thistime of year, she thought, just about the only ones aswell, but she wasn’t about to
admit that to him. Let him think that quaint though it was, M ousehole had as much to offer asany place
up country >—which was what the Cornish caled the rest of England.

“Cream tea?’ Betcher asked as he hefted his cases. “What' sthat?’
“You'll see”
2.

The Cornish Coagtd Path is 268 mileslong and runs from Marshland Mouth on the Devon border,
around the coast past Land' s End, and all the way on to the shores of Plymouth Sound. It isthe central
part of the 520-mile South West Way, the longest continuous footpath in England.

Much of the Cornish section is based on the tracks marking out the regular beats walked by
Coastguards. In 1947, when anew Na{ Page 110} tiona Parks Commission first suggested that a
continuous pathway 'round the British coast was a possihility, it was seen that Cornwall presented the
ideal conditionsfor it, but it wasn't until May of 1973 that the Cornish Coastd Path was officidly

opened.

Like the whole of the South West Way, the Cornish Coastd Path is usualy waked from north to south,
apsychologica “downhill” journey that |eads the walker southwest from the six-hundred-foot cliffsat
Marshland Mouth to the granite shoulders of Land’ s End, then back east to follow the gentler south
coast. When Felix walked it that morning, however, he went the opposite way.

Hewalked up Raginnis Hill in the west part of Mousehole and past the Wild Bird Hospita and the Carn
Du Hotel to where the road turned right. A smaller road continued past a cluster of stone cottagesinto a
narrow lane bordered by blackberry hedges. A handful of cows grazed placidly in the pastures behind
the hedges on the | eft, while beyond them was the sea. When the lane ended, afootpath led on through
thefields, heading west to Lamorna.

Felix waked dl theway around Kemyd Point and Carn Du to Lamorna’ s sheltered cove. The path was
rugged, climbing up and down the steep cliffs with sometimes no more than two-foot-wide stands of



gorse between himself and the drop below. Thewind camein from the seg, bringing asdt tang with it.
Thelong grass was bent over, dried and brown from the salt. Gullswhedled overhead, and except for
them, he had the path to himsdlf. As he neared Mousehole on hisreturn, he stopped at akind of stone
armchair that jutted from a granite outcrop just before the Coastguard lookout behind Penzer Point.
There he sat and gazed out over Mount’ s Bay.

Somewhere below him and to the | eft was the Mousehole Cave that he and Janey had explored on
another walk afew years ago. Therewas ahaze in the air so that &t. Michael’s Mount wasonly a
smudge and thelong line of the Lizard coast was completely hidden from view. On asunny day, and he' d
been here on such days, you could see the houses of Marazion and the large dish aerids of the Goonhilly
satellite tracking station when the sun caught them just so.

Plucking along stem of gtiff grass, he twisted it between hisfingers and thought of Janey, of the | etter that
had brought him here, and wondered just what he should do. When he thought of how their relationship
had ended . . . He didn’t want to go through those last few months again.

{Pagel11} But what if itcould be different? He' d never know if hedidn’t try, and wasn't Janey
important enough to him for him to make the effort?

No question there. He just didn’t think he could handleit al falling to pieces around him again.

He sighed, dropped the twist of grass, and plucked another stem.

Tak it out with her, hetold himsdf.

Helooked down the path towards Mousehole, his heart lifting when he saw afigure making itsway
through the fields towards him. It’ s Janey, he thought. But then the figure' s cane registered and he knew it

wasn't her. It was Clare Mabley.

Hewaited patiently through her dow progress until she' d reached him, then stood up and gave her a
hug.

“It' sbeen along time,” he said as he stepped back.
Clarelowered hersdlf onto the seat he' d so recently vacated and gave him asmile.

“Hasn't it, though?’ shesaid. “But | got your letters, so | didn't fedl asthough you’' d smply dropped off
the edge of theworld. Y ou never did visit though?—and you promised.”

Felix shrugged. “1 wasn't ready yet. How' d you know | wasin town?’

That ready smile of Clare' sregppeared. “Have you been away that long? Mr. Bodener told Greg Lees?
—he ddiversthe milk now that his dad retired>—and Greg told my mum. Edna next door aso heard it
from Mr. Hayle who got it from the Gaffer.”

“Some things don't change.”

“Wdl, it'sabit of excitement, isn't it?’

Felix nodded. “I suppose.”



He sat down on a nearby rock and plucked another grass stem, which he began to shred.
“I thought I'd find you here,” Clare said after afew moments of silence.

Feix looked up.

“Wadll, it swhere you used to come the last time you and Janey were having your rows.”
“We haven't had arow.”

Not redly, he thought. Not yet. But that was because they’ d barely had a chanceto talk.

“Didn’'t you? That' sgood. But | saw you walking past the house earlier this morning?—by yourself. It
didn't seem agood sign.”

{Pagel12} Clare had been Fdlix’ s confidante when he and Janey were breaking up. Shewas Janey’s
best friend, but she' d become Felix’ saswdll. Like the Gaffer, she' d hated to see the two of them making
amuddle of their lives, but unlike the Gaffer, she hadn’t been shy about giving Fdlix advice when they’ d

talked. Unfortunately, while he listened attentively and never seemed to mind her concern?—he cdled
her “Mother Clare’” when she went on too long?—he hadn’t taken her advice either.

“We haven't got together enough to break up again,” Fdlix said.

When Clare lifted an eyebrow, he looked away across the bay once more. For long moments he said
nothing, then finally he began to tell her how his return to Penwith had come abott.

“For God' s sake, Fdlix,” she said when hewas done. “Y ou haveto tell her how you fed.”
“I know.”

“And if she gets angry, be angry back. | don’t mean you should start bullying her, but you know Janey.
Sheonly redly listens to those who talk louder than she does. She doesn’t mean to be so bloody
obgtinate; it'sjust her nature.”

Fdlix knew that, too. And he' d always been the sort who was willing to accept afriend’ sfaults. But that
didn’'t change the basic differences that underlay al of his disagreements with Janey.

“But why won't you tour?’” Clare asked when he brought that up. “Y ou’ ve never told me and you' ve
probably never told Janey either. Y ou love music, so what's so bad about making your living playing it?

It must be better than hauling about cargo on afreighter or whatever it isthat you do on those ships of
yours”

Felix wouldn’'t meet her gaze.

“Oh, comeon, Feix. If you can’t tell me, then how will you ever be ableto tell her?Isit like the way
Dinny feds? That if he playsfor money he' sgoing to lose the crack?

Agan, slence. Still hewouldn't meet her gaze.

“Fdix?’



Heturned findly.
“It scaresme,” hesaid. “It scaresme so much that | get sick just thinking about it.”

He could see the surprisein her eyes and knew exactly what she wasthinking: A great big strapping man
like himsdf ?—scared of something so trivid?

{Pagel13}“But. . . you don't have any trouble playing at sessions,” Clare said.

“It'snot the same.”

“Still, people are watching you just as though you were on stage, aren’t they?”

Felix shook hishead. “It redly isn't the same. Believe me, I’ vetried to get over it. | don’t know how
many times |’ ve goneto aclub on afloor singer’ snight and given it ago, only to freeze up. Then | can't
even get thefirgt note out of my box.”

“Wall, it snot the end of theworld,” Clare said.

“Maybe not. But how can | tell Janey about that?’

“She'll undersand.”

“Do you think s0? She thrives on being in the spotlight >—that’ s when her music really comes dive. How
could she understand?’

“You believe she'll think the less of you because of it?’

“1 know shewill,” Felix said. “Remember when Ted Praed used to get up to play a The Swanin
Truro?’

Clare nodded. “He never got through one song without hisvoice going al quavery and then he'd leave
thestage. . . .” She paused, then went on. “ And when we drove home Janey’ d have usin stitches
mimicking how hisvoice went.”

“Carrying it over with little scenarios of what it must be like to go into abank or ashop and have his
voice break up and then he'd go running out. . . .”

“But wedl laughed?—you did, too. And we al made jokes about it.”
“I couldn’t stand her laughing at me like that, Clare.”

She nodded. “I1t wasn't very nice of us, wasit?’

“I used to fed like ahed, thinking about it.”

“But Ted never knew.”

“That dill didn’t makeit right.”

“| suppose not.”



Felix dghed. “I' d rather have her angry a methan have her laugh at me.”

Neither said anything more for atime. They watched gulls circling the ferry that was heading out towards
the Scilly Idands. Felix shredded afew more grass sems while Clare poked the end of her caneinto the
dirt by her feet.

“You'll ill havetotdl her,” shesadfindly.

“I told you, | couldn’t stand to have her >—’

{ Pagel14} “ Give her more credit than that, Felix. Maybe she will understand. If she cares about you at
al, Iknow shewill.”

“Butwhen | think of Ted. . .”

“Oh, Ted. Hewas such asilly assanyway. So full of himself. The red reason we made fun of him was
because he was dways going on about what a smashing singer he was and then as soon as he got up on
stage, he' d fal gpart. It s not the same thing, Felix. If we hadn't laughed at him about that, it would' ve

been something ese. It'strue,” she added before Fdlix could interrupt, “that it wasn’t anice thing to do,
but you have to admit, he did bring it on himsdlf.”

“But Janey ?—’

“Was no worse than the rest of us. If Ted hadn’t been such a poppet, she would have been thefirst to
help him get over hisstagefright.”

She tapped Fdix’ sleg with the end of her cane until helooked at her.
“Soyouwill tdl her?’
“If it comesup.”

Clare shook her head. “If it comes up! What isit about men that they al fed they havetoliveupto this
slly macho image? | thought you were more liberated than that.”

“It' snot that,” he protested. “It'sjust. . . well, doyou likelooking like afool 7’
“Of coursenot.”
“Neither do I. It' sgot nothing about being macho or not.”

“But looking like afool ill happensto dl of us” she said. “Whether welikeit or not. Anyway, we're
not talking about me, we re talking about you and Janey. Y ou haveto tell her.”

“Yes, Mother Clare”
“No, redly.”

“I'will.”



“Good. Now you can see me home, like agood gentleman would, and tomorrow you can come by to
tell mehow it dl went.”

Fdix had to laugh. “Y es, Mother Clare. Will there be an exam?’

She whacked hisleg with her cane, then offered him her hand so that he could help her up. She kept her
hand in the nook of hisarm and chattered about inconsequentia things as they made their way back to
her house, bringing Felix up-to-date on dl the local gossp that might interest him.

Enjoying her company, Felix wondered, and not for the first time,{ Page 115} what would have
happened if he' d met Clare before he’ d met Janey. She was attractive, smart, and they got dong
famoudly. She should have been perfect, but she just wasn't Janey. There could only be the one Janey ?
—to which the Gaffer would add, “ And thank God for that,” if shewasin one of her moods.

“Tomorrow, now?—don’t forget,” Clare said as Fdlix | eft her at her door.

“I won't. Wish meluck.”

“Y ou don't need luck >—just be yoursalf. Nobody could want more than that from you. Anddon’t you
‘Mother Clare me again today, or I'll give you such awhack with this cane that you' Il be too busy
healing to even think about sparking.”

Fdix gave her awave, then continued on down RaginnisHill. Clare was probably right, he thought ashe
walked. Janey wouldn’'t laugh?—not if sheredlly did care. But how he was ever going to get up the
couragetotell her, heredly didn't?—

He paused in mid-step and stared ahead to where he could see Janey walking in the company of aman
Fdix had never met. It was hard to tell the man’ s age, but it was obvious from his casesthat he'd only
just arrived in Mousehole. Obliviousto Felix, they laughed with each other and went into Pamela's
Pantry.

Thefirst thought that came to Felix’s mind when he saw the man’s cases was, had Janey sent out more
than one letter?

He put his hand in his pocket to touch the folded paper that was still there.
But no. She'd denied ever sending it, hadn’t she? And he believed her, didn’t he?
He had no clam to her, but he couldn’t help feding alittle hurt.

Y ou' re the one that went off for awalk, he told himsdlf. She didn’t. Why should she have to sit around
waiting for you?

Because?—because. . .
Oh, bloody hell, he thought and went on down the street.

When he reached the harbour, instead of turning up Duck Street to the Gaffer’ s house, he continued on
up Parade Hill until it took him out of Mousehole and onto the coastal road that led to Newlyn.

3.



Janey found it easy to relax in the reporter’ s company 2—so much so that she had to keep reminding
hersdlf that hewas a reporter and{ Page 116} making her fedl at ease was part of hisjob. Because she
tended to just talk off the top of her head, she’ d had to learn her lesson the hard way when her first
interviews appeared and some of her more outrageous, and sometimes unkind, statements lay there on
the page, dl too accurately quoted. She' d been thoroughly embarrassed by some of the things she'd said
inthe past and wasn't about to let it happen again.

She' d dso made sure that Mike Betcher really was the reporter he said he was.

Assoon asthey’d sat down at atable in Pamela s and placed their order with the waitress, she' d asked
him if he had any 1D, whereupon he produced a press card, sedled in plastic.

How hard would it be to get something like that? she wondered.

Shehad noidea. But hislooked officid enough and she redlized that questioning him any further would
just make her look like an ass. She knew that there was no conspiracy. The American woman looking
for Dunthorn’ s book, Felix’ sarriva, and this reporter had no logica connection.

Ddiberately, she put it dl out of her mind and concentrated on the business at hand. She was determined
to be on her best behavior. DidRolling Sone have amillion readers? More? If just five percent of them
were interested enough to buy her records and cometo her gigs, she' d be doing very well indeed.

“Thisisgrest,” Betcher said after the waitress brought their order.

Janey had dways loved the Pantry’ s cream teas?—two scones with jam and thick Cornish clotted
cream, served with apot of steaming tea on the sde?—but shedidn’t dlow hersdlf the luxury of having
them often. If they did, she' d kidded Clare one day, they’ d turn into the Amazing Balloon WWomen.

“I thought you'd likeit,” she said.

Hedidn’t bring up Dunthorn or hisbooks, lost or otherwise. Instead, he talked about the music, with
enough authority that Janey knew that his enthusiasm had to be genuine. She didn’t dways agree with
him, but she made a point of disagreeing diplomaticaly ?—not an easy undertaking for her, but good
practice, she thought.

“Why do you think there’ s so many young pipe players on the scene?’ he asked at one point.

“Y oung players?Y ou' re forgetting Alistair Anderson, Joe Hutton, Jm Hall >—’

“From the Ranters, yes” he said. “I’m not forgetting him, or any{ Page 117} of those others, but they
don’t seem to have the same popularity asthe younger players such asyoursdf, Kathryn Tickdl, Martyn
Bennet?>—’

“He playsthe Scottish smdll pipes.”

“For the purposes of thispiece,” he said, “thereisn’t really enough distinction between the two to make
adifference”

“Thereiswhen you consgder the kind Hamish Moore plays.”



“What do you mean?’

Like any piping enthusiast, Janey immediately warmed to her subject.

“Wll, there' sthree kinds of Cauld Wind Pipes,” she said. “ The Scottish small pipesthat we retaking
about are related to the Northumbrian, but they use a Scottish style of fingering and tend to be pitched in
lower keys. Then there' saso the lowland or border pipes, which are more related to the highland pipes,
athough they’realot quieter because of the conical bore of their chanter. Nobody much caresfor them
these days.”

“Yes, but?—"’

“And lastly,” Janey brokein, “there’ sthe pastoral pipes, which have along extended foot joint at the
end of the chanter. They aso have aregulator and |ooped bass drone one octave below normal, which
givesthem asound that’ s very much like that of the Irish Uillean pipes.” She paused to give him alook.

“Y ou're not taking any notes,” she added.

Betcher laughed. “That’ s because you' re getting far too esoteric for my readers. Why don’'t we just stick
to the instrument you play?’

“I suppose.” She thought for amoment. “Y ou didn’t mention Becky Taylor. | did aworkshop with her
at the Sdmouth Fegtiva in Devon this past summer.”

He dutifully wrote that down, then returned to his earlier question. Asthe interview went on, Janey was
surprised at how much he knew of her career, and couldn’'t help but fedl pleased. He avoided dl the
usud questions, concentrating on the kinds of thingsthat she felt wereimportant but that no oneinthe
press ever seemed to cover in aninterview.

“Now what about some of these tunes you wrote yoursalf?’ he asked. “ * The Gaffer’ sMouzdl’ is
self-explanatory, now that you' ve told me about your grandfather. But what about some of these
others?

“Which ones?’

{Pagel18}* ‘' The StonessBarn’ 7’

“It' s named after an old barn on afarm in Canadawhere | stayed for aweekend.”

“ “The Nine Blind Harpers 7’

Janey laughed. “I’ ve no ideawhere that title came from. Probably from Felix.”

“That' sthe Fdix in ‘Fdix Gavin'sRed’ 7’

Janey nodded.

“Andthe Billy in‘Billy’sOwn Jg ?—that would be Billy Pigg?’

“No,” shesad. “That onewasfor Billy Dunthorn.”

He wrote that down in his notepad. “ Did he play the pipes aswell?’



“Not likely. He was alocd writer. William Dunthorn. He sthe one who wroteThe Hidden People.”
Betcher frowned, asthough trying to catch athought, then hisfacelit up.

“Redly?’ hesaid. “The one about the Smalls? | read that asakid and loved it. It sfunny he never wrote
anything dse?—or wasit just that he was like Grahame or Carroll and we only remember him for the one
piece?’

“You never reedThe Lost Music 7’

Betcher shook his head.

“But that' s his best book ?—better thanThe Hidden People by far. It’sal about what | do?—traditiond
music and itsmagicd qudities”

Betcher’ s eyebrowslifted in exaggerated surprise. “Magic?’

“Oh, you know what | mean. Not witches and things like that >—though he' sgot that in it?—but the way
the music makes you fed. The magica way it connectsyou to history. To everything that’ s gone before.
He sone of the main reasons| got into musicin thefirst place.”

“Wadll, I'll haveto track down a copy of the book then. Isit till available?’

“They’ve got it down at the newsagent’ s on North Cliff 2—after al, he was born here.”

“I'll make sureto pick one up after we' re done, then.” He referred back to hisnotes. “ So it was
Dunthorn who got you interested in music?—wasthat your fiddle playing?’

Janey nodded.

“What brought you to take up the Northumbrian pipes? They’ re not exactly atraditiona Cornish
ingrument.”

{Pagel19}“I'll say. It'smogtly al choir singing here, likein Waes. Something to do with al themining, |
suppose.” Janey grinned suddenly. “Here' san old joke of the Gaffer’s: What' s the definition of a
Cornishman?’

“I don’t know.”

“A man a the bottom of amine, snging.”

Betcher smiled, then brought the conversation back to its origind topic. “What started you on the
pipes?’

“Well, that was Dinny’ s doing?—I told you about Dinny?’
Betcher nodded. “He plays on the lbums.”

“He got me interested in the pipes, but the only spare set he had at first were these Northumbrian small
pipes, s0..."



The next two hourswent by very quickly and adl too soon Betcher was putting away his pen and
notepad.

“I want to put thisin some kind of order,” he said, “but would it be dl right to come by ?—say,
tomorrow ?—if I"'ve missed anything?’

“Cdl firgt,” Janey said, and she gave him the Gaffer’ s phone number.

“And now . . . two last requests. I’ d love to hear you play in person. Do you have any gigslined upin
the next few days?’

Janey shook her head.
“That’ stoo bad.”
“I’'m on holiday. What' sthe other thing?’

“I need some pictures. A few of you around your house?—wherever it isthat you practice, say >—and
one or two of you somewhere around the village.”

Remembering the face that had looked back at her from the mirror this morning, she shook her head
agan.

“Not today,” she said.

She needed to wash her hair, find some decent clothesto wear. . . .
“Tomorrow?’

She sighed. It dso meant cleaning up the jumble of her room.

“If you haveto. . ..”

Betcher laughed. “ ‘ The Modest Little’ ?—I think I'll stick with that asatitle”
“Don’'t you dare!”

He held his hands up placatingly. “Y our wish ismy command. Tomorrow it isfor the pictures?—and
maybe afew tunes?”’

Helooked so earnest that Janey finally had to givein.

“Oh, why not,” she said. “But mind you don’t ring up too early.{ Page 120} | really am on holiday so I'm
inmy usud dothful sate?—and don’'t quote me on that.”

“Wouldn’t dream of it.”

“Where are you staying?’ Janey asked. “Maybe | can get abit of asession together for tonight. If | do
I"ll ring you up.”



“I’m open to suggestions.”
“Would abed and bregkfast be dl right?’

Janey put on her jacket and gathered up her purse. “ Come on, then, and I'll walk you over to onethat’s
nearby. But after that you' re on your own. I've got afriend visiting and here I’ ve gone and spent the

wholeday ignoring him.”

Thefact that she' d only just thought of Felix made her fed guilty, but surely he'd redlize what thisarticle
could do for her career?

Betcher rose with her. He paid their bill, then gathered together his own belongings.
“I hope therewon't be aproblem,” he said. “With your friend, | mean.”

“I don't think so. Felix isvery understanding.”

She hoped.

“Thisisthe Felix Gavin you wrote the tune for? Isheamusician aswell?”

She nodded. “And avery good one. But don't try to write him up in an article. He can’t stand the
businessside of things. All helovesisthemusc.”

“Y ou seem very fond of him.”
Wasthat atouch of regret she heard in Betcher’ svoice? It gave her pause when she redlized that she
might have been missing the signals. But, now that she stopped to think about it, the signals had been

there dl aong. She just hadn’t seen them. It wastoo bad. He seemed avery likable sort of afellow, and
if Felix weren't here, maybe she would have followed up on thisinterest of histhat apparently went

further than the interview.
But Felixwas here.
“Very fond,” shesad.
Y es, hewas abit keen on her. She could see his disappointment, for dl that hetried to hideit.
Best to just pretend she didn’t seeit, she decided. Her love life was complicated enough as it was.
{Page121}“Comeon,” shesad. “If wewait too long, al therooms |l be gone.”
“At thistime of year?| thought the tourist season was over.”

“Itis. But that doesn’t mean the B and Bs close down. There sl sorts of folks ill traveling abouit.
Hardy hikers. Salesmen. Reporters from American pop papers. . . .”

“I get thepicture,” he said as he dlowed himsdlf to beled away.



4.

It never ceased to amaze Michadl Bett a how easy it wasto manipulate an individud. All one needed to
know were the right buttons to push.

Madden liked to think of it as magic, but while Bett agreed it had to do with the strength of one swill,
and how able onewasto use it to overpower the natural defenses of a subject?—the“sheep” as

Madden and the other members of the Order liked to call the uninitiated?>—Bett himsdf believed it to be
samply aform of mesmeriam.

He preferred that old term?—based on the techniques and theories of Franz Mesmer, which, in turn,
had interested Jean Charcot and his peersin the possibilities of “anima magnetism” ?—to the more
contemporary perceptions of hypnotism. For Bett’s use of hiswillwas aform of anima magnetiam,
utilizing the same unspoken domination that an aphawolf held over its pack, the same hypnotic control a
snake practiced upon its prey. The difference lay in the fact that Bett’ s victims were never aware of the
control he held over them.

Take Janey Little,

Y es, perhaps he would. But not now. Not yet. Not until she’ d given him what he'd comefor.

She was a perfect example. Headstrong and bright, she would never dream that she was being
manipulated. She was the sort who dominated a group by the sheer exuberance and vitality of her
persondlity, yet by approaching her as he had>—offering her a chance at fame, concentrating on her
music, feigning awistful, unspoken attraction for her, in short, giving her what she wanted>—she was as
easy for Bett to manage as would be the most smpleminded of Madden’ s sheep.

Given time, he would have her doing anything hetold her to do.

Anything.

{ Page122} Hiswill >—his“magic,” as Madden would put it?—was smply that strong.

She would not reved Dunthorn’s secret today. But reved it to him shewould. It wasinevitable.

Helet her take him to the newsagent’ s where he bought a paperback edition of The Lost Music, then
shetook him to abed and breskfast on the east edge of the village. When they’ d determined that there
was aroom for him, he followed her back to the front door where she gave him her easy smile.

“Wdl, I'm off then,” she said.

“Thanksfor everything,” hetold her. “Y ou’ ve been just gredt. If you?—no, never mind.”

“If | what?’ she had to know.

“| wasjugt going to say, if you do get a session together tonight, or evenif you just find you have nothing
todo, I'd. . . you know. Loveto hear from you.”

“I'll see about the session, but I’ ve got?—"

“Y our friend staying with you. Right. | forgot. Well, maybethetwoof you ... 7



Shelaughed. “We'll see. But don't hold your breath. Felix and | have alot of catching up to do.”
“| understand. Well, thanks again for everything.”

He saw her off, then went insde to use the phone. When he was connected with Lena sroom, aman
answered.

“Hdlo?’
Bett hung up without replying and stared at the receiver.

He d told her to stay in, but he hadn’t told her not to have anyone in, now had he? The stupid cow. Did
he have to spdll everything out for her?

He needed her now, to get Felix Gavin out of the way. Not to be having alittle tete-a-tete with some
busboy in her room. He considered calling Willie Ked to have him go around and straighten things out,
but then redlized it was probably Ked who had set her up with someonein thefirst place.

He djust haveto do it himsdf.
5.

North of Mousehole, about halfway between the village and neighbouring Newlyn, isthe old Penlee
Quarry. Though not nearly so busy{ Page 123} asit wasin its heyday, the quarry’ s slos il stored the
blue avin stone that was once shipped out in great quantities to many ports, but now only went to
Germany. As Felix approached the quarry by the road, he was alittle taken aback >—as he dwayswas?
—hby thefaulted land that presented itself on hisleft. In picturesque Penwith, with its pleasant winding
lanes and hedges and its magnificent sweeps of cliff and moor, the hegps of raw dirt and old scars of the
quarry seemed much too out of place.

He stood in the shadow of the silos that loomed over him on the seaside of the road, and looked &t the
quarry. There was no activity at the moment. Just an old Land Rover parked by adecrepit building, the
ruins of other buildings beyond it, and the scarred land. Behind him, enormous disused storage pitswere
housed beside the silos, stonewalled and metal-roofed, their broad entrances fenced off from the road.
Above him, the skies were smudged with grey, promising rain.

It was the perfect place for amurder, Felix thought.

He wasn't in agood mood.

Hewas't angry with anyone?—aexcept for himsdlf. Though heloved this part of England, and had a
number of friendsin and about Mousehole that he' d met through Janey, he hadn’t been back since they’d
broken up afew years ago. At this moment he wished he hadn’t returned.

Asthe sky so surely promised rain, so his return had seemed to promise something aswell. But now
he' d found that Janey had never sent the letter that had brought him here. It was dl too plain that while
she was happy to see him, she had her own life to lead now 2—onethat didn’t include him?—and he

wondered how he could ever have been so stupid asto think it would be otherwise.

It didn’t matter who the man was that she' d accompanied to Pamela s Pantry. He could be aboyfriend,



an agent, her bloody solicitor?—it made no difference. Seeing her with someone e se just brought home
the undeniable fact that no matter what he wanted, no matter what Clare said, things hadn’t changed.
And wouldn’t change. Why should they? Janey owed him nothing. She had aright to her own life. Just
because amistake had brought him here, didn’t mean she had to drop everything and try to take things
up aganwith him.

Shefancied him?—but as afriend. So grow up, hetold himsdlf. Accept her on the same terms and stop
mooning about like some lovesick teenager.

{ Pagel24} You haveto tell her,he could hear Clare saying.

But what was the point when he aready knew the answer? Why make things uncomfortable? It was
better to just spend a couple of daysin the village. Better to hang about with her, play some tunes, see
Clare again?—but not aone, or she' d nag him?—maybe go up to the farm and visit with Dinny and his
family. . . . Make no waves. Just try to have a pleasant time, and then go.

Say nothing, and just go.
You have to tell her how you feel.

No hedidn’'t. He had hisown lifeto live aswell. And if he choseto liveit without Janey ?—well that'd
behis choice, wouldn't it?

Without her.

With only that ghostly memory of her to talk to at night on the rolling deck of some freighter going from
who-cares to what-does-it-matter. Killing time on the ocean.

God, he hated thisside of himsdif.

In most matters he was the sort of person who knew what he wanted to do and then went and did it. He
got things done. He didn’t have problems with indecision or soul-searching.

Except when it cameto Janey.

He picked up a stone by the roadside and flung it into the fenced-off Storage pits beside the silos. Time
to head back, he thought, irritated with himsalf for the way his ssomach tightened at the idea. Maybe he
should go down into Newlyn and find a pub where he could get something to eat before he returned.
Except hedidn't fed like edting.

Looking down the road, his attention was caught by the figure of an unsteady bicyclist making her way
up the graded hill towards the quarry. She wobbled on the narrow shoulder of the road, visibly flinching
when acar went rushing by.

A late-season tourist, Felix thought. Not used to these roads. He wondered if she’ d been on any of the
B-roads yet, because compared to those narrow little lanes, this road was like afour-lane highway.

He started to turn away, but then another car went by the cyclist. Her unsteadiness grew more
pronounced in the wake of that car and he could see her whed catch a stone and the bicycle sart to fal
amost beforeit happened. She landed badly, twisting her leg under her. Fdlix jogged towards her.



“ Shit, shit, shit,” she was saying when he reached her side.

“Don't try to moveyet,” Fdix told her.

{ Pagel25} She looked up. Tears made her eye shadow run and her mouth twisted with pain, but neither
hid the fact that she was a very attractive woman. Her hair was short and swept back. The leather of her
bomber’ s jacket was scuffed and there was atear in one knee of her jeans, but the latter appeared to be
more amatter of style than caused by her fall. From the MIT T-shirt she was wearing, Felix knew she

was an American even before her accent registered.
“Where doesit hurt?” he asked.
“My?—my ankle....”
“Okay. Just takeit easy now.”
Gently he helped her disentangle herself from the bike. Once he' d set the bike aside, he helped her up.
“Canyou put any weight on it?’ he asked.
Shegaveit atry.
“| think?—no!”

She jerked from the sudden pain, trembling as she leaned againgt him. Felix helped her sit down, then
studied her ankle. It was swelling a bit, but wasit sprained or broken? He couldn’t tell. Lying on the
ground nearby was awatch, thelinks of its bracelet broken.

“Isthisyours?’ he asked, picking it up.

She put ahand to her wrigt, then nodded. As Fdlix handed it over he noticed what he first took to be a
smudge of dirt on her wrist. Then heredized, just before she tugged down the deeve of her jacket, that it

was atattoo of asmall grey bird.

Curious, he thought. When she was wearing the watch, it would be completely hidden. So what wasthe
point of it?

Sitting back, he found her regarding him.
“Hi,” shesad.
Hesamiled. “Hi, yoursdf.”

She seemed to be recovering somewhat, now that her weight was off the ankle again and the initia
shock of her fall had faded.

“Guessthat was a pretty stupid thing to do,” she said.
“ Accidents happen. Where are you staying?’

“In Penzance. My name'sLena”



She held out her hand.

“Felix Gavin,” Felix said as he took her hand to shake.

Lenalaughed. “God, we must look gilly.”

Felix smiled. She gave his hand aquick squeeze, then let go>—reluctantly, it seemed.
“Thanksfor coming to the rescue,” shesaid.

{Pagel126}“Y ou should get that looked after,” Felix said, nodding to her ankle. “ TherewasalLand
Rover parked back at the quarry. Do you want meto seeif they’ll give you alift to the hospital 7’

“Oh, it just needs someice, | think.”
“Okay. I'll see about that lift.”
She caught hisarm as he was about to stand.

“1 don’t want abig fuss made over me,” she said. “Maybe you could just whed meonthebike?It's
mostly downhill.”

“You'resure?’

“I fed dumb enough asit iswithout having abunch of srangersdl gawking at me.”

“And we re not strangers?’

“Not anymore?—we introduced ourselves, remember?’

Felix couldn’t help but return her amile.

“Okay,” hesad. “I’ll giveit ago. But if it hurtstoo much, just et me know.”

He retrieved the bike and brought it near to where she was sitting, then leaning it againgt himself, he
reached down and gave her ahand up so that she didn’t put any weight on her ankle. It wasaman's
bike, so helifted her up onto the crosshar, then wheeled the bike over to the road.

“You sureyou'll bedl right?” he asked as she grimaced.

She nodded.

When Fdlix got on the bike, she turned towards him, steadying hersdlf with her asamsaround hiswais,
and leaned againgt him. Fedling awkward, but resigned, Felix started the bike freewhedling down
towards Newlyn. Thetraffic waslight and he didn’t have to start pedding until he was down by the
harbour, crossing the boundary between Newlyn and Penzance.

6.

The Gaffer and Chakie were having lunch in the Smuggler’ s Restaurant in Newlyn, after taking a bresk



from thewall mending that they hadn’t actualy got around to Starting yet. They had stood about in
Chalki€ sbackyard in their wdlies, studying the broken-down wall from anumber of different angles, but
then Chakie had announced that he was hungry and insisted they eet out, histrest.

“Why dirty dishes, when someone else can do your cooking for you?’ he asked the Gaffer.

{Pagel27} The truth was, Chakie dways ate out. The highest his culinary skills aimed for wasto make
the odd bit of porridge or toast for himself in the mornings. And didn’t he brew amean cup of tea?

So they were Sitting at awindow table in the restaurant at the time that Felix rode by on the bicycle with
Lenasnuggled againg his chest. The Gaffer had to look twice, to make sure he wasredly seeing what he
was seeing. The pair went by so quickly that he could amost doubt who they were?—amost, but not
enough. He' d recognized them both and it gave him a knotty feeling in the center of his chest.

Poor Janey, he thought.

“Doesmy heart good to seethat,” Chalkie said. “ A couple out on asingle bike like that. Remember
when we used to go sparking with our bikes, up Kerris way? What were the names of those ssters
agan?’

The Gaffer gave him ablank ook, then nodded.

“Feenaand April,” hesaid.

Chakie grinned. “ That’ sright. And Feenarode with me on my bike, but April” ?—his grin grew broader
?—"she had her own, didn’t shejust? Had her own bike and you were the loser.”

“Wasn't | just,” the Gaffer said.

And hewastheloser again, he and Janey both. For that woman he’'d seen in Felix’sarms was the same
onewho’ d come by the house demanding Billy’ s unpublished writings not four days ago. He would never
have thought it of Felix, but now it made sense, his showing up the way he had with that letter of his. Of
course Janey hadn’t written it?—he d written it himsdif.

When he thought of how much he' d dwaysliked Feix ?>—he' d been the best of any lad Janey brought
home?—it made his heart break.

“Have you gone desf 7’

The Gaffer lifted hishead to find Chalkie looking a him, a puzzled look creasing his brow. He hadn’t
heard aword that Chalkie had said.

“What' sthat, my beauty?’ he asked.

“l said, have you gone deaf?’ Chalkie repeated. “ Garm, you were lost at seajust now, you.”
The Gaffer sghed. “1 wasthinking.”

“Bad thoughts?’

“Wall, they weren't good ones,” the Gaffer said.



“Comesfrom getting old,” Chalkie assured him. “ Alwaysthink of the good times, Tom. Makesiit
esser.”

{Pagel28}“| suppose.”

The good times. Lost times. No, they weren't good to dwell upon. But what did you do when you found
out that some of them werelies?

Oh, how was he going to tell Janey?
7.

Everything works out in the end, Lenathought, and she hadn’t even needed Willi€ sdirections. She had
agprained ankle, and that wasn't fun, but she couldn’t have found a better way to meet Felix Gavin than
if she' d planned that tumble from the bike hersdlf.

He' d actudly carried her upstairs to her room, then seen about getting a pack of ice, which he was now
applying to her foot, which was propped up on the bed before her. While he’ d gone down to the lobby
to get theice, she' d changed into abig floppy sweatshirt that covered her to her knees. The strained
white ook on her face from the pain that the change in clothing had cost her hadn’t been put on. Just that
small effort had amost completely worn her out. And kind-hearted hunk that he was, her rescuer had
immediately indsted that she lie down when he returned.

He was an interesting man?—strong and gentle and she could easily understand what the Little girl had
seen in him. What she couldn’t understand was why Janey Little had dumped him.

Oh, well, Lenathought philosophicaly. Her loss, my gain.

Shewas on her best behavior with him, utilizing everything she' d ever learned in her acting classes. The
image she projected was arather appeaing mix, evenif shedid say so hersdf.

Demure, but not naive. Hurting, but being brave about it. Open and friendly, abit londly, but no hard
come on. In short, she was charming the pants off him, without coming off asatart.

And she could tell that it wasworking. It wasn't in anything he said or did?—he was being the complete
gentleman, which rather surprised her, consdering his background?—but she could tel she was having
an effect upon him al the same. It was the way he studied her without redlly looking. Theway he was
having an increasingly hard time making ordinary conversation.

“Boy,” shesaid, wriggling abit as she adjusted her position against the headboard. “What a dumb thing
to have done. You' d think I’d never ridden a bike before.”

{Page129}“ Do you do alot of cycling?’ Felix asked.
Shenodded. “I loveit. But I'm not used to these roads and the crossbar on the bike made me fed abit
weird, too. Why do they have those things on men’ sbikes, anyway? Y ou’ d think it’d make guys even

more nervous.”

Whoops, she thought as he raised an eyebrow. Tone it down. Y ou don’t want to scare him off.



“Anyway,” she added quickly, “I was lucky to have you be so closeto give me ahand. You'vebeen a
red angd.”

“It wasno big dedl.”

“Not to you maybe.”

Felix shrugged and looked about the room.
“Areyou here on holiday?’ he asked.

A wry smiletouched Lena slips. “You don't redly want to hear the whole sorry story of what I’m doing
here on my own, do you?’

“I'magood ligtener.”

I'll just bet you are, Lenathought. And since she wanted to keep him around for aslong as possible, she
Spun out astory of how she was a secretary in Boston, with aspirations to be an actress, and how she'd
come here on asort of business holiday with her new boyfriend?—*ex-boyfriend, let metel you” ?
—who’ d claimed he was afilm director checking out some locations and did she want to come dong just

for thefun of it?

“So likeadummy, | agreed,” she finished up, “and we re here one day and he dumps me because |
wouldn't, you know. Show him agood time.”

“What was the film supposed to be about?’ Felix asked.

“What film? Everything about it was abig secret before we left and now | know why: Therewas no film.
What | can't figure out iswhy he brought me dl theway over herewith him if al he wanted from mewas
seX, you know? Seemsto me that there' s cheaper waysto get yoursdlf agirl.”

She was tempted to tell him that this*boyfriend” of hers was going around pretending to be areporter
fromRolling Sone, but al she had to do wasthink of what Bett’ s reaction would be to quickly squelch
that idea.

“Maybethereredly isafilm,” Feix sad.

Lenanodded dowly. “Y ou're probably right. And since | wouldn't come across, he' s found some locdl
bimbo to take my place.”

“Don’t be so hard on yourself.”
{Page130} “Why not? Thiswhole trip was amistake from the start and | have to have been abimbo to
fdl forit at al.” She shook her head. “And I’ vedtill got nine days before my flight home.” Sheinserted a

well-timed sgh. “It’ snot that there' s anything wrong with Cornwall ?—Ilove it around here?—it'sjust
not awholelot of fun when you' re on your own.”

“I know what you mean.”

Lenagave him aquick smile. “ Sounds like you ve got your own hard-luck story. Want to talk about it? |
know | fedl better already.”



“I don't think so,” Fdlix said.

“It' sawoman?—right?’

Felix looked up with surpriseto find Lenalooking sympeathetic.

“It' salways something like that,” she said. “1 think we're cursed to never redlly find the right partner in
life and then, to make things worse, we screw up our lives even more in an endless chase for that perfect
someone who' susualy not out therein thefirst place. And when theyare out there, they’ re married or
won't give usthe time of day, orsomething.”

“I cantdl you re coming out of the wrong side of abad relationship,” Felix said.

Lenashrugged. “Maybe. I'm not usually so maudlin about this kind of thing?—I mean,he sure doesn’t
deserve my spending the time thinking about him?—abut it startsto wear on you after awhile, don’t you
think?’

“| suppose.”

He looked uncomfortable and Lena decided she' d better pull back when he changed the conversation
himsdlf.

“That tattoo on your wrist,” he began.

“Oh, that old thing. . . .” Sdf-conscioudy, she covered it up with her free hand. “1 got that donewhen |
was a teenager 7—one of those things that you regret about ten minutestoo late.”

Fdix laughed. He' d dready taken off hisjacket earlier. Now herolled up the deeve of his T-shirt to
show the tattoo he had on his|eft biceps. It was afull-colour rendition of an old man, Sitting on acrate
playing an accordion.

“Now that onel like,” Lenasaid. “Do you play one of those things yourself?’

Felix nodded.

“Professondly?’

“Not likely.”

{Pagel31}“Oh, | bet you'rereally good &t it.”

“I get by.” Fdix indicated her left wrist. “ So why adove?’

“It' sthesymbol . . . that is, it's supposed to be the symbol of anold. . .”

Now she’d gonetoo far. If Bett wasto hear her now. If herfather wasto hear her now . . .

“Anold what?’

“Oh, you know. Peace, love, and flowers, and al that stuff. | was enamoured with the sixtieswhen | was



akid?—mostly because | just missed out on them. So when | decided to get the tattoo, | thought I’ d get
apeace symbol, but | never redly liked that circle thing, so when | saw the dovein thetattoo guy’s
catalogue, | picked it instead.”

Was he buying it?

She had no chance to find out because just then the phone rang. Before she could think of away to stop
him, Felix had reached over and picked up the receiver.

“Helo?Hdlo?
He gave her apuzzled look.
“There snobody there,” he said as he hung up.

“That' sweird.”

The actressin her wanted to add, maybe it was my boyfriend checking up on me, just for the drama, but
she thought better of it. Felix glanced at hiswatch.

“1 should get going,” he said. “ Are you going to be okay? Can | get you some takeout or something for
dinner before | go?’

She decided not to push it any more today. There’ d be another day. She was sure enough of hersdlf to
know that. And besides, if thathad been the Golden Boy on the phone, the sooner Felix was out of here
the better.

“No. | canjust cal room service”

He stood up and retrieved his jacket from the chair where he' d tossed it earlier.
“Thereisonething, though,” she said. “If it'snot too much trouble. . . .
“What'sthat?’

“Wal, I’m going to need a cane to hobble around with for the next few days. Isthere any chance you
could pick one up for me?’ Ashe hesitated, she added, “1’d pay for it, of course.”

“It'snot that. It' sjust?—" He hesitated amoment longer, then nodded. “ Sure. | can do that.”
{Pagel32} "1 know the stores are closed now, so you' d have to go tomorrow.”

“No problem. What timewill you be getting up?’

“Nine-thirtyish?’

“I'll be by around ten.”

She put on an gpologetic look. “There'sone morething. I'll take whatever kind you can get, but if
there’ sachoice, could you maybe find something alittle funky? Maybe an old one?’



Felix smiled. “No problem. There' s some antique shops over on Chapel Street. | don’t know what time
they’ re open, though.”

“Whatever. | realy appreciate this?—everything you' ve done. Y ou’ ve been redlly greet.”
Felix nodded. * See you tomorrow, then. And try to stay off that foot.”

“Yesdar.”

Laughing, Fdix let himsdlf out.

Lena settled back on the bed and smiled to hersdlf. The hookswerein and sinking deep. And if heredly
was coming off a second rebound with the Little girl, well, that' d just make her job dl that much essier,
wouldn't it?

So why did what she was doing make her fed alittle dirty?

It was an hour later that Bett came by, railing at her. He obvioudy didn't believe her story about
stumbling over the corner of the rug and spraining her ankle, but there wasn't awholelot he could do
except glare at her ?—that awful promisethat if shewasn't protected by her father just Smmeringinthe
pale depths of hiseyes.

When he gave her hisingtructions concerning Felix Gavin, she wanted to rail right back a him. Trust him
to take her own ideaso that he could get the credit for it. But she said nothing, and did nothing, until he
findly left, that unpleasant promise of his<till burning in his eyes. Then she picked up the phone and had
the operator give her an overseas connection.

“Hello, Daddy?’ she said when she got through. She put on her best little-girl voice. “I don’t want to
sound like a baby or anything, but Mike' sbeginning to act alittle strange. . . . No, he hasn’t been
threatening me or anything, at least he hasn’tsaid anything, but he did give me apush and | fell down and
kind of sprained my ankle. . . . No, it'sokay; just sore. Oh, would you? Could you send Jm? Have him
book into aroom here, but he should wait for me to contact him.”

{Pagel33} Sowly she' d been letting the little-girl voice change to that of a capable woman.

“I think you' Il be happy with some developments I’ ve been making on my own, Daddy. There sthis
man who'svery closeto the Little girl 2—no, their surnameis Little, remember? She' s quite grown up.
Anyway, I'mthis close to having him bring me whatever this secret thing of Dunthorn’sis. | thought you'd
be pleased. Of course I'll take care. | love you too, Daddy.”

There, she thought as she cradled the phone. Her father would tell the other members of the Order that
working through Gavin had been her ideaand soon she' d have some protection against Bett. Everything
wasfaling neetly into place.

But when she thought of how shewas using Fdlix, she il felt dirty.

Don't be stupid, shetold hersdlf. He' sjust adumb sailor.

True. But he was anice dumb sailor, and maybe not so dumb asthat. And he' d certainly trested her

better than most peoplein her own socid circlesdid. How many of them would have even stopped if
they saw awoman?—attractive or not>—take afall from her bike?



She stared across her room. Her ankle was aching again.
“Shit,” shesaidto no onein particular.

Why did everything ways have to be so complicated?
8.

There was no onein when Janey got back home. She put on water for tea and went next door to her
own roomsto get a sweater. After she'd put it on and checked her mirror to make sure that that thing
she' d seen thismorning redlyhadn’t been a pimple, she went over to the bookcase to make sure that The
Little Country was dtill there.

It was right where it was supposed to be.

Taking the book down from the shelf, sheflipped idly through afew pages, pausing for amoment when
she thought she could hear that music again. But no sooner did shelisten for it, than it was gone. Sighing,
she closed the book with asnap and went back to the Gaffer’ s with the book under her arm to call
Clare.

“I'msosorry | didn't ring up earlier,” she began when she had her friend on theline, * but the most
amazing thing happened.” Whereupon she launched into an account of the reporter coming by{ Page
134} late that morning and how they’ d gone over to the Pantry for theinterview.

“What was helike?’ Clare wanted to know.

“Oh, very nice. American. I’m not quite sure how old, but nottoo old. He's got Paul Newman eyes and
he knows about as much about the music as anyone I’ ve met, so I'm sure the article will be good.”

“Because of hiseyes?’

“Clarel”

Her friend laughed. “ Just teasing. Y ou must be pleased.”
“Aren't| just.”

“When'sit coming out?’

“Hedidn’t say. It probably won't be for awhile, though. Y ou know how these magazines work ?
—they’re buying Chrigmas goriesin June.”

“Have you seen Felix yet?’ Clare asked.
“No. | wasjust going to ask you the same thing.”

“I' met him up by the Coastguard lookout about midmorning. When he left, he was going back to your
place. That was only abit past twelve.”

“I must have just missed him. | wonder where he' sgone off to now?’



“How do you fed about seeing him again?’
“I’'m not sure,” Janey said. “Both happy and scared, | suppose.”
“But you dill fancy him?”

“Oh, yes,” Janey said before she redly thought about what she was saying, but then she redlized it was
true.

“He sawonderful bloke,” Clare said. “Make sure you hang on to him thistime.”

“I"'m planning to have atak with him when he getsback,” Janey said. “And thistime | won't be the least
bit emperent, asthe Gaffer'd say.”

“Maybe he likesyou cheeky.”

“Maybe he does. | hear someone at the door, so I’ ve got to run. It might be Felix.”
“Cdl metomorrow.”

“Iwill.”

Janey cradled the phone just as the door opened, but it was the Gaffer. Much as sheloved her
grandfather, right then Janey wished it had been Felix instead.

{Pagel35}“Not had agood day, Gramps?’ she asked when she saw the grim set to hisfeatures.
The Gaffer Sighed. “Oh, I’ ve some bad newsto tell you, my gold, and | don’'t know where to begin.”
“Chdkieign't hurt, ishe?’

She could imagine the two old codgers messing about with that sonewall of Chalkie' s and one of them
dropping agreat big hunk of granite on the other’ sfoot.

“No,” the Gaffer said. “Nothing like that.”
He looked so sad.
“Wdll, what isit?’" Janey asked.

The Gaffer sat down at the kitchen table, moving stiffly asthough he' d begun to fed the weight of his
yearsfor thefirst time. Seeing that made Janey fed even more concerned.

“It’ sabout Felix, my robin. He' s betrayed our trust.”

Asthe Gaffer told her what he' d seen in Newlyn that afternoon, who Felix had been so cozy with on his
bicycle, dl the blood drained out of Janey’ s festures.

“It' snot true” shesadinasmal voice “Tdl meit’ snot true.”



“I wish it weren’t, my love, but | saw what | saw.”

All Janey could do then waslook at him, her eyes brimming with tears.

The Whed s of theWorld

Thiswasthe machinery of life, not aclean, clinical well-oiled engine, monitored by athousand meticulous
dids, but acrazy, sumbling contraption made up of strangethings

roughly fitted together.

?—MARGARET MAHY, fromMemory

Nettie Shepher dopened her front door to find Denzil standing on her soop. He leaned on his
slver-headed cane and peered at her through his hazy glasses that were fogging up due to the heat

escaping from the house,

Ample wasthe best description that came to mind whenever Den{ Page 136} zil met Jodi’ s aunt. She
was alarge woman, but her largeness was proportionate. She had enormous thighs, and equally
bounteous breasts, broad shoulders, a generous face, awaterfall of red-gold hair?—in short, everything
about her was larger than life. The grin that touched her lips a the sight of him waswide and expansive as
well, touched with acat’ s knowing satisfaction.

“Wadl, now,” shesaid. “I never thought to see you here.”

“I’'m not herefor business, you, I'm here.. . .” Denzil’ svoicetrailed off as he redized what he was
saying.

“For pleasure? They' re one and the same under this roof, Master Gossip.”
“Ahem. Yes, wdl. Actudly, I've come’round about Jodi. Isshein?’

“Y ou mean she' s not been with you?’

Denzil shook hishead, “1 haven't seen her dl day.”

Nettie pursed her lips, then opened the door wider.

“You'd better comein,” shesaid.

Denzil hesitated for amoment, looking up and down the street before he followed her ingde. Though he
hadn’t thought it possible, Nettie' s grin actudly widened.

“ Afraid someone would see you entering this den of iniquity?’



“Itisabawdy house,” Denzil replied somewhat huffily.

“Y es, we do have bodies.”

“Please”

Abruptly Nettie looked serious. “Y ou're quiteright,” she said.

Shetook his cane and hat, leaning the one againgt the wall, hanging the other by the door. Denzil
snatched the opportunity of having both his hands free to wipe his glasses.

“Thisisn’t much of an evening for bantering,” Nettie added.

Denzil soon found out why.

Ushered into her sitting room, he discovered that he wasn't Netti€' s only non-paying visitor of the
evening. Sitting each to achair by the window were Cadan Tremeer, Bodbury’ s chief constable, and the
Widow Pender. Tremeer lifted hisbulk from his chair and offered Denzil a pudgy hand. The constable
samelled vagudly of perfume, which made Denzil wonder if he hadn’t been caled to duty from one of the
rooms upstairs. Once Denzil had shaken the man’ s hand, Tremeer settled back into his chair with
obviousrdi€f.

The Widow merely nodded at Denzil.

“Sometea?’ Nettie asked.

{Pagel37} Denzil shook his head. He took off his glasses, cleaned them again on the deeve of his
jacket, then set them back upon the bridge of his nose where they promptly fogged up once more. Nettie
indicated achair, but he remained standing.

“Has Jodi got herself mixed up in some sort of misadventure?’ he asked.

The Widow hrumphed.

“It' sseriousthistime,” Nettie said.

Tremeer nodded, trying to fit agrim look to hisjolly features without much success.

“She brokeinto the Widow' s house and stole an heirloom,” he said.

He pronounced the word “ hair-loom,” as though what had been stolen was atool on which one could
weave hair.

Denzil shook his head. “ Jodi wouldn't stedl afarthing, you.”

“The Widow saw her leaving through awindow hersdf. I’ ve been’round, Master Gossip, and there sa
fearsome mess there. Glass broken. Geegaws scattered every which way. It doesn't look good.”

Denzil looked to Nettie. “What does Jodi have to say about this?’



“Well, that’ swhat makesit look so bad,” the constable said before she could reply. “Y oung Miss
Shepherd’ s not to be found.”

Denzil findly took the chair Nettie had offered him earlier.

Now thiswas afine how-to-do, wasn't it just? he thought. It was the last thing he would have expected
to discover when hefirst decided that Netti€' s place was where he should begin hisinquiries.

“When wasthe last time you saw her?’ he asked Nettie.

“When she went to bed?>—early for her. Before midnight.”

“And?’ Denzil prompted her, percelving that she hadn’t told dl yet.

Nettie sighed. “Her bed hadn’t been dept in and her window was open. Timeto time, shethinksshe's
like your monkey, Master Gossip, and goes climbing about on the drainpipes. Gets her to the ground
quickly and without being seen, and then she' s off on somekitey lark or another.”

“Such as robbing an old woman of her memories,” the Widow said, speaking up for thefirst time.

Her voice was quavery and she was wearing a hangdog expression that Denzil didn't believefor a
moment. He' d seen her jaunting about often enough to know that she was as spry asawoman half her
years, and as mean as the most curmudgeonly old sat. He' d believe{ Page 138} her capable of any
nastiness?—knowing she' d do it for the pure spite of the deed. What he didn’t subscribe to was the
so-called magical curses she supposedly could command?—no matter what the children of the Tatters
clamed.

“How do you know it was Jodi?’ he asked. “It was at night, wasn't it? Couldn’t you have been
mistaken, you?’

“I know that girl,” the Widow said. “ She eggs on the other children to lampoon me.”
Nowthat Denzil could believe,

“Why did you wait so long to report it?” he asked. He glanced at the congtable. | take it she has only
just made her complaint?’

Tremeer looked guilty and shot aglance roofward before catching himself.

“I...uh” hebegan. “Thatis, she...”

“It' shard for awoman my ageto get about easily,” the Widow said. “It’ sthe arthritis.”
Now the lies began again, Denzil thought.

Tremeer had recovered his officiousness in the meantime. He took up a notepad and pen from the table
beside him.

“And when wasthe last time you saw her, Master Denzil ?’

“Y esterday. When she didn’t come’ round today, | got worried.” Denzil sighed. “Jodi’ s not the sort to



beinvolved in thiskind of mischief,” he added.
Nettie nodded, glad of his support.
“She'sachild, isn't she?’ the Widow said. “And aren’t dl children an annoying nuisance?’

Not so much asyou are, Denzil thought, but he didn’t bother to reply. Rising to hisfeet, he nodded to
Tremeer and the Widow before turning to Nettie.

“Cdl meif | canhepinany way,” hetold her.

“Thank you. | will.”

“And if you should happento find her ...” Tremeer began.

“I'll be sureto notify you straightaway,” Denzil said.

He waved Nettie back into her chair as she rose to see him out.

“I can find theway,” he said.

Once hewas out in the hadl, he collected his hat and cane by the door and quickly made his escape.
Outsde, hisglassesimmediately fogged up again, but he ignored the discomfort. Sometimesit seemed
that he spent half hislife peering through murky lenses and the other{ Page 139} haf cleaning them, so he

was well used to the burden by now.

Something odd was going on, he thought, and he meant to get to the bottom of it. But first he needed a
good stiff drink to take away the taste of the Widow' s poor playacting and Tremeer’ s toadying up to her.

He gave Nettie' s house alast considering ook, then headed towards the harbour and made hisway to
the nearest pub, which in this case happened to be The Ship’s Inn.

Naturaly, to make the night a perfect loss, he found Taupin sitting there with alook about him asthough
the hedgerow philosopher had been waiting just for him. Or at least waiting for someoneto buy hima
drink.

He dmost turned and walked out again, but Taupin hailed him cheerily and Denzil didn’t have the heart
to walk the ten blocks or so to The Tuck-Net & Caboleen.

Besides, he thought, the children all liked the old fool. Maybe he' d know where Jodi was.

2.

It was no use just Sitting here, Jodi decided after ahalf hour had passed and the cat till wouldn't go
away. Getting up, she dusted off her trousers and set off to find another way out of the maze of crates.
But at each exit they found that the cat, drawn by the whispering sound of their tiny footfalls?—and
Jodi’ s running commentary on the dubious ancestry of cats, this one mangy cet in particular >—was
waiting for them.

“Bother and damn!” Jodi cried.



Picking up astone, shethrew it a the cat, but it had no visible effect. The largest one she could find that
she could throw with any accuracy was no bigger than a peppercorn. Still, she kept up asteady barrage
until her arm got sore. Then she returned to douch down beside Edern.

“Why do cats have to be so bloody patient?’ she wanted to know.

Edern shrugged. “Thisfriend of yours,” he said. “What was his name? Dazzle?’

“Denzl.”

“He samagician?’

Jodi laughed. “Denzil’ s about aslogical aman asyou' re likely to{ Page 140} find, which means he
doesn't believein magic. If it can't be explained by logic, he' d say, then we smply haven't found the
proper parameters and reference points.”

“Then hewon’t be much help to us, will he?’

“He' saso wise and clever and my best friend.”

“Yes, but if he doesn’'t know anything about magic, there won't be anything he can do for us”

“Do you have a better idea?’

“I think s0,” Edern said. “What do you know about the stoneworks ' round about the countryside?’

“Bloodly little, except they make mefed tingly and sort of 2—oh, | don’t know, touched by mystery, |
suppose.”

“Did you ever hear that they’ re supposed to be the places where our world meets the Barrow World?’

Jodi laughed. “Oh raw we. Now you want to call up hummocks and piskiesto give usahand?’

“If awitch can shrink us, then why can’t the Little People exist?’

“That’ syour plan?’

When Edern nodded, Jodi started to laugh again, but she caught herself. Fine, she thought. Let’ sthink
thisthrough?—l ogically, as Denzil would have her do it. Magic worked. It obvioudy existed?>—they
were proof pogtive of that. So whynot Smals?

“Why would they help us?’ she wanted to know.

“Maybe we could trade them for their help.”

Jodi stuck ahand in her pocket and came out with a piece of twine, some dried pieces of biscuit left
over from dinner that she’d meant to give to the first stray dog she ran across, three glass marbles, two
copper pennies, apiece of sea-polished wood that had no discernible purpose, two small geared whedls

that obvioudy did have a purpose, though Jodi didn’t know what kind of a mechanism they’ d come from,
asmdl penknife, and somelint. She gaveit al acritica 1ook, then held out her hand to Edern.



“What would they like from this?” she asked.
“We could trade services,” Edern said patiently.
“What sort of services?’

“We d have to ask them that, wouldn’t we?’

Jodi sighed. “1 don’t know.” She glanced at the cat who continued to eye them with unabated interest.
“Beddes, first we haveto get awvay.”

“But whenwedo . .."

{Pagel41} Jodi stored the detritus from her pocket back whereit had all come from, only keeping out
the bits of broken biscuit. She offered Edern a piece and chewed on another hersdlf.

“Stoneworks,” she said, mumbling the word as she chewed. She swallowed, wishing she had adrink.
“Like the stone crosses and such?’

Edern nodded.

“What if God sends down an angel to see what we' re about? | don’t think He' d be ready to help me
because | rather doubt that I’'m in His good books.”

“It' sunlikely that would happen,” Edern said.

“If piskies can exigt, then why not God?’

“I wasthinking more of aplacelike the Merry Maidens.”

“Oh, | know the story behind them. Some girls were dancing on a Sunday, weren’t they? Thirteen of
them. And God turned them to stone. There were two pipers playing for the girls and they ran off, but
they got turned to stone al the same and stand afew fields over.”

“Why dl thissudden talk of God?’ Edern asked.

“Wél, you brought it up.”

“The story | know of the Merry Maidensisthat they’ re mermaids who got caught dancing when the sun
came up, so they were turned to stone.”

“You'rethinking of tralls”

“Thepoaintis,” Edern went on asthough she hadn’t interrupted, “that there’ sa seawisdom in those
stones. The seal sfull of powerful magic and lore. If we could get Her help . . .”

“I don't think I’min Her good books either,” Jodi said. “ At least my family isn't.”
Both her father and uncle had been taken by the sea. A year later her mother died of abroken heart,

which amounted to the sea being responsble for her deasth aswell. Jodi was quiet for along moment,
thinking of the parents she only knew from the fuzzy memories of the toddler she' d been at thetime of



their deaths.

“Jodi ?”

She shook off the gloom that had started to settle upon her.

“I'mfing” shesad. “1 wasjust thinking.”

“About the stoneworks?’

She nodded. “1 don’t think I’'m quite ready to accept that the sea could have a bit of achat with us.”
“There saso the Men-an-Tal stone, though that’ sfarther away.”

{Pagel42} “I’ ve been through its hole the nine timesiit’ s supposed to take to wake the charm, but
nothing ever happened.”

“ At moonrise?”’

“Not at moonrise. But then?—" She gave him a sudden rueful grin. “1 can’tbelieve we re having this
conversaion.”

“You didn’t believe in magic before the Widow enchanted you.”

Jodi nodded. “1 suppose we could try this stone of yours, but first we have to get the button charms
from the Widow’ shouse.”

“Better we go to the sonefirst to find outhow the spell works. That way, when we do retrieve the
charm, we can work it there on the spot.”

“And have her shrink usright back down again in the next moment.”

“Not if we go when she' snot about.”

“l suppose. . . ."

“Perhaps the Little People can give us some protection againgt her magic,” Edern said.
Jodi banged the back of her head againgt the crate in frustration.

“And perhaps,” she said, “we can fly away on aleaf and save oursalves the long walk to the stone.
Bother and damn! I’'mtired of perhapses and maybes.”

She stood up, chose another stone, and flung it at the cat.
“Get away, you!”
Surprisingly, thistime it worked. The cat backed away, looked onceto itsright, then fled.

Jodi turned to her companion with agrin. “ That showed him, didn’t it just?’



But Edern didn’t look in the least bit pleased. He sat very pale and till, just staring at the gap between
the crates through which the cat had been peering a them. With asnking feding in the pit of her
stomach, Jodi turned to see what it was that he was looking at.

Windle, the Widow’ sfetch, stared back at her. It had chased off the cat merely to take up the watch
itself. And there it would stay, Jodi knew, until the Widow arrived with some new kind of spell to snaich
them willy-nilly from their hiding place.

“Found something then have you, my sweet?” atoo familiar voice called out.

Or maybe the Widow was aready here.

3.

{Page143} It was smoky inside The Ship’s Inn, thick enough to be afog. Those who weren't puffing
away on pipes and cigars had cigarettes dangling from their mouths, each exhalation adding to the genera
haze. Blinking behind his glasses, Denzil navigated hisway through to the bar where he resignedly took a
stool beside Taupin.

Brengy Taupin looked the part of the hedgerow philosopher he claimed to be. He was thin asarake and
wore an odd collection of raggedy clothes that hung from hisframe with about the same sense of style as
could be expected from a scarecrow ?—in other words, it was dl angles and tatters. The gauntness of his
features was eased by a pair of cheerful and too bright eyes. His hair was an unruly brown thatch in
which bits of leaves and twigswere invariably caught. Denzil often caught himsdlf staring &t it, waiting for
abird’ shead to pop up out of its untidy hedgery.

“Can | buy you adrink, you?’ he asked.

He sgnaed to the barman to bring them two pints of bitter without waiting for Taupin'sreply.

“Thisisakindness,” Taupin sad after along appreciative swalow of his bitter, which left afoamy
moustache on his upper lip.

“Not to be confused with ahabit,” Denzil said, still wishing he' d chosen to walk the extrafew blocksto
the Tuck.

However, if thetruth wasto betold, for al Denzil’ s gruffness towards his companion, he and Taupin got
on rather well, for they both loved agood philosophical discusson?—ararity in temperate Bodbury ?
—and were each capable of kegping one going for weeks on end.

“Naturdly,” Taupin replied.

He dug about in one of the enormous pockets of his overcoat as he spoke.

“I’ve got something for you here,” he added as he came up with an odd mechanism that he set on the
bartop between them.

Denzil couldn’t help but beintrigued.

Taupin knew hiswesknessfor inexplicable machinery and thelike. If it was odd, if it gppeared useful but
couldn’t be readily explained, then it became an object of the utmost fascination to the inventor.



What lay on the bartop was most intriguing. It was obvioudy a clockwork mechanism of some sort, but
Denzil could see no way in{ Page 144} which it could be wound up. Nor what it would do even if it were

wound up.

“What isit?" he asked.

“I haven't thefaintest idea,” Taupin replied. “But watch.”

He gave the thing a shake, then set it back down upon the top of the bar. For amoment nothing
happened. Then a.cog went rolling down adight incline, caught another, which made the second cog
turn. A smdl metal shaft rose, returning thefirst cog to its starting point while the gears of the second
turned yet another cog, which in turn set awhole seriesin motion until ashaft at the far sde of the

machine began to turn. In the meantime, the first cog had rolled back down itsincline to engage the
second once more.

Denzil leaned closer, utterly captivated.
“How long doesit run?’ he asked.

Taupin grinned. “Well, it' s not the perpetual motion machine you' re dways on about, but it'll go for a
good hour.”

“With only the one shaketo get it Started?’

Taupin nodded.

“Wheredid you get it?’

“Inajunk shop in Praed. Fascinating, isn't it? Y ou can keep it if you like”
“How much?

“Fah,” Taupin said, waving aside the offer of monetary return. “Y ou can have me over for dinner some
night>—but when Jodi’ s cooking, mind you. | won't eat your idea.of ameal.”

Regretfully, Denzil pulled his gaze away from the machine that went merrily on about its
incomprehensible business. Pushing up his glasses, heturned to Taupin.

“I meant to talk to you about her,” he said.

“Who?" Taupin asked. “Jodi? A ddightful girl. Quite clever and quick to learn. And oddly enough,
considering how the greater part of what she' slearned has come from you or my own sdif, aremarkable
Cook.”

Denzil nodded. “I just wish you' d stop filling her head with fairy tales.”
“Why ever for? What can it possibly harm?’

“Her intdlect. Thelogica progresson of her reasoning.”



Taupin laughed. “Look,” hesad. “This’ ?—he pointed to the mechanism?—"is how you see the world.
Everything hasits place. It dl moveslike clockwork, one event logicdly following the other.{ Page
145} When something does't fit, it's merely because we haven't understood it yet.”

13 &?’

Now Taupin reached into one of hisvoluminous pockets and dumped its contents on the table. Geegaws
and trinkets lay helter-skelter upon one another. A small tatty book lay entangled with alength of netting.
A tinwhistle had afeather sticking out of its mouth hole and what appeared to be adried rat’ stail
protruding fromits other end. A square of cloth with buttons sewn to it, each oddly connected to the
other with startlingly bright embroidery that dmost, but not quite, had adiscernible pattern. A crab's
pincer with aholein it through which had been pulled apiece of string. Two stones?—one with thefossl
of ashdl uponit, the other with what might be faded hieroglyphics or smply scratches.

Therewas more, but it was dl too much for Denzil to easily catalogue.

“Thisishow theworld redly is,” Taupin said. “A confusion in which some things make perfect sense’ ?
—he shook the whistle free of its encumbrances and rolled it back and forth on the palm of his hand?
—*“while othersmay never be explained.”

Now he plucked up the stone with its curious markings and offered it to his companion. Denzil took it
gingerly, asthough afraid it might bite, and gave it a cursory glance. The markings did appear to be some
sort of language?—though not one he could recognize. And it was very old.

“I found that around by the point,” Taupin said. “Washed in from the seg, it was.” He pointed back to
the bartop.” That’ s the true face of the world, Denzil ?—al jumbled up with no distinguishable pattern
except that,somehow, it sal connected to itsalf and the whole thing muddles through in the end.”

“A pretty andogy,” Denzil said as he handed the stone back, “but amistaken one.”

“Still, we' re not so different, you and 1. We both pursue Truth.”

“Weare different,” Denzil assured him. “I go about my search for Truth in arationd, scientific manner.
Y ou hope to sumble over it through blind luck and tomfoolery.”

Taupin raised hisglassto him. “Here sto Wisdom, wherever it may be found.”

“Whét | need to find at the moment is Jodi,” Denzil said.

“Misplaced her, haveyou?’

{Pagel46}“ Thisian't ajoke, you.”

Taupin'sgrin fatered, hisfeatures growing increasingly grave as Denzil explained the Stuation.
“It makes no sense,” Denzil said ashefinished up.

“Not asmidgen,” Taupin agreed.

“Jodi’ssmply not like that.”



“Notat dl.”
“And | don't know whereto begin to look for her.”

Taupin said nothing for along moment. Brow wrinkled with thought, he dowly moved the contents from
his pocket from the top of the bar back into his pocket, then finished the last inch of hishitter.

“There stwo wayswe can go about this,” he said finally.
“And they are?’

“We begin with the Gossip method of logic, whereby we search the town from top to bottom, leaving
word with the Tatters children and the like as we make our way.”

“ And the second method?”

“Wadl,” Taupin said, “once we ve exhausted the logicd route, we' |l taketheillogica one and Sart to
congder theimpossible”

Denzil shook hishead. “1 haven't the faintest ideawhat you' re on about.”
“I amel magicintheair,” Taupinsad smply.
Denzil snorted. “What apile of nonsense!”

“It may wdll be. But | smdll it dl the same. And after dl, rumour hasit that the Widowis awitch.” He
held up ahand before Denzil could argue further. “But first we' Il take aturn around the town, a-foot and
with our eyes peded for mischief 7—yes?’

Denzil gave arductant nod, which made his glasses skid down to the end of his nose. He pushed them
back up again, thinking of Taupin’ s offer. Denzil knew he needed help. He just wished he could have
found it in amore practical corner. Still, aman took what he was offered.

Finishing his own bitter, he pocketed the mechanism that Taupin had given him and got off his stoal.

“Let’sbeon our way,” he said.

The Pipers Despair

{Pagel47}If you live close enough to the edge of the land and the edge of the seg, if you listen hard and
watch close, you can get some sense of placesthat are different from what most people see and hear.

?—HILBERT SCHENCK, fromChronosequence

Felix thoughtabout L ena as he walked back to Mousehole from Penzance. She seemed like a decent
sort of person, yet he couldn’t help but fed uncomfortable about her obviousinterest in him. It wasn't



that she was unattractive, or that she' d thrown hersdf at him. He just didn’t need or want any more
complicationsin hislife a the moment.

He had enough on hismind aready.

But the trouble was, hefelt sorry for her. Dumped by her boyfriend in astrange place, unable to even
tour about now because of her accident, and then he showed up. . . .

Weas it the Japanese who believed that if you saved someone' s life you became responsible for that
person? His helping her hadn’t exactly been arescue from alife-threatening plight, but he couldn’t deny
that >—now that he knew of her and the unhappy situation she wasin?—hedid fed just abit responsible
for her.

It was probably a case of empathy, because he knew exactly how she had to be feding. But therewas
aso something e se that troubled him about her, some subtext underlying the time he’ d spent in her
company that had nothing to do with her attraction to him, or hisfeding sorry and just abit responsible
for her. Whatever it was, he couldn’t put hisfinger onit. Hedidn't really want to think about it or her.

Hejust wished he hadn’t met her in thefirst place. And having met her, he wished he weren't seeing her
tomorrow, because that only complicated things more.

Was nothing Smple anymore?

At North Cliff he turned up Duck Street towards the Gaffer’ s house. When he got to Chapel Place and
found his bags sitting out{ Page 148} side the garden wall, he redized that he hadn’t known what
complication was yet.

Nowwhat was going on?

Pulse quickening uncomfortably, he left hisluggage Sitting there, both duffel and accordion case, and
knocked upon the door. The grim face of the Gaffer as he answered did little to dlay hisgrowing
distress.

“Hdlo, Tom,” he began. “What' s?—’

“Get away, you,” the Gaffer said.

“Don’t | even get some sort of explan?—"

“Isthat him?’ he heard Janey ask from inside.

“He s not worth your time, my gold,” the Gaffer said, but Janey pushed by him in the doorway.

Felix was shocked at her tear-stained face, the hurt in her eyesthat grew rapidly into anger the longer
she stood there looking at him.

“I hate you for what you' ve done,” she began, her voice deadly cam.

Felix could fed hisheart turn to stone at her words. A foggy numbness settled over him, making
everything appear to be happening at half speed.



“Wha?—what isit that I’ m supposed to have done?’
His own voice, when he spoke, seemed to drone on forever just to get those few words out.

“Weknow al about you and your?—" Her voice cracked, tears welling up anew in her eyes. “You and
your littletart.”

Shemeant Lena, heredlized.
1] Bljt?—”
“Don’'t gart lying again!” she shouted. “ Grampssaw you with her.”

Quickly now, Felix told himself. Explain theinnocence of your meeting with the woman because thiswas
aready getting far too out of hand asit was.

But hisvoice was il trapped behind the growing numbness that was fogging him. The coldnessin his
chest degpened. When he spoke, hiswords seemed distant >—unred even to himself.

“I don't know what he saw, but>—"
“And that’ s not theworst. That stupid lying letter of yours?—you wroteit yoursdlf, didn’t you? Or did
she doit for you?Y ou knew ?—youknew how much the book meant to me. . . and the promise. . . the

promise Gramps mede Billy. . . .”

{Pagel49} She couldn’'t go on. Tears streaming down her cheeks, she turned to the Gaffer who
enfolded her inhisarms,

“Get away fromus,” the Gaffer said.
113 BLIt?_H

He could fed hisworld collapsing around him like a house made of cards knocked apart by the uncaring
sweep of agiant hand.

“Get away,” the Gaffer repeated, adding, “or I'll cal the law on you.”
Heturned away, pulling Janey with him, and dammed the door in Felix’ sface.

Felix stood there, numbly staring at the door. Deep in the pit of his ssomach aknot, hard asarock, was
forming. His chest fet tight, heart drumming awild tattoo.

This couldn’t be happening, he thought. They weren't going to shut him out of ther liveslike thiswithout
even giving him achanceto explain that he' d done nothing wrong, were they?

Helifted his hand to knock again, then smply let it fal to hisside.
Madness: Thiswholetrip out here had been nothing but madness.

He thought of the letter that had brought him to Mousehole.



Janey claimed she hadn’t sent it.

He thought of the odd storiesthe Gaffer had told about strangerstrying to stedl his old mate’ swritings.
What had turned such kind and gentle people asthe Littlesinto apair of raving paranoids?

Those stories?—were any of them even true? There was the theft he' d stopped. . . .

Helifted his hand a second time, then dowly turned away. What was the use? They weren’t going to
ligentohim.

His own eyeswere burning now. Helet the tearsfal as he collected his bags and stumbled off to the
only sanctuary he might till havein thevillage.

“Oh, no,” Clare said when she opened the door. “1t didn’'t go well, did it?’

“It went bloody awful,” Felix said. “It didn't go at dl.”

Hishead had cleared alittle on the walk over to her place, but the coldnesswas till thereinsde him. He
didn’'t know if it would ever go away. He could think alittle more clearly again; hejust couldn’'t believe
that the scene that had played itself out on the Gaf{ Page 150} fer’ s doorstep had actualy happened. He
kept wanting to go back, to prove to himself that it had al been amistake, something he had only
imagined, but then he' d see Janey’ sface again, the hurt and the anger in it, he' d see the Gaffer’ srage,
and know it had dl taken place.

Clare ushered him insgde. Her mother was aready in bed, but Clare had been sitting up reading. She
took him back into the kitchen and poured him a cup of teafrom the pot she’' d just made for herself.
Felix accepted it gratefully, dmost gulping the scalding liquid down. He wastrying to warm the coldness
that had lodged inside him, but the tea didn’t help. Maybe nothing ever would.

“Do you want to talk about it?’ Clare asked.

Fdix lifted his head dowly from the whorls of wood grain on the kitchen table that he' d been staring at.

“There snothing redly to tell,” he said. “1 never got to say athing. | got back from Penzance to find my
cases ditting outside by the wall and when | knocked on the door, al she did wasyell a me. Shewas
crying and shouting dl at the sametime. The Gaffer said hewas going to call the copsif | didn't leave.”

Clareligtened with mounting horror. “What did youdo 7’ she asked.

Felix laughed bitterly in response. It was an ugly sound that grated even on hisown ears.

“That'sjust it,” hesad. “1 didn’t do anything except. . .”

Slowly hetold her of what he’ d done since he’ d seen her to her door earlier in the day.

“| swear there was nothing going on between us,” he said, finishing up. “1 mean, what was | supposed to
do? Leave her lying there by the sSde of the road?’



“Of coursenot. Y ou did the decent thing.”

“Maybe it looked bad, when | was taking her back to her hotel on her bike, but, Jesus, shouldn't | at
least get the chanceto tell my sde of it?’

Clare nodded. “There’ sgot to be moreto it than just that.”

“Shethinks | wrote thisletter she sent,” Felix said. He pulled the crumpled paper from his pocket and
tossed it onto the table. “ Or that Lenawroteit for me,” he added.

“Oh, no,” Claresaid. “She’ swrong. That'snot at al what ?—"

“And then there sall the Gaffer’ s crgp about people coming around trying to steal William bloody
Dunthorn’s precious writing.” { Page 151} Felix shot her an anguished look. “ They’ ve gone off the deep
end?—both of them.”

He shoved his seat away from the table and stood up.

“I can't day here,” he said.

Therewasawild look in hiseyes, like that of a caged animdl.

“Fdix, you can't just go.”

“You' rewrong. | canand | will. I'vegot to.”

“At least stay herefor the night.”

Felix shook hishead. “I’ll find aplace in Penzance, get the stupid cane for Lena, then I'm going to hitch

back to London and find myself another job. | spent dmost everything | had just to get here as quickly as
| did. If Janey wantsto talk to me, she can just show up at whatever dock my next ship happensto land

in”
Clare caught his hand before he could walk away.
“The stores are closed tomorrow,” she said. “It's Sunday.”
“Theantiqueshops...?
“It'snot the tourist season anymore.”
“Shit.”

“I can lend her one of my canes. There s some business cards beside the typewriter in the study with the
store’ s address on them. Y ou can tell her to drop it off there when she’ sdone with it. No sensein

spending the money on anew one.”

Shelet go of hishand and Felix moved to the doorway, pausing on its threshold.

“You bdieve me, don't you?’



Clarenodded. “1 just wish I’d known earlier you fancied girlswith canes.” She obvioudy regretted
saying that as soon asit was out of her mouth. “I’m sorry. Thisisn't atime for teasing.”

“That'sokay,” Felix said. “I know you mean well. I’ll keep in touch with you. And I’ll comevisit. |
should have sooner, but | .. .” Hesighed. “I shouldn’t forget what friends | do have.”

“Don't write Janey off so quickly,” Claretold him. “Things can gtill work out.”

Felix merely shook hishead. The coldness hadn't left him. He was still numb and shaken, but redity had
settledin.

“There was never anything to work out,” he said. “1 see that now.”

“You can't believethat.”

“If therehad been,” Felix said, “ she' d have heard me out.”

“But that’sjust her temper. Y ou know Janey, she' s?—"

{Pagel52}“That’'sright. | do know Janey. Or at least | know her now. I...” He shivered. “| haveto
go, Clare. | just haveto get out into the air. | fed like my head' s going to explodeif | don't. Where' sthat
cane?’

“Begdemy desk.”

Shefollowed him out of the kitchen into the study where he picked up the cane and abusiness card.

“Fdix,” she began when they were by the front door. “About that letter.”

He shook hishead. “1 don’t want to talk anymore. I'll call you before | leave Penzance tomorrow,
okay?’

“But?—"

“Thanksfor the cane.” He bent down and gave her akiss. “I love you, Clare. Always have. Y ou were
awaystherefor me. I'll try to makeit up to you sometime.”

He saw the tears starting up in her eyes. Before she could say anything more, he gave her aquick hug,
then collected hisluggage and went out the door.

2.

That’ swhat you get for meddling, Clare thought as she watched Felix head back down Raginnis Hill
towards the harbour.

She sighed and looked out over the rooftops to where Mount’ s Bay lay dark and brooding in the
Cornish night. There were no stars visible over the water tonight, the sky being overhung with acloud
cover that promised rain. She looked back down the road, but Felix was gone now. The street was
empty, except for the inevitable Mousehole cat. This one wasthe small calico femaethat lived afew
doors down. She was prowling aong the side of the road, stalking who knew what.



Clare watched her for afew moments|onger, remembering the old story about the red cats of Zennor.

Between the two World Wars, awoman came to the village of Zennor, which lay on the north coast of
Penwith Peninsula, and announced that she was going to breed tigers. The local authorities, needlessto
say, forbade her to do so, whereupon the woman promptly announced that if she couldn’t breed tigers,
then she would breed ared cat asfierce asatiger. Now, if one wasto go anywhere from St. Ivesto
Zennor, it was the oddest thing, but nearly every cat one would see would have atinge of red about it.

{ Page153} When the cdlico disappeared into a garden across from the Wild Bird Hospital, Clare went
back insde her own house and closed the door.

Meddling, she thought.
She' d dways been ameddier.

It dated from when she was very young?—just after her accident down by the cave?—when the doctors
told her parents that she’ d never walk again. She' d been playing above Mousehole Cave and followed
some older children who were clambering down the rocky fieldsto where the cave lay; only where their
longer limbstook them easily down, with her smaler size, it was al she could do just to kegp themiin
sght. She scrambled after them and one migudged step later, she was tumbling straight down a
twenty-foot drop.

She d been lucky to come out of it dive, though that wasn't how she viewed thingsin the first bleak
months of her convalescence.

The bones of oneleg sustained multiple fractures, and to this day that leg remained thinner and wesker
than the other asit had never healed properly. She could sense the wesether init, asan old sailor could in
his bones. But there had been damage done to her spina column aswell.

For two years she' d had no use of her lower limbs. But she was determined to walk again and whether
it was through the sheer persgstence of her will >—"Never seen a child with such heart,” the doctor told
her parentswhen, after an initia depression, she smply refused to give up her dream of walking again?
—or whether it was amiracle, eventually the nerves and muscles hedled. Shewasin awheelchair for
three years after that, awaker for another sx months, the crutchesfor far too long, but finaly she could
get about with acane as she il did to this day.

The muscles never fully recovered, and she till had her bad days when her leg gave her such trouble she
could only walk after taking a painkiller against the hurt, but what did she care about that? Compared to
being abedridden invdid for the rest of her life, her present mobility was a gift from heaven.

Janey had been her best friend before the accident, and stayed her friend after. While Clare was il
bedridden, she came by after school to share her lessons, or just to gossip, and once Clare was mobile
agan?—if only in her whed chair—Janey pushed her about dl over the village, struggling up the steep
roads, hanging on the back asthey played daredevil in places where the inclines weren’t too steep.

{Pagel54} Still, for dl Janey’ s companionship, Clare had far too much time on her own. It was during
this period that she began alifelong love affair with the written word. And it was dso then, when it
appeared that she would only be able to sample agreat dedl of life vicarioudy, that she began her
meddling.

It was Clare who convinced her mother to go back to school when Father died. She was the one who



pushed Jack Treffry into trying out for the local rugby team where he did so well that he eventualy turned
professional. She, long with Dinny, kept after Janey when she wasfirst starting up the pipes because
Clare understood long before any of them that, while afiddler waswelcome a any session or barn
dance, one needed something a bit more exotic to make amark for onesdlf in thefolk circuit where
fiddlerswere a penny adozen.

It became such ahabit that when shecould take up thereins of her own life again, she continued to
meddlein the affairs of othersall the same. As she had with Janey and Fdlix.

But how, she asked hersdlf, could she do anything but meddie when it came to them? They were the two
friends she loved most in the world. And sheknew they were right for each other. They were just each
too thick-headed in their own way to put what was needed into their relationship to keep it together.

So she' d done what she could, only now it had backfired on them all.
Claresighed.
She' d do anything for Janey. And when it cameto Felix . . .

Her only redl regret with Felix was that she hadn’t met him before Janey had, but she knew she’ d kept
her fedingswell hidden about that over the years?—except for the stupid remark she' d blurted out to
him just before he left.

Fancying girlswith canes.
Shewished.

But he and Janey were never to know and she could only hope that fegling as he had, Felix would smply
forget her momentary lapse.

Timeto set matters right, she thought as she put on ajumper her mum had knit for her last winter. Over
that, she wore ayellow nor’ wester against the coming rain and stuck amatching yellow rain hat in its
pocket.

Leaving anote for her mum, in case she should wake up and{ Page 155} wonder where her daughter
had gone off to when she said she was staying in for the evening, Clare et herself quietly out the front
door and set off down the hill towards the Gaffer’ s house, her cane tap-tapping on the road by her side.

3.
Fdix wished he were back at sea.

Mousehole, the closeness of its cottages and houses, its narrow streets and its sense of close-knit
community, had none of itsusua charm for him tonight. The lit windows behind which families went about
their business were only reminders of what he didn’t have. The buildings appeared to lean towards him,
making him fed claustrophobic. The noisy revelry ingde The Ship's Inn when he went by, the cheerful
faces of its patrons, laughing and chatting as they kept one another company, was something he felt he'd
never share.

Andin hislondiness, the seacdled to him. Asit dwaysdid. It waswhat had kept him sanethe last time
he and Janey had broken up.



Hewalked past the harbour, listening to the tide murmuring, but even over its caming sound, al he could
hear were Janey’ s accusations, the grim set to the Gaffer’ svoice, and Clare. Trying to explainit al away

agan.
Clare.

| just wish I’d known earlier you fancied girlswith canes. . . .
Oh, Clare, hethought. | never knew.

He d never seen past the friendship, past her warmth and gentle teasing, that he might have meant more
to her than just afriend. But lost in his own anguish as he' d been, heart open and hurting, he' d been privy
to her innermost longingsin that one moment before she realized what she’ d said and quickly covered it

up.
Why couldn’t he be like everyone e se? Felix wondered, and not for the first time.

It wasn't just his stage fright that stood between Janey’ s and his happiness. He knew that,
subconscioudy, apart of him sabotaged their relationship for fear that it would be no different from that
of hisown parents. That was why he never opened himsalf up completely ?—it wasn't just the fear of
ridicule

He d never even told Clare that.

And how kind had he been to her? How much of afriend? Writ{ Page 156} ing, oh, yes, lots of long
letters, but?—never mind what he' d discovered tonight?—all he seemed to do was lean on her,
borrowing her strength because hislove lifewasn’t going well, and dl the time she' d loved him. From
dar, asit were. Tdking him through his problems with no hope of her own needs being fulfilled. . . .

Hewas outside of the village now, on the road to Newlyn and nearing the quarry. The sea gill spoketo
him and he made hisway down the stairs by the old silos to the concrete wharf below by the seawhere
the ships used to dock to collect their loads of blue avin stone. He put down his cases and Clare' s cane.
Sitting on the edge of the wharf, he looked out acrossthe water.

What was he going to do with himsdlf?

Run away again? Because that was what hehad done the last time. Never mind that he and Janey had
caled it quits. He d been as much apart of their quarreling as Janey had, but the old adage wastrue. It
took two to argue. And for al that he' d tried to see things through, to stay calm and keep the diadlogue
going, had hereally tried hard enough? Or had he smply given up, leaned on Clare until even her support
could no longer sugtain him, then smply run away?

Hejust didn’t know anymore.

Why couldn’t hejust fit into anorma nine-to-five dot, instead of traipsing al over the world, looking for
aheart’ s peace he was never going to find anyway? Marry, raise some kids, have friendsin one place
instead of scattered halfway across the planet. Not worry about whether he was going to turn out to be
the same kind of ashit as his parents had been, just carry on with life. Not worry about playing on stage,
just keep the music asahaobby. . . .



But, of course, it wasn't that smple. Nothing was. And no one' slife was free of complications.

How many times hadn’t he listened to friends, tied down to some office job by their mortgages and
families, thinking he was such alucky stiff for being footloose and free? How many times hadn’t he heard
about lost loves, and might-have-beens and if-onlys from them? What was so different between them and
him? It was only detalls.

The woman he loved hated him, asdid her grandfather.

He had some secretary-cum-struggling-actress interested in him because her boyfriend had dumped her
and she was bored.

A woman he' d thought of as his best friend had been hiding romantic fedingsfor dl these years.

{ Pagel57} The one thing he did well —playing music?—was denied him as a career because he was
too much of achickenshit to fight alittle stage fright.

Heworked in athankless job with no future, because the freedom of movement it gave him kept him
from making too many lasting ties and the seawas the only thing that kept him sane. . . .

He was no more screwed up than anybody. Hejust hadn’t learned how to deal with it properly. Other
peopl€ s problems? He was awayswilling to listen and was al too good at handing out advice that could
solvethem if they only gave what he offered atry. Hisown? Don't think about them seemed to be his
motto, and maybe they’ll just go away.

But they never did.

They just got worse.

They got so bad that no matter where you turned, something was screwing up.
Felix watched the lights of aboat go by acrossthe bay.

That was him, donein the darkness. But didn’t it only take his coming out into the light to make dl his
troubles go away? Wouldn't that at least be astart?

Hejust couldn’t think about it anymore. Not right now.

He couldn’t go back to Mousehole, to either the Gaffer’ swhere he wasn't welcome anyway, or to

Clare’ swhere he was perhaps too welcome. Neither did he want to go into Penzance where Lenawas
stting bored and donein her hotel room.

Instead, he tried to give the seaan opportunity to calm the turmoil in him. That's what worked best.
When he had the late watch on ship, or when he wasin aplace like this?—that secret territory between
sea and shore?—he could dmost step outsde of himself and become part of some hidden otherworld
where time moved differently and the familiar became strange. Then he understood how the sailors of old
could have seen mermaids and sea serpents and ghost ships, how they could hear amusic in the waves
that could only be the beckoning of sirens.

For therewasamusic in the seathat Felix could hear at times like this. Not the obvious music of wave
on shore, rattling stones on shingle beaches, waves lapping quietly against wharf and pilings, breskers



thundering in desolate coves. But another, more exotic music that went deeper. That had its sourcein the
hidden lands undersea and came to the ears of men from how it echoed with the movement{ Page 158} of
their heart’ s blood, rather than by physicaly vibrating againgt their eardrums. A music that caled up tunes
from hisown fingers, tojoin its Sngular measures.

He reached behind him and took his button accordion from its case, setting it on his knee while he undid
the bellows straps. It was avintage three-row Hohner that he' d bought in alittle shop in the old part of
Quebec City. Its grillwork was battered, the instrument’ s casing scratched and worn, the bellows
repaired so often they probably didn’t have abit of original materid left to them. But the action on the
buttons was still perfect, the reeds were true, and he’ d yet to run across an instrument he fancied more,
though the opportunity had come up often enough.

Fdlix loved rummaging about in old music shops, loved tracing the history of aparticular box, or even
just theinstrument in generdl. Itsorigin was fascinatingly peculiar, coming about by happenstance rather
than design.

A cousin to the mouth organ, the accordion was afree-reed instrument that was invented by a German
named Chrigtian Buschmann in the course of his development of the mouth-blown instrument. He
produced a device that had twenty reeds on abrasstable, powered by aleather bellows, which he called
a“hand-aeoline.” Further improvements were made by Demian of Viennain 1892, who coined the name
“accordion,” but thefirst serious commercid production of diatonic accordions, or melodeons, wasthe
work of the M. Hohner harmonicafactory, Stuated in the Black Forest’ s Trossingen some fifty years
leter.

Felix had often suffered the ignorance of those unfamiliar with the instrument to whom the word
“accordion” conjured up painful versons of “Lady of Spain” ?—afar cry from the music that Felix and his
peers played. Those same souls, once they heard what could be done with both the piano and button
accordion in traditional music, were, more often than not, won over with only afew tunes. And they were
surprised a the instrument’ s heritage.

For before zydeco and rock ‘n’ roll, before Lawrence Welk and Astor Piazzolla, the “ squeeze box” was
being usad in traditional music?—to accompany Morris dancersin England and clog dancersin Quebec
and on the Continent, and to give an unmistakable lift to the jigs and redls of Ireland and Scotland.
Without the pedigree of the harp, the flute, the fiddle, or the various kinds of bagpipes, it had il
developed a surprisngly large number of virtuoso players who{ Page 159} were only just beginning to be
acknowledged as some of the finest proponents of the folk tradition.

Their music could make the heart lift, the foot tap, and, as Felix had found so often, bring consolation to
him when he was feding depressed. The only thing better than listening was playing.

He dipped one shoulder strap over hisright shoulder; the other went over the biceps of hisleft arm.
Thumbing down the air-release button, he opened the bellows and ran through an arpeggio of notes,
fingers dancing from one row to another as he went up and down the three-row fingerboard. He didn’t
touch the accompaniment buttons, just played afreeform music with hisright hand to loosen up his

fingers

Then, dill looking out across the choppy waters of the bay, he let the secret music hidden initsdark
water mingle with the jumble and confusion ingde him and he began to play.

It was aplaintive, disconsolate music that he called up that night. It neither cheered him nor eased his
problems. All it did was alow him the expression of his sorrow and cluttered thoughts so that he could a



least face them with aclearer mind.

The wounds of his heart ran too deep for an easy cure; healing would take more than music.

Two hours later, hefindly set hisingrument aside. A surreal calm touched him as he stored the
accordion back into its case and then dowly roseto hisfeet.

He knew what he had to do now.

Hewould drop the cane off with Lena, but that was asfar ashe’ d let her complicate hislife. Then he'd
go. He needed money, needed ajob. But thistime when he worked the ships, he' d save hismoney. He
wouldn’t moon over what was logt, or what couldn’t be. He'd look ahead to what could be. He' d finally
do something with himsdlf; facelife, rather than avoidingit.

Thinking of Janey il hurt>—would aways hurt, because it wasimpossible to smply put her asde asiif
she' d never had any importance?—but he couldn’t let his need for her continue to steer the course of his
life

And he would come back.

To Penwith. To Mousehole. Because hewouldn’t let what couldn’t be with her affect hisfriendship with
Clare and Dinny and the others he knew in the area.

{ Page160} Not anymore.
Easy to say, he thought as he gathered up his duffel bag and dung it to his shoulder.

He picked up his accordion case and Clare’ s cane and started back up the stairs to the road that would
take him into Penzance. He paused at the top to look back towards Mousehole. The village was mostly
dark now. Above him the clouds let fall thefirst misty sheet of adrizzle that would probably continue
throughout the night. His chest wastight again as he turned from the village and started to walk away.

His hard-won resolutions clotted like cold porridge inside him, sticking to one another in atangle that no
longer made the sense he! d thought he' d resolved them into only afew moments ago. It wasdl he could
do to not turn around and go back.

Goddamn it, Janey, he thought. Why couldn’t you have justlistened for a change?

There was awet sheen on his cheeks as he steded himsdlf to continue down to Penzance. Most of it
was dueto the light drizzle that accompanied him on hisway.

But not dl.

4,

All Janey wanted to do after the Gaffer had sent Felix off was crawl away and die. A numb, sick fedling
settled over her. She sat dumped in an easy chair by the hearth, her arms wrapped around the Dunthorn

book asthough it were alife ring that would keep her from drowning. She stared at Jabez washing
himsdlf on the throw rug by her feet, not realy seeing the cat, not redly aware of anything except for the



emptinessthat had lodged inside her.

It wasredlly true, she thought. Y ou never knew what you wanted until you lost it.
She sarted when the Gaffer laid his hand on her shoulder.

“Don’'t blameyoursdf, my gold,” he said. “It was none of your fault.”

She nodded, not trusting hersdlf to speak.

The Gaffer sghed. Giving her shoulder asqueeze, he went over to hisown chair and sat down, the same
unhappy look in hisfeatures.

“But who would have thought,” the Gaffer began. He shook his head. “He seemed the best of men. .. "

{Pagel61}“He?—hewasn't dways. . . likethis....” She couldn’'t go on.

“No, my love,” the Gaffer agreed. “1 do suppose what hurts the most is being three scats behind to find
out just what sort of aman he' d become since last we saw him.”

Janey nodded again. There should have been some hint, shouldn’t there? she thought. Surely abloke
couldn’t change that much without it showing somehow? But he' d been just the same old Felix ?>—the

little she' d seen of him.

Bloody hell. Why did he haveto go and do it?

To befair, she had no claim on hisheart. What he did with hislove life was his own business, for al that
it hurt. But to betray their trust by siding with those who were basically trying to rob Billy’ sgrave. . . .

“WE I haveto hidethat book again,” the Gaffer said, asthough he were reading her mind.

“I2—I just want. . .”

The Gaffer nodded. “Y ou go ahead and finish it, my queen. But then it hasto go away.”

Trust thingsto go al awful likethis, Janey thought. It had just been too perfect to last. Finding the book,
Felix coming back, the reporter fromRolling Sione wanting to do apieceon her. . .. Trugtittoturn all
horrible. It wasthe story of her life. Surely she should have learned by now: Don't get too happy, or

someone would come along and pull the carpet out from under her. Like bloody Alan making amess of
their upcoming tour. Like Felix arriving to wake apromisein her heart, only to stab her in the back.

Shejust wished she could fed angry instead of so lost.
“1 haveto go to bed,” she said.

“Seepinmy room,” the Gaffer said. “1 don’t want you next door on your own.”

“I...I'll bedl right. . . .”

“It'snot your heart I'm thinking of, my gold; it' s these bloody vultures out to pick Billy’ sbones. Best we
stick together, youand I.”



“All right,” Janey said.

Still clutching the book, she went up to hisroom. She didn’t bother to undress, just crawled under the
comforter where she curled up in afeta position and tried not to think. When Mike caled alittle later,
she asked the Gaffer to tdll him that shewas sick and couldn’t spesk to him.

{ Pagel62} “Maybe you should see him,” the Gaffer said. “1t might take your mind off things.”

“|?—I can’t see anyone, Gramps.”

“Perhapsit’stoo soon,” he agreed.

Any time, period, was going to be too soon, Janey thought as he went back downgtairs. Oh, Felix, why
did you have [to] come back? | was doing just fine not remembering you until | saw you again yesterday.

Shetried deeping, to no avail. All she could do, when she wasn't crying, waslietherein the dark and
gare up at [the] celling. When she heard the doorbell ring downgtairs, she[sat] up in bed, haf hoping it
was Felix, half dreading it. But when the visitor spoke, asking for her, she recognized Clare' s voice and
let out a breath she hadn’t been aware she was holding. A pang of disappointment cut across her relief.

“She’ snot feding well, my heart,” she heard her grandfather say.

“She'still going to seeme,” Clarereplied, “and you' re both going to listen to me. Pardon my rudeness,
Mr. Little, but you and Janey have been acting like apair of twitstonight and I’m not leaving until | talk
some sense into the both of you.”

Janey burrowed back under the comforter. She couldn’t face Clare’ swell-meaning, but thistime
misguided, attempts at getting her and Fdlix to reconcile. Not tonight.

“Now see here, you,” the Gaffer began.

“No,” Clareinterrupted him. “Y ouwill listento me.” Louder, she caled up the stairs: “ Janey! | know
you're here. Will you come down on your own or do | have to go up and drag you down here?’

Couldn’'t she be left donewith her grief?

“Jrey!”

“I don't know rightly what’ sgot into you, Clare Mabley,” the Gaffer said, “but if you don't leave off
your shouting, I’ l12—"

“You'll what? Cal the police to come take me away? Go on and do it then, but I'll ill have my say
before they arrive.”

“You don't understand,” the Gaffer tried to explain. “What happened with Felix was?>—"
“No, you don’t understand.” Again aloud cry up the gairs. “ Janey!”

Was the whole world going mad? Janey wondered. First Felix betraying them, now Clare carrying on,
sounding angrier than Janey had ever heard her before.



1] \m! ”

{Pagel63}“You'll stop that shouting!” the Gaffer cried back.

Janey dragged hersdlf out of bed. Still hugging the Dunthorn book to her chest, she shuffled out into the
hall and stood at the head of the gairs, looking down at the pair of them. The Gaffer had gone dl redin
the face. Clare stood by the door, an equally angry look in her own features.

“Pleasedon't fight,” Janey said.

They turned like guilty children, then they both tried to speek at once.

“It' s about time?—"

“Shewouldn’'t go?—"

Janey held up her hands. She looked from Clare to the Gaffer, loving them both, wondering how things
could have deteriorated to the point that they should al be at one another’ sthroats.

“Why don’t we make a pot of tea, Gramps,” she said, “and then we can see what Clare wanted to talk
to us about.”

It felt decidedly odd to Janey to be acting as a mediator 2—especialy between the Gaffer and Clare.
Her grandfather was so good-natured that he was everybody’ s mate, and Clare was normally so
even-tempered that Janey felt she could count on the fingers of one hand the number of times she'd seen
her friend angry. But mediating hel ped keep at bay the bleak fedling that wasinside her and she wanted
to hear what Clare had to say ?>—hoping, she had to admit to herself, that Clare would somehow be able
to defend Fdlix’ s behavior, however unlikely that seemed.

It took awhile, but when Janey and the Gaffer had heard her out, the three of them ditting in the kitchen
with apot of tea, Clare’sstory did exactly that. At thefirst mention of Lena, the Gaffer interrupted to
explain who the woman was?—that she’ d come around earlier, sniffing after Dunthorn’s secrets.

“I never knew,” shesad. “And neither did Fdix.”

Before the Gaffer could take the conversation off on atangent, she went on with her sory, refusing to be
interrupted again until she was done. Then she let them spesk.

“But I saw him and that American woman,” the Gaffer said. “The two of them together on that bike,
looking for al theworld like apair of lovers.”

“And how else was he supposed to get her back to her hotel ?”
“Did he never think of an ambulance?’

“And did you ever give him achanceto explain?’ Clare shot back.{ Page 164} “He d onlyjust met her.
Would you rather he d eft her there by the side of the road?’

Janey found hersdlf nodding, then redlized how spiteful she was being. Besides, if what Clare was saying
was true, then Felix couldn’t have known who this Lenawasin thefirst place.



“That'swell and fine,” the Gaffer said, “but it fill al rests on our taking Fdlix at hisword.”
“And did he ever lieto you before?” Clare demanded.

Janey shook her head. But the Gaffer nodded.

“There wasthat letter,” he said. “ Janey never sent it. Ibelieve her.”

“Of courseshedidn't sendit,” Clarereplied. “I did.”

Janey’ seyeswent wide. “You?’

Clare nodded. “ Someone had to get the two of you back together again.”

“So?—s0 Fdix had nothing to do with?—with any of it. . . 7’

Janey felt about an inch tal. She turned to the Gaffer, the anguish plain in her eyes. The Gaffer looked as
mortified asshefdt.

“Of course hedidn’t! For God' s sake, how could you eventhink Felix would be involved in anything
that would hurt you?’

Hewouldn't, Janey redized. And if she'd given it even ahaf moment’ s thought, instead of going off half
cocked the way she had, she would have seen that.

Oh, Felix. Tak about betraying atrust. . . .
“I'mawful,” Janey said. “I’m an awful, horrible person. How2—how could | have treated him like that?’
“We both did,” the Gaffer said blegkly.

“Wadll, it'spartly my fault,” Clare said. “I shouldn’t have sent that letter. It just seemed like such agood
ideaat thetime. .. .”

“Itwasavery good idea,” Janey said.

Because seeing Felix again had made the world seem better. She' d been alittle confused about her
fedingsat firgt, but that was only natural. Once she’ d had a chance to think things through, she' d realized
just how much she'd missed him. Yet now . . .

“Ishe?—isheat your place?’ she asked.

Clare shook her head. “1 lent him a cane that he was going to drop off with that Lenawoman?—
wonder if she evendid sprain her ankle?—and then he was going to hitch to London to get ajob.”

“How long ago did heleave?’ the Gaffer asked.

Clarelooked at the clock. “It took me a hdf hour to get here, and{ Page 165} we' ve been talking for
amost two hours. . . . I'm not sure. Say three hours all told?’



“What hotel was she staying a7’
“Feix never said.”

“Hell begonenow,” Janey said. Tearswereweling up in her eyesagain. “Bloody hell! Why couldn’t |
have ligened to him?’

“Youdidn't know,” the Gaffer began, reaching over the table to pat her arm.
She refused to be comforted.

“That'sright,” shesaid. “But | should have.”

Sherosefrom thetable.

“Where are you going?’ the Gaffer asked.

“Tolook for him?—what do you think?’

“I'll comewith you.”

Janey shook her head. “ Thisis something | have to do mysdlf, Gramps.” Sheturned to her friend.
“Thanks, Clare. | mean that.”

“If | hadn’t sent that >—"

“I'mglad you did,” Janey said fiercdly. “Now | haveto seeif | can't sdvage something from what you
darted for me.”

She went next door to get ajacket and her car keys and came back to find Clare and the Gaffer
outside. Clare was just buttoning up her nor’ wester. She was wearing amatching yellow hat againgt the
light drizzle that had started up. The whole outfit made her ook like one of the lifeboat Coastguards.
“Doyou want aride?’ Janey asked her.

Clare shook her head. “Y ou just go on and find Felix. I'll befine.”

“Clare, my gold,” the Gaffer said. “I don’t know how to say I'm sorry.”

“We veal got thingsto be sorry about tonight,” shetold him. “Go on, Janey. I’ ll talk to you both
tomorrow.”

Janey waited afew heartbeats. Clare gave her asmall amile, then started off for home. The Gaffer
waved Janey to her car.

“Bring him back,” hesaid.
Janey nodded. “I will, Gramps.”

5.



Chapel Place, the small square on which the Gaffer’ s house stood, took its name from the old Methodist
Chapd onits northeast corner. The chapd had asmall yard, separated from the square by alow{Page
166} sonewadll, the base of which was dightly raised from the street, for the village ill climbed the hill
towards Paul, here, where Duck Street became Mousehole Lane.

Sitting behind the wall, hidden from view and apparently listening to aWalkman, was Michael Bett. He
wore alow-brimmed hat that hid his features and what appeared to be a pair of sunglasses but were, in
fact, pecidly treated infrared lenses that served the double duty of both disguising him further froma
chance glance and dlowing him better night vision. He was bundled againgt the night’ s damp chill witha
heavy sweater under hislined raincoat, thick denim trousers, and rubber shoeswith athick shegpskin
insulation.

Removing the earplugs from his ears, he waited to hear the Gaffer’ s door close and for Clare' sfootsteps
to fade. Not until the sound of Janey’ s three-whedled Reliant Robin had died away aswell, did hefinaly
stup.

When he/ d hired the private eye Sam Dennison, part of Dennison’ s surveillance had included the
ingtdlation of a state-of-the-art microphone/transmitter remote eavesdropping system. Four miniature
wireless transmitter microphones had been placed in the Gaffer’ s house?—one each in the kitchen, living
room, and main bedroom upgtairs, the fourth in Janey’ srooms. At Bett’ s request, Dennison had |eft the
microphonesin place when he' d completed his surveillance.

The microphones had atransmission range of fifteen hundred feet>—far more than Bett required in his
present position, though he would have appreciated a greater range so that he could have remained in the
comfort of hisB and B, instead of crouching herein the drizzle. But then, he thought, hewouldn’'t bein
such aperfect position to take immediate action, now would he?

Storing the receiver in theinner pocket of his coat, he hopped over the wall to the street below and
made hisway to the red box of atelephone booth he' d noted near the post office when he' d explored
the village earlier. Fishing coinsfrom his pocket, he put through acal. Lenaanswered on the second ring.

“Did anyone ever tell you that you have a beautiful telephone voice?’ he asked her.

“What do you want?’

“Wadll, it'san odd thing, but | waslistening in on aconversation thet the Littleswere having earlier with
their good friend Clare Mabley, and what do you think | found out?’

“I’m not in the mood for games, Bett.”

{Pagel67}“Neither am 1. | told you tostay in your hotel room this afternoon.”

Therewas amomentary pause that Bett didn't fill. Let her think about it, he decided.

“I canexplain,” she began.

“Don’t bother. Surprisingly enough, you didn’'t screw up.” Hefilled her in on what he felt she needed to
know about what he had recently learned, then finished up with, “ He' s going to be showing up at your

room any minute now.”

“Oh, shit.”



“Do | detect acertain reluctancein your voice, dear Lena?’

“No.l...

Shewasjust regretting the trouble she' d brought into Gavin'slife, Bett redlized with surprise. Now there
was one for the books. The Ice Queen was worrying about somebody el se for a change. That was just
what he didn’'t need now?—to have the |ce Queen turn into a soft-hearted cow. Bad enough she was so
supid.

“Here swhat’ sgoing to happen,” hetold her in avoice that would brook no further discussion. “He's
going to show up at the hotel and you' re going to keep him there, in your room, and you' re not going to
let himleave”

1] BLIt?_H

“I don’'t care how you do it, just make sure that you don't screw it up. You see,” he added, “if | find him
wandering around the streets tonight, the next time he shows up in public will be when the tide washes his
body in. Am | making mysdf cler”

“What are you planning?’

“I’ve got some business with another of Janey Littl€ sfriends. Like you, she' s been sticking her noseinto
what doesn’'t concern her. Unlike you, she' s not going to get a second chance.”

There was another moment of iff slence asLenadigested that.
“Daddy said this was supposed to be alow-key operation,” shefindly said.

Bett laughed into the receiver. A low-key operation. Chrigt, she had the terminology down pat, but she
didn't have thefirg clue asto what she was redly talking abott.

“Thisisn't some spy novel,” hetold her.

“But Daddy >—"

“1’min charge here. Just doit.” He hung up before she could whine any more.

{ Pagel68} She was serioudy getting on his nerves.

Opening the door to the tel ephone booth, he stepped out into the drizzle and took afew steadying
breaths, hands opening and closing at his sides. It had been along time since he' d taken someone apart
to see how they worked, and the more he listened to her whiny voice, the more he wondered just how
long she'd last under the knife.

She' d squeal. She' d beg and plead. She' d?—

Forget it, hetold himself.

He couldn’t touch her. Not without Madden’ s okay. Just as he couldn’t touch the Littles?—at least not
until they’ d coughed up what the Order was|ooking for.



Fine. He could handle that. But no one had said anything about the Littles' friends.
Take the Mabley woman.
Y es, thank you. | do believe | will.

She was an interfering whore who couldn’t be alowed to go around making everything hunky-dory
anymore. He wasn't going to have the timeto do her right, but he’ d still get alittle satisfaction out of
throwing her off adliff. Hedidn't like meddiers. And hedidn't like cripples.

According to the file Dennison had compiled on her, she' d taken afal once when shewas akid. Those
cliffsout past her house were dangerous placesfor acrip. It'd beared shameif shetook another fall.

Poor Clare Mabley.

And poor Janey Little, losing afriend likethat, hard on the hedls of screwing up things with Gavin who?
—if Lenaknew what was good for her >—would soon be found in acompromising position with the

Janey was going to need afriend. She was going to need comforting. And he knew just the man for her?
—Mike Betcher, ace reporter forRolling Sone.

Bett felt calmer now, enough o that he cracked a smile as he set off to find the Mabley woman before
she hobbled her way back to the supposed safety of her home.

He'd do her indde, if he had to.
It'd just make things that much easier if he could save himsdlf the trouble of having to bresk in.

Lonely dtreets. Dark streets. Anything could happen on them. Evenin aquiet little village like this.

6.

{Page169} The Gaffer returned inside and shut the door behind him. He looked dowly about the room,
fedling a congriction that he' d never experienced beforein its cozy limits.

Came from doing the wrong thing, he thought. Clare had been correct in that much. They’d never given
Feix achanceto explain himsdf a al. They’ d trested him unfairly, asthough he’ d proved himsdf
unworthy of their trust long before today’ s incident, and the Gaffer knew that he himsdlf was the most to
blamefor that.

Hewondered if Felix would forgive them. Wondered if they would be alowed the chance to find out.
He could be anywhere, and the Gaffer didn’t hold much hope that Janey would simply run across him.
That smacked too much of chance, and chance, of late, had proved to be working against them.

His gaze settled on the copy of The Little Country that Janey had brought downstairs with her, but then
left on the sofawhen they had dl goneinto the kitchen to have their talk with Clare.

Whether Felix was innocent or not >—and the Gaffer wasinclined now to give Fdix the benefit of the
doubt?—he till couldn’t shake the feding that Billy’ s book was at the center of theweb inwhich dl the



events of the past few days had become entangled.

He picked up the book and took it to his chair by the hearth. He didn’t have to open it to remember the
gory?—for dl that he hadn’t dipped into its pages since that time, years ago, when he' d first read it. A
time when, he recalled, another series of baffling events had made their presencefdtintheLittle
household. It hadn't just been the vultures, out scavenging for anything that had belonged to Billy.

There d been other occurrences, less easily explained, but evident al the same.

Music heard, when it had no visible source.
Movement sensed from the corner of on€e' s eye, but nothing being there when one turned to |ook.
An uncommon restlessnessin himsdf and hisyoung wife, Addline, that was even less easily explained.

And their son Paul >—dtarting and crying with night-fearslate at night, when normaly he dept through the
dark hours and had no fear of the shadows under hisbed, or in his closet.

All gone when the book was safely hidden once more,

“What did you do, my robin?" he asked the ghost of hisold friend whom he could sense hovering near.
“What did you hidein thisbook?’

{ Pagel70} Nothing that the Gaffer could see.

True, it was odd that it should have been published in an edition of only one, but that explained little.
And the story >—whiletold in Billy’ s remarkable prose?—was no more remarkable than that of either of
his previous books, though the Gaffer had liked it the best of the three.

He had particularly appreciated one of the lead characters who was the captain of afishing lugger caled
The Talisman, back before the end of the pilchard industry. He became the best friend of the book’s
heroine, an emperent young orphan who had disguised herself as aboy and worked onThe Talisman
until she was found out. And wasn't there arow about that, for having awoman on board ship was bad
luck, as any fisherman knew?—nearly as bad as having adog, or worse, arabbit or ahare. The
fishermen wouldn't even use the common names of animaswhile at seg, calling them two-deckers
ingtead.

Billy had set their story in an imaginary town, but it had been eadily recognizable to the Gaffer asa
combination of Penzance, Newlyn, and Mousehole?—the three rolled up together into one fanciful
harbour town. Therewas abit of the familiar Dunthorn magic in the book aswell: the Smalls, whose
miniature craft was found in the harbour one morning at low tide, and the hidden music that could grant
any one wish, could one but remember its odd phrasing and repest it. Both were details that Billy had
used in his previous two books.

That had surprised the Gaffer some, for Billy hadn’t been one to repeat himself, but the sory itsalf had
been anew one, and agood one. A story that the Gaffer had felt spoke directly to him when he was
reading it, and became more so as he grew older and he could find parallels between his own life and that
of The Talisman’s captain in the book.

Still, none of that explained why it should be of such interest to this Lenawoman and her friends. Nor
why they’ d been searching for it for so long, for the Gaffer was convinced that this new interest was
merely arenewed interest, though why he thought so, he couldn’t have explained.



Thirty-five yearsit had been, now, since the crows had first come’ round looking for it.

Heflipped through its pages, trying to fathom what it was about{ Page 171} the book that made it more
than merdly aliterary curiogity, but ill nothing cameto mind.

He paused for amoment, head cocked and listening, thinking he had heard something. Janey returning
perhaps, or . . . hedidn’'t know what. It was gone now.

Just the wind, he thought. Or ascatter of earnest rain, in among the drizzle.

He glanced at the clock to find that Janey had only been gone twenty minutes. He wastired, but knew
he couldn’t deep until she returned?—with Fdlix, or without him. He had to know.

Opening the book again, he decided to reread it while he waited. He smiled at the opening lines and was
soon caught up in the familiar story, humming an old, haf-familiar tune under his breeth as he read.

TheMoving Bog
From ghoulies and ghosties and long leggety beedties,

And thingsthat go bump in the night, Good Lord, ddliver us.

?—CORNISH PRAYER

“Don’t lookinto her eyes!” Edern cried as the fetch moved aside to allow the Widow to bend down and
peer in between the crates to where he and Jodi were hiding.

But hiswarning cametoo late.

That one enormous eye of the Widow's, staring at her with its unblinking magnetic gaze, had dready
pinned Jodi to the spot where she stood. It mesmerized her, called to her.

Cometome, cometome. . ..
Jodi took a step forward.

“Jodi, don’t!” Edern caled.

He might just aswell have tried to catch water in asieve, for the Widow’ s spell was aready taking root
in Jodi’smind. All she could hear wasthat warm, friendly voice, beckoning her to its promised safety.

Cometo me, my pretty. . ..

As Jodi took a second step, Edern grabbed her by the arm and{ Page 172} shoved her roughly against
the sde of acrate. Thejolting movement was enough to momentarily break the Widow’ s spell.



“What. . . 7" Jodi began.

Edern’ sface wasinches from her own.

“Don’tlook into her eyes,” hewarned again, “and don’t listen to what she says.”

Before Jodi could argue, he caught her arm again and hauled her degper into the labyrinth between the
crates. Freed now from the Widow’' s mesmerizing gaze, Jodi shivered. Behind them, the Widow called
after them, her words dripping honey, promising them their heart’ sdesireif they would only return. Will
she, nill she, Jodi found hersdf starting to turn back until Edern gripped her arm again and began to sing.
His clear tenor voice cut through the Widow’ s enchantment leaving her wordsto lie bare and be reveaed
for the liesthey were.

But if shedidn't listen to Edern’svoice, it was so easy to just believe. . . .

Edern, as though sensing how she was weakening again, sang louder as he reached the chorus:

“Hal-an-tow,
Jolly rumble-o,

We were up, long before the day-0?—"

“Singwith me!” Edern cried.

Jodi hesitated for a heartbest, then joined in on the familiar song.

“To welcomein the summer,
Towelcomein the May-o,
For summer isa-comingin

And winter’ s gone away-0.”

Forgoing a verse that she might not know, Edern launched straight into arepest of the chorus. He kept a
hand on Jodi’ sarm, pulling her dong when she seemed to falter in her step.

Singing at the top of their lungs, they retreated to where the wharf ended and they could go no farther.
They could till hear the Widow’ svoice, but now the stretch of the massed crates between them and the
sound of thetide asit washed the pilings below stole away its enchantment.



{Pagel73} Findly, the Widow gave up and fell sllent.

Jodi dumped againgt acrate. “Oh raw we,” she said. “Wasn't that close?’

“Too close,” Edern agreed.

“How can she do that with her voice? She must be able to get anything she wants from anybody.”

Edern shook his head. “ She needsto have a piece of you, first. Y our name called three times, or apinch
of your soul, the way she' sgot that one of yours sewn up in her cloak. Can you imagine having a

conversation with someone who, just before they ask you something, calsyou by your full namethree
times? It wouldn’t be long before they knew her for what she was and brought out al the old charmsto

ward off her spells”
“Still, we' re safe for now, aren’t we?”’

“Not for long. And don’t forget, they’ Il be loading these crates soon and then where will we hide?’
“Maybe we can get insde one of them?” Jodli tried.

“And end up where?’

She nodded glumly. “Bother and damn. Y ou' d think ?>—" She paused to lift her head, smelling at the air.
“What' sthat awful pong inthear?’

She couldn’t really make out Edern’ s featuresin the gloom, but she could sense his sudden tension.
“Edern,” shesaid. “What' sthe matter?’

“She has more power than | gave her credit for,” he replied.

“Whatare you talking about?’

Jodi stood up as she spoke because the wood planking of the wharf under her was becoming damp.
The smell grew worse: It was like the stink raised from disturbing stagnant waters. Standing, she wiped at

the seat of her trousers and wrinkled her nose. The planking underfoot was acquiring a definite spongy
fed toit.

“Haveyou ever heard of adoch?’ Edern asked.

“No,” she said, shaking her head. The motion was lost in the darkness. “Why do | get abad feding
about what you' re going to tell me?’ she added.

“Because they’ reterrible creatures?—especidly to folk our sze”

Jodi could hear something gpproaching now ?—more than one something, each moving with awet,
sucking sound.

“Normdly awitch will usethem like afetch,” Edern explained,{ Page 174} “but they are only temporary
fabrications. They rardly live out the night in which they were created.”



Jodi stared back the way they had come, into the shadows. In the distance she could make out adull
green glow, but that was dl. The reek wastruly awful now and there was achill inthe air that had nothing
to do with the normal damp of an autumn night in Bodbury.

“Whatare they, Edern?’

“They’ re made from materias collected in a bog?—fouled mud and rotting twigs, bound together with

decaying reeds and rushes. Stagnant water runsin their makeshift veinslike muddy blood. Their eyes
glow with the marsh gas that the witch combines with aspark of her own soul when she animates them.”

Jodi could see the ghostly pinprick glow of those eyes as he spoke?—amall maevolent sparksthat
shone brightly in the sickly green glow that preceded the creatures. The stench was so bad now that she
had to breathe through her mouth.

“What are they going to do to us?’ she asked. “Whatcan they do?’

By the glow that seemed to emanate from their skin, she could see the shape of them now asthe doch
shuffled wetly forward. Stick-thin limbs attached to fat-bellied torsos, squat heads atop, connected
without the benefit of necks. Jodi gagged, nausearoiling in her ssomach, asanew wave of their stench
rolled towards her. Underfoot, the wharf’ s planking had become as soggy as the soft ground of a bog.

“They can take us back to the Widow,” Edern replied bleakly.

“No,” Jodi said. “I won't go back.”

“They can pull usto pieces, thosethings,” Edern said. “They' refar stronger than their originswould lead
youto believe”

“There must be something we can do.”
But there was nowhere left to go, no place to turn. They were backed up to the edge of the wharf now.
Below lay the sea. On either Sde, crates blocked their way. And in front of them, gpproaching dowly but

inexorably, came the Widow’ s reeking creatures.

“There snothing,” Edern said. “Unless. . . .” Heturned to look at the dark waters below. “Can you
swvim?’ he added.

“Yes, but theszeweare. . . How would we ever makeit dl the way to shore?’
“It' sthe chance you'll have to take?—the only onel€eft to you. The brine of the seawill protect you.”
{Pagel75}“What do you mean, protectme ?”

“Witches are like hummocksin that way,” Edern said. “Neither can abide the touch of sdt. That's
something the travelersknow, if others have forgotten it.”

“I meant,” she said, “the way you just said me. What about you?’
The doch were close enough so that their faces could be made out in the feeble light that their bodies

cadt. Jodi wished they had stayed in the shadows. They had heads like turnips, featurel ess except for
leering grinsthat split the bottom parts of their faces and those ghastly glowing eyes. The very lack of



other features made them that much more horrible to her. This close, their reek was unbearable.
“l can't swim,” Edern told her.

“I'll hep you?—Taupin showed me how to swim while towing someone aong with you. It'snot so
hard.”

“Y ou don’'t understand?—it’ s not just that | can’t swim. | would sink to the bottom of the ocean as soon
as| touched the waves.”

“That’ snonsense. Why would you?—"

“Trus meinthis”

“I’'m not going without you.”

Edern took a step away from her, towards the horrible creatures.

“Youmug,” he sad. “Remember the Men-an-Tol. Go ninetimesthrough it a moonrise.”

“I'mnot?—’

But she had no more chance to argue. Edern ran at the creatures, ramming into them as though he were
aliving baitering ram. The foremost doch went tumbling down, falling into the ones behind. A weird
hissing arosein the air that sounded like an angry hive of bees.

“I want them dive!” Jodi could hear the Widow faintly cry from beyond the crates.

Jodi danced nearby the struggling figures, trying to get akick in, but Edern was blocking her way. The
passage between the crates was so narrow that only apair of the creatures could get at him at onetime.

“Let mehelp!” Jodi cried.
But “Go!” was Edern’ s only response, made without histurning his head towards her.

He grabbed the arm of the closest creature and pulled it from itstorso. Black, muddy blood sprayed
about. A drop splattered againgt the back of Jodi’ s hand, stinging like a nettle. And Edern, who took the
brunt of the spray ?—

{Pagel76} Jodi started to gag.

His features seemed to be melting. Where once had been his somewhat handsome face, now there were
runnels of dripping skin, likewax going down the Sde of acandle.

“Y-you?—" she began.
He pulled the limb from another of the doch and anew spray of the stinging blood erupted. The
bee-buzz of the creatures grew higher pitched and angrier now. The doch in the rear began to clamber

over ther fallen comradesto get a Edern.

“No!” Jodi heard thewitch cry. “You'll ruin them!”



Jodi nodded dumbly in agreement.

“Don’'t hurt him...” shesadinasmal voice.

Him? she thought. Was he even aperson?

Shetook a hesitant step forward. Edern turned towards her, his face melted now to show metal, not
bone, under the skin. The polished steel gleamed in the light that came from the creatures’ bodies. Jodi
put a hand to her mouth, too shocked to even speak. A doch punched aholein thelittle man’'s chest.
When it withdrew its arm, clockwork mechanisms spilled forth, gears and little whedls and ratchetsrolling
across the soggy planks of the wharf.

Frozen in place, Jodi stared at what Edern was revealed to be: aclockwork man.

Like something she might find on Denzil’ sworktable.

But he' d walked and talked like ared person. Clockwork mechanisms moved with giff, jerky motions.
They couldn’t speak. They couldn’t fed. They . ..

“You...” shebegan. “Youcan't....”
Thiscouldn’t beredl.

The doch pushed him aside. More cogs and tiny geared whedls spilled from his chest as he hit the soggy
wharf planking.

None of thiswasredl.

But he looked up &t her, life still impossibly therein hiseyes.

“Remember,” hesaid. “The sone. Ninetimesthroughitshole. . . .”

Hisvoice had ahollow ring to it now.

“Remember,” he repeated.

She nodded numbly. At moonrise.

“Youfools!” she heard the Widow cry.

She backed away from the shuffling creatures, gaze still locked on{ Page 177} Edern’ sruined face.
Whenthelight findly died in hiseyes?—no, the eyes smply changed from areal person’s eyesto ones
made of glass?—she turned and ran towards the edge of the wharf.

The creaturesfollowed. The air wasfilled with their bee-buzz anger. Their reek was amost a physica
presencein theair. She could hear the Widow shouting, caught a glimpse above her of Windle peering

down at her through a crack in the crates, then she reached the edge and launched hersdlf out into the air.

Moments | ater, the dark waves of the seaclosed in over her head.



2.

Denzil and Taupin traveled back and forth through Bodbury for hours, but could find no trace of Jodi. It
was as though she had smply vanished into thin air.

Early intheir search, Taupin had enlisted the help of Kara Faull, one of the Tatters children, by the
smple method of tossing pebbles at her window until she came down to see what they wanted. Once the
Stuation had been explained to her, she set off on her bicycle and soon there was awhole gaggle of
Tatters children scouring the town aswell. From time to time, one of them would pedal up to wherever
Denzil and Taupin wereto give areport.

“ She hasn't been seen on the Hill.”

“No sgnof herinold town.”

“WEe' ve been up and down New Dock, but didn’t see athing except for the Widow walking with what
looked to bethe ugliest cat | ever did see.”

“It had no fur, I'll swear.”
“Garm, yes. And such apong there near the wharves.”

Wl past midnight, the children had al returned to their beds and only Denzil and Taupin remained to
continue the search, neither of them knowing how to proceed now.

“Wel,” Taupin sad finaly, stting on alow sonewadl by the Old Quay. “We ve doneit logicd, haven't
we?’

“Why do | not want to hear what you' re going to tell me next?’ Denzil asked.

Taupin amiled. “All the same, it’ stime we considered the impossible now.” At Denzil’ s frown, he added,
“Wedid agreeto that.”

“Y ou decided that.”

{Pagel78}“Have you got a better idea?’

“We could take another turn around by . . .” Denzil’ svoicetrailed off as Taupin shook his head.
“To what purpose?’

“Tofind Jodi, you!”

“Will you give me achanceto explan?’

Denzil sghed. “All right. But I'm worried, Brengy.”

“| am, t00.”

“What did you havein mind?’



Taupin pointed with his chin over to thefar sde of the Tatters where a number of old warehouses stood.

“WEe Il go ask Henkie.”
“Now | know you're mad,” Denzil said.

Hedrik Whale was the town reprobate. As his surname hinted, he was an enormous man, standing
gx-foot-three and weighing some three hundred pounds. He had a beard that came down to hiswaist,
portions of which heworeintiny braids, and hair cropped so short he might aswell have smply shaved
his scalp. He gadded about town in paint-stained dungarees and old workboots, a knee-length jersey
and an ever-present scarf.

Y ears ago, when the pilchard died out, he had used the immense inheritance left him by hisfather?
—Rawlyn Whale, of Whae Fisheries?—to buy up afew of the old Tatters warehouses, which he
peopled with the derdlicts of the town. One he kept for hisown use and in it he stored an immense library
and the enormous canvases upon which he worked. His paintings were invariably of beautiful women?
—who for some unknown reason were attracted to himin drovesfor dl that he almost dways smelled as
though he hadn’t washed in aweek ?—and his style was stunning. His canvases seemed to literdly
bresthe?—not just with life, however, but with lewdness and debauchery aswell.

Hisred notoriety >—if one discounted the mura of the town council depicted in various states of
inebriation and undress that he' d painted on the side of one of his warehouses?—was the curious case of
amissing corpse. When one of hisderdlict friends, a certain John Briello of no fixed age nor address,

died afew years ago, Henkie, rather than giving the fellow a proper funeral, had followed Briello’'s
ingructions and had hisfriend suffed.

He' d kept the body propped up in acorner of his studio until the{ Page 179} authorities got wind of its
existence, but when the constables arrived en masse at the studio, the body wasn't to be found. Nor was
it ever heard of again, savein rumour.

For dl Denzil’ sadmiration of the man’s craft?—or at least the stylistic excdllence of hiscraft, for Denzil,
if the truth be told, was somewhat of a prude?—he d never been able to spend more than afew minutes
in the man’s company. Henkie smelled bad and, for al hisartistic ability, was himsdf an obese eyesore.
He was brash, unreasonable, crude, offensive, beligerent. . . in short, not an easy manto like.

“Y ou only haveto get to know him,” Taupin argued.

“That,” Denzil sad, “iswhat I’d be most afraid of, you.”

“Hecanhdpus,” Taupininssted.

“Tee-ta-taw. About as much as the Widow could.”

“No,” Taupin said. “But he has some of her rumoured talents.”

Denzil rolled hiseyes. “I suppose he can scry with aglassball?”

“Better. He can speak with the dead.”

“Youredly are mad, you.”



Taupin sood up from the wall and made agreat show of dusting some nonexistent lint from the deeve of
his coat.

“1t makes no sense” Denzil said.

Taupin sudied hisnails, then dug into his pocket until he came up with a penknife that he used to clean
one.

“It would be acomplete waste of time,” Denzil tried, obvioudy weskening.
Taupin began to whistle a bawdy pub song and turned to look out at the harbour.
Denzil sghed. “I know I'll regret this” hesad.

Turning to face him again, Taupin gave Denzil a hearty clap on the back.

“That' sthe spirit, old sport,” he said. “Optimism. One can do wonders with optimism. Bottleit up and
serveit asatonic, | wouldn't doubt, if we could only find away to digtill its particular >—"

Denzil straightened his glasses, which had gone dl askew on the end of his nose, and pushed them back
until they were settled in their proper place once more.

“Canwejust get thisover with?’ he asked.
“?—hedling properties.” Taupin gave himagrin. “Y ou won't regret this”

{Page180}“| already regret it,” Denzil assured him asthey set off dong the Old Quay towards Henkie's
warehouse.

The woman who answered their knock was a breathtaking brunette whose only clothing was a sheet that
she’'d obvioudy only just halfheartedly wrapped about herself for the express purpose of answering the
door, for it was dso obvious, from the light that shone behind her, that she wore nothing underneeth it.
Denzil recognized her and couldn’t help being surprised to find her in this place.

Her namewas Lizzie Snell, and by day, she was the mayor’' s secretary.

“Hello, Brengy,” shesaid. “And Mr. Gossip. What brings you by at thistime of night?’

“IsHenkie dtill up?’ Taupin asked.

Lizzieblushed. “Wdl, hewaswhen | lft him.”

“I meant, can he see us?”’

“Oh. I’'ll see. Do you want to wait insgde?’

She closed the door behind them once they’ d comein, then wandered off into alabyrinth of bookcases

leaving them in the company of afifteen-foot-high painting of hersdf in which shewore no sheet to
disguise her undeniably generous charms.



“Beautiful,” Taupinsad.

“Yes,” Denzil said after one quick eye-popping look. He turned away and studioudy looked at a
pamphlet that he picked up from the table by the door. “He sagifted artist.”

Taupin laughed. “1 meant Lizzie”

Denzil read thetitle of the pamphlet?—" The Care and Spiritua Welfare of the Penis. A Study by Hedrik
Whde€' ?—and hastily returned it to the table.

Thisnight was proving far too long, he thought.

“Perhapswe should go,” he said to his companion. “1t' s obvious we re rousing him from his, ah, bed,
and?>—"

“G07?" adeep voice boomed out. “Bloody hell. But you've only just arrived.”
Denzil blinked for amoment as he turned, thinking abear had come trundling out from between the
bookcases where Lizzie had disappeared earlier, but then heredized it was only their host?—dl three

hundred pounds of him, wrapped in abearskin. His own hairy legs protruded from undernesth, appearing
oddly thin. Lizzie came up behind him, dressed now in aloose Arab-styled robe.

{Pagel81}“Teafor everyone?’ she asked.

“Or something stronger?” Henkie boomed.

Hisvoice, Denzil remembered as he fought the impulse to rub his ears, was dways thisloud.
“Teawould befine” Denzil sad. “Wonderful, redly.”

“I'll have the something stronger,” Taupin said.

A haf hour later they sat around a potbellied coa stove that stood in acorner of the warehouse given
over to be amakeshift sort of kitchen. Lizzie and Denzil were both on their second cups of tea. Denzil
had lost track of how much whiskey Taupin and their host had consumed. Amenities had taken up most
of that half hour as Henkie and Taupin brought each other up-to-date on what they’ d been up to since
the last time they’ d gotten together, but finaly Taupin got around to relating the reason behind their visit.

“Oh, I never liked that Widow,” Lizziesaid. “ She' salways about hislordship’s office, complaining of
this, wanting that.”

“Not to mention what a pissant Tremeer is,” Henkie added. “Bloody stupid constables.”
“Had another run-in with them?’ Taupin asked.

Henkie nodded. “Don’t start me onit.”

Y es, Denzil thought. Don't.

Happily, after amoment of dark brooding, Henkie turned to Denzil.



“Brengy’ sgot theright of it,” he said. “ There sthe stink of magic intheair tonight.”

Not to mention the odor of unwashed bodies, Denzil thought. He stole aglance at Lizzie. How could she
deep with the man?

“But | think we can help you,” Henkie added.

“You see?’ Taupinput in.

“How can you hdp?’ Denzil asked.

“Wadll, it won't be me, directly,” Henkie said. “We Il haveto ask Briello.”
Denzil could only stare at him. “Pardon?”’

“My mate, John Bridlo.”

“Thedead John Bridlo?’

“Who dse?’

Denzil turned to Taupin. “1 redly think we should go, you.”

“Don’t be so hasty to judge what you don't bloody well understand,” Henkie told him.
“Dead men don't talk,” Denzil said flatly. “But whiskey does.”

{Pagel82} Henkie' seyeswent hard. “Areyou caling mealiar?’

All of Denzil’ singtinctstold him to back down, but that smply wasn't hisway. He pushed up his glasses
with agtiff finger and met Henki€ sgaze, glarefor glare.

“If youtel methat | can get advice from adead man,” hesaid, “thenyes, I'm cdling you aliar.”

Henkie glared at him, then burst into asudden laugh. “Oh, I like you, Denzil Gossip. Y ou’ ve adry wit,
and that’ srarein bloody brain-dead Bodbury, isn't it just?” Turning to Taupin, he added, “But we' |l have
to blindfold him.”

“Denzil won't mind,” Taupin replied. “ After tonight he! Il realize he’ sbeen going dl through hislifewith
blinderson.”

Denzil shot him ahard stare and got to hisfeet. “I've got afriend to find and | don’t have timeto?—"
“Oh, do st down,” Henkie boomed.

“Don't takeit so hard,” Lizzie said. “They'rejust teasing you.”

“I’'m not in the mood for jokestonight,” Denzil said Htiffly.

“Oh, but it'sno joke,” she assured him. “Bridllo redlly will be ableto help you. I’ ve heard him talk



mysdf.”’
“But?—"
“I know it doesn’'t make sense, but then not much doesin thisworld, doesit?’

“No moretalk,” Henkie said. “Lizzie, get usascarf to blindfold our friend here?—you will dlow yoursdf
to be blindfolded?’

“Well, | don't?—"
“Good.”

“Don’'t worry,” Lizzie said as she came up behind him. She took off his glasses and stuck theminthe
breast pocket of hisjacket, then drew the scarf across hiseyes. “1’ [l make sure you don't take atumble.”

Shetook him by the arm and then led him off before he could frame another protest.

They walked across wood first>—Denzil could hear their footsteps on the planking?—then, after the
creak of adoor of some sort, they were outside, on cobblestones. Denzil could smell the seaintheair.
Thewind touded hishair. Momentslater they were in another building, then descending astone Sairway.
Many stairs and turns|later, he heard the creak of another door, and then the scarf was removed. He
stood blinking in lantern light, feding alittle disoriented as he fished his glasses from his pocket.

{ Page183} He found himself in acdlar of some sort, only it had been fashioned after aVictorian Sitting
room. Taupin held the lantern, which cast abright glow over the furnishings. Thewalls, not surprisingly,
were festooned with Henki€ s artwork. Lizzie siood beside him, the scarf hanging from her hands, a
reassuring smile on her lips. And Henkie?—Henkie stood, still barefoot and wrapped in his bearskin,
beside the preserved corpse of aderelict that was leaning up against the far wall.

Except for asomewhat withered look about its skin, and the stiff posture of itslimbs, the corpse could
amog passasaliving man, Denzil thought. Except aliving man didn’t have asilver coinin each eye.

Denzil swalowed dryly, sure now that he' d got himself caught up in the clutches of agroup of
Bedlamites. He gave the door behind him a surreptitious glance, but whileit didn’t appear to be locked
or barred, he doubted he' d be able to get it open and flee before one or another of his captors brought
him down.

He turned to Taupin, an admonishment taking shape on histongue, but before he could speak, Henkie,
who had been explaining Denzil’ s problem to the corpse dl thiswhile, wasjust finishing up.

“S0, old mate. Can you tdll uswhere she' sgone and bloody well lost herself?’

Denzil, unable to help himsdlf, had to look at the corpse. And then hisjaw fell dack.

For the corpse moved. The coinsin its eyes blinked eerily in the lantern light as the dead man dowly
turned its head towards him. The jaw creaked as it opened and the sound that issued forth waslike the

wind from an open grave.

But itwas avoice.



The corpsecould speak.
“I can seeher,” it said. “ She seemsvery smdl.”
“La Jey,” Denzil murmured in ahoarse voice. Hefdt decidedly faint.

“| do believethe seahas her initsgrip,” the corpse went on. “ Out by New Dock. But she' svery small.
The size of amouse, seems, but that can't be, can it?”

It turned its head towards Henkie, silver-coin eyes flashing again, and gave a dusty-sounding laugh.
“I’m oneto talk about what can or can’'t be?—aren’t | just, Henkie?’

{ Page184} It was done with mirrors, Denzil was trying to convince himself. Or they’ d drugged him.
Hypnotized him. Driven him bloody mad. . . .

“Y ou're sure about that?” Henkie was asking. “ She’ sthe size of abloody wee mouse and floating in the
sea?’

“Oh, yes,” that dry voice replied.
“Inaboat?’
“No, she'swet and shivering and won't last long.”

Ventriloquism, Denzil decided. That’'s how it was being done. And there was someone behind the wall,
manipulating the corpse in some manner to makeit look asthough it could move.

“Thank you,” Henkie was saying.

“Do you have something for me?’ the corpse asked.

“A new painting?—it’samost done.”

Now those dry lips actudly smiled. Denzil couldn’t tear his gaze away from the sight.
“That will be wonderful,” the corpse said.

And then it went till.

“WEe I haveto hurry if you want to rescue your friend,” Henkie said.

Lizzie started towards Denzil with the scarf, but he shook his head and crossed the room until he stood
directly in front of the corpse.

“Rubbigh,” hesaid, lifting ahand towardsitsface. “The thing’ s not redl. The dead can't?>—"
Suddenly the corpse’ sarm lifted up and dead fingers gripped hiswrist.

“Thesizeof amouse,” it said, blowing agrave-cold breath in hisface. “Now how do you supposethat
came about?’



Denzil shrieked and jumped back. His glasses flew from his nose. He tripped over atable and would
have falen, except that Henkie caught and steadied him. In that moment of confusion, the corpse
returned toitsinitia pogtion. Denzil stared &t it.

Lizzie, who had caught his glasses, handed them to him. With trembling fingers, Denzil got them back
into place. He couldn’t seem to stop his hands from shaking, so he stuck them in his pockets.

“Comeaong,” Henkie said. “We don't have long to help your friend.”
“But?—but. . .”

The scarf came over his eyes, blessedly removing the corpse from{ Page 185} his sight. Moments later
they were leaving the room and beginning the trek up the series of stairways once more.

“It just couldn’'t be,” Denzil kept muttering as he let himself be led dong.” How could it be?’

It couldn’t. It wasthat smple. He' d imagined?—been made to imagine?—the wholeridiculous effair.
Therewas no other logica explanation.

But he could il fed the grip of those dead fingers on hiswrigt.

Four Bare L egs Together
And, after dl, what isalie?* Tisbut

The truth in masquerade.

?—LORD BYRON, fromDon Juan, canto Xl

L ena listenedto the dead phone for afew moments after Bett had cut the connection, then dowly
cradled the receiver.

Thiswasn't the way things were supposed to go, she thought.

She got up and hobbled over to the window to look outside. A misting rain was sprinkling on the
Promenade, giving the surface of the Street ashiny wet sheen under the streetlights. Beyond the stone
wall separating the sidewalk from the rocky beach bel ow, the waters of Mount’ s Bay swelled and
dropped on thetimelesswhed of thetides.

Daddy had made amistake, sheredlized. Sheredly shouldn’t be here.

It wasn’'t that she didn’t think she could get the job done. And for dl her lack of success so far, not to
mention the stupid accident with the bike, it was kind of fun. Justlike a spy novel, never mind what Bett
had to say about it.



But to be a part of amurder . . . to have foreknowledge, and not do anything about it. . . .
That didn’'t St right.

Shedidn’'t know Clare Mabley, except from the files she’ d read on the woman. She owed Mabley
nothing. But that didn’t make ashred of differenceto the way shefet at the moment. The woman didn’t
{ Page 186} deserve to die?—not smply because she was Janey Little' sfriend and she wasinterfering
with Bett'splansfor Little,

Shewondered if Daddy even knew what Bett was up to here. It was one thing to be ruthlessin business.
She could even condone alittle strong-arming, if it became necessary and there was no other option, but
not when it was directed at an innocent party. And it made her alittle sick to understand just how much
Bett would enjoy it.

Because hewould enjoy it. She knew that much. Whenever she wasin his presence, she could sense
that core of controlled violence that lay just below the surface in him, straining to get loose. She knew
enough about men to recognize that aspect in them when it was present. There were those who talked
the tough talk, and then there were those who just did it, and they were the ones you redlly had to look
out for. Because their violent impul ses owed nothing to common anger. Instead they were born out of
either an amord view of the world, or worse, asick need to hurt others.

In Bett, it was probably both.
Maybe the Order, through Madden, had made amistake in sending him here.

She could till remember the night that her father had initiated her into the secrets of the Order. Shewas
seventeen and had thought the whole idea of this secret group of old men and women who wanted to rule
the world to be both goofy and terrifying. But it hadn’t just been old men and women waiting for her the
night that the Order of the Grey Dove welcomed her into their ranks.

There were three generations represented in that church in upstate New Y ork where they had gathered,
men and women both. People old enough to be her grandparents?—though her own, from both sides of
the family, were dead and Daddy would never tell her which of them, if any, had been members. Then
there was her father’ s generation. And lastly, teenagers, only one of them younger than she was herself.

They were al masked?—costumed, she' d thought at the time, like the members of some Elk Lodge

getting ready for aparade, though if the Order was alodge, then it was asinister one. There had been
blood, and she till didn’t know if it had been human as one of the other younger initiates had told her
later, and there had been aritua. And there had been the tattoo.

It would al have seemed ridiculousif it hadn’t been so deadly{ Page 187} serious. And then, asyears
went by and she wasinitiated into the degper mysteries, when she found that you could get anything?—
anything?—you wanted, just through the use of your will, it hadn’t seemed frivolous at al anymore.

Did you want to live forever?

The Order claimed it was possible. Many of the older members avowed to be well over ahundred,
though not one of them seemed more than sixty.

Wasiit prosperity you desired?



They were al wedthy and even though Lena had been born into wedlth herself, who didn’t want more?
Did you want to wield power over others?

Through the proper use of your will, the Order’ s secrets taught you how to control the sheep. And if
sometimes more physical manipulations?—such as the surreptitious use of drugs or other external
meachinations?—were necessary, there was akind of magic needed to utilize them to their fullest potential
aswdll.

Lenahad thrived in that environment, for all that she maintained asomewhat distant and decadent
attitude towards the Order. Why give them the satisfaction of thinking they controlled her as well? For
she saw that as another aspect of the Order, how the elder memberslorded it over the younger; viewed
them, in fact, as another kind of sheep.

In many ways the Order was no different than society at large. One rose through its ranks the same as
onedid in the businessworld, or in the whirl of society.

Lena preferred to take what she could use, but played their game asllittle as possible. She had other
uses for the knowledge that she' d acquired. Rather than being on the Order’ s lower rungs, she eected to
create her own little circles of power, making sure only that they didn’t interfere with any of the Order’s.

It only backfired at timeslike these, when her father, frustrated at hislack of control over hisown
daughter >—and undoubtedly embarrassed when in the company of other members of the Order because
of that same lack of control ?—sent her off on a chore such asthisto prove that he could still govern her.

Usudly she made the best of it, getting through the task as quickly as possible so that she could return to
the socid rounds of Boston in which she was aleader, rather than asycophant. Unfortunately, thistime
Fdix Gavin had to come dong to complicate matters.

{ Page188} In some way that she dtill didn’t quite understand, he’ d cut through the shield of debutante
bullshit by which she held theworld at bay, and walked straight into her heart, making her actudly care
what happened to someone else for achange. And theworst of it was, it didn't fed bad. Except for the
hopeless fedings she had for him.

So what was she supposed to do?

Sighing, shetook her gaze from the world outside her window and looked down at her wrist. The grey
dove, symbol of her father’s precious Order. Were those old men and women at all aware of the dark
malicious stresk that ran through Bett?

Probably.

But she dtill fdt she should call her fether.

Shelimped back to the bed and had the receiver raised in her hand, before she cradled it once more, the
cal unmade. Another redization had cometo her.

Daddy was sending Jm Gazo over to serve as her bodyguard, but there was no way Jm would make it
here before tomorrow morning at the earliest. Until then, she was on her own. If she cdled her father,
and Daddy got Madden to call Bett off, Bett would come by to take it out on her. He' d probably go
ahead and kill Mabley anyway, then come back and hurt her, and damn the consequences. Just like he



redlly would kill Fdix if shedidn’t find away to keep him heretonight.
Michadl Beit wasjust that kind of man.

Until tomorrow, she was on her own. Neither Daddy nor the Order could help her until then. Which
brought her circling back to that same question: Just what the hell did she do now?

Sdf-preservation camefirst. No question there. But the Mabley woman . . . Could sheredlly just stand
by and let Bett kill her? And what about Felix? She was having very weird fedingswhen it cameto him.
Shefound shedidn’t want to lieto him. God help her, she wanted a chance to win him away from Janey
Little, honestly and without subterfuge.

It wasn't going to work. None of it was. So she was going to have to settle for atrade-off. Mabley’slife

in exchangefor the lie that would keep Felix here. And maybe, whenit dl came out intheend, he'd
understand. Because Mabley was Felix’ sfriend aswell, wasn't she?

She picked up the phone again.
“Hello, Willie?" she said when the connection was made. “No,{ Page 189} don’t worry. He' s not
around. Yeah, | don’'t much carefor him ether. Ligten, thisisimportant. Remember that friend of Janey

Little sthat Gavin was with thismorning? That' s right, the Mabley woman. Someone’ sgoing to try to kill
her tonight.

“No, | don't know who,” shelied. “It’ sjust important that sheisn't hurt. Can you cdll that friend of
yoursin Mousehole and have him ded with it? No, right now. Thelast | heard, she was on her way home
from the Little house. There sathousand dollarsin it for you” ?—let him figure out the exchange rate?
—"“if shemakesit through the night?>—the same again for your friend.

“Thanks, Willie. | kind of thought you' d be interested. Just make sure you don't screw this up, because?

Therewas aknock at her door.

“I'll talk to you later, Willie,” she said and hung up.

She ran ahand through her hair and looked nervoudy across the room.
“Who'sthere?’ she called.

“Fdix.”

Okay, shethought. I’ve done my part, now it’s up to you to do yours, Felix. Becauseif you blow it,
we' re both screwed.

“Just asec,” shecalled.

She gave herself aquick look in the mirror as she hobbled over to the door, wincing when she put too
much weight on the bad ankle. The pained look on her face when she opened the door owed nothing to
acting.

“I"'m sorry to be coming by so late,” Felix began, “but?—"



“God,” shesad, interrupting him. “Y ou look terrible.”

He gave her afaint smile, but she didn’t missthe pain that waslodged therein his eyes. He was soaking
wet, short hair plastered to his scalp, clothing drenched. He had a duffel bag over one shoulder, asgquare
black box on thefloor by hisside. In hishand he held acane.

Got it from Clare Mabley, she thought, with atwinge of uneasiness. Willie, you' d better come through
for me.

“Comeonin,” she added.

“|cantday. ..."

“That’ s okay. Just comein for amoment. What did you do, go for aswim?’
“No. It'sjust thet it'sraining?—"

“I can seethat.” Shetook the cane from him and used it to step{ Page 190} back from the door. “That's
better. Y ou're an angd, Fdix. Redly. Where did you find it? Comein,” she added when he hesitated out

inthehall.

“I redly can't stay.” He dug about in his pocket and handed her abusiness card. “ The cane belongsto a
friend of mine?>—"

“ Thefriend?’

He shook his head, the pain degpening in hiseyes. “No. But | saw her tonight. She?—that iswe. . . |
don't redly want to talk about it.”

“Sodon't. It'sokay. Y ou don’t have to do anything you don’t want to, Felix.”

“I just came by to give you the cane. | got it from the woman whose nameis on the card. If you could
just drop it by the shop when you' re done.”

“No problem. It waskind of her to lend it.”

“Yeah, wdl, Clare’'sagood person.”

“I'll look forward to meeting her.”

Don'tscrew up, Willie, shethought.

“I’'m heading on to London,” Fdlix added. “1 just haveto get away.”

Lenanodded. “ Sometimesthat’sal you can do.” She gave him a sympathetic look, then added, “Will
youcome in? Just long enough to dry off abit, at least. Y ou look like?—well, now | know what they

mean about something the cat dragged in.”

“| don't think ?>—"



“l won't bite.”

When he il hesitated, she moved forward?—putting on agood show of how much the movement hurt
her?—and reached for the black case by hisfoot.

“Okay,” hesad, picking it up for himsdf. “But just for amoment.”

Lenamoved back to clear the doorway. “Why don’t you hang your coat on the chair by the window
where the heater can dry it off abit?1’ll put on sometea. It s nice the way English hotels have akettle
and the makingsin each room, don’t you think?’

She kept up acheerful chatter as he hung up his coat and then lowered himsdlf onto the sofa. Little
puddies formed on the carpet around his shoes. Outside, the drizzle had turned into areal downpour. A
gust of wind drove a splatter of rain against the window.

“Ligten,” Lenasaid after she'd put on the water and sat down on{ Page 191} the edge of the bed. “It
looksto me like you' re on the road because you don't have a place to stay.”

“I'll bedl right.”

“I'm sureyou will, but why don’t you stay here tonight? No strings. Y ou take the couch, | get the bed.
Thetrainsaren’t running at thistime of night anyway, arethey?”

Felix shook hishead. “I just have to get out of town.”
Would that be enough? Lenawondered. Sheran Bett’' s conversation back.
You're going to keep himthere, in your room, and you’'re not going to let himleave. . . .

No, sheredlized. It wasn't going to be enough. Because when it cameto Bett, she didn’t trust what
could happen.

She glanced at Felix who was staring at his shoes, shoulders drooped.
Shit. Andhe wasn't going to Stay.
That didn't leave her any other choice.

She wore aring on either hand. Each had asmall storage space under the gem. The settings were fixed
in such amanner that only using the one hand, it was just amoment’ swork to twist the ring around, open
the secret compartment, and spill its contentsinto adrink. The powder in each was completely tastel ess.
The onein the right was aknockout drug. The onein the left was something alittle more specid. It was
based on avariation of thiopentone that had been developed by amember of the Order, and worked not
only asagenerd muscle relaxant and reflex suppressor, but smultaneoudy broke down the will, leaving
the target utterly susceptible to suggestion.

Lenaconsidered which to use. The new fedingsthat Felix had woken in her told her that rendering him
unconsciouswas al she needed to do to fulfill her bargain with Bett. But considering that she wasn't
going to have another chance?—noat likethis, not ever withhim. . . .

If he/d only loosen up.



But hewouldn't.

She felt both guilt and excitement as she made her decision. With her back to him, she emptied the
contents from the ring on her left hand into ateacup, then poured the teaover it.

“Milk? Sugar?’ she asked.
{ Page192}“ A little of both.”

She added the two and stirred vigoroudly. Felix appeared at her shoulder, startling her, but he’'d only
come over to save her the awkward trip back to where he was sitting.

They taked some more, Lenaeyeing him surreptitioudy, waiting for the drug to take effect. Shedidn’t
have that long to wait. Very soon Felix began durring hiswords. His movements grew more languid, until
finaly hejust sat there with aglazed look in hiseyes.

“Feix?" Lenasad.
‘Mmm...?7

“How areyou doing?’
“Uhmm...."

“Y ou must be feding alittle uncomfortable in those wet clothes. Why don’t we hang them there with
your jacket and let them dry out.”

She got up and, using the cane to keep the weight off her ankle, went over to help him stand. She started
him on the buttons of his shirt, and soon he was removing it, and the rest of his clothes, on hisown.

“You'vegot avery nicebody,” Lenasad. “Have you ever done any weight lifting?’

“Uhmm...."

The drug didn’t do much for conversation, but Lenawasn't in the mood for conversation anyway. It had
been devel oped for one of the Order’ srituals that she was't yet privy to, but she knew it was of a
sexud nature?—something dreamed up by one of the elder members, no doubt, who used it to get their
rocks off with some sweet young things that they couldn’t otherwise get closeto. Sex magic wasn't an
aspect of the Order’ steachings that Lena had explored to any great extent, preferring to keep that aspect
of her life as entertainment.

And she was being entertained now; the last of her guilty fedingsfled as sheled Felix to the bed.
Removing her own clothes, she got up beside him and ran her hands up and down the hard length of his

body.

How much was he even going to remember of this? she wondered as she began to stroke his penisand
fdt it siffen under her manipulations. Not much, if her previous experiences with the drug were anything

togo by.

{Page193} But she’ d remember.



And he' d have such dreams, never imagining their source. . . .

2.

It was adark and stormy night, Clare said to herself as she made her dow way home. Not a creature
was gtirring, not even amouse; but hark, what light through yonder window shines. .. ?

A faint smiletouched her lips.

Y ou do read too much, Mabley, she thought.

Thetrouble redly was that she remembered everything she read?—especidly clichesand homiliesand
thelike. Sheliked to string them together into nonsense sentences and paragraphs?—a habit picked up
from too much time spent on her own when she was young. Other smilar amusements included taking the
top thirty songs from the current music charts, or the headlines from the various newspapersin the
newsagent’ s while she was queued up to be served, or titlesfrom arow of books on one of the shelves
in the shop, and seeing how they read, all bunched and tumbled together.

Take Thomas Hardy.

Under the greenwood tree, far from the madding crowd, a pair of blueeyes. . . .

Did what? Juded the obscure?
She shook her head. Adding the “D” ?—that wasn't quite fair.

Perhapsif sheincluded poem titles.

Under the greenwood tree, far from the madding crowd, the ghost of the past, god-forgotten, weathers
the return of the native.

Not bad. There was amost akind of poetry in the way it?—

She paused and peered back down the steep incline of Raginnis Hill, aware of the sudden sensation that
shewas no longer alone. But there was no one there. Turning, she had the wind in her face. She wiped

the rain from her eyes and cheeks with the back of her hand and continued up the hill, the titles of
Thomas Hardy’ s books and poems forgotten.

The night’sdamp chill had got under her nor’ wester and jumper, but that didn’t account for the
unexpected chill shefdt. Therewasan odd fedling in the air >—an electricity that owed nothing to what
lightning there might be lurking in the sorm clouds above her. Everything seemed abit on edge?—or it
had ever since thiswhole business{ Page 194} with Fdlix and Janey and the Gaffer had come abouit.
People skulking around Mousehole, looking for old William Dunthorn manuscripts. The burglary.

Shakespeare, she thought, trying to take her mind from the peculiar turn it had taken.

Much ado about nothing . . . the tempest. . . .

Bloody hdl.



She looked back again, the skin on her back crawling, but could still see nothing out of the ordinary. Just
peaceful Mousehole, mostly dark now because it was getting late and no one stayed up much past
closing time anyway ?—even on a Saturday night. The narrow dark street, unwinding steeply behind her
between the houses, dick with rain. The shadowsthick inthe dleyways. . . .

She was spooking herself and she knew it, but couldn’t stop herself because nothing felt right.
Don't beaslly goose, shetold herself.
Chiding didn’'t hdp ether.

Shetried to hurry, but with the damp in her bones and the stegpness of the road, she could only go so
fadt. A turtle could walk faster. A dug could crawl more quickly. She smply wasn't an efficient walking
machine, and that was dl therewasto it.

Thewind quickened, buffeting the rain against her with such force that she had to bend her head, her
free hand pulling the neck of the nor’ wester more closely to her chin. Under her hat, the skin of her neck
was prickling in unhappy anticipation of something horrible?—the fedling growing so strong that she
findly had to turn again only to find?—

Shejumped, she was so tartled, and nearly lost her balance.

“My God,” she said to the muffled figure who had come up behind her. “Y ou gave me quite aturn,
coming uponmelike. ..”

Her voicetralled off as shetook in the long raincoat, the hat with the goggles peering at her from just
below itslow brim, the scarf pulled acrossthe lower part of the face, effectively hiding all festures. Her
heart jumped into a double-time rhythm as the stranger took hisleft hand from his pocket and brought
out alarge folded knife. Asthough by magic, the knife' s blade came out of its handle with aquick snap
of the man’swridt.

“N-no,” Claresaid. “Please. . . "

“We' regoing for awak, youand I,” the man said, hisvoice muffled by his scarf. “Up by the cliffs, |
think.”

{Pagel95} Cold fear paradyzed Clare’ s muscles for long moments, then she gathered her wits about her
and swung her cane. The man dodged the blow easily. Clare wasn't so lucky when he struck her with his
free hand. The blow knocked her cane from her grip and sent her down to the road where she scraped
her hands on the pavement. Her bad leg offered up a protesting flare of pain at its mistreatment.

Before she could scrabble away, the man was down beside her, right hand on her shoulder, forcing her
down, the knife held up near her face.

“We can do this pleasantly,” he said. “A gtroll up by the cliffsand no pain. Or | can drag you up there by
your hair and we' Il seeif the rain can wash away the blood as quickly as| can makeit flow.”

The goggles stared at her, soulless bug-eyes that offered up no hope.

“It could take sometime,” he added.



Clare opened her mouth to scream, then closed it with a snap asthe point of the knife touched her cheek
just below her |eft eye. The rain streamed onto her face, making her vison blur.

“No cries.” The voice was so damned conversational. “No screams. Wouldn't do you any good,
anyway. There’ sno oneto hear you?—not tonight.”

Theknife pulled back abit, floating in the air between them. The man held it with acasud familiarity.
Clare gtared at its menacing point. Dimly she took in the nightmarish image of the man?—just a shadowy
bulk, featuredless with his hat, goggles, and scarf. She had an odd moment of total objectivity. She noticed
the crease in the brim of the hat, as though it had been folded in apocket for too long. The missing button
at the top of the raincoat’ sright lapdl. The odd little tattoo on the man’sleft wrist.

Then he hauled her to her feet and gave her ashovein the direction of the coast path. He closed the
knife and returned it to his pocket.

“My?—my cane. . ..”

“Dowithout it,” the man said.

“‘But?—’

Theknife appeared again, the blade flicking open with asnap.

“Y ou' re beginning to bore me,” the man said. “Don'’t bore me. Y ou wouldn't like me when I’'m bored.”

The knife moved back and forth in front of her face. She took a staggering step back, but he closed the
digance again essly.

“Youwouldn'tlikemeat al,” he said softly.

3.

{ Page196} Janey was having amiserabletime of it. The wipersof her little Reliant Robin had decided to
work only at haf power, which |eft them less than effective in dearing the heavy rain from her windshield.
The defrost wasn't working properly either, so she had to drive with the driver’ s side window open. By
the time she was halfway to Newlyn, her |eft shoulder and arm were soaked.

And then there was the reason she was out on the road tonight in thefirst place. . . .

She drove through Newlyn and Penzance, going too fast, but not redlly caring. Her attention was divided
between keeping the Robin on the road, trying to spot Felix on either side of the verge, and roundly
curang hersdf for the fool she' d been when hel d come by the Gaffer’ s house earlier. Why couldn’t she
havelistened to him, instead of going off haf cocked the way she had?

It was her bloody temper.

She banged her fist on the steering whed in frustration by the time she was on the far side of Penzance.
Thebuses and trainsweren't running at thistime of night, but what if he'd been hitching? He might have
aready gotten aride. . . .

She cruised back through Penzance, crisscrossing through the town and going slower now, without any



better luck. Findly, she pulled over to the Side of the street just before she reached the Newlyn Bridge at
the end of the North Pier. She stared morosely out the windshield. The wipers went feebly back and
forth, pushing the rain about more than clearing the window.

Thiswas pointless. He could be anywhere.

Then she remembered Clare saying something about Felix planning to drop off acaneto that Lena
woman before heleft. On anight likethis, he' d be mad to try hitching out of town. Maybe hewas till in
the woman’ sroom.

Janey’ sspiritslifted dightly. The American would be staying in ahotd.

She made a U-turn and started east again on the Promenade.

A hotdl. Of course. Then her spirits sagged again. Only which one?

She got lucky at the third hotel shetried. Ron Hollinshead, an old schoolmate of hers, was behind the
counter. He looked up from the magazine he was reading as she came in. Pushing back hisdark hair
from his brow, he stood up, asmile crinkling hisfeatures. On hisfeet he only topped Janey by afew
inches

{Pagel97}“Hélo there, Janey,” he said, peering past her to where her car was pulled up to the curb.
“Car giving you a bit of agro?’

“Don’t talk to me about that car.”
Ron came around the counter. “Want meto take alook at it?’

“No. It'snot that. | just?—do you have an American woman staying here? All | know is her first name:
Lena”

Ron nodded. “Lena Grant. She' s been here afew days. Thinks she’ sabloody princess. What do you
want with her?’

“Has she had any vistorsthisevening?’ Janey asked.

“About ahalf hour or so ago?—rough-looking bloke. Looked like he' d been swvimming in the bay.”
“Did he have any baggage?’

“A duffel and acase of some sort. What' sthisall about, Janey?’

“What room’'sshein?’

“| can't tell you that.”

“It' simportant.”

Ron looked uncomfortable. “But it’s privileged information. | could lose my job if | let people go about
bothering the guests. Befair, Janey.”



“I’'m not going to bother anyone,” Janey said. “Honestly. | just want to talk to the fellow who'svisiting
m.ll

“I don't think s0,” Ron said. “Thistime of night, there’s not much guesswork needed to know what
they'reup to.”

Janey did an admirable job of keeping down the sudden flare of anger that rose up in her.

| sent him away, shetold hersdlf. If hel sin bed with her, it smy fault. I'm going to stay cam. I'm just
going to talk to him. And maybetear out al of her bloody hair. . . .

“I’'m sorry, Janey,” Ron said. “But there srulesand I’ ve got to stick to them.”

Janey sighed. “Youwon't tell me?’

“Not won't?—can't.”

“Then!’ll just haveto find out for mysdf.”

Ron caught her arm as she started for the stairs. “For Christ’s sake, Janey. Don't cause a scene.”

“I won't. Just tell mewhat room they'rein.” She found adisarming smileto charm him with. “Come on,
Ron. It sredly very important.”

“Bloody hell.”

“No one has to know who told me,” she assured him.
{Pagel198}“Y ou won't sart shouting and carrying on?’
“Promise,” she said and crossed her heart.

Ill kill her quietly, she added to herself.
“IfI'losemyjob..."

“Youwon't, Ron. I'll be up to have aquick bit of achat and out again, quiet asamouse. No on€e'll even
know | was here.”

He sghed heavily and looked around the lobby as though expecting to find his employer lurking about,
just waiting for him to bresk the rules before she booted him out and then he' d be on the dole again.

“All right,” he said. “Room five?—top of the stairs on your right. But mind you don't?—"
Janey nodded. “I’ll be quiet asaghost.”

A ghost of retribution, she thought, then forced that thought away. She was going to stay cam?—no
matter what she found in the bloody woman’'s room. She wasnot going to cause a scene.

“Thanks, Ron,” shesad.



She gave hisarm a quick squeeze, then hurried up the stairs before he could change hismind. She
looked back down when she reached thefirst landing to find him staring up at her, obvioudy il
distressed. She put afinger to her lips and tiptoed exaggeratedly on up until shewas out of hissight.

I’ m going to be calm, she reminded hersdf as she reached the door with the brass plate that read
“Number Five”

Easy to say. Her pulse was drumming wildly as she reached up to rap on the door with her knuckles and
the last thing she felt was cam. She paused before knocking and put her ear to the wood paneling. She
could hear an odd sound, but the thickness of the door made it impossible to identify.

Maybe they were adeep. Together in the same bed. Exhausted after afrenzied bout of lovemaking. . . .

Shewas going to kill that woman. She was going to tear out her ?—

Cdm, shewarned hersdf. Becam.

She knocked, and got no response. But she could sense that they were in there. Empty rooms had a
different fed about them. And there was that faint, rhythmica sound.

She knocked a second time, then tried the handle when there was still no answer. It turned easily under
her hand. She flung the door open and stepped into the room where her worst fears were redized.

A naked woman was astride Felix on the bed, riding him as though{ Page 199} he was some
thoroughbred stallion, hands on his shoulders, breasts bobbing as her hips went up and down. She turned
wide, dartled eyesto Janey, pausing in midmotion with Fdlix’ s penis still hdfway insde her. Felix never
moved, never turned.

“What the hell areyou doing here?’ the woman demanded.

Janey |ooked around the room for the nearest thing with which to hit her.

4.

Davie Rowe buttoned his shirt across his broad chest and stepped into histrousers, right leg first.

Two bloody hundred quid, he thought as he tucked in his shirttails and then zipped up histrousers. And
for doing something legd in the bargain. Wasn't that just something.

“Isthat you, Davie?’

Davie glanced at thewall separating his bedroom from his mother’s.
“Yes, Mum.”

“Who was that on the phone, then?’

Her voice was closer now.

Oh, do stay in bed, Davie thought. But there wasn’t much chance of that.



“Just amate,” he said.
His mother appeared in his doorway, aworn, old flowered housecoat wrapped around her thin body.
“Not that WillieKed, wasit?’

Davie shook hishead. “It was Darren Spencer. He got himsdf aflat up by the quarry and needsa

“Because| don't likethat Ked chap,” his mother went on as though she hadn’t heard him. “He sthe
onewhat got you in trouble before and he'll do it again, give him half achance. Y ou mark my words,
Davie, he'sabad sort and?—"

Davie cut her off with aquick kiss on the cheek.
“I redly must go, Mum. Darren’ swaiting.”

“Yes, well. It' simportant to stand by your friends,” his mother said. “Not that | saw Darren stand by
you when you went to prison. Where was he then, | ask you? But now, when he needs himsalf a spot of
help at?—what timeisit?’

“Timefor meto go. You get back to bed, Mum. | won't belong.”

{ Page200} His mother nodded. “Mind you take acoat and hat, now. It'sa proper flood out there
tonight.”

“I'will.”

He found his boots by the door where he' d dropped them when he camein earlier and quickly laced
them up. His mother continued to prattle as he shrugged into athick raincoat and pushed afisherman’s
cap down over hisunruly brown curls.

“A biglad likeyou,” his mother said as he opened the front door, “can till catch his desth of cold.”
“I'll be careful, Mum.”

He closed the door and stepped gratefully into the street, preferring the physical discomfort of therain to
his mother’ s nagging. She meant well, he knew, but her incessant nattering got on his nerves something
fierce. Of courseit was hisown fault, wasn't it? Almost thirty and il living at home with hismum. And
didn't that give Williealaugh, just? Still, what e se could he do? He couldn't afford hisown lodgings and
if hedidn’t look after the old woman, then who would? Not his father >—God rest his soul >—and they
had no other family since the cousins moved to Canada.

A fine how-do it was when the only Rowes | eft in Mousehole were agrumbling old woman and her
half-arsed crook of a son. Such times. Things were better when Dad was dive, bringing in the odd bit of
contraband to augment the family’ s poor fishing income. And in hisgrandfather’sday . . . timewasthe
Rowes were the best smugglersthis side of up country.

But that was in days long past, when the pilchard still ran and men used the wind, not motors, to propel
their ships. Thiswas now. At the moment his only concern was the two hundred quid he had riding on
finding Clare Mabley and keeping her dive.



Two hundred quid!

Ashehurried across the village through the rain to Raginnis Hill, Davie wondered how much Willie was
keeping for himsalf. And he wondered as well about who would want to hurt Clare. He' d done some
bad thingsin his own time, and would undoubtedly do more, but he could honestly say that he' d [n]ever
hurt a disabled person, nor stolen from one either.

He couldn’t understand a man who would.

Because of the heavy rain, Davie was dmost upon the two figures before he saw them. Clare was
hobbling painfully up the hill without{ Page 201} her cane, while the man with her kept shoving her when
she dowed down.

“Here!l” Daviecried. “Lay off her, you!”

The man turned. Hisleft hand dipped into the pocket of his overcoat and came back with aknife. Davie
took in the man’s odd muffled appearance and the knife with atouch of uneasiness. Bugger was decked
out likethe villain in some bad American movie, he thought. But the knife was no joke. Nor the assured

way the man held it, cutting edge up.

Davie couldn’t help but picture that blade plunging into his belly and then tearing up his chest until it was
stopped by his breastbone. . . .

Still he held hisground.

Two hundred quid, he thought.

And besides, herather liked Clare.

“Got yoursdlf aknife, haveyou?’ he said. “Makesyou fed grandly brave, I’ ll wager.”

Theman’s only reply was a sudden lunge forward. The knife cut through Davi€ s coat, but missed the
skin as Davie side-stepped the attack. Before the man could swing about, Davie struck him squarely in
the side of the head with one meaty fist and dropped his attacker in histracks.

Thaose knuckles were going to hurt come morning, Davie thought as he moved in to make sure the man
stayed down.

Shaking his head, the man made it to hisfeet before Davie could reach him. He held the knife between
them, effectively keeping Davie at bay. Then Davie spied Clare' s cane lying whereit had fallen on the
wet pavement earlier.

Right, he thought. We'll end this quickly now.

Hefeinted towards the man, dodged the sweeping blow of the knife, and kicked the man’ s feet from
under him. As Clare' s attacker went tumbling to the pavement, Davie stepped quickly over to where the
canelay. Heturned with it in hand, just asthe man wasrising.



“Fun’sover, mate,” Davie said. “Why don’t you bugger off before you get serioudy hurt.”

The man roared inarticulately and charged. Davie swung the cane twice. One blow knocked the knife
from the man’ s hand. Sidestepping out of the way, Davie ddlivered the second blow to theman’s
shoulder as he went by. The man stumbled againgt alow garden wall, turning quickly. Hisright arm now
hung loosdly & hisside.

{ Page202} Broken, Davie thought. Or maybe the nerves had smply been struck numb. Either way, the
man was in no shape to continue the fight.

Davieraised the cane again.

“I’'mserious, mate,” he said. “Bugger off or there'll be somered pan.”

He could fed the man’ s hatred burning from the eyes hidden behind those odd goggles. It wasa
venomous rage that had no need for wordsto expressitself. Davie had lost hiscap in their brief struggle
and the rain was plagtering his curlsto his head, running into hiseyes. But he didn’'t move, didn’t even
blink, until the figure by thewal dowly sdled towardstheleft, then fled off down the hill.

Davie bent down and retrieved the man’ s knife, which he pitched off into the darkness behind the
nearest house below the road. He collected his sodden hat and shoved it into his pocket, then went to
where Clare was crouching wide-eyed on the road.

“Oh, God, Davie,” she said as he came near. “He was going to kill me.”

Daviedidn’t quite know what to do now. He helped Clare to her feet, feding stupid and avkward once
she was standing on her own, holding her cane again.

“Yes, well ..." hestarted, then he ran out of words.

“Y ou saved my life, Davie”

“It'sjudt, uh, lucky | happened by when |, uh, did.”

Clare stepped alittle closer and leaned against hisarm. He could fedl her trembling.
“I've never been so frightened beforein dl my life)” shesaid.
“Wadll, he's, uh, gone now.”

A new tremor went through Clare. “What if he comes back?’
“| doubt that.”

It was getting alittle easier to talk to her now.

“But if he does?’ she asked. “We d better call the police.”
“No police,” Davie sad.

“But. . .” Clareturned to look up into hisface. She blinked away rain, and then nodded. “Of course,”



shesad. “You don't exactly get along with them, do you?’

Davie sucked on his bruised knuckles. “Not exactly. Did he hurt you?’

“No, I'mjust alittle shaken still >—that'sall.”

“I'll walk you home,” Davie said.

{Page203}“Thisisvery kind of you.”

“Y ou could call the police from your house,” Davie went on. “ Just don’t mention me, that' sall.”
Clare nodded, letting hersalf be led on up the hill, past the bird hospital, to her front door.
“What could they do anyway?’ she asked. “H€ slong gone now.”

“Long gone,” Davie agreed.

“But | should report it dl the same, just so he doesn't attack someoneelse. Unless. . .” Her voicetrailed
off.

“Unlesswhat?’ Davie asked.

Clare shivered. Her fingers shook as shetried to fit her key toitslock. Davie took it from her and
unlocked the door for her.

“I had the oddest fedling that he was after mein particular.”

“Why would anyone want to hurt you?’ Davie asked.

But he was thinking about two hundred quid as he spoke, and of Willie Kedl. Someone had told Willie
that this attack was going to happen. Someone who was willing to pay at least two hundred quid?
—rprobably double that when you took in Willi€' s share?—to make sure that it didn’t happen.

Theonly person Davie could think that would fit that bill was the American woman who was staying in
Penzance. But why? And why Clare?

“I don’'t know,” Clare said. “But someone does.”

She stepped inside, then looked back at him.

“Will you comein for abit?’ sheasked. “You ve gotten al drenched. | could put on sometea.”
“I suppose | could,” Davie said. “ Just so long as you don't phone the police while I’ m here.”
She gave him an odd look. “What' ve you been up to, Davie?’

“Nothing. | swear. | wasjust out walking, that’sall. But if I'm here when the police come, they’ll take
meinadl thesame”

“Wall, | can’t have that happen,” Clare said. “Not after you' ve helped me. But walking in therain?’



“It hepsclear my mind.”

“There'salot of that needed around here,” Clare said.
“Pardon?’

“Nothing. Would you like that tes?”

“Please”

“I'll put the kettle on.”

She hung up her coat by the door and started off down the hall{ Page 204} to the kitchen. Davie hung up
his own gear, then sood awkwardly by the coat rack until she called him into the kitchen.

“| fed better with you here,” she said. “ Safer. Did you see hisface?’

“Not much to see, what with the goggles and scarf and all.”

“That'sjudt it. It fairly gives methe cregpsjust thinking about him.”

Davie nodded and took a segt at the kitchen table. Ithad been creepy. And hurt or not, the man was il
out there. He could come back. If he did, and Davie wasn't there to stop him, then Davie knew he could
just kissaway histwo hundred quid. Not to mention that Clare would be dead. . . .

“Do you have aphone | could use?’ he asked.

Clareraised her eyebrows. “ Areyou going to phone the police now?’

“Not likely. I just wanted to call amate | was supposed to be seeing to tell him | won’t beby.” The
questioning look remained in her eyes. 1 thought | should, uh, stay abit,” he added. “In case the bloke
who attacked you decides to come back. The police wouldn’t leave aman here with you, you see.”

“That’ sakind thought.”

“Unlessyou’d rather | went. .. ?’

“No. | could make up abed for you on the couch, if you like.”

“I don’'t need much.” He paused, then added, “ The phone?’

“It'sinthe study,” she said, pointing the way.

“Thanks”

As so0n as he got to the telephone, Davie rang up Willi€ s number.

“Y ou were spot on the money about that attack,” he said when Willie answered.

“Y ou had no trouble?’



“Noneto speak of. Do you know who he was?’

“No.”

“Do you think he'll be back?’

“I hadn’t thought of that,” Willie said. “Isthere a place nearby where you can watch Mabley’ s house?’
Hewas quiet for amoment, obvioudly thinking, then added before Davie could speak, “ Of coursethere's
thisbloody wesather, iVt there?’

“It'sdl right,” Daviesad. “I’min Clar€ s house a the moment. Sheinvited mein when | rescued her.”
“Canyou stay?’

{Page205} “ That' s not a problem. What | want to know, Willie, is, what' sthisal about?’

“Haven't thefaintest idea, mate. | just take the money and do the job. That’ show you get ahead inthis
world.”

“I'll remember that,” Davie said, and then herang off.

He looked around the room, at the books lining the walls, and wondered if Clare had actudly read them
al. Heremembered her in school. She was till in primary when he was taking his examsto go to the
comprehensive school in Penzance?—examsthat he' d failed. But he could remember how after the
accident she' d been homefor so long, and then going to schoal in her whedlchair, Janey Little dways at
her sde.

Shewould have had plenty of timeto have read adl of these and more, he decided. He pulled abook at
random from the shelves and flipped through its pages. He wondered what it was like to read something
likethis. Asaboy, reading the weekly Beano was about the most he could manage. The most he ever
read now were the soccer scores?—and that was only after he' d had agood eyeful of the page-three
girl. But books. . . give him agood film anytime?—preferably one of the old ones where black was

black and white was white and a man didn’t get confused between the two theway it was so easy toin
red life.

He hefted avolume, enjoying thefed of it in hishand. Filmswere dl wdll and fine, but something like
this. It had agood weight in your hand.

Clare was clever >—had to be after reading al these books. And pretty, too. Funny how he' d never
really thought of that before. Y ou saw the cane and then that was asfar as you looked.

“Ready for that tea?” Clare called from the kitchen.

“I'monmy way,” hesad.

Clever and pretty and easy to be with. And now someone was trying to kill her.
He put the book back.

Wéll, not if he had his say about the matter.



5.

“Fdix, howcould you?” Janey cried.

Tofind himin bed with thiswoman was the fina dap in the face. The ultimate betraya . Because she' d
beenwilling to ligen to him.{ Page 206} She' dbelieved Clare when she had argued for hisinnocence. But
tofind him likethis. . . to know that al the time he redlly had been playing her for afodl. . ..

Thered tide of her anger lashed againgt the false cam that she' d held desperatdly in place for the past
few hours.

“Feix!” shecried again. “Will you at leastlook a me?’

Y ou drove him to this, a part of her protested, so why are you so angry? Y ou sent him away into her
ams,

That was bloody rubbish.

She d sent him away ?—that much was true enough?—but if he wasredlly so innocent would he have
rushed here to the American’ s bed?

“Fdix!” shecried athird time, her voice going ghrill.

Lenawas very cool. She rose from her awkward position?—Feix’ s penis dapping againg his somach
asshegot off him?—and calmly covered her nakedness with a bathrobe.

“Get out of here,” shetold Janey as she belted the robe.

Her voice was pitched low, but there was iron behind it. It was a voice used to being obeyed. A voice
reserved for servants.

Janey ignored her, dl her attention on Fdlix.

He never moved. He never turned his head towards her. He just lay there on the bed, staring at the
ceiling, his penis shrinking and soft. He looked ridiculous, but Janey could fed her heart breaking al over.

Shetook a step towards him. Lenamoved forward, favouring her hurt leg, and stood between the bed
and Janey.

“| ssid?—" she began.

The woman's movement broke the spell that Janey had been under. Without even thinking about what
shewas doing, she shaped afist and hit Lenain the somach as hard as she could. She stepped aside as
Lenabuckled over, gasping. Lend sleg gave way under her and shefell to the carpet. Janey closed the
distance that separated her from the bed. She moved her hand back and forth in front of Felix’ sface,
waiting for his gazeto track the motion, but al he did was continue to Sare at the celling.

Comprehension dawned on Janey, if not understanding.

“You'vedrugged him,” she said, turning from the bed.



Redizing that, her anger didn’t so much flee asit wasredirected. But riding above it now was an awful
fear for Felix. What had the woman given him? Would he recover?

{ Page207} Lenawas recovering. Using the side of the bed for leverage, she pulled hersdf up from the
floor and leaned against the bed. She flinched when Janey took a step towards her.

“Don'tthink . . . you can get away with this” Lenasaid. “I'll have you charged with assault, you stupid
litle?>—"

“Y ou drugged him!” Janey cried, overriding the thregt. “What did you give him?’

As she stepped closer 4till, Lenatook aswing at her, fingers spread like aclaw, long polished nails
arching towards Janey’ s face. Janey dodged the feeble attack and dapped Lena, her hand leaving its
imprint behind on the woman’s cheek >—sharp red againgt the pale skin. Lenawinced. She put up her
own hand to cover the stinging cheek, her own attack forgotten.

“Whatdid you give him?" Janey demanded.

She made another threatening gesture with her hand when Lenadidn’t reply that quickly had the woman
taking.

“He Il befine. It'sjust adrug to leave him open to suggestion. It’ Il wear off in afew hours.”

Her voice was surly, angry, but Janey didn’t much care. She d bully the woman right out of Cornwall if
she could.

Keeping haf an eye on Lena, shereturned to the side of the bed.
“Fdix?" shesad. “Can you hear me?’
“Uuuh. ...

She caught up his hand and gave hisarm a pull, which brought him gtting up in bed like arobot that
could move tiffly onitsown, but couldn’t generate the locomotion without prompting. Janey glanced
around the room until she spied his clothes lying on the floor. She gathered them up and gave them to
him.

“Put these on,” shesaid.

He held them on hislap, but stared numbly into some unseen distance.

Janey looked at Lena. All thefight seemed to have gone out of her except for adark spark of anger that
flashed deep in her eyes. Satisfied that she wouldn't complicate matters, Janey helped Felix dress. It
wasn't much different from how she thought it would be clothing amannequin. But shefindly had him
standing by the door, his duffel and accordion case standing out in the hall. Janey picked up Clare' s cane
aswedll. Let thewoman crawl around on her knees.

“You'regoing to be sorry,” Lenasaid suddenly.

{ Page208}“Oh, redly?”



Janey was quite proud of the way she was keeping her temper in check.
“You don’t have any idea of who | ?—"

“That’ swhereyou rewrong,” Janey said. “1 know exactly what kind of a person you are,and what
you're herefor.”

She smiled coldly as Lenaregistered surprise.

“That'sright,” she added. “ And maybe you can get anything you want with a snap of your fingers
wherever it isthat you come from, but it’ s different here. Here we take care of our own. The best thing
you can do is hop on thefirst train to London and fly back home, because if you come’ round bothering
usagain, you'll have more than just meto deal with. | havealot of friendsin thisarea, Lena Grant, and
we really do take care of our own.”

“Youdon't?—"

But Janey just shut the door on whatever the woman was about to say. She gave Felix apush down the
hall, then lugging his duffel and accordion case, Clare' s cane awkwardly stuck under her arm, she
followed him to where he' d stopped at the top of the sairs.

“Downwe go,” she said and gave him another little nudge to get him mobile once more.

Ron met them at the bottom of the sairs, his anxiety dmost comical. He looked closdly a Felix who had
paused once more, standing as ill asamachine that had been switched off, then turned his questioning
gaze towards Janey.

“I heard shouting,” he began.

Janey nodded wearily. “ Sorry about that. Did we wake anybody up?’

“No. It'sjudt. ..” Helooked at Felix again. “What’ swrong with him?’

“She drugged him. Nice clientele you have staying in this place, Ron.”

“We don't exactly pick and choose. Are you taking him to the hospitad 7’

Janey shook her head. “I'm taking him home.”

“But?—"’

“About now,” she sad firmly, “it’ sthe best place for him to be. | don’t want him waking up in some
hospita room not knowing how he got there.”

{ Page209} Ron looked as though he had more to say, but then he just shrugged.
“Here” he sad, taking the duffel and case from her. “ Give me those.”

He stowed them in the car while Janey led Fdlix out into the rain and got him to fold his bulk into the
Rdiant’s small passenger seet.



“There snothing more | can do?’ Ron asked.

“No,” Janey told him. She started up the car. “ Thanks ever so much. Y ou' d better get in out of therain.”
Sheflicked on the headlights and wipers. The latter were still misbehaving and pushed the water
halfheartedly about on the windshield. Sighing, Janey rolled down her window and the rain camein. Ron
stood watching them in the open door of the hotel. Giving him awave, Janey turned the car about once
more and headed back towards Mousehole.

If she' d ever had a more miserable night, she couldn’t think of when it had been.
6.

Lenawatched the door close behind them. Shelifted ahand to her cheek, which was dtill stinging. Her
stomach hurt too. Opening her robe, she looked down to see a bruise forming.

Shewas not in good shape.

Slowly sheroseto her feet and hobbled over to the window where she watched Janey Little' sbizarre
three-wheeled car pull awvay fromin front of the hotel. She held a hand across her somach, gently
stroking the soreness, not caring that she stood with her robe open in the window where anyone passing
by outside could see. But findly she belted it closed once more and sat down in achair.

It was karma, she thought. She had been trying to do the right thing, but because she hadn’t gone about
it properly, it had dl fallen apart. There had been asingular lack of focus. She hadn’t drawn on the clean
sharp strength of her will, but had |et her body’ s pleasure centers rule her mind.

“Never think with your groin,” Daddy had told her more than once. “ That’ sthefirst rule of businessand
it goes for women aswell as men?—don’t you forget it. Use your logic, not your libido. I’ ve seen more
comedowns brought about by busi ness associates thinking with{ Page 210} their brainsin their groins
ingtead of in their headswherethey belong. . . .~

It made sense. It was good advice.

But she’' d gone and broken that rule. She’ d let her libido drag her into a Situation where common sense
would never have taken her. If she had just given Felix the knockout drug . . . rolled him up on the couch
and then goneto bed . . . none of this unpleasantness would have happened.

But now that ithad . . .

And when she thought of that little bitch watzing in here like she owned theworld. . .

Anger didn’'t solve anything either, but sheindulged hersdf init for afew momentsdl the same until she
findly sghed. With an effort, she put it aside.

Don't get mad, get even.

But that just meant losing him forever. Not that she had a ghost of a chance in patching things up with
himin thefirst place. Not that she even wanted to. He was just some big dumb sailor, wasn't he?



Except and but and damniit al . ..

She consdered the dlien sensihility that had brought her to this present situation and redlized, with a
maudlin regard that was dso unfamiliar, that her fedingsfor Felix Gavin hadn’t changed. Not onelittle bit.
He' d put acrack in the walls that she had raised so protectively around hersalf, squeezed hisway
through, into her heart and head, and now he wouldn’t leave.

It wasn't just the way he' d dropped everything to help her this afternoon, where anyonein her own
circlewould have nodded sympatheticaly and just gone on, if they even bothered to notice in the first
place. Nor wasit the smple honesty that just seemed to shine out of his pores, or the attentiveness with
which he' d listened to her blather on. Nor wasit the fact that he had aterrificbod . . .

She didn’t know what it was. And what she didn’t understand, upset her. Becauseit left her opento
weekness. Because it had her ditting here feding lost and lonely like dl the rest of the stupid sheepinthe
world who couldn’t have what they wanted. . . .

She remembered thefed of his skin againgt hers. The gentle strength of his hands. How she' d drawn his
hardness deep insde her. Because of the drug, he hadn’t been very energetic without prompting, it was
true. If you stopped to think about it, it was dmost akind of necrophilia. . . but it had dl felt sogood . . .

{Page211} Her hand dropped between her legs and she leaned her head against the back of the chair,
closing her eyes as sheimagined that it was hisfingers, rubbing back and forth, histouch, his caring for
her that fueled the hot flash that grew deep in her belly and began to spread through her in awave.

But then she remembered Janey Little. And Felix’ s disconsol ate face when hel d come by to drop off the
cane....

Her hand dilled. The dedrefled, if not the need.

She opened her eyes and stared across the room. Pulling her robe closed, she wrapped her armstightly
around hersdif.

Don't get mad, get even.

There had to be away that she could make good for Daddy and the Order andstill get everything thet
she wanted at the sametime. Shejust hadn’t worked it dl through yet.

Thisisn't over, Janey Little, shethought. Not by along shot, it isn't.

7.

For Clare, it was a matter of control.

When her assailant first attacked her, out therein therain, just the two of them, she' d been afraid. Of
being hurt. And then of dying. But underlying it dl, reaching right to the heart of the primordial core that
made her who she was?—that differentiated her from the billions of other soulswith whom she shared

the planet?—was the fear of losing contral.

What her assailant took from her at that moment violated her very essence. He had stolen what had kept
her sane through the bedridden years and the years of physical therapy.



Control.

She had been dealt a bad hand?—or dedlt it for hersdlf, some might say, though it was hard to think in
those terms considering how young she' d been at the time she’ d taken her fall. She had lost motor
command of her body and fought with dl theinner strength and will she could summon to regainit. And
regain it shedid. Shedidn’'t recover it al, but she' d been far more successful than the doctors had
alowed she ever would be.

What was the secret?
Control.

{ Page212} When she was findly mobile once more, she swore she' d never giveit up again. Not over
any aspect of her life.

So when her assailant stole it away ?—as casudly as some horrible little child pulling the wingsfrom afly,
samply plucking it from her with his brute strength and aknife?—it undermined everything that had kept
her strong through the years. Just like that. And even now, Stting in the kitchen sharing apot of teawith
Davie Rowe, the memory of that theft entangled her like aswimmer caught in asnarl of seaweed, caught
and dragged down from the surface of the ocean, down into the depths, losing air, losing strength, losing
control. . ..

Control.
What frightened her the most was how easily her assailant had stripped it away.

She glanced across the table at her companion who was trying manfully not to durp histea. Davie
Rowe. With his severe acne scars, pug nose, and oversize chin; the one large ear and hisbasicaly kind
eyesthat were unfortunately too small and set too closely together; the purple blotch of abirthmark that
smeared the left sde of hisbrow . . .

It was aface only amother could love, and from what Clare knew, only his mother did.

Like Clare hersdlf, Davie Rowe had been dedlt a bad hand aswell, one over which he could never have
had any influence. Based on hislooks, he'd never had many friends. When he looked for employment,
the doors closed in hisface. He'd had little schooling and his only virtue, if it could be cdled such, was
that he could handle himsdlf well in afight?—he' d had awhole childhood and adolescence perfecting that
skill. Unfortunately it wasn't marketable. Was it any wonder that he d taken up nicking wallets and the
like from the rooms of the tourists who flocked to Penwith every summer? What €l se was he supposed
to do?

Everyone knew himin the village. He wasn't so much Mousehol€ svillageidiot asits black sheep, and
locally he was viewed with a certain amount of wary affection, though no one cared to spend much time
in hiscompany.

But never mind hislooks, or hishistory. At thismoment Clare felt a pronounced fondness for him. And
an odd sense of affinity.

She considered?—as away of taking her mind away from that bleak feding that had settled deep inside
her and refused, point-blank, to be didodged?—what it must beliketo be him.



{ Page213} He wasn't crippled, because physically his body performed al its functionsin the manner
they were supposed to, but he was disabled al the same. Because where people looked no further than
her limp and her cane when they met her, with him they looked no further than hisface. The principle
difference between them was that she' d forced hersdlf to overcome the limitations that society put on her
while he either hadn’t been able, or been given the opportunity, to try to do the same for himsdlf.

“Have you read dl those books?’ Davie asked suddenly.

Clare blinked and brought her thoughts back to earth.

“What did you say?’

“Those booksin your study,” Davie said, nodding with his head down the hdl. “Have you read them
al?

Claresmiled. “Not likely. But I've read alot of them. Why do you ask?’

“I just wondered what it waslike.”

“What, reading that many books?’

“No. Reading abook. All theway through, like, from start to finish. One without pictures.”
“You've never read abook?’ Clare asked, trying to keep the incredulity out of her voice.
Davie shrugged. “Never redly had thetime. .. "

“But what do you do with your time?” She regretted what she had said the moment the words were out
of her mouth. “I’'m sorry,” she added quickly. “1t’ sredly none of my business.”

“I don’'t mind your asking. | liketowalk. | go for long walks. And | have abicycle now that | got from
Willie. Sometimes I’ Il pedd all theway upto St. Ivesand back inaday. | listento theradio alot and in
the evenings Mum and | watch thetelly. And | loveto go to the cinema. But | look at al those booksin
your study and | get to thinking that you can’t haf help being clever after you ve read so many of them.”

“It takes more than reading to be clever,” Clare said.

Lord knew, she saw that every day in the shop where they sold more romances and bestsellers than
anything that had abit more literary worth or insight. She couldn’t remember the last timethey’d sold a
copy of Joyce that wasn't to a student.

“It' sunderstanding what you read,” she added. “ And it's challenging your mind. I’ve no quarrel with
entertainment, but | liketo mix my reading about so that | get abit of everything.”

{ Page214} Davie nodded, but she saw that he was only going through the motion of understanding.
“You play music, too,” hesaid. “Up a Charlie Boyd's, don’t you?’
“Most Friday nights,” Clare said. “I haven’t seen you there, though.”

Davie shrugged. “ Sometimeswhen I'm walking by, | hear the music and | stop outside for abit of a



ligen.”

“Why don’'t you comein?’

“I can’'t play an insrument or carry atune.”

“Y ou could tel astory, then, like some of the old gaffers.”

“Don’t know any stories. I. . .” He shifted uncomfortably in hischair. “1t' sjust that everything changes
when | comein aroom. Goesdl quiet like and then people are dways|ooking a me. When | go ’round
to theloca, the only way | can get any company isby playing thefool. Then | can have acrowd around
me, buying drinks or letting me play billiards with them, but. . .” Hisvoicetrailed off.

Clarewas at aloss asto what to say.

“I just get tired of it Sometimes,” he added after afew moments.
Clarenodded. “It' snot easy being . . . different. | know that well enough.”
“You'renot that different,” Davie said. “ Y ou're pretty and clever and?>—"
He broke off suddenly and finished histeain one long swallow.

“It' sgetting late,” he said, standing up from thetable. “1f you could bring me ablanket and pillow, | can
make my own bed on the sofa.”

Clare started to say something commiserating, but then left it unsaid. If he was anything like she was, it
would just sound like pity, and she hated to be pitied.

“I'll just go get them,” she said.

Later shelooked in on her degping mother ?—as she had when she' d first come home?—but her mother
was gtill degping. Sheleft anote on her mother’ s night table briefly explaining Davie Rowe s presence
downgtairs, then went into her own room. She changed for bed, but then found she couldn’t deep.
Instead she spent the remaining hours of the night staring out the window, watching therain dieto a
drizzle, then give away atogether until only an overcast sky remained as areminder of the night just past.

{ Page215} The gulls were wheding about the roof of the house when shefinaly fell adeepinthe chair
where she was Sitting. She dreamed of amasked man stalking her down narrow, winding streets where
she could only flee by crawling painfully dong the cobblestones because she' d lost her cane. Rain made
the cobblestones dick and hard to grip. The goggled face of her pursuer loomed over her. He held along
shining blade upraised in his hand, the incongruoudy peaceful image of adove tattooed on hiswrigt.
Laughter spilled from behind the scarf that hid hisfesatures.

She woke with that hideous laughter in her ears, then redlized it was only the raucous cries of the gulls.
Feding gtiff, shelimped over to her bed and crawled under the covers where sheimmediately fell adeep
once more, thistime without dreams.

8.



The Gaffer awoke with a start when the front door banged open. The Dunthorn book fell from hislap
and he only just caught it beforeit tumbled to the floor. He looked over, then quickly roseto hisfeet as
his much bedraggled granddaughter camein bringing with her an equally bedraggled Felix who aso
appeared to be in asomewhat somnambulant state.

“You found him!” hesaid. “Fdlix, | can't tel you how sorry | am about?—"

“Doesn’'t do any good to talk to him, Gramps,” Janey said.

The Gaffer peered closer and saw that while Felix’ s eyes were open, he saw nothing. The only reason
he was moving a al was because Janey was nudging him aong.

“What's happened?’ the Gaffer asked. “Was hein an accident?’

Janey shook her head. “No. I'd say thiswas brought about very ddiberately. Will you help me get him
to bed?’

It took awhileto get Felix upstairs, undressed, and in bed. Some more time was spent in fetching his
gear from the Rdiant, but findly everything was done. Janey and the Gaffer sat down in theliving room,
gtting together on the sofa, and it was then, as she started to explain what had happened, that the finely
held control Janey had kept in place dl evening unraveled. She burst into tears and buried her face
againg the Gaffer’ s shoulder.

It took him awhileto get the story out of her. Then he merdly held her, closeto him, stroking her hair
and murmuring in her ear { Page 216} What he said made no real sense. There were promises of
everything getting better, and that they’ d get to the bottom of things, just you wait and see, my robin, and
the mystery would soon be solved, wouldn't it just, when they al put their mindsto it together, and how
shewas't to worry.

But it wasdl just words.

He looked across the room as he spoke, at the Dunthorn book whereit lay on the chair.

It was uncomfortably apparent that whatever they had become involved in wasjust beginning, though the
Gaffer couldn’t have said how he knew that. It was just afedling he got.

When he looked at the book.

When he listened to the wind outsde the house, rattling the shutters asit went hurrying up the strest.
When he remembered the |ast time the strangeness had come into hishome.

He knew it was only beginning.

And that thistime it would beworse.

Silly Old Man



Philosophers have argued for centuries about how many angel's can dance on the head Of apin, but
materidists have known al along that it depends on whether they arejitterbugging or dancing cheek to
cheek.

?—TOM ROBBINS, fromJitterbug Perfume

Thewater of the harbour punched Jodi like afist. Stunned, she sank deep into its shadows, propelled
down by the momentum of her long drop. Moments later she bobbed back to the surface, brought up by
the natural buoyancy of the salt water. The shock of its coldnessimmediately numbed her. Already
suffering from the trauma of discovering that Edern had been no more than some enchanted clockwork
man, this second shock on her system |eft her barely aware of her predicament.

The searan cold around Bodbury in late autumn. More than one fisherman had died in itswaters asthe
cold seeped into their muscles,{ Page 217} stealing away the sweet heet of life. Then the undertow would
pull them under.

If they were washed ashore, their grieving families would have their swollen blue corpsesto bury. A
small comfort, but comfort nonethel ess, for most were dragged out to sea, their bodies never seen again.
For dl their closenessto the sea?—day in and day out upon its waters?—given achoice, most fisher-folk
would choose to leave their bones on land, buried deep in the solid earth, rather than know that they’ d
become nothing more than the playthings of the tide and currents.

Jodi was only dimly aware of the cold and the heat it was stealing from her body. She kept hersdlf afl oat
with haphazard flutterings of her asams and legs, but her mind was locked on agtark impossible image:

Edern Gee. . ..
The spraying blood of the bog creatures asit melted his skin and made it flow like hot candlewax. . . .

The hole punched in his chest and the bewildering spill of cogs and gears and spoked whedlsrolling
across the boggy planking of thewharf. . ..

The memory stuck in her mind like awaterwheel snagged on abranch and locked in place. Movement
frozen. The moment captured and held fast, looped like acat’ s cradle string, so that no matter how much
you turned it, there was no beginning and no end. Just the endless parade of that one instant, splayed
across her mind, that she couldn’t escape.

Until her head fell forward and atrickle of salt water exploded in her lungs. Shelifted her face, choking
and coughing. And then thefirst shivers began.

Swim, shetold herself. Swim or you'll drown here.
But the shiversturned to trembling, which in turn became an uncontrollable shaking. Her head dipped

into the water again, too heavy to keep aoft, but she managed to raise her face before she took another
breath of water.



The current had aready taken her some distance from the pier. She could seeits dark bulk towering up
behind her. Perched on a crate was Windle, the witch' sfetch, gibbering angrily at her. Therewasno Sgn
of the Widow hersdf. Farther away still wasthe length of the Old Quay ?—the distance between it and
her multiplied a thousand times because of her present diminutive size.

{ Page218} She closed her eyes?>—

... and there was Edern, hisface melting, historso burst open, spilling out its clockwork
mechaniams. . ..

?—and opened them quickly again.
Swim, shetold hersdlf again.

But her arms and legs had grown too heavy. They fdlt so thick >—cold and prickling with numbness. Her
face sank into the water again and she had barely the strength to lift it. The current turned her so that she
was no longer facing shore. When awave lifted her to its crest, she could see out across the endless
wash of its dark waters, then she dropped into another trough.

Hope died in her. Her movements were no more than minimal now.
Why fight the cold? she asked hersdlf. Why fight the waves?
The seahad never been her friend, stealing Mother and Father asit was now steding her life aswell. But

she could sense akind of peacefulnesswaiting for her deep beneath the waves. A promise of warmth
and solace if shejust let hersdf ank. . . .

The wave crest lifted her again, but thistime there was more than the never-ending vista of dark water to

be seen. Something darker still was moving through the water towards her, leaving a V-shaped wake
behindit.

Shark, Jodi thought, a new surge of panic hurling adrenaline through her body. It had to be one of the
small blue sharksthat the fishermen caught with their baited lines of mackerel and pilchard just outsde the
harbour.

A moment or S0 ago she' d been ready to give up, to smply alow hersdf to sink and let the waves claim
her. But salf-preservation?—kicked awake by the immediate threet of being some shark’ slate-night
snack >—had her struggling to live once more.

She splashed frantically in the water, trying to get away, then redlized that she was just going to draw it
to her al the more quickly with her thrashing about. The swell of the waves drew her down into atrough.

It was't fair, she thought, and never mind what Aunt Nettie had to say about fairness. There weren't
even supposed tobe sharks about at thistime of year.

Back sherose on the crest of another wave, to find her assailant had vani shed.

{Page219} Oh raw we, she thought with relief, then screamed as something came up from the waters
undernegth her.

She pounded her tiny fists againgt the thing, shrieking al the while, until she redized that shewasn'tingde



ashark’ smouth, nor was it ashark’ s smooth skin that she was pummeling, but rather the wet-dicked fur
of ased’shead. Her cries died and she grasped the fur with both hands.

“Oh, thank you, thank you, thank you,” she mumbled against the fur.

Her teeth started to chatter against one another again. Her limbs shook as though palsied. She held on
tightly, fingers wound into the short fur, asthe sedl streamed through the waves, bearing her shoreward.
And then, improbably asit might seem, sheimmediately fdl into acomaike stupor, till clinging to the sed
asshedept.

Exhaustion and traumahad finaly taken their inevitabletoll.
2.

An hour or S0 after he wasled blindfolded from the hidden underground room that housed John Briello’'s
animated corpse, Denzil till couldn't be sureif the odd turn that the night had taken was al a part of
some incomprehensible hoax or not. If it was ahoax, it had been most elaborately planned. And was
being most eaborately maintained. For here they were now, the four of them, an incongruous grouping if
ever therewas, out on the harbour in arowboat, scouring the dark water with lanterns at bow and stern.

Henkie Whale put his bulk to good use, sitting amidships and bending his back to the oars as they rowed
back and forth across the harbour. The big man had forsaken his bearskin for dungarees and jersey, the
inevitable scarf wrapped about his neck and fluttering in the wind. Taupin sat in the bow, hanging over the
hull with one lantern as he studied the water before them, both to look for Jodi and to call out warnings
againg the various abandoned ship masts and hulls they might otherwise run into. Denzil had the other
lantern and sat inthe sern with Lizzie Snell.

Lizzie had changed her clothes aswell, decking hersdf out like apirate of old from one of the costume
chests Henkie maintained for his model s?>—when he had them wear anything at dl. Sheleaned into the
sarboard quarter, along bangled deevetrailing in their wake as{ Page 220} she peered out at the water
behind them. Denzil sat in the port quarter.

They werelooking for Jodi.

Who had supposedly been enchanted and shrunk down to the size of a Weeman from the old nursery
rhyme and was now helplesdy adrift in the harbour.

According to adead man.

Not bloody likely, Denzil thought.

The whole affair was absurd from start to finish. Except Jodiwas missing. And he could ill fed the
touch of the cadaver’ s hands on him, could still hear Bridllo's ghostly voice, issuing forth from between
his dead lipswith its cold, raspy tones. . . .

“What' sthat?’ Lizzie cried, pointing off to one sdewherethelight from Denzil’ s lantern had
momentarily illuminated something floating on the swell of the waves.

Taupin shone hisown lantern in that direction. Henkie paused in hisrowing to have acloser look, then
took up the oars once more.



“It'stoo big,” Taupin said.

“Just ased,” Henkie agreed.

“Maybe we should ask it to help us, you,” Denzil said, unable to keep the sarcasm from his voice.
But Henkie appeared to give the idea serious consideration.

“Oh, no,” Denzil said. “Now you gotoofar. . ..”

The seamen around Bodbury ?—fishermen in their pilchard luggers and sharking boats, sailors and
Coastguard, smugglers and crabmen, anyone who worked the water >—were a supertitious|ot. And
their notions were amotley and dizzying collection of nonsense and old wives tales.

They didiked anything being stolen from their vessds?—not only for the obvious reasons, but because
they believed that a part of the ship’sluck had gone with it. Strong steps were taken, or high prices paid,
to get it back. For the same reason, anything lent from one ship to the other detracted from the lender’s
luck, unless the object wasfirst damaged alittle, however dightly, before being handed over.

They considered it unlucky to have a clergyman on board, or even to mention aminister, so “foreand
after,” with itsreferenceto the clerica collar, was used. Another substitute, used by others, was“white
choker.”

Once on board ship, it was unlucky to return home to fetch some forgotten thing.
{ Page221} Women aboard brought bad luck.
To eat apilchard by starting from the head was the same as driving away the shoas of fish.

And ahundred other strange and illogica assertionsthat the fisher-folk clung firmly to, for dl that many
of them were deeply religious.

Such astheir bdiefs when it cameto the souls of the dead.

Never mind heaven and hell. They said that gulls embodied the souls of dead fishermen and sailors, while
sedls embodied the souls of dead piskies. The small became large; the large, smdll, was how they puit it.
And they firmly believed that to harm either would bring on such an incursion of bad luck asto make a
broken mirror ajoke.

So the gullsraided the fishermen’ swharves and whedled and spun fredly above Bodbury. And the local
colony of sedls, whose rookery was by the Y olen Rock south of the town, could swim directly into the
harbour with impunity, for who would dare harm them? And didn’t they help the fishermen?—stearing
them to pilchard shods, or guiding their luggers back to harbour in deep fog?

There were no tales of sachiesin Bodbury 2—those creatures who were sealsin the water and men on
the land. Such stories were saved for those who lived farther north. No, here the sealswere ancestrally
akin to the Good Neighbours, and treated with the same cautious respect as the country-folk extended to
the piskies.

It was all superdtitious poppycock, of course, Denzil thought. A great load of rubbish, pure and smple.



But Henkie paused in his rowing once more. He cupped his hands together and called out acrossthe
water to where the sedl rose from atrough to the crest of another wave.

“It' sgot something on itshead,” Lizziesaid.

“A hat, | don't doubt,” Denzil muttered. “Isit abull or acow?| hear you can tell by the kind of
headgear they assume when they take aturn about the harbour at night.”

“It'sacow,” Henkie said in the kind of voice that stated aplain fact.
And of course, Denzil thought, being the philanderer he was, Henkie would know.
“Keep that light on her,” Henkie said as he started to turn the boat and row towards the sedl.

Denzil rolled his eyes and glanced back at shore. His gaze caught and then focused on afigure that stood
on thewharf of New Dock,{ Page 222} watching them. Because of the distance and the dark, it was hard
to make out more than a silhouette framed by alight in the market behind it, but that silhouette bore an
uncanny likenessto the Widow Pender.

A shiver went through Denzil and he couldn’t have said why. He looked away, then back again, but the
figure was now gone.

“My soul and body!” he heard Taupin exclam.

Feding tired and irritable, and more than alittle put upon with the night’ s strange goings on, Denzil
turned once more to see what had excited Taupin. And then hisjaw went dack for the second time that

night.
3.
Jodi was having the oddest sort of adream.

It was alate summer’ s afternoon and the seawas quiet. She wasin the bay near Y olen Rock, floating on
the gentle wavesin a carker 2—one of those little boats that the boysin the Tatters made from cork with
apiece of date or hoop-iron for aked. When you were a Small, a carker was just theright size.

All around her, in the sea and on the rocks about the craggy idand of blue advin stone that wasthe
rookery, were the seals of Y olen Rock. Better than ahundred of them. Mated bulls and cows, bachelors
and young females and pups. Sunning themselves. Floating as dreamily in thewater asshedid in her
carker. And making such aracket. Barks and yelpsfilled the air?—akind of conversation that Jodi
amost felt she could understand if shetried alittle harder.

She' d often come here when she was her proper size, Ollie snuggled in her jacket when it was cool,
perched on her shoulder or rambling about on the ground in front, behind and on al sdeswhen the
summer sun shone warm. Sometimes she' d come here with Denzil, and they’ d talk the hours away, or
with Taupin, and they would sit up on the headland across from the Rock, St there for hours, not saying a
word, while they watched the herd.

She' d never been this close to them before.

A pod of the young pups had adide near the water and were playing on it like otters>—carrying on like



apack of Tatterschildren asthey filled the air with their squeals and shouts. Her carker drifted closer to
them, but then was intercepted by abachelor. His deek fur streamed water as he lifted his head to look

at her.

{Page223} The stone, he said.

When he spoke, the words sounded in Jodi’ s ears?—a sweet bell-like sound as unlike ased’ svoca
barking asaforest islit by the sun and then the moon. It seemed familiar aswell, asthough she' d heard
just that particular cadence before, that country burr >—but with her ears, not in her mind.

Traling ahand lazily in the water, shelooked & Y olen Rock whereit rose from the water.

“What about it?" she asked.

Don't forget the holed stone.

An uncomfortable sensation awoke in the pit of her somach. A dark memory stirred under the stimuli of
sun and fair weether that had been warming her.

“No,” shesad.
Nine times through.

Thefeding grew, spreading up to congtrict her chest, bringing a shiver that traveled the length of her
body. The memory expanded aswell . . . something to do with the inner workings of clocks. . . .

“Don't talk likethat.”

At moonrise.

A dull throbbing started up behind her eyes, apinprick of pain that whistled into a shriek between her
temples.

“Please, don't. .. ."

But it wastoo late. Already she was remembering. The Widow and her creatures and what they’ d done
to Edern. What the little man was. A clockwork mechanism that had been smashed to pieces. Cogs and
gears scattered al about while she plunged into dark water and drowned. . . .

When you wake, the sed said, hishuge liquid eyes engulfing her.Don’t forget the stone.

“1 don’t want to wake up.”

Because being a Smdll here waslovely, but waking meant she’ d bein a place where everything was
horrible. Witches and their fetches. Bog creatures and little clockwork men who got torn to pieces. And

the sea, dwaysthe dark waters of the seg, closing over her head the way they’d closed over her
father's. . ..

“Y ou can’t make me wake up.”

But her surroundings were aready smearing asthough they’ d only been so much condensation on glass



and a huge hand was now wiping the glass clean.
{Page224}*“1 won't!” she cried.

But we need you.

Now she recognized the voice sfamiliarity.

She floated in darkness?—not the sea, but in a place where there was no up and no down, just that
sensation of floating. And the darkness. But these shadows held no menace.

| need you.

She remembered the old seamen’ stales then?—how sedls carried in them the souls of deed piskies.

Sheremembered asmall man.

Her clockwork man.

Dead now.

All too dead?—if he/ d ever even been dlivein thefirdt place.

“Edern?’

Therewasno reply.

“Edern?’ shetried again. “Wereyou red?’

Too late now, for shewaswaking up in earnest and now even the floating sensation and the darkness
were going away and she was waking to a bruised and aching body, and alight that shone so bright it
stung her eyes and made them tear.

4.

“She'ssotiny,” Lizziesaid, her eyeswide with astonishment. “Likeadoll.”

Henkie only grunted. He' d had a quick look himself, but now he concentrated more on keeping the boat
steady to alow the sed with its odd little burden an easier approach than on the burden itself.

Besde Lizzie, Denzil could only are at thetiny figure carried through the waves on the sed’ shead?
—tiny, but recognizable, God help him?—and consider how either he had gone entirely mad, or else he
needed to reconsider his complete outlook on the world. He took off his glassesto dry the st spray that
had splashed onto them from a particularly enthusiastic wave and set them back on the bridge of his
nose.

Everything had changed.

What could be and what couldn’t. What was, what was probable, and what wasimpossible.

Absolutely nothing made sense anymore and he no longer knewwhat to think. Relief at Jodi’ s safety ?



—no matter her sze?—warred{ Page 225} with utter bewilderment at how she could be such asizeinthe
first place. And hefdt likeafoal. Like such aslly, foolish old man. He could hear hisown mocking
“tee-ta-taw” at every mention of what he considered ascientifically unsound principle.

How completely mortifying to know he' d been wrong dl thistime. But at the sametime, an indefinable
excitement wasrising up ingde him.

That such athing could be. It opened whole new worlds of possibilities and study.

Denzil’ sonly consolation was that >—except for Henkie, who seemed to grow grumpily taciturn
whenever he wasin the middle of something delicate and obvioudy approached any wonder ina
matter-of-fact fashion?—he wasn't donein his astonishment. Taupin and Lizzie seemed just as
dumbfounded as he was himsdif.

Dumbfounded and enchanted.

For what could be so enchanting as the perfect tiny size that Jodi had become?

Lizzielifted her carefully from the sedl’ s head. Wrapping the tiny shivering body in akerchief, she held
her close to the lantern, murmuring cooing sounds that, Denzil knew, would drive Jodi mad if shewere
awake to hear them.

Denzil leaned closer to have alook.

“Isshe...?

“She' shad aterrible soaking,” Lizzie said, “ and the poor little thing is trembling from the cold, but | think
shé ll bedl right. What do you think, Henkie?’

The big man, working the oars again as he rowed them back towards his warehouse at the end of the
Old Quay, gave yet another grunt that could have meant anything. Denzil decided to tekeit asan
affirmative. He was just as happy that Henkie kept hismind on the business at hand. It was atricky
bus ness, navigating away through the graveyard of ship masts and hullsthat protruded from the water all
aong the Old Quay.

Taupin was shining hislantern towards Lizzie, haf standing to try to get a better look himsalf. The boat
rocked back and forth.

“Will you sit!” Henkie said.
Taupin .
Denzil tore his gaze away from thetiny figure and looked for the sedl, but it was gone.

{ Page226}“What an amazing thing,” he said softly. “Y ou’ ve my thanks, you!” he added, calling out over
the water.

Henkie gave him alook and asmile, but said nothing. The muscles of hisarmsrolled under hisjersey as
he rowed them across the harbour with long steady strokes. Denzil turned back in his seat and returned
his attention to Jodi.



There was abump as they reached the shore. Denzil glanced up, surprised that they’ d made thetrip so
quickly.

“Changed your mind then, have you?’ Henkie asked him as he stowed the oars.

“ About what?’

“About everything.”

“1 suppose | have”

“Oh, look,” Lizzie said, her voicerising in pitch afew notes. “ She' s coming around.”
They dl leaned forward to see the tiny eyelids fluttering open.

“It'sabloody miracle,” Henkie said. “Pity she does't have wings, though. I’ d love to see how redl
working wingswould look.”

“She' snot some Victorian fairy, you,” Denzil said.

“But she'sabit of magic dl the same, isn't she?’

“Will you bequiet,” Lizziehissed.

They looked to see Jodi’ stiny features scrunched up, her hands over her ears.

“Let’sbring her ingde,” Henkie said as he moored the rowboat.

He tried speaking quietly, but even hiswhispering had abooming quality about it.

“Softly,” Lizziesad.

Henkie nodded, muittering, “Bloody hell,” under his breath as he led the way into the warehouse.

The otherstrooped in after him. Denzil was last and paused in the doorway to look down the dark stone
walkway that spilled the length of the Old Quay al the way to New Dock. He looked for the Widow and
saw no sgn of her, but he couldn’t shake the feeling that something out in the night was watching them dl
the same. There was a perplexing scent in the air, which he likened to disturbed bog water, but he could
find no sourcefor it ether.

He stood there for afew momentslonger, then findly shook his head and followed the othersinside.

5.

{Page227} Once she got over theinitid shock of having dl those huge faces peering at her where she sat
on the tabletop, and was warmed with a set of dry clothes taken from adoll that Henkie dragged out
from somewhere in the vast confusion of boxes and shelves and crates that filled his warehouse, Jodi
spped from athimbleful of teaand told her story. She was hoarse by the time she was done, even with
the tea?—laced with rum added to it a careful bead at atime from an eyedropper >—to soothe her

throat. Thankfully, the giants?—uwhich was how she' d cometo think of her rescuers?—spoke only in
whispers so her ears had mosily stopped their ringing.



“Makesmefed likewe re aband of conspirators,” Taupin remarked.

“| supposewe are, inaway,” Henkie said.

Of thefour of them, hiswasthe only voice that still made her ears ache. Hisidea of whispering wasa
dull, low-pitched growl that rumbled like distant thunder. Whenever he spoke, Jodi could fed the bones
in her chest resonating with his deep bass tones.

Like anyone who grew up in the Tatters, she was familiar with the eccentric painter, though thiswasthe
firgt time that she d actualy been insde hiswarehouse. It was everything that it had promised it would be
from the spying glances that she and the other Tatters children had stolen through its dirty windows. She
could easily spend hoursin its cavernous depths?—itsimmensity magnified till more dueto her own
present size.

Which reminded her of thefirst problem at hand.

“How can | get back to my own size?’ she squeaked hoarsely.

“Firg off,” Henkie said, “we Il march straight over to the bloody Widow' s place and get that button.”
“That won't necessarily be s0 easy, you,” Denzil said.

“And why would that be?’ Henkie asked.

“Because when we were out in the harbour, | saw her spying on usfrom New Dock. She'll be warned
and have the button well hidden by now.”

“And she' ssuch an old grouch,” Lizzie added, “that she'll never tell uswhere she' sgone and hidden it.”
“Thenwe |l bloody well beat the secret from her,” Henkie growled.

“La” Taupin sad. “And won't the constables take that in stride”?”

{ Page228} Denzil nodded. “ Some of us aren't exactly the most respected members of this community.”
“Tremeer would jump a any chancetorunyouin,” Lizziesad.

“There must besomething we can do,” Henkie said.

Jodi winced as the volume of hisvoicerose.

“What about the stone?’ she piped up. “The Men-an-Tol 7’

“That'sjust afary tde,” Denzil sad. “There s about as much magic in a piece of stone, carved by the
ancients or not, asthereisin?—in...”

“Inwhat?" Taupin asked with agrin.

“Never you mind, you,” Denzil told him grumpily.



Even Jodi had to laugh, though she put her hands over her ears when Henkie joined in.
“Henkie” Lizziewarned.

He glanced a her, then at Jodi, and broke off immediately. Though he said nothing, Jodi saw hislips
mouth the words, “Bloody hell.” It appeared to be his favorite expression.

“Thislitleman,” Taupin said. “ Y ou say hewas actually a clockwork mechanism?’
Jodi’ s good humour drained away as she nodded.

“And then you dreamed his spirit wasin the body of ased ?’

Ancther nod.

“I thought only gods and angdl's spoke to onein adream,” Denzil said, still unable to keep the sardonic
tone from hisvoice.

“Only if it satrue dream,” Henkie said.
“Perhapsthat’ sa potentia of the piskiesthat we've not heard of before,” Taupin said thoughtfully.
“What is?” Henkie asked. “ Speaking in dreams?’

“That, and the fact that they can dip their minds out of their own bodies and into the minds of others?
—borrowing the bodies of animals and inanimate objects when the need arises and their own bodies

can't fulfill the necessary task.”
Denzil hrumphed, but said nothing.

Taupin gave him asmile and added, “ Surely, every time one turns about, the world provesto be amore
marvelous place than it was the moment before.”

Lizzie nodded. “Did you ever think of the way acat just Ststhere sometimes, looking for dl theworld as
though it was hanging on to your every word?’

Taupin nodded. “It makes you think, does't it just?’

{Page229}“ So,” Denzil said alittle wearily, “you think we should take Jodi to the stone and pass her
ninetimesthroughitshole?’

“At moonrise,” Jodi said.
Denzil sghed. “But what will itdo 7’
“There sonly oneway to find out, isn't there?” Henkie said.

“But we'll have to be careful of the Widow,” Jodi added. * She’ s got that Windle to spy on us. Who
knows what would happen if she followed us out to the sone.”

“Now that fetch creature is something I’ d like to paint,” Henkie said. He glanced at Jodi. “And you as



well, dl tiny asyou are. | never knew Nettie had a daughter in thefirst place, little say one so pretty.”
“I"'m her niece,” Jodi said.
“And she doesn't want to be painted, you,” Denzil added.

He shot aglance at the full-length portrait of Lizzie that was ill onthe artist’ s easdl, then quickly looked
away. The movement earned him another of Henkie' s laughs.

“I didn't say in the buff,” the big man said.
“It might be kind of fun,” Jodi said. “No on€' s ever painted me before.”
“And best it remain that way,” Denzil said. “What would your aunt say if >—"

“That cresture,” Lizzie brokein. She'd been looking nervoudy around the warehouse. “ Could it be
spying on us at the moment?’

They dl fell silent and peered into the shadows that lay beyond their little circle of light.
“Wdll, we ve been whispering,” Henkie said, “so | doubt it’s heard anything.”

“There' saso those doch,” Jodi said. “ The bog creatures. But Edern said that they won't last out the
night, and besides, we would have smelled them by now.”

“Smeledthem . .. ?’ Denzil sat up Sraighter in his chair and adjusted his glasses, which had gone alittle
askew. “I did smell aterrible stink when we were coming ingde. . . .”

Henkie stood up so quickly that his chair fell to the floor behind him. The loud crash it made brought
Jodi’ s hands back to her ears once more. In afew long strides, the artist had crossed the open spaceto
the door and flung it wide. He stood there for along moment, taking in the grey dawn that was bresking
over the town, then bent down to look at something that lay on the ground near the door.

{Page230}“What isit?’ Taupin asked.

“Seefor yoursdf.”

They trooped over, Denzil carrying Jodi carefully in his cupped hands, to see the smdl puddles of marsh
mud and vegetation that Henkie was crouched over.

To Jodi, the smell was unmigtakable. The horrible memory of Edern’ s dying reared up in her mind and
sheturned away, holding tightly on to Denzil’ sthumb.

“How much do you think they heard?’ Lizzie asked.
“Depends,” Henkiereplied, straightening up, “on how keen their hearing is.”
He shooed them dl back insde and closed the door firmly behind them.

“What we need isaplan,” he said, hisvoice pitched so low that they al had to lean in close to hear him,
“and I’ve got just the oneto leave that bloody witch’s mind reding in confusion. And it won't” 7—he



glanced at Lizzie?—"get usin trouble with thelaw, either.”
“And thisplanis?’ Denzil asked in avoice that made it apparent that he' d just as soon not know.

“Congder Tatters children on their bicycles,” Henkie began. “ A whole pack of them, whedling about like
so many hornets. . . .”

The Conundrum

Now o’ er the one haf-world
Nature seems dead; and wicked dreams abuse

The curtained deep. . . .

?—WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE, fromMacbeth

If theOrder of the Grey Dove was apool of secret water, hidden deep in the forest of the world, then
John Madden could be likened to the dropped stone that causes waves of consegquenceto flow in
concentric circles from the center of itsinfluence.

Theline of authority was smpleto follow to its source, if one knew how and whereto look: There was
the world, there was the Order, there were the various branches of the Order’ s Council of { Page

231} Elder Adepts, there wasthe Inner Circle, and finally, at the center of it al, there was Madden
himsdlf, tugging the strands of his spider-webbed will to govern them all. Like the dropped stonein
water, hisinfluence caused aripple effect that spread, first through the various levels of the Order, then
out into the world of the sheep that he knew he had been born to rule.

What hewanted, heinvariably got. And he was patient.

He had only known one fallure?—one absolute failure?—and the ripples of its effect were still being felt.
Such astonight, when the Inner Circle of the Order met and he was reminded of it yet again.

The theatricsinvoked for other aspects of the Order were not present in this suite where they had
gathered. There were no masks nor robes nor candles nor rituals. It was a Spartan yet tastefully furnished
boardroom, thirty stories above the streets of Manhattan. It gleamed of glass and sted, teak and
burnished leather. Five seats, each occupied, were set at one end of along wooden table. There were no
notepads, nor pens with which to write upon them; no recording devices, nor secretariesto transcribe the
proceedings. The wallswere unadorned, except for atapestry depicting the grey dove of the Order that
hung behind Madden’ s chair at the head of the table.

To Madden' sright sat Roland Grant whoForbes, the American businessweekly, said wastheworld's
seventh richest non-monarch. Hewas alarge, burly man, a Paul Bunyan of the North American business
world, tamed in athree-piecetailored suit, till dark-haired for hisyears, and trim for al hisweight. His



assetswere awho’ swho of mgjor corporations and he sat on more boards than a Monopoly game had
squares.

If he had one weakness, it was his daughter, Lena.

Beside Grant was JamesKely “J. K.” Hale, adender, tanned man with the lean features of ahawk who
was the Hong Kong legal counsdl for anumber of Western corporations. Madden was presently
grooming Haleto enter the American politica arenain an advisory capacity, though if Hale had been
asked about his planned career change, he would have thought the ideaito be his own.

To Madden'sleft sat EvaDiesd, the West German author and political rights activist who used her
considerable reputation as one of Europe s great humanitarians to influence public and government to the
aims of the Order. She was aformidable woman, both in gppearance and temperament, and Madden
had yet to decide how{ Page 232} much of her propagandawas actua conviction and how much was
smplerhetoric to further the Order’ s aims when it required the nature of public and state support that she
could gainfor them.

Besde her, completing theinner circle, was Armand Monette, the French business magnate whose head
officeswere based in Paris. Like Grant, hisworld-scale corporate holdings were centered primarily in the
fidds of shipping, transport, fuels, and various media. Giving lie to theimage of a suave Frenchman, he
invariably appeared in rumpled suits, tie askew and hair mussed, red-eyed and in need of ashave, but his
mind was as sharp as his appearance was disheveled and if his businesses were not as prosperous as
Grant's, it was only because Madden didn’t trust the man as much and therefore kept a careful ?—if
surreptitious?—curb on his successes.

Of thefive, not one was under sixty, though that information would have surprised more than one gossip
columnigt.

They met once a month to assess the viahility of the Order’ s ongoing Strategies and ventures, and to
discuss private projects?—undertakings that only they were privy to in their entirety. General endeavors
were reported, in turn, to the branch leaders of the Council of Elder Adepts by the member of the Inner
Circleresponsiblefor that particular branch, but the Adepts were told only enough to keep them
compliant. The Order asawhole knew little or nothing of the Inner Circle' slong-term god's, except in
the vaguest of terms.

That was how it should be, Madden had redlized long ago, because for dl their dedication to his
doctrines, the generad members of the Order were till just another kind of sheep, subject, in the end, to
hiswill, not their own.

And sometimes he thought >—especidly on anight like tonight >—that the Inner Circle also required a
lesson in who ruled and who wasruled. It wasimportant, a least in terms of their continued usefulnessto
him, to alow them asense of free will, so he was subtle in his manipulations, but the bottom line
remained: Hewasin charge.

No other.
The Order of the Grey Dove had been created throughhis vision and perseverance. All the others?
—members of the Inner Circle and of the Council of Elder Adepts alike?—were Johnny-come-latelies.

Without him, the Order smply would not exit.

S0 he let them question him tonight; he let them bring him to task for hisfailure to acquire Dunthorn’s



secret. But he waited until the{ Page 233} end of the mesting to give them their opportunity, and he
alowed them only afew moments before he broke the discussion off.

Heruled them.
The underlying vision of the Order was hisvision.

“Bien,” Armand Monette began?—and of courseit would be him, Madden thought. “We have yet to
discuss the matter of this secret of yours, John.Le mystere in Cornwall. How isit progressing?’

“We have two of our best agents working on it now.”

Madden was aware of Grant’ s grateful look for hisincluding Lenain such apogtivelight, but he gave no
indication of hisobservation.

“But it has been the better part of two weeks,” Monette continued. “ Surely you have some results?’

“Yes” EvaDiesd sadin her dipped, forma English. “Y ou have tantalized uswith it for years. Has
anything new been learned?’

How to explain that there was abond between himsdlf and the hidden power that Dunthorn had
guarded, that he knew each time it woke and stretched its influence, but that he could gain no sense of
what shapeit wore, or what it actualy was, only that it was a power beyond imagining.

Better yet, he thought,why should he explain?

He had long ago regretted ever mentioning its existence in thefirst place.

“Weknow only that it hasfindly surfaced again,” he said. “And that we are very closeto acquiring it.”

J K. Haesgraightened in his seat. “I haveto ask you again, John: Why dl this pussyfooting around?
Why don’t we just walk in and take it?’

“We had Dunthorn for two days,” Madden said. “Hetold us nothing. If we move too soon, we're just
asliableto loseit for another thirty-five years.”

“We have better interrogation methods now,” Hale said. “ The tongs have been developing some very
interesting drugs over the past few years?—"

“Not to mention your own government,” Monette brokein.

Hae shot him an irritated look. “We could make them talk,” he said. “Give my peoplejust one day with
them.”

“I'm well aware of the pharmaceutical advances made in both America?—whichisnot my country,
Armand?—and abroad,” Madden said. “But | know these people. They have astubborn streak that

{ Page 234} goes beyond the reach of the most sophisticated methods of interrogation that we could bring
to bear on them. And remember, they might well not evenbe aware of what we are looking for.”

“But you said the secret has been woken,” Diesd said. “ Surely, then, someone must have woken it?’



All Madden needed to do was still that inner conversation that al men and women carry oninside
themsalves and he could fedl Dunthorn’s hidden legacy, awake and powerful, reaching out acrossthe
vast range of the Atlantic to speak to him. And thistime, more than ever before, hewasredlizing asense
of the thing that offered him afar clearer understanding of just exactly what it was that he had pursued for
so long.

“It might even not be an object,” he said softly. “It might bea. . . place. All we need isthe key that will
unlock its secret. And soon. .. "

“A place?’ Monette asked.

Madden frowned, annoyed with himsdlf for having said as much as he had, and with Monette for
pressing him. But he couldn’t help himsdf. More and more he found Dunthorn’ s legacy whispering to
him, waking odd longings, undermining the usud clarity of histhought process.

“What do you mean?’ Diesdl asked aswéll, her eyesbright with interest.
Ha e nodded, his own eagerness apparent. “Y ou’ ve learned something?’
Only Grant remained silent and for that Madden was grateful.

Madden stood up. “If you can't fed what | fedl,” he said, falling back on the mystical to end the probing
guestions, “then perhaps you aren't yet ready for the secret’ s gift. It will be agift, yes, but one that must
be earned.”

He held up ahand to forestal any further conversation.
“Think about it,” he added, then |eft the boardroom.
2.

Madden was gtting in his private office when Grant joined him alittle later. Here thick shag carpeting lay
underfoot and the leather furniture was thickly padded, built more for comfort than appearance. A
celling-to-floor bookcase lined one wall; another was completely given over to one enormous window.
The drapes were open and the New Y ork skylinelay outside, dark and lit with jew{ Page 235} eled
lights. His desk was an antique rolltop, polished until the wood glowed. Origina paintings by three
different Impressionists hung on another wall. In one corner was asmall bar; in another acomputer
system tied by modem into Madden’s own commercid empire.

Helooked out the window to the Manhattan skyline, but was seeing past it, away beyond the man-made
mountains and their constant hurly-burly of lights and glitter; awvay beyond the dark reaches of the
Atlanticto asmall peninsula, its shoresrocked by waves, itsland cloaked in adarkness that New Y ork
City might once have known, but would never know again; away to that place where Dunthorn’ s legacy
hummed and throbbed with a power that Madden yearned to hold in his grip and that had never seemed
s0 close within hisreach asit did now.

Grant said nothing when he entered the office. He poured himself a neat whiskey, added two ice cubes
from the smdll bar fridge, then sat down on the leather sofa by the bar and sipped thoughtfully a his
drink, patiently waiting until Madden findly turned to face him.

“They don't understand, Rallie,” he said.



“| don’t understand either.”

Madden nodded. “I know. But you' re willing to wait for enlightenment and that’ swhat sets you apart
from the rest of them. If wedidn't need them .. .”

Grant set hisdrink down on the glasstablein front of the sofa.

“They could be replaced,” he began.

Madden smiled. “And then we' d haveto train anew group and that’ s something neither of ushasthe
time to do. Nor do we have the time to assume their responsibilities. Besides, at least weknow these
wolves”

“Tootrue”

Grant picked up hisdrink again and took another sip before replacing the glass exactly on the outlined
ring of condensation it had made earlier on thetable’ s clear surface.

“What do you see, John?’ he asked. “When you look out at the night, what isit that you see that we
can't?

From another, Madden might consider this prying. But Rollie Grant wasn't only his oldest business
partner: He was a so the closest Madden had to what others might cal afriend.

“Morethan power and glory,” Madden said. “| seeamystery, akind of mystical purpose that grows
more obscure the further you{ Page 236} follow it, but each step you take, the more your spirit grows.
Swells. Enlarges until one day, you fed asthough it will encompass the whole of the world. But best of
al, even then you know the mystery will go on, unexplained, and you can keep following it forever. Past
life. Past death. Past whatever lies beyond death.”

Helooked out the window again, ahaf smile touching hislips, the distance thrumming in his eyeswhen
he turned to Grant once more. Wild energy and amonumental peace, commingled, played therein
Madden’ s gaze until he blinked.

“Trueimmortdity,” he said, his voice soft.

“In Dunthorn’slegacy?’ Grant asked.

Madden nodded. “ Enough for usal, but it will only be offered to those we know are worthy. To those
who earnit.”

He saw anxiety rest fleetingly in Grant’ seyes, then it fled before his searching gaze.

“I wouldn’t worry, Rallie,” he said. “Y ou're on the right road. Y ou’ ve earned the right to taste the
secret.”

“That' s not what' simportant,” Grant said. “Not so much asyour achieving it.”

If it had been anyone €l se, Madden would have considered the man to be just toadying up to him, but he
knew Grant well enough to know that he sincerdly meant what he said. If history wasto prove Madden



an avatar 7—as eventualy Madden knew it must ?—then Grant would be ranked foremost among his
disciples. Even above Michael Bett, for Bett’ s present body housed the soul of the Beast, and the Beast,
for all his expertise and wisdom, could never betrusted. Not in his past incarnations; not in his present
one.

Grant was his John. Simple and steadfast, and he would remain true to the last.

“Whatever Dunthorn’slegacy is,” Madden said, “it hasfinaly broken free of its constraints once more.
Now | can fed its presencein theair, wherever | turn. Thereisn't amoment when it isn't present.”

“Could you track it down?’

“I think s0,” Madden said with anod. Then, firmer: “Yes. I'm surel can.”
Grant rubbed his hands together. “ So when do we leave for Cornwall?’
Madden laughed. “ Just like that?’

Hislaughter died when Grant didn’t joinin with it.

{Page237}“What' swrong, Rollie?’

Grant hestated.

“No secrets between us,” Madden lied. “Remember?’

Grant nodded. “It'sMichadl,” he said. 1 spoke to Lenaearlier thisevening. From what shetellsme, |
think Bettislosngit.”

“Ah,Lena....”

“I' know what you think of her, John, but she can be competent when she sets her mind to the task.”
“She'sjust s0 easily detoured,” Madden said.

He held up a placating hand before Grant could defend his daughter.

“I spoketo Michad beforethe Circlemet,” hesaid. “Heseemed . . . distraught. | think, that in this case,
Lenaisvery closeto the mark. | don’t think Michagl’ s out of control >—not yet, a any rate. But if we
leave him there on his own, he soon will be.”

“Sowearegoing?’

Madden smiled. “ Of coursewe are, Rollie. Thiscloseto findly putting our hands on Dunthorn’ slegacy,
how could we not?’

“1 sent one of my security people over to look after Lena,” Grant added. “1 was worried about her. Bett
2—apparently he threatened her. Thetroubleis, Gazo won't get there until morning at the earliest.”

“You did theright thing,” Madden sad, “if only to set your own mind a ease. But Michagl won't trouble
her again tonight. Tonight he discovered that not only do sheep have teeth, but sometimesthey bite with



themaswdl.”
“He sbeen hurt?’

“Bruised,” Madden replied. “And mostly just hispride.” He looked out the window again; felt the
mystery calling to him, whispering. . ..

“See about our flight, would you, Rollie?’ he said, hisvoice gone soft once more.

Hedidn't hear Grant’ sreply, nor did he hear the man leave. His head thrummed with the promise hidden
in Dunthorn’slost legacy: lost once, and now awake again. Almost found. Caling to him; calling and
cdling. ...

Madden had never heard such a sweet sound before.
3.

Madden wasn't donein feding the presence of William Dunthorn’slegacy. Like afog cregping up from
the seq, that same presence{ Page 238} touched those deegping in Mousehole and Paul, in Lamornaand
Newlyn, and asfar as Penzance.

To someit was merdly afeding of something brighter or darker in their dreams. It called up memories of
those who had emigrated or moved up country, or merely to another part of the West Division of the
Hundred of Penwith; called up those who had died and gone on?—abeloved wife, amissed friend, a
cherished child, ahusband or brother or cousin stolen by the sea; called up hopes and fearsand dl the
tangled emotionsin between; called up the absent and the dead and walked them through the deepers
dreams.

Some greeted their spectral visitors with awe and joy and love.
Some were merely confused.

Others could know nothing but dread. . . .

Clare Mabley relived her experience from earlier in the evening, only thistime there was no Davie Rowe
present to help her.

In aheavy rain, she crawled down Mousehol€ s narrow, twisting streets, relentlessy pursued by her
masked lant, his switchblade transformed into abutcher’ s knife that would have done Jack the
Ripper proud. Its blade glowed with its own inner fire and sparked and sizzled when the raindrops hit its
polished stedl. Hefindly caught her up by the Millpoal, hisblade lifting high, hisface behind its goggles
and scarf more than ever like some monstrous bug, but before the knife could plunge down, she clawed
away hismask to find?—

She woke, shivering in her chair, and shook her head. ?>—

“No,” shewhispered. “Never Felix.”



Oneroom over, Lilith Mabley met her husband in her dreams.
They sat, the two of them, asthey had sat so many times before, on the stone stoop of their cottage,
Mount's Bay spread out before them in the mist. He draped his hand over her shoulders and if there was

abriny scent about him, Clare smother didn’t mind, for she had so much to tell him, and heto tell
her. ...

Davie Rowe wasin a place where everyone was more disfigured than he was, their faces swollen until
they seemed more like children’s drawings cometo life than humans. But it was aso aplace of miracles?
—agrotto, hidden away under the granite cliffs near the village.

The sea pounded outside, but inside, the water was as till as a{ Page 239} sheet of glass and glowed
with phosphorus. Beside amirror st into the stone above the ledge that ran aong the far sde of the
grotto, there was acandle that gave off more light than acandle should. One by one, in an orderly queue,
the people gpproached it for their share of the miracle.

For initslight, their disfigurementsfell away and their inner selveswere reveded. That monstrous child,
now an angd. That man suffering from neurofibromatos's, now as handsome asamatineeidol. That

woman with her deformed facia bones and the grey tumorsthat spread like a blight across her features,
now abeauty. . . .

Andfindly it washisturn.

He trembled with eagerness as he approached, legs barely sturdy enough to support his massive frame.
But the weakness didn’t matter, because it wasfindly histurn.

Histurn to bathe in the candl€’ s light and then look into the burnished mirror with its brassframe, only to
find that histrue sef 7—

(No! he howled.)
?—was even more monstrous than the face he presently turned towards the world.

Hewoke on the sofain Clare' s study and sat up, tangled in blankets and hyperventilating, disoriented by
his surroundings until he remembered where he was and how he' d cometo be here.

He' d rescued Clare. He' d proved he was redlly agood person, just like Bogart and Eastwood and the
hundred other cinemaidols whaose exploitsfilled hiswaking thoughts.

(Never mind the two hundred quid, hey, Davie?)

Hewould have doneit anyway.

(Of course you would have. But only so you' d have a chanceto get into her knickers. . . .)
It wasn't like thet.

(And afine bloody pair the two of you will make?—the cripple and the fresk. . . .)



He shook hishead. It wasn't likethat at all.
(A crippleand afresk. .. .)
She'snot acripple.

(And you're not afreak, are you, Davie boy? Not bloody much, you aren’t. When wasthe last time
someone looked you in the face without gagging?)

Clare. She?—
(Isabloody cripple)
{ Page240} Davie shook his head again, trying to shake the voice out from between his ears.

(When wasthe last timeyou didn't haveto pay for it, Davie boy? Do you think Cary Grant had to pay
for it, then? Or does Redford?)

“Stop,” he whispered.

(And even then you can seeit in their eyes. For dl your money, they till wished you' d put abag on your
head. . ..)

Davie rocked back and forth on the sofa, moaning softly, refusing to listen to any more. When the dawn
came, sSmudging grey across the eastern skies, he stole out of the house and away to home, but the voice
followed him.

He couldn’t escapeit.

It was dwaystherein his head.

Sometimesit wasjust harder to ignore.

Down RaginnisHill, in the village proper, the Gaffer lay deeping in hishouse on Duck Strest.

His dream took him out past the protective arms of Mousehole harbour in arowboat. He sat in the stern
with Addine?—sweset, gentle Addie, her arm nestled comfortably into the crook of hisarm from whereit
should never have strayed?—while their son Paul rowed them out past Shag Rock and St. Clement’s
Ide, hisback bent easily to thetask, that familiar smile of histhat lit hiswhole face, beaming and shining.

On theidand, hidden at first by the rocks, the Gaffer’ s old mate Billy sat up from where he' d been
reading and waved to them as they went by, his book tucked under hisarm. The oddest thing was that
Dunthorn wasn't the young man now that the Gaffer remembered from old photos and his memories, but
rather he appeared as he would have had he lived to this day.

“Billy!” the Gaffer cried.

“Did aproper job ‘mazing you, didn’'t | just?’ Billy called back. “ Thought | was deed, did you?’



The Gaffer turned in his seat. “Wait abit, Paul,” he said.

But Paul kept rowing and theidand fell away, Billy still waving onitsrocky shore.
“Don't fussso,” Addietold the Gaffer. “Now tell me, how' sit been with our Janey?’
“OurJaney ... 7

Anxiety rode high and wild through the Gaffer until he looked{ Page 241} into Addi€ s gently smiling
face, and then the turmoil washed away and he settled back in his seet.

“Our Janey’ samusician now,” he began, smiling to see how Paul |eaned forward to catch every word
aswdll.

Janey Little' sdream was of neither her grandmother nor her father, but it did involve amember of her
immediate family ?—the forgotten lost soul that was her mother.

Janey found herself walking at night through an enormous city that she' d never been in before, but she
immediately recognized it as New Y ork when the thoroughfare she was on dropped her into the mad
hubbub bustle of Times Square. Neon screamed, passersby pushed her aside in ever-increasing
numbers, she was offered drugs, sex, to be bought, to be sold, dl in the space of a half-dozen moments.
Her senses were assaullted with the hurly-burly and felt like they were going to overload until shefindly
found aquieter side Street to duck into.

There she stood, leaning againgt the dirty wall, the stink of garbage and urine making her ssomach
queasy, the end of the street still spitting its noise and confusion a her. But at least it was quieter. She
pushed off thewall and moved farther down the Street, starting when something stirred in anest of
newspapers near her feet. Light from awindow above fell down on the dirty face that looked up &t her.
Through the grime, looking past the multiple layers of filthy clothes and the greasy hair, sheredlized with a
shock that thiswas her mother, lying there, looking up at her.

“Didshanever shink Iwandud chew come hum?’ her mother asked.

Her voice wasthick and dien, muffled from the night’ s drinking and her missing tegth.

“I mished muh baby. . . .”

The grubby fingersreached for her >—skeletd, like abird’ s claws?—and Janey backed away.

Guilt reared up in Janey, but she continued to back away from the woman. Her mother staggered to her
feet. As she stood and stumbled after Janey, hanging on to the wall to keep her balance, urine leaked
down one leg. Unheeding of it, she continued after Janey who turned tail and ran back the way she'd

come.

She was pushed back and forth between the angry pedestrians until{ Page 242} sheer desperation
brought her out of deep and gasping for air. She sat up in bed, shivering from the chill as her damp body



met the cool night air, and tried to dow her breathing. She looked down at Felix who was moving back
and forth, caught in his own dream. She started to reach for him?—to comfort, to be comforted>—but
then afina memory from her own nightmare rose up in her mind, staying her hand.

It was her mother’ svoice, clear and sober, that had followed her out of the grey reaches of deep.
“Forgiveme,” she'd said, just as Janey waswaking.
Her final words had been.. . .

Forgive me.

With akind of sick uneasiness, Janey redlized that she never thought of the woman?—couldn’'t even
remember her. Could barely put the word “mother” to her.

The woman had abandoned them; it was like she was dead. But what if she'd redized that it wasdl a
mistake? What if years ago she realized the mistake she’ d made, and regretted it, but by then it wastoo

late?

Forgive me.

Hadn't Janey made her own mistakes in the past? Mistakes that seemed just asfind, decisonsmadein
the heat of the moment that could amost never be recalled?

She looked down at Felix, gtill stirring restlesdy beside her in the bed.
Forgive me.

She shook her head. It was just adream, that was dll. A bad dream.
Forgive me.

She owed her mother nothing. Her mother owed her nothing.

Forgive me.

Tearswelled in her eyes as she shook her head again, but neither helped to didodge the memory of the
New York City bag lady from her dream. Nor did it quiet the echoing refrain of her voice that whispered
on and on through Janey’ smind.

Forgive me.

“I don’'t know if | want to,” Janey said.

Forgive me.

“l don't know if | evencan. ...”

{ Page243} Felix Gavin had been hanged.



He didn’'t know what his crime had been, nor who had judged him, but they had put the noose around
his neck and he' d dropped the long drop, his neck broken, hislimbs twitching, and now he was dead.
Still in hisbody, but it was no longer histo command. He was a passenger now, on atrip that went to
nowhere. He merely siwung back and forth in the rain, hanging from the makeshift gallows?—ahuge old
tree on a crossroads.

He became aware of awoman approaching him through the rain, cloaked and hooded against the
wegther. Holding aknifein her teeth, she hoisted her skirts and climbed the oak. When she could reach
therope, she cut him down and hefell into the mud, but he didn’t fed the impact.

His nerve endswere al dead. He was dead. A ghogt, jailed in its own corpse, dispassionately observing
what became of the shell he’d worn while gill dive.

Death wasn't what the church had taught him it would be, but he was used to being lied to by figures of
authority. Theworld he'd left with his desth was full of lies. But he discovered that one thing he' d heard
about hangingswastrue: Y ou did get a hard-on when the rope hit itslimit and your neck was broken?
—afinger totheworld, asit were. A fina “ Screw you dl.”

How he knew thisto be true was that after the woman had stripped his clothes off, she hoisted her skirts
again and rode him there in the mud and rain, drawing his last inadvertent statement to the world deep
ingde hersdlf, closing her warmth around its deed, cold length.

Thiswaswrong, Felix thought. It was sick. Perverted.

She began to make smal noisesin the back of her throat and moved faster, moaning and twitching,
which struck Felix?—in his curious dispass onate state?—as odd. So far as he could see this brutal
bouncing up and down held about the same amount of excitement as butter being churned.

But then what did he know? He was dead. While she?—

Her hood fell back as she arched her back. If Felix had had athroat at that moment, his breath would
have caught iniit.

She. ..
That dark hair . . .
Thosefamiliar features. . .

She shuddered as she reached her climax, her entire body shaking{ Page 244} and trembling. Shelay
down across his chest, ill holding him inside her, and brushed his cold cheek with her lips.

Physicdly, hefelt nothing. But in his heart, in the spirit that lived on, he could fed something dying.
“I'll do anything for you,” shesaid. “ Anything it takes to make you mine.”
She bit at hislip, hands cupped on either side of hisface, then dipped her tongue into his mouth.

No, he wanted to shout at her. But he had no voice. Could fed nothing.



“Andif | can't haveyouwhenyou'redive...”

She ground her hipsagaing his.

No, he cried soundlessly again. Thisiswrong.

He struggled to be heard, to move the dead limbs that had once been his, to push her from him.
“...then’ll have you when you're dead.”

She pushed up, hands againgt his chest, and began to move up and down once more.

Thistime when Felix fought to be heard>—

?—he woke instead.

Hefdt flushed and cold, al at once. A headache whined like adentist’ sdrill behind hiseyes. The
contents of his stomach roiled acidly around and he knew he was going to throw up, but he till couldn’t
move.

That was because he was dead. . . .

But he could fed hisbody again, the sheets againgt his skin, someonein bed beside him. So he wasn't
dead. Hejust couldn’t move. All he could do was open his eyes and stare at a shadowed celling that
seemed vaguely familiar and make akind of strangled noise.

“N-nuh...”

The bedsprings gave as that someone in bed with him shifted position. He tried to turn his head to see
who it was, but even that Smple motion was denied him. VVomit came burning up histhroat.

I”’m going to choke on my own puke, he thought. I'm going to?—

But whoever it was who was beside him lifted, then turned his head. He had a momentary glimpse of
Janey’ sworried features above him before his body hurled up the contents of his scomach into the
wastepaper basket that she had brought up from the side of the bed.

He heaved until his scomach was empty, then heaved some more, arancid taste in histhroat, his chest
hurting. But findly it was over.{ Page 245} Findly, he could lay his head weakly on the pillow and take
gmal shalow breathsthat didn’t make his chest ache. But he till felt queasy. The dentist’ sdrill was Htill
whining insde his head.

Hetried to concentrate on Janey, on what she was saying, but for along time al he could hear wasjust
the wordless soothing sound of her voice as she brought him water to rinse his mouth and wiped hisface
with adamp cloth.

He tried to understand what he was doing back here?—for now he could recognize the bedroom asthe
one he' d been staying in at the Gaffer’ s house?—and why Janey was taking care of him.

Thelast thing he remembered . . .



He was a hanged man, being cut down from an oak tree and then?—

No. That had been a dream.
Thelast thing that he could remember was. . .

But that, too, seemed to involve awoman sitting astride him, his hardness drawn deepinsde her. . . .

Another dream.

Thelast real thing he could remember, he decided, was the Gaffer and Janey sending him off. Playing
music by the old quarry >—a duet with the tide. The scorm. Lena. Drinkingtea. . . .

“Felix, can you hear me?’

Findly something Janey said registered.

Hetried to speak, then settled for nodding his head.

“You'regoingto beal right,” shesaid. “Y ou were drugged, by that woman?—"
Lena Thetea So that much wasredl. But drugged? She' d drugged him?
“H-h-how . . . 7" he managed.

“l came and got you. Oh, Fdlix. .. .”

A flickering image cameinto hismind. A naked woman. Riding him. Not in therain and mud. Butina
bed. ...

A dream?
“Can you remember what happened to you?’

Thewhinein his head grew sharper. He squinted, tried to push past the pain to where hismemories lay
tangled up with dreams, to sort through which were red, and which were not. But he couldn’t get past

the pain.

”

“N-nuh...” hetried. “Nuh. . .ing. . ..

Janey bent down and wrapped her arms around him.

{Page246}“1’'m so sorry | didn't give you achanceto explain,” she said. “I’m an awful person
sometimes.”

No, hewanted to tell her, but it only came out, “N-nuh . . .”

“I loveyou, Felix.”

“Luuv...too....



She gave him asqueeze. He could see the tearsin her eyes. Hisown vision blurred. As she started to
draw away, hetried to move his hand to stop her, but couldn'’t.

Don’t go, he wanted to say. Don't leave.
“Nuh...nah...” wasdl hecould say.

But she understood and lay down beside him once more. The whining achein his head wound into adart
that sped deep into the back of hismind and he followed it down, leaving Janey to hold his deeping body
until shefindly fell adeep again herdf.

Fdix didn’t dream again. But Janey. . . .

Thistime her dreamstook her into amore familiar setting.

Shefound hersdf standing at the bottom of the stairsin the Gaffer’ s house, looking across the room to
where William Dunthorn’sThe Little Country lay on the Gaffer’ sfavorite chair. It remained there asthe
Gaffer had |eft it earlier, itsleather covers seding in the magic of itswords, the light behind the chair
soilling asoft halo of light upon it as though the chair were a stage, the book athespian.

And as though Janey’ s presence had signaled the opening of the curtainsfor the first act, the book’s
bindings made afaint crackling sound and the cover flipped open. The pagesrustied asif they were being
turned, one by one, ruffled as though by the breeth of awind, or an invisible hand flipping through them.

Shetook a step forward, then paused as music rose up around her ?—awash of mysterious notes that
played atune both familiar and strange. It spoke of hidden places, secretslong lost that waited to be
found. Her fingerstwitched at her sdes, searching for the fingerboard or air holes of an instrument that
wasn't a hand.

The pages stopped moving as the music grew stronger. Figurines on the mantd, picture frameson the
wall, and glasses and dinnerware in the kitchen cupboards trembled, then clattered as deep bass
resonances echoed through the smal house. She could fed the floor trembling underfoot, and swayed
dightly, moving in timeto the curious rhythm.

{Page247} She took another step forward, then athird, pausing again when she saw something moving
on top of the book.

No, sheredized. Not moving on top of it. Rising fromit. A Lilliputian man stepping from its pagesto lift
his head and look about the room, his gaze tracking the giant furnishings until it caught, then rested, on
Janey’ sown gaze.

Hewas no bigger than the little mice or molesthat Jabez occasionally deposited on the Gaffer’ s back
doorstep with that smug pride of his species. Janey could have held the man in the palm of her hand?
—thewhole of him, from toetip to the top of his head.

Shefound she couldn’t breathe as the light behind those tiny eyes locked on her own.

The music continued, akind of dow red, but played on instruments she couldn’t recognize. They had a
certain familiarity with onesthat she knew, but something remained odd about them dl the same,



differencesthat madetheir pitch aien, for dl their familiarity. There were plucked string sounds and
bowed string sounds. An underlying drumming rhythm like that woken from the skin of acrowdy cravn?
—the Cornish equivalent of abodhran. Free reed instruments and others with oboe-like tones. A kind of
psdtry or harpsichord and distant piping that sounded like a chorus of Cornish pibcorns?—the ancient
native instrument that had asingle reed and two cow’ s horns at the end of a cedarwood pipe and was
much like a Breton bombarde.

She knew this music?—knew it down to the very core of her being?—but she had never heard it before.
Unfamiliar, it had till dways been there inside her, waiting to be woken. It grew from the core of mystery
that gives asecret its specid delight, religion itsawe. It demanded to be accepted by smple faith, not
dissected or questioned, and at the same time, it begged to be doubted and probed.

Therewaswonder initsstrains, and bright flares of joy that set the heart on fire, but therewasa
darknessin it aswdll, a shadow that could reach into the soul and cloud al one's perceptionswith a
bleak grey shroud. The path between the two was narrow and treacherous, like the winding track that
old folk songs claimed led oneinto Feerie.

Janey knew those songs, knew the lessons of the hard road to Heaven, the broad easy road to Hell, and
the dangers of Faeriethat lay in between, onion-layered with the world of the here and now{ Page
248} into which she had been born, now lived, and would one day die. Given achoice, she would aways
take the winding road to Faerie, because Heaven was too bright. There were no secrets there, for none
could withstand the judgmenta glare of itslight. And Hell wastoo dark.

But Faerie. ..

Thismusic seemed to show the way to reach that redlm. It led into secret glens where hidden wonders
lay waiting for those brave enough to dareto follow it home.

Janey couldn’'t help hersdf. She had to go.

The key to where she should put her firgt foot forward lay therein the music, but it wastantaizingly just
out of reach at the sametime.

“How canl ... ? shebegan.

A new wash of the music, a sudden swell, rising to a crescendo, made her lose her train of thought, and
then died down again.

If you must ask, it seemed to say,then you will never find the way. . . .

“But... 7

Shelooked to thelittle man on Dunthorn’s book for help.

Dark is best,the musc whispered.Dark is all.

Thetiny man looked back at her with a sense of alarm that she shared.

The music had settled into a degp drone. The entire house vibrated with its bass tones, wooden beams

cracking, foundation stones shifting against one another. Heaven' s awe, Faerie’ swonder, faded from its
drans.



Janey took another step forward dl the same.

An eeriewall rose out of the drone, shrieking across the back of the music like afingernail drawn across
ablackboard. The little man sank back into the book ?—flailing his arms as though he were being drawn
into the quickening mire of abog.

Janey moved quickly closer, but thistime a scratching at the window stopped her. She looked out to see
ahundred tiny leering goblin faces saring in at her. The creatures clawed at the glass, dit eyesburning
withaydlow light.

Themusic was ahorror soundtrack now.

She caught movement from the corner of her eyes and turned to look back at the book. Its pages were
flipping once more, rapidly turned by invisible hands. When they stopped thistime, the music{ Page
249} shrieked to another crescendo and a dark mist rose from the open pages of the book.

There were monstrous shapes in the mist. The stench of old graves dug open and corpse breath haunted
the air. Childhood night terrors cameto life: a Pandora s box of horrors and fears; specters of death and
pestilence?—visited on friends and family.

Her grandfather, sumbling out of the dark fog like acorpse, animated, but the soul waslong fled, mouth
full of squirming maggots, the eyesdead. . . .

Fdix, reduced to a skeletal frame and covered with running sores, reaching for her with bleeding
hands. . . .

Clare, dragging hersdf across the carpet towards her with fingers transformed into eagl€ stalons, her
body ending at the waist, her mouth a horror of barracuda teeth, dripping blood fromitscorners. . . .

TheRolling Sone reporter shuffling forward, eyes milky and unseeing, trailing aragged stream of his
own entrailsbehind him. . ..

And more, so many more, dl converging on her.

All reaching for her. . ..

Hands upon her now, a hundred hands, clawing at her arms and legs and torso, tearing long runnels of
bleeding skin from her flesh, dragging her back into the heart of that dark mist where worse horrors
waited for their chancetofeedonher. . . .

At the windows outsde, the goblins screeching their nallsontheglass. . . .

The room stinking like an abattoir, reeking of blood and excrement, of burning hair and open graves. . . .

Themusic arhythmica eectronic drone on which rode the sounds of grinding teeth. . ..

And wet burbling.

Hateful whispers.



And along pitiful moan that she?—when shefinaly woke?—redlized was crawling up from her own
throat. . . .

It was avery long time before, emationdly exhausted, shefindly fell adeep again.

In hissmall room in the bed and breakfast, just ahop, skip, and ajump away from the Gaffer’ s house on
Duck Street, Michadl Bett lay aone, brooding.

He d dreamt as wel| 7—of sunlit fields that were thick with the{ Page 250} sweet scent of violetsand
anemones, and the hum of bees. Steep hillsides that ran down to a cove below where the surf washed
againg ancient granite. The sky was clear and there was agentle music in the air ?—the soft sound of a
set of Northumbrian pipes playing atune that was familiar to him because it was on Janey Littl€' s second
abum.

Bett had never been in such a peaceful place before.

It Sckened him, enraged him.

Thiswasn't the way the world was. The world was al sharp edges and looking out for number one and
take what you can get while you can.

Not thislie.

Hetook up astick and began hacking at the flowers, cutting the heads from them with vast sweeps of
hisarm, but his one shoulder felt asthough it had dmost been did ocated and the bee-buzz/bird chorus
sound of the pipes was getting under his skin until he could barely think and all he wanted wasto kill
whoever was playing them.

Janey Little.

Hewanted to rip her lungs out of her chest.

Hespunin acirde, flaling with the stick, trying to find the source of the music, aprimordia howl building
up in his chest, wailing for release.

Hewokewith that howl in histhroat and only just muffled it in the nest of bedclothesin which hislimbs
had become entangled. His shoulder throbbed with pain.

He remembered hisfailure with Clare Mabley earlier thisevening.
He remembered Lena Grant’ s newfound independence.
He remembered having to explain to Madden how things had become unraveled.

He wanted to lash out at something, someone, anything, but al he could do waslie therein the dark
room, his shoulder aching, and stare up at the ceiling.

Patience, he told himsdlf. Be patient. Everything’ s going to come together. And then the hurting was
going to start. He was going to find out how they worked, every one of them. What arterieswere



connected to what veins. How long they could bregthe with aholein their lungs. How loud they could
scream as he pedled away their skin. . . .

He could be patient.

But he wasn't going to try to deep again tonight.

{Page251} In her hotel room in Penzance, Lena Grant was also awake.

Her dream had been mundane compared to those that had visited others on the Penwith Peninsula
tonight. She had smply been confronted by an angered Felix and had tried to explain herself to him. But
hewouldn't listen. And her heart was bresking. And she wondered why she was even concerned about
explaining anything to him, but shewent on trying al the same, over and over again. And il her heart
was bresking. Until shefinally woke, alonein her room, to find her cheeks wet with tearsand an
emptinesslying there insde her that she' d never experienced before.

Shedidn't try to go back to deep. Instead, she sat up, knees drawn to her chin, rocking back and forth
againgt the headboard, and tried not to let the emptiness overcome her. She turned her mind back to
Boston, to what the peers of her socid circles would be up to thisweekend, but her thoughts came
continually spiraing back to Penzance.

Sitting donein this hotd room, heart bresking.

Wighing...wishing....

Trying not to think. . . .

Of Fdix and of Janey Little and of what they were thinking of her right now. Of how she could ease this
acheindde. She wondered if Willie had got to Clare Mabley before Bett had. She thought of her father’s
call that she' d just taken, how he and Madden would be arriving in England on one of Madden'’ s private

jetsfirg thing tomorrow morning.

Like Micheael Bett, she dso fdt that everything had come apart, but she lay the blame solely on herself.
She was the one who was changing. Who had changed. And she couldn’t understand why.

How could one brawny sailor do thisto her?

But failing her father, and indirectly the Order, and worrying about Bett?—these were all secondary
concerns a the moment. What she wanted to know was what had happened inside her to turn her world
upside down.

If thiswas|ove, she'd rather do without, thank you very much.

Unfortunately, no one was asking her for her preferencein the matter.

Shewasfindly learning atruth that her father and Madden had yet to learn: For somethings, you didn't
get achoice.

And so thelong night wound on, and those gifted or cursed with{ Page 252} the influence of William



Dunthorn’ slegacy journeyed through its seemingly endless hours, with joy and with sorrow, with fear and
with anger.

For some the morning came too soon.

For many it seemed asthough it would never come.

PART TWO —-TheLost Music

{Page253}

Musicisthe oneincorpored entrance into the higher worlds of knowledge which comprehends mankind,
but which mankind cannot comprehend.

?—attributed to

LUDWIG VAN BEETHOVEN

Origindly, the function of songswas devotiona. Then in the balladeering centuries, they became a
vehiclefor the spreading of information, stories and opinions. Now in the 20th century, they have become
away of making money and achieving fame. | think the other two purposes were better.

?—MIKE SCOTT,

from aninterview inJamming, 1985

When Sick Islt TeaYou Want?

{Page255} | do not know how | may appear to the world, but to myself | seem to have been only aboy
playing on the sea-shore, and diverting mysdf in now and then finding asmoother pebble or a prettier
shell than ordinary, whilst the great ocean of truth lay al undiscovered before me.

?—attributed to



SIRISAAC NEWTON, In Brewster’ sLife of Newton (1831)

M or ning cameto the Cornish Riviera, blustery and heavy with dark grey skieswhen it reached Mount's
Bay. It waswhat the locas called black eastly weather >—bad, but not storming. In the fishing days, the
men would take extra care to watch for the sudden stormsthat the Atlantic could throw up at them,
seemingly from nowhere. But now the trade was mostly tourism, and the season over, so the weether
was something one remarked on Sitting over the morning’ stea, rather than aforce that could affect their

livelihood.

And if thismorning many were quieter than usud, or spoke in subdued voices of their unusud dreams
the night before, out-of-doors the tide still rumbled against the shore, the wind il rattled the shutters and
spun wesather vanes around in dizzying circles asit shifted from one quarter to another, and there were
the gulls, sailing like kitesand filling the air with their rowdy criesfrom thefirst promise of light in the
eadtern skies.

They were still swooping and diving above the houses on Raginnis Hill when Lilith Mabley cameinto her
daughter’ s bedroom, the note Clare had | ft for her late the previous night held in one hand. Once she'd
had Clare' ssame dark hair, but now it wasturning to grey; she didn’t believein touching it up or in dyes.
The grey added to her sately bearing?—straight-backed and head always held high. She carried herself
with the pride of a duchess, but then to the people of Penwith, afisherman’swidow was no lessthe lady
than one born to amanor.

“Clare?’ she cdled softly from the door.

Clare woke, heartbeat quickening, then camed herself when she saw it was only her mother.
{ Page256}“Hedlo, Mum.”

“Thisnote...?

“I canexplan.”

“But there’ sno one downgtairs.”

Clare sat up and combed her hair with her fingers. Her mind was still muddy from the poor bit of deep
that she' d managed to sted from thefirgt few hours of the morning.

“Noone...7 sherepeated.
Had it dl just been part and parcd of the night’sawful dreams?

“Wel now,” her mother said. “ There' sablanket and pillow folded up on the sofain your study, but no
onedespingonit.”

No, it hadn’t been adream, Clare thought as she swung her feet to the floor. For her leg ached
something fierce. Asdid her head. And she had only to close her eyesto see that bug-face with its goggle
eyes and scarf.



And theknife. . ..
“Davi€ sgone?’ shesad.

Her mother nodded. “Davie Rowe,” she said in atone that showed her surprise. “Whatever were you
thinking, bringing thelikes of him into our home?’

Claretried to remember what she' d said in the note. Nothing more than a vague explanation. Her
mother obvioudy wanted more now.

“I took afdl out intherainlagt night,” she said, “and Davie happened dong to give me ahand home.
The rain was so bad by then that | made him up abed on the sofa. | suppose he |eft as soon asthe
weather cleared.”

“Thelast | remember, before going up to my bed,” her mother said, “was you sitting in your study,
reading.”

Y es, but then Felix came by, and she’ d gone to Janey’ s, and some madman had come after her with a
knife. . . . But she couldn’t tell her mother dl of that, not and have anything of the day |eft to herself. Had
Janey found Felix? Had anyone el se been attacked?

“I got tired of my book,” she said, “so | went 'round by Janey’s.”

“Solate,” her mother said, shaking her head. “Y ou were lucky that the Rowe boy came aong when he
did”

It was obvious from her tone of voicethat for al hishelp she till disapproved of any commerce with
Davie Rowe.

“He snot so bad,” Clare said.

Her mother nodded. “Of course not. That’ swhy they sent him to{ Page 257} prison?—because he's
such a decent sort of achap.”

“Y ou know what | meant.”

“Janey should have given you alift home,” her mother said to change the subject.
“Janey had an errand to run.”

“At that time of night?” Her mother shook her head. “Whatis the world coming to?’
Clare wondered that herself.

“I"d better get dressed,” she said.

“You'regoing out?’

“I promised Janey I'd go 'round again thismorning.”



“1 was hoping we could work on that puzzle. . . .”

Her mother loved jigsaw puzzles, the more complicated the better. After they were done, she glued the
finished puzzle to astiff piece of cardboard and digplayed it on the mantdl until the next one was done. At
the back of her closet, there was a stack of mounted puzzles some four feet high. The latest onewasa
particularly daunting project ?—a bewildering landscape reproduction of asmall lugger with agrey-blue
sall, adrift on blue-grey water, the skies blue-grey above, the cliffs grey-blue behind, al the similar shades
running confusingly into one another.

Sometimes in the weekday evenings after Clare got home from the shop, and dmost invariably on
Sunday mornings, they’ d St together at the table in the parlour where the puzzleswere laid out, and work
together on them. Clare enjoyed that time, for they would bend their heads together, ostensibly
concentrating on the task at hand, but more smply enjoying the relaxed conversation that neither of them
seemed to have as much occasion for during other times of the week.

“I'm sorry, Mum,” shesaid. “Redlly | am. But it’simportant.”

Her mother smiled, hiding her disappointment well.

“It' sthat Felix, isn'tit?” sheasked. “The pair of them need you to referee another of their arguments, |
don’t doubt.”

“Something likethat,” Clare dlowed.

Her mother tched. “ And he back for no more than aday. Y ou think they’ d learn. Well, get yourself
dressed, Clare. You' d best get over there quickly before there' s nothing left to be saved.”

“It'snot so bad asdl that.”
“Perhapsit wasn't so bad last night, but you' ve told me enough of how theat pair carried on thelast time
they had troubles to know you can't leave them aonefor long.” She shook her head and stuffed{ Page

258} Clare’ snoteinto her pocket. “ Though what they’ Il do when they get married,” she added, “well, |
don’t know. WE ll |et that be their worry.”

All Clare could do was laugh, but that was enough to clear the last cobwebbed distress of the previous
night from her mind. She wasfinaly beginning to fee morelike her norma self. Now if only Janey had
been ableto find Felix. . ..

“Do get dressed, Clare,” her mother repeated as she left the room. “Y our breakfast will beready injust
aminute or s0.”

“I loveyou, too!” Clare called after her.

2.

Fdix awoke donein bed, his headache gone. The experiences of the previous night, real eventsand
dreamsadike, tumbled through his mind in aconfusing muddle, but clearest of al wasthe memory of
Janey and the Gaffer sending him off.

He thought for one moment that it had all been adream?—for here he was, back in the Gaffer’s spare



bedroom as though he were just waking on hisfirst morning back in the village?—but no, theyhad sent
him away. That had been real. The memory was too sharp, and too painful, to have been adream.

And last night, waking to find Janey beside him again?

He looked around the room. If he was here?—though not entirely sure how he came tobe here?—then
that hadn’t been adream either.

He sat up, feding alittle groggy, though otherwise no worse for the wear.
So how had he cometo return?

His duffel and accordion case stood near the door, Clare’ s cane leaning against them. Hisjacket was
hanging from the back of achair, his clothesin an untidy hoard on its sest.

Hetried to remember what he could. After the argument, he' d gone up to Clare’s. Then there' d been
the walk from her house; playing his accordion by the seg; the storm; going to Lena s hotel room to lend
her Clare scane. And then.. . . then it al became confusing. Nightmare images. He' d been dead?
—executed. Cut down from the oak treeto lie in the mud where the woman?—

Thathad been adream.

He shivered, remembering her features.

She' d been making love to his corpse. And superimposed over that{ Page 259} memory was the image
of Lenaaso making loveto him, but on the bed in her hotel room. The smilaritieswere shrill >—from the
symmetry of the two women's positionsto his own forced immohility. It had been asthough he were an
outsder stting insgdethe shell of hisown body. . . .

Had that been redl, or wasit the trace memory of yet another dream?

Last night, Janey had said something about him having been drugged.

Lenadrugging him.

Try though he did, Felix couldn’t remember any of it. Not clearly. Only as vague troubling images that
flickered behind his eydids whenever he closed hiseyes.

Sighing, he got out of bed and put on his clothes. He tarted to wash up in the bathroom, but hislegs
began to fed weak, his scomach queasy, and he got no further than washing the sour, cottony taste from
his mouth before he had to go lie down again.

But not back in hisroom. He felt sick, but not sick enough to forgo some answers.

He made it downstairs where he found both Janey and the Gaffer Sitting at the kitchen table having their
breskfast. They shot him identical 1ooks of worry mixed with guilt. If he hadn’t been feding so nausested,
he might have teased the pair of them, but it was al he could do to make hisway back out to the living
room and lie down on the couch before hislegs gave way from under him. He lay there, waiting for the
room to stop spinning, hoping he wouldn't throw up.

Janey followed him out and sat down on the couch, the movement of her weight on the cushions making



his stomech lurch.

“Felix?’ she asked.

“I...I'll beokay. ...

“You don't look okay.”

He tried to find asmile without success.

“Actudly,” hesad, “1 fed awful.”

“Perhaps we should take you into Penzance,” the Gaffer said. “ To the hospitd.”

He d followed Janey into the living room and now stood near the dtairs, leaning againgt the banigter,
obvioudy hesitant to come much closer.

{ Page260} Felix shook his head?—and immediately wished he hadn’t. Every movement made him want
to hurl.

“No hogpitd,” he managed.

If he hated being sick, he hated hospitals more. Asfar as he was concerned, they were designed solely

to make you fed worse than you aready did, though how he could fed any worse than he did &t the
moment, he couldn’t imagine.

“It might beagood idea,” Janey said. “We ve no ideawhat kind of drug that woman fed you.”
“Shedid drug me?’

Janey nodded.

“And you brought me. . . here?’

“All on her own shedid, my robin,” the Gaffer said.

Fdlix looked from oneto the other, moving only hiseyes.

“Y ou both believe me now?’ he asked. “ That | had nothing to do with these people. . . .”

Janey laid ahand on his shoulder. “ Of course we believe you. We were rotten not to have given you the
chanceto explain.”

“We went abit mad, | suppose,” the Gaffer added. “I’ m sorry, Felix. Sorrier than | could ever say.”

For al hisnauses, that made Felix fed ahundred times better. Deep in his chest, atightness eased. An
aling part of hisspirit beganto hed.

“That'sokay,” hesaid. “Weal screw up.”

“But not thisbadly,” Janey said.



“It'sokay,” Fdix repeated. “Redly it is”
“About that hospita,” the Gaffer began.
Felix shook his head again, sending up anew wave of nausea.

The Gaffer eyed him for along moment. Some of the heaviness that had been lodged behind hiseyes
had faded while they spoke. He straightened his back and nodded.

“Thenyou'll bewanting sometea,” he said.

That brought ared smile momentarily to Felix’slips. Trust Tom Little. If it needed acure, why then, it
was tea that would cure whatever the ailment. The Cornishman’s answer to chicken soup.

“Teawould be great,” he allowed.

“You should just rest now,” Janey said as the Gaffer went to put anew pot on.
Felix closed hishand about hers as she sarted to get up to leave aswell.
{Page261}“1 don’t want to be anywhere but here,” he said.

Smiling, Janey remained stting on the couch beside him.

3.

Willie Ked appeared a Lena sdoor, bright and early. He stood out in the hallway, cap in one hand, the
other hand extended towards her.

“Got thejob done,” he said. “ Just like you wanted.”

The deepless night had |eft Lenain afoul mood, but she kept arein on her temper. Depending on how
thingswent, she might still need Willi€ shelp again.

“I don’'t have cash,” shesaid. “Can | giveyou traveler’ s cheques?’
“Arethey in gerling?
“Of course.”

Lenalooked in her purse to see how much she had left in traveler’ s cheques. Just alittle under six
hundred pounds.

“How about if I give you five hundred today and we can go together to the bank for the rest on Monday
morning?’

Ked consdered that for amoment.

“Well, now,” he said with afrown. “That wasn’t our bargain, as | recdl it. Y ou were the one who called
me up in the middle of the bloody ?—"



“Areyou having sometrouble, miss?’

Lenalooked up to find Jm Gazo standing in the halway no more than afew steps away >—not aflicker
of recognition in hiseyes, just as she' d asked. He' d come upon them so quietly that neither she nor Kedl
had been aware of his approach.

If Keel reminded Lenaof aweasd, then Gazo was agrey-eyed bull. He was broad-shouldered and tall,
his features handsomely chiseled except for anose that had been broken once and never set properly.
He kept hisdark hair short, and with the care he took of his physique, whatever he wore looked good on
him. Considering hissize, his ability to be unobtrusive and next to sllent on hisfeet was one of hismgjor
assets. No one wanted a bodyguard’ s presence constantly screaming protection?—unlessthat wasa
necessary part of the job, and then Gazo could handle that equally well.

Lenaglanced at Ked who wastrying to surreptitioudy place the newcomer without being obvious about
it. Hewasn't having agreat dedl of success.

{Page262}“I. . ” she began.

“There sno problem,” Ked said quickly. “Traveler’ s cheques would be perfect.”

With Ked’ sback to him, Gazo allowed aflicker of asmileto touch hislips before he gave Lenaanod
and continued on down the hall to hisroom. Ked followed her back into her room where she sat down
by the dresser. She dug about in her purse for apen, then signed over the required number of cheques
and handed them to him.

“I'll ring you tomorrow morning,” he said as he stuffed them quickly in the pocket of hisjacket. “Unless
you' ve got other work for me today?’

“Tomorrow will befine,” Lenatold him.

She hobbled back to the door with him and closed it firmly behind him. She started to lock it, then
reconsidered. She hadn't asked Williehow he’ d managed his success with the Mabley woman, but ithad
been done, and knowing Bett, she knew that Bett would be in aworse mood than ever after having been
thwarted. Shewaited afew momentsto give the halway time to be cleared, then limped painfully down
to Gazo'sroom. He opened it on the first knock, gaze shifting quickly left and right, down either length of
the hall, beforeit settled on her.

“Bad move?’ he asked.

Lenashook her head. “No, it wasjust the right one.”

Gazo glanced down at her leg and noted the swelling. “ Did Bett do that to you?”

“Would you bdievel fdl off abike?’

“Coming fromyou? Yes. Y ou don’t know the meaning of doing things halfway. Do you want to come
in?’

Lenanodded. “I got in Bett’ sway last night and though I’ m not sureif he knowsit or not, I'd just as
soon be somewhere he can't find me.”



When Gazo offered her hisarm to lead her into the room, Lena couldn’t help but remember Felix and dll
of hissmall kindnesses. She could fed her eyes start to well up with tears, and blinked fiercely.

Damnhim.
Damn thiswhole Stuation.

When Gazo showed concern, she pretended more pain in her ankle than she actudly felt as an excuse
for the shiny glisten that thinking of Felix had brought to her eyes.

“Daddy’ sflyingintoday,” she said once she was sitting and had{ Page 263} her emotions under alittle
better control. “With John Madden.”

Gazo, moving like a panther for dl hisbulk, sat down on the bed.

“So what’ sgoing on?’ he asked. “Or do | even want to know?’

Lenashook her head. “Y ou don’t want to know.”

Thisiswhat it’ slike to have no friends, Lenathought, astonished at the redlization. She' d never redly
thought of it before. She had employees, from Jim Gazo here to her maids and gardeners at home. She
had every kind of person willing to spend timein her company, trying to impress or waiting to be
impressed, but no friends. Not one.

Right now she would give anything to have someone with whom she could share the turmoil that tore at
her heart. Someone who would understand. Unfortunately, the only person she could think of who fit the
bill was Felix Gavin, and she d closed the book on his ever giving her amoment of histime again.

Last night's bad dreams came railing back through her mind.

Put them aside, Lena, shetold hersdlf. Put it all aside. It wastimeto carry on. Get that mask in place and
don'tletit dipagan.

Imagine Bett sniffing out her present weekness. . . .

“Sotdl me, Jm,” shesad. “What'snew in Boston?’

“Other than the Cdticsbeing in top form?’

4.

Like Felix, Janey had her own troubling memoriesto deal with?—both real and dreamed?—but unlike
him, there was no vaguenessin her sense of recall. It wasn't something for which shefdt grateful. Images
circled around and around in her mind, as though they were spliced together on atapeloop. . . .

The scene outside on Chapel Place, when she and the Gaffer had sent Felix off.

Driving through therain.

Fdix in the American woman' s bed.



Her mother as an dcoholic bag lady.
Forgive me.

And the secret Dunthorn book, spilling out itsmusic, so magica at firdt, until the shadows closed in and
then it turned so very, very dark. . . .

She was happy to be with Felix, Sitting on the couch with him to keep him company, but shedidn’t like
the slence. Because it gave{ Page 264} her too much time to think. It made it too easy to start the tape

loop spinning its captured images through her mind and then al she wanted to do wasjugt hit
something . . . anything, but preferably the woman who' d drugged Felix, because?—

She jumped when the doorbel | rang.
Now who . . . ? she garted to think, but then she remembered theRolling Sone reporter who was

supposed to be by today and thought for one horrible moment that it was him coming to take his photos,
and here she was, looking like death warmed over. But when the front door opened, it was Clare who

stepped insde.

“Who'sthat then?’ the Gaffer asked, coming out of the kitchen.
Seeing Clare, he smiled.

“Decided to forgive me?’ Clare asked.

“Y ou wereright and we were wrong, my flower,” he replied. “We should be the ones asking for your
pardon. If you hadn’t. . .”

Hisvoicetrailed off as Clare waved ahand a him.

“It sdone,” shesaid. “Let’snot worry over it anymore.”

She turned to step into the living room, her gaze diding past Janey to where Felix lay on the sofa. Relief
Settled over her features. It was't until that moment that Janey realized just how anxious Clare had been.
AsClarelooked at Felix, atightness eased from around her eyes and the corners of her mouth.

“Youdid find him,” Clare said.

She came farther into the room to have a closer ook at him and some of her worry returned.

“Ishedl right?’ she asked.

“Waell, thewoman did drug him,” Janey began, but then Felix cracked open an eye and looked at the
pair of them.

“I wish you wouldn’t talk about melikel wasn't here,” he said.

“Fedling better then, arewe?’



Her tone wasteasing, for dl that the question was serious. She gave his hand a squeeze.

Clare sat down on an ottoman that she pulled over closer to the couch. The Gaffer came into the room
aswell and, after moving the Dunthorn book, settled into hisown chair.

“A bit,” Felix replied. “I’m not ready to go body surfing out on the bay or anything.”

Janey didn’t hear him for amoment. She stared at the book that the Gaffer had moved, the memory of
itsmusc?—both the glad and{ Page 265} the dark >—moving through her mind before she turned back to
Felix and found asmileto offer up.

“No,” shesad. “There s been quite enough excitement around here asit is, without us having to cal out
thelifeboat to rescue some daft sailor who' s decided he' sin Hawaii instead of Cornwall.”

“Excitement?’ Clare asked.

So Janey launched into an account of what had happened last night, editing out just what sort of a
compromising position she' d found Felix and thewoman in. If Felix couldn’t remember, well then she
bloody well wasn't going to drag it up herslf.

“I had abit of excitement myself on the way home,” Clare said when Janey was done.

And then it was her turn to relate how asmple walk up Raginnis Hill had turned into a scene from one of
those dasher filmsthat the tabloids liked to dwell on when thereisn’t any real newsfor them to either
uncover or make up.

“Oh, that must have been awful,” Janey said.

Felix looked grim.

“Did you call the constables, then, my love?’ the Gaffer asked.

Clare shook her head. “Davie doesn't get along well with them and>—"

“No surprisesthere,” Janey interrupted.

“And by thetime | got up thismorning,” Clarewent on, “well, | just felt sort of stupid. | mean, what
would | say when they asked why I’ d waited so long to report it?’

“Thetruth,” the Gaffer said.
Clare shook her head. “That wouldn’t befair to Davie.”
“Hewas probably out looking for someoneto rob himsdf,” Janey said.

“Andthat’snot fair ether,” Claresaid. “If it weren't for him, | wouldn’t be here talking to you right

“I suppose. But Davie Rowe.” Janey shook her head. “ And then you invited himin to your house?’



“What should | have done? Sent him off, back into the rain, without so much as athank you? Besides, |
was gtill scared. At least with him there, | felt safe.”

“But DavieRowe. . .."
“I think she getsthe picture,” Felix said.
Janey turned to him. “I suppose. But you don't know him, Felix. He' s been to prison and everything.”

{ Page266} “What she means,” Clare said, “isthat he' s not the most handsome bloke you're likely to

“What difference doesthat make?’ Felix asked.
“It shouldn’t make any,” Clare said.

Janey threw up her hands. “I give up. Y ou know what | meant, Clare. | don’t have anything against
DavieRowe”

Clare nodded. “1 know.”

Janey looked at her friend, Stting there on the ottoman, as unruffled as though she hadn’t almost been
killed the previous night. How did she do it? How did she stop her own tape loop from replaying its
imagesthrough her mind?

“You seem so cam,” Janey said to her. “If it had happened to me, I d ill have thejitters.”

Clare nodded. “1 do have them?—»but they’ re hidden away, deep down inside me. Sort of locked up
and secreted because | fed that if | let them out, then I’ 1l lose control and | won't be able to ever stop
shivering. So | act calm, and somehow acting calm makes mefed cam.”

“Did you get much of alook at the man?’ Felix asked.

“Not redly. It sall sort of blurry, and then he was wearing those goggles and the scarf. . . .” She paused
asthough remembering something. “But there was something. He had thistattoo, right about here?—"
Shelifted her wrist and pointed.

“What kind of atattoo?’ Felix asked.

Janey gave him an odd look. His tone had been sharp, almost cross. He' d raised himsalf up on one
elbow and was staring at Clare with an intengty that was disturbing.

“A dove” Claresaid.
Felix sank back againgt the sofa, seeming to shrink like adeflating balloon.
“A dove,” herepeated dowly.

Clare nodded. “Wdll, it was astylized kind of athing. | thought of adovewhen | saw it, but | only saw it
for amoment. It was definitely abird.”



“Do you have a pencil and some paper?’ Felix asked Janey.

The Gaffer got up and fetched some. He started to hand them to Clare, but Felix shook his head.
“No,” hesad. “Let me seethem.”

Helay on his side when he had them and made a quick drawing that he held up to show to Clare.
{Page267}“Did it look likethat?’ he asked.

Clarewent white. “How didyou.. . . 7’

“I"ve seen that tattoo before.”

“Y ouknow the man who attacked Clare?’ Janey asked.

Fdix shook hishead. “Lena Grant has atattoo just likeit on her ownwrist.”

Janey’ s eyes widened. If Lenaand the man who had attacked Clare last night were connected . . .
“It'sthe book,” she said.

The Gaffer picked upThe Little Country, three pairs of eyestracking the movement.

“Lena Grant was after the book,” Janey went on. “ There was the burglary, then shetried to drug Felix
while her friend went after Clare. .. .”

She closed her eyes, trying to follow it al through, but her train of thought ran up into atangled knot that
wouldn't unravel.

“Why?’ shesaid. “What could drugging Felix or trying to hurt Clare have to do with that book?’
“Better yet,” Felix said, “what isit about the book that’ s so important?’
Janey nodded. “They can’t just want to publishit.”

“Ther€ Il be moreto it than that, my queen,” the Gaffer said. “ There' s something odd about this book of
Billy's”

Clare held up ahand. “ Everybody wait aminute. Y ou' velost me. | know that there are people trying to
get hold of some of Dunthorn’ s unpublished writings, but what isthis book you' redl talking about? Y ou
don’'t mean to tell me that there’san unpublished nove ... 7

The Gaffer handed it over to her. Clare read the spine, gave Janey a questioning glance, then turned
back and opened the book before anyone could speak. She read thetitle page, flipped to the copyright
page. Janey could see her fingerstrembling.

“An edition of one,” Clare said wonderingly.

Sheflipped afew pages, read afew lines, flipped afew more pages. As though she was back in her
dream, Janey heard afaint trace of music that was abruptly cut off when Clare closed the book. She



blinked to find Clare regarding her with an unfamiliar look in her eyes. It took Janey afew momentsto
redizethat it wasanger. A sad kind of anger, but anger dl the same.

“Y ou know how much | love Dunthorn’swork,” Clare said. Disappointment lay heavy in her voice. “I’'m
as mad for it asyou are,{ Page 268} Janey >—maybe more. How could you keep thisfrom me?’

“It' snot what you think.”
“| thought we werefriends.”
“Weare friends,” Janey said. “But | only just found it and?—and . . .”

“And what?Y ou couldn’t trust me to keep the secret?’ Clare shook her head. “I don’t understand any
of thisWhy isit asecret?’

“Y ou can't blame Janey, my robin,” the Gaffer said. “ She was only keeping a promise that | madeto
Billy when hefirg gave me the book.”

“But. ..” Clarewas holding the book close to her, one hand lying possessively over it, the fingers of the
other running aong the top of the binding. Shelooked at Felix.

“Y ou knew?’

“Only snceyesterday,” hereplied. “I found it when | waswaiting for Janey and Tom to come home
from the session. Then they told me it was a secret ?—their secret. It wasn't mineto tell.”

“It was my secret to keep,” the Gaffer said. “The book’ s been hidden for years, but recently | had to
goreit in the atic and then Janey foundit. . . .”

He looked as uncomfortable as Janey was fedling. She' d been so caught up in finding the book, and then
there’ d been dl those curious events since she' d found it, that she' d never thought about how much Clare
loved Billy’ swriting. It hadn’t been her secret to share, but shefdlt awful for not asking her grandfather to
let Clarein onit. They both knew that Clare would never break atrust.

“Everything’ sbeen so mad lately,” Janey said. “1 never thought to ask Grampsif you could seeit.”

“I madeapromiseto Billy,” the Gaffer repeated.

“A promise?’ Clare asked.

Janey glanced at her grandfather, who nodded.

“It'sin theletter there that I’ m using for abookmark,” she said. “Go ahead?>—read it.”

Claretook out the letter, leaving afinger to mark the place, and read Dunthorn’ s brief note.

“This only makesthingsmore mysterious,” she said when she'd read it.

Janey nodded. “That' s exactly what | felt when | read it.”

“Did Dunthorn redlly have any paranormal abilities?” Clare asked, looking over at the Gaffer.



{ Page269} The Gaffer blinked. “What do you mean?’

“ ‘That famous Mad Bill Dunthorn Gypsy prescience strikesagain,’ ” she read from the letter. “ That
makes it sound as though he had foretold the future on more than one occasion, and foretold it correctly,
I’d assume, or why bring it up at al?’

“Well, Billy had away about him,” the Gaffer began.

Janey glanced at him. He was obvioudy fedling uneasy discussing this sort of thing. She shot himan
encouraging look when he turned her way for amoment.

“What sort of away?’ Clare asked.

“Wdl, my flower, he seemed toknow things, that’ s al. Not the marvels he wrote about in his stories, but
odd thingsall the same. Unlucky ships, good times coming, and bad. He didn't talk about it much?—for
who'd listen to ayoung lad like he was, spouting off that sort of nonsense??—but he talked to me, and |
lisened.”

The Gaffer hesitated again.

“And?’ Janey asked.

The Gaffer sghed. “And hewasright more often than not.”

“And the book?’ Clare asked. “What isit about the book that makesit so important?’

The Gaffer shook hishead. “Billy never said, my flower. But things?—odd things?—seem to justhappen
whenever it'snot hidden away. | can’t rightly explain what | mean. It’ s not so much that the book makes
these things happen asthat it gives them a push to get them started.”

“Youmeanit'slikeacatayst?’ Clare asked.

“That' stheword.”

“But why? What could possibly be the purposein that?’

“Doesit need apurpose?’ Fdix asked. “Maybeit’sjust enough to know that there’ s something
marvelous ill in theworld, that al the mystery hasn't been drained out of it by thosewho liketo tekea
thing apart to understand it, then stand back al surprised because it does't work anymore.”

That made Janey think for amoment?—both about what Felix had said and the fact that he'd said it.
She' d dways considered Felix to be avery practical, down-to-earth sort of a person?—»but then that’s

how her grandfather described Dunthorn aswell. She supposed a person could be practical and ill have
afey dreak.

That was what music was like, she' d aways thought. Y ou’' d see some old lad like Chalkie Fisher, about
ascommonsensicad aman as{ Page 270} you' d careto mest, al plain talk and plain facts, but when he
brought out his box and woke atune from the buttons and bellows, well then it was just akind of magic,
waan'tit?



You didn’t try to understand it. Y ou just appreciated it.
Musc.
Magic.

The tapeloop of her memories brought up that moment in her dream when the book lay open and the
music firg started to spill out of it. A music so smilar to what she' d thought she' d heard when Clare had

been flipping through its pages. . . .

“What kind of things happen?’ Clare asked, bringing Janey’ s concentration back to the conversation at
hand.

The Gaffer shrugged. “ Judt. . . odd things, my gold. Sounds and noises where there shouldn’t be any.
Movement caught from the corner of your eye when there' s nothing there. Everyone filled with acertain
unexplained restlessness. Thevillage getting a. . . haunted feding to it. And then thedreams. .. .”

Janey thought she heard acatch in hisvoice as hiswordstrailed off, but then she was remembering her
own odd dreams of the previous night. When she looked about the room, everyone appeared thoughtful,
and she wondered what kind of dreamsthey’ d had. If theirs had been anything like her own. . ..

The Gaffer shifted in hischair and cleared histhroat.

“But that's neither here nor there,” he said.

Felix nodded. “We ve got a more basic problem to dedl with.”

“But where do we begin with it?” Janey asked.

“I think it' stime we called in the congtables, my love,” the Gaffer said.

Janey nodded.

“And tell them what?’ Clare asked.

“That you were atacked for onething,” Janey said. “ And the house was burgled.”

“And that we believeit'sal part of some conspiracy by a secret society that’slooking for ahidden
talisman that just happens to be this old book?’ Clare tappedThe Little Country with ashort fingernall.
“They'd think we' d dl gone bonkers”

Janey leaned forward. “ That'sit, isn't it?’ she sad. “ That dove tattoo?—it must be the symbol of a
secret society, like the Freemasons or something like that.”

“Could be,” Fdix said. “Though it seemsalittle farfetched.”
{Page271} Janey ignored him. “ So how do we find out what society uses that symbol 7’
“Would it even be possibleto find out?’ the Gaffer asked.

“What do you mean?’ Janey asked.



“Wél, if they’ re known, my treasure, then they wouldn’t be very secret, would they?’

“There s peopletha study that kind of thing,” Felix said. “I’ ve got afriend in Cdiforniawho’smade a
life'sstudy of the weird and the wonderful. The odder the better; the more secret, the more he wantsto
know about it.”

“We have someone like that right around here,” Clare said. “Peter Goninan. He sforever putting the
strangest books on order ?—a| kinds of obscure historical and hermetic texts?—and | don’t doubt that
he does as much or more by private mail order.”

“I know him,” the Gaffer said. “He dtill lives on the family farm out by St. Levan. Billy and | went to
schoal with him when we were dl boys and he was an odd bird then.”

Janey shivered. “1I’ve run into him aong the coast path afew times,” she said. “He gives me the creeps.”
“I’'ve never met him,” Clare said. “He usualy makes his orders by phone, then has a neighbour fetch the
booksfor him. At least | suppose she's his neighbour 2—she’ satdl, gangly woman who dwaysrides
about on an old boy’ shike.”

“I’ve seen her about,” Janey said.

The Gaffer nodded. “ Chalkie' s met her. Her name' s Helen something or other and | think sherentsa
cottage from Goninan.”

“Then she'sbeen doing it for afew years,” Clare said, “because Tommy knew her from when he
worked at W. H. Smith’ s?—Dbefore he opened his own shop.”

“Do you redly think Peter Goninan could help?’ Janey asked.

She was rel uctant about going out to Goninan's place, but then she realized that just as Davie Rowe's
looks gave her oneimpression, Peter Goninan' s gave her another. He wastall and ungainly, skeletal thin
and bald, with away of looking a a person that amedieval peasant would have put down asthe evil eye.

He dressed in tattered clothing, usualy black, so that he looked like some odd sort of crane hopping
about the fieldswhenever she'd seen him.

But since looks weren't everything, as Clare had so recently reminded her, he was probably the kindest
of souls,

{Page272} She smiled to herself. Right. And bloody Davie Rowe had never beento prison. . . .
“It sworthatry,” Clare said.

“There sthisto think about if you goto talk to him,” Fdlix said. “If there is some secret society that uses
adove asther symbol, who'sto say he' snot one of their members?’

Claregrinned. “Wdl, we Il just have to have ourselves aquick look at hiswrist beforewetdl him
anything, then won't we?’

Fdix amiled back. “Fair enough. Solet’ sgo tak to him.”



He started to Sit up, but immediately lay back down again, hisface pae.
“Feix?" Janey began.
He shook his head, then grimaced at the movement.

“I can't go,” he said. “Not unless you promise to stop every few feet dong the way so that | can throw
up. I'mfinewhen | liedown, but assoon as| st up, or moveat dl .. .”

“Janey and I'll go,” Claresaid.

Janey nodded. She wasn't enamoured with theidea, but Clare couldn’t go on her own.
“Will you stay with Felix, Gramps?’ she asked.

“l don't likeit,” the Geffer said.

“Well befing” Clare assured him.

“Fine” the Gaffer replied in avoice that plainly said he thought they’ d be anything but. “With madmen
running about, attacking people with knives, and who knows what other mischief brewing? Who'sto say
you won't be attacked on the way? Come * pon that, who' s to say that when you get there, it won't be as
Fdix said and you' Il find Goninan himsdf in thethick of it?’

“WEel bevery careful,” Clare said.

“Unlessyou want to drive Clare over and I'll stay with Felix,” Janey said.

She could see her grandfather weighing the danger between the two. The house wasin the village, but

that hadn’t stopped the enemy before. Here, they knew whereto find her. Down the coast, they might
not be ableto find her asquickly. . . .

“Go on, then,” he said. “But don’t be too long about it.”
Janey leaned down to give Felix akiss.

“You'll be careful?’ he asked.

“Very,” she promised.

{Page273}“Can | takethis?’ Clare asked, picking up the rough drawing of the dove that Felix had
made.

Felix nodded.
Janey fetched her jacket and just got to the door where Clare was waiting for her when the phone rang.
“It'sfor you, my gold,” the Gaffer said, holding it out towards her.

Janey sighed, and went back into the room to take the call.



5.

Michad Bett’slack of deep the previous night left him clearheaded and dert when morning findly came.

The deprivation made little difference to him. He hated degp anyway, normdly alowing himself only the
bare minimum amount that his body required. To hismind, deep bred complacency. It took you away
from the edge where everything was clear-cut and precise; that edge where you could make an
instantaneous decision and not have to second-guess the consequences. The mind automatically
correlated all available data and spat it up so that you could concentrate on getting the job done, not
worrying about whether or not you could pull it off or if it wasthe right thing to do.

On the edge, you justknew.

And that was something that Madden’ s sheep would never experience. Because they were soft-bellied
and dothful, their heads stuffed with cotton. When he wa ked the edge, he was more than awolf to them;
he was an dien gpecies. A man such as he knew himsdlf to be could do anything?—so long as he was
operating on the edge.

With aman like him, the sheep didn’t stand a chance.

Take Janey Little and whatever secret of Dunthorn’ sit was that she and her grandfather were hiding
from theworld.

He' d been approaching the problem like a sheep would, soft-stepping around them, playing by the rules.
Madden’ s orders. Don’t make waves. But there were no rules?—not on the edge?—and standing there,
with theworld in sharp focus dl around him, his mind honed as keen as the cutting edge of arazor, he
knew exactly how to handle her now.

Madden was till important to him. Bett hadn't finished with the Order and Madden remained hislink to
it. So he' d accommodate{ Page 274} Madden’ s wishes for the moment. He wouldn't take the knife to
ether of the Littles. He wouldn't even hurt their friends. There were other waysto cut their world off
from under them.

Leaving hisroom, Bett went downstairs. He' d heard the owner of the B and B go out afew minutes
ago, then watched him head off down the street from hiswindow. With the place to himsdlf, he sat down
in the man’ s sitting room and pulled the phone over onto the fat arm of his chair. It took afew minutes

before the operator could make his overseas connection, but finaly he could hear the phone ringing on
the other end of thelinein New Y ork.

“Dennison Investigations,” avoice answvered.
“Sam? Michael Bett here”
“What can | do for you, Mr. Bett?’

“I'min Cornwall and things arewinding up to ahead. It stimefor you to work off thefinal part of our
contract.”

“Let me get apen. Okay, shoot.”

“Firgt thing you do is contact a man named Ted Grimes.” He gave Dennison the particulars of an Upper



West Side address and the phone number of Grimes's office there. “ Then you' re to pick up the woman
and the three of you are going to take the first flight over here. | want you dl in Penzance, ASAP.”

“The woman's coming voluntarily?’
“She' son sdary, the same asyou.”
“I'll get right ontoit, Mr. Bett.”

Bett cut the connection and stared at the phone for amoment before caling the operator again. He made
ahaf-dozen other long-distance calls, then findly dided alocal number. Tom Little answered and put his
granddaughter on theline.

“Janey? Mike Betcher here.”

“Oh, hdllo, Mike. Did you deep wel?’

Bett put asmilein hisvoice. “ Sure. | dept gresat. Listen, about our getting together today . . .”
“Something’scome up and | wasjust on my way out. Can | ring you up alittle later in the day?’

“I wanted to cancel mysdf,” Bett said. “Actudly, | didn’t want to so much as| haveto.”

“Issomething wrong? Areyou dl right?’

“It'snot me?—I'mfine It's. .. Chrigt, | don’t know how to tell you this, Janey. It' sthe strangest thing.
| got acal from my editor canceling your participation in the article. Hewouldn't talk to me{ Page

275} about it, hejust said he didn’t want you in the piece, period.”

Therewas amoment’ s sillence on the other end of theline, then Janey asked, “But. . . why?’

“That' swhat | want to find out. I'm heading back to London today to seeif | can't straighten thisall out.
Y ou haven't been making any enemieslately, have you?’

“What?'

“Thething is, he seemed pretty pissed?—my editor, that is. Thelast time | heard himinamood likethis
was when he got alawsuit thrown at him by that guy in?—well, never mind who. It got settled out of
court. But he’ s not happy with you, Janey, and | can't figure out why. I’'m kind of pissed off myself?

—not a you, naturaly ?—and I’ m going to go to bat for you, but if there' s anything you can tell me about
what’'sgoing onthat could help ... 7’

“|2—I don’t know anything about this.”

“Yeah. | didn’'t think you did. Look, I’'m going to straighten this out, but it might take afew days. Can |
cal youwhen | get back intown?’

“Of course. But?>—"

“I haveto get going, Janey. I'm sorry to hit you with dl of this, but | figured that if you didn’t know, then
you should.”



“| appreciate that, Mike. Only could you?—"

“That' sthething | hate about thisbusiness,” Bett went on. “All these feuds and vendettas and crap.
Y ou' d think people could carry on their businesswith alittle maturity, but it’ sworse than dedling with
toddlersin aday care sometimes, you know what | mean?’

“Not redlly. 17—

“I'veredly got torun. I'll cal you in two days?—three a the max. Don’t worry, Janey. W€ Il get thisdll
straightened out. In the meantime, you take care of yoursdlf, okay? And try not to worry.”

“But?—"
Bett cradled the receiver and thought about what he' d said.
Try not toworry.

He amiled to himsif.

Like shewasjust going to forget about this call. And when the other pieces of the puzzle sarted to fall
into place and she found out just how easy it could beto loseitdl . ..

A mind, he thought, was amost as much fun to take apart as abody.

{ Page276} Replacing the phone where he' d found it, he went back up to his room to get dressed.
Timeto pay alittle socid cal on the Ice Princess, he thought. Maybe play afew gameswith thetiny
excusefor amind that she had. Apologizefor last night. Come on al sweetness and light. Vow to help
her get back together with her sailor, if that was what she redlly wanted.

By the time he was done with her, she' d betelling him how sorry she was thatshe’ d screwed things up.
And when Madden and “Daddy” showed up, well Lenaand he' d just be the best of pa's, now wouldn’'t

they?
Sure they would.
Everything was going to go hisway again because he was back on the edge.
Back on the edge and looking good.
6.
Janey dowly cradled the telephone receiver, her face paling as what Betcher had told her sank in.
It made no sense.
Not asmidgen.

“What isit, my robin?’ the Gaffer asked.



“That was Mike?—Mike Betcher,” shereplied.

“TheRolling Sione writer?” Clare asked.

Janey nodded. “He said that his editor canceled the article. No, that’ s not right. He just canceled my
part of it. Mike asked meif | have any enemies; he said that the editor wasmad a me. . . .” Shelooked
from her grandfather to Clare and Fdlix. “1 don’'t evenknow the man.”

“There must be some sort of amistake,” the Gaffer said.

“Or maybeit’sjust the opposite,” Clare said.

“What do you mean?’

“Maybe it was deliberate. If we' re postulating conspiracies. . .”

Janey gave a hdfhearted laugh, but no oneelsejoinedin.

“Oh, comeon,” shesaid. “Think about what you' re saying. It doesn't make any sense.”

“I don’t know,” Fdix said. “Maybe Clare' s got something there. So far they’ ve dready tried to dienate
you from me and to kill Clare.{ Page 277} That soundsto melikethey’ retrying to cut you off from your

friends. Now they’ reworking on your career. . .."

“I can't believe Mike' sinvolved init aswell,” she said. “Hejust told me that he' s going up to London to
argue my sdeof it with hiseditor.”

“Hiseditor’'sin London?’ Clare asked.

“Wdl ... 1 don't know. That'sjust what he said. Maybe they have abranch office or something there.”
She shook her head. “ It doesn’t make sense that he' d beinvolved. Or his paper.”

“People can be bought,” Felix said.
“But...?

Claretook her arm. “The sooner we see if we can find out something about these people, the better,
Janey.”

Janey looked at Felix.
“She'sright,” hesaid.

“1 don’t know what Peter Goninan can do to help,” the Gaffer added, “but we' d best get to the bottom
of thisquickly, my gold.”

“| suppose. Gramps, would you ring up Kit and ask her if she's heard anything?’
Kit Angelinawas Janey’ s booking agent who worked out of London.

“Her number’ sin my little red phone book,” she added.



“I'll ring her straightway,” hereplied.
13 Taﬂ

Janey hesitated amoment longer, but then Clare took her arm again, so she followed her friend out to
thecar.

Asshegot in behind the whedl, shelooked around at the familiar sght of Chapd Place?—her
grandfather’ s garden, the Methodist Chapel, the friendly houses dll leaning close to the street. Suddenly
everything seemed distant, strange. Asthough they were dl part of oneworld, and she was in another.

It wasahorrible, lost fedling.

“Janey?’ Clare asked.

Shelooked at her companion, not seeing her for amoment, then dowly nodded and started up the car.
But as she pulled away, she couldn’t help but wonder, why wasthisal happening toher ?

7.

{ Page278} Davie Rowe was sitting in the King’ s Arms, waiting for Willie Ked to arrive. The pub wasin
Paul, across Mousehole Lane from St. Paul’ s Church. Silver-haired Harry wasin hisusud spot behind
the bar, talking to apair of old ladswho farmed up Trungle way. Their gum boots were till muddy, but
both men were wearing their Sunday best?—cloth caps and clean jackets and trousers, ties knotted
under their chins. Other than them, Davie had the pub to himsdlf, athough the dining room next door was
rapidly filling up. Snatches of conversation and laughter spilled through the open partition behind the bar
that led to the other bar in the dining room.

But on thissideit was till quiet. Theinevitable Fruit machine was silent for a change. Davie was tempted
to play it for awhile, but he never won much with the gambling machines and he was |ow on cash, with
no more than the price of another haf in his pocket until Willie came’round with hismoney. So he sat on

abench by the billiards table and nursed his pint.

And waited another half hour.

Willie showed up just after Davie had findly finished his pint and ordered ahaf of Hicks bitter from the
barman. He was returning to histable when Willie camein, grinning expansively. Ked got himsef apint
of bitter from the bar and brought it over to where Davie was sitting. He took along swig from his pint,

draining the glass by athird, then set it down on the table between them.

“How’sthelad, then?’ he asked.
“1"ve been better.”

“Wdll, this |l cheer you up.”

Ked glanced towards the bar, then drew afolded sheaf of ten-pound notes from his pocket that he
handed over to Davie. Davie pocketed them quickly, not bothering to count them. Whatever extraWillie
might have made on the dedl himsdlf 2—taken out of Davi€' s share, to be sure?—Williewasn't oneto go



back on aded. If he'd promised Davie two hundred quid, then the bills he'd just handed over would
amount to two hundred quid, not afarthing more nor less.

“Not bad for aquick spot of work, eh?” Ked said.

“Not bad at all,” Davie agreed.

It was very good money.

“And | don’t doubt that there' Il be still more where that came from,” Keel added.
{ Page279} Davie leaned forward on the table. “What' sthisdl about, Willie?’

“Waell, now, you know my feeling on that. Y ou do the job and you collect your pay, but you don’t ask
questions.”

“I know that,” Davie said. He d learned that and a great deal more from the time he’ d spent in prison.
“But thiswoman?—what could she want with Janey and Clare?’

“What do we care? Just so long as she pays.”

“Yes, but?—"’

“I'll tell you this.” Kedl leaned closer aswell. “Our Miss Grant isn't donein thisbusiness. There' snot
just money behind her, but more manpower aswell. Now we have thein, Daviemy lad. It'sour
backyard, asit were, and the Americans can’'t move about as freely aswe can. But” ?—he tapped the
table with afinger for emphasis?>—*I'll tell you this. If we go about talking out of turn and shoving our
nosesin where they don’t belong, they’ Il step in themselves, and then how will we profit?’

“But you just said that they can’t get about the way we can.”

“And it strue. But there' sothers d like acut of thiseasy money, Davie. And come nightfal, who can tell
the difference between alocal man and some American? They may want to step easy, but they’ re not

above doing alittle dirty work their own selves. And maybe, thefirst bit of work they’ d take on would
beto quiet aflapping gob, if you get my meaning.”

Davie shook hishead. “I’'m not looking for trouble. It'sjust that. . . well, Clare. Why would anyone
want to harm her?’

“There sathing you need to learn,” Ked said, “and that’ sthe plain and smpletruth that everyone has
their secrets. Some are darker than others, but we all have them. Y ou might have known Clare Mabley
dl your life?—"

“I have.”

“But that doesn’'t mean that youknow her. | could tell you tdes. . .”

“What? About Clare?’

Ked laughed and shook his head. “Not about her. But thereé s many afine and upstanding citizenin
these parts that’ s done worse than ether you or | could even think of, Davie. | tell you, | know a secret



or two.”

“Likewhat?’

“Now that would be telling and then what sort of secretswould they be?’
{Page280}“ That’ s easy to say.”

“Thenthink of this: Why isit that I ve never been sent up to prison, my lad?’ Ked patted his upper arm.
“That’ s because | know things that important people would rather not see made public.”

Daviewas till curious, but he let his questionsride. It wastrue that the law never seemed much
interested in Willie Kedl, but he doubted that it was due to any hold the little man held over various and
sundry important citizenry. Who' d listen to, little say believe, tae-telling when it came from the likes of
him? It wasfar morelikely that Ked was smply aninformer.

Ked finished his bitter and stood up.

“Wdl, Davie)” hesad. “I’vework till to do.”

“Anything for me?’

“Maybe, maybe not. Stay near aphone and I'll give you aring if something comes up.”

Daviedidn’'t want to leaveit at that. He wanted to know more about the American woman?—how she
could know that Clare was in danger and, more important, who the threat was coming from. If Willie
wouldn't tell him, straight out, then tagging aong with him would have been the next best thing. Because
Willieliked to talk and sooner or later, over the course of the afternoon, he' d let sometidbit or another
dip. But he dso knew he couldn’t push.

“Fair enough,” hesaid. “I’ ve got an errand or two to run mysdf, but then I'll be at home.”
Ked gave him abroad wink. “Here sto Americans and their money,” he said and made for the door.

Davie watched him leave the pub, then settled back on his bench. Hefinished hishalf. Fingering the
money in his pocket, he thought of buying another, then decided againgt it.

It felt wrong to spend this money. Wrong to even haveit.

Oh, he' d earned it, no doubt about that. He' d saved Clare and sent her attacker running. He' d done his
job.

Hisjob: That was exactly what bothered him. Clare had never been unkind to him?—not like some
others he could name. Helping her shouldn’t have been ajob. It should have been something he'd do
smply because it needed doing. Because she was in trouble and needed help. Not because there was
money to be made.

It was an odd thought, he redlized, coming asit did from aman who made hisliving nicking what he
could from the tourists who flocked into the area every summer. But they were different. They{ Page
281} wererich, or a least richer than he was. They weren't anybody he knew. They . . .



They weren't Clare.

A couple of local lads came in then and started up agame of billiards. He watched them play until the

one who was|osing began to complain in aloud voice that he was missing his shots because acertain
ugly face was throwing off his concentration. Hisfriend grinned and Davie could fed the red anger come
risng up insde himsdlf when helooked into their smirking faces.

He stood up and both lads backed up alittle a his size, holding their pool cues moretightly. Davie's
hands formed meaty fists at his sides and his eyes narrowed. He started to take a step towards them, but
then he glanced at the barman, he thought of Clare, and he let hisfists unclench. Nodding siffly to Harry,
he left the pub, laughter ringing in hisears.

They knew he wouldn't fight. Once he had>—every time they sniggered or caled him names?—but not
anymore. He couldn’t. Not if he didn’t want the law on him again. And not fighting made him fed better
than them. But it didn’t stop the hurt, nor the anger.

Ashe waked back down the lane towards Mousehole, hands thrust deep in his pockets, he alowed
himsdf the pleasure of imagining how it would fed to smash those smug grins of theirs, but that only made
him fed worse.

Think of something cheerful, Davie, hetold himsdlf.

Thefirg thing that came to mind was sitting with Clare at her kitchen table. He wondered what it would
be liketo hold her. If they madelove. . ..

What kind of strength did she havein that lame leg of hers? Wasit strong enough to wrap around him,
holding him tight againgt her, drawing him in deeper?

You'll never find out, hetold himsaif.

But that didn’t mean they couldn’t be friends. Perhaps he could go over and borrow abook from her.

Hefingered the wad of ten-pound notesin his pocket.

Or he could just talk to her. About what he knew. Perhaps she was in trouble and she could use his
help. It would be the two of them againgt her enemies?—just likein thefilms. He' d be Dennis Quaid and
she’' d be his Ellen Barkin. And when her enemies were defeated, she would be so grateful. . . .

{ Page282} He could fed himsdf get hard, his penis pressing painfully againg histrousers.

No, hetold himsdlf. You' d only befriends.

But that would gtill be something, wouldn't it? To have ared friend?

He thought of what Willie had said, back in the King'sArms.

Everyone hastheir secrets.

What were hers?

Some are darker than others. . . .



How dark could hers be?

What did it matter? He knew that however dark her secrets might be, they would never be so black that
they would make him turn away from her.

Bloody hell, he thought. The whole thing was hopeless.

But when he got to Regent Terrace, he took the right-hand turn al the same?—the one that would lead
him across the back of the village to Raginnis Hill where Clare lived.

Touch Melf You Dare

Yidd not to evils, but attack all the more boldly.

?—VIRGIL, fromAeneid, Book VI

The Tatter schildren began to arrive while Henkie, Taupin, and Lizzie were blocking off the windows of
the warehouse. The three of them took turns standing on arickety ladder, covering the paneswith
sguares of cardboard that they then taped into place. Window by darkened window, the warehouse
took on agloomy air asthe only light insgde now came from the handful of oil lampsthat Henkie had hung
about the cavernous room.

Taupin had gone out earlier to leave word with Kara Faul about how they needed the help of the Tatters
children and she was now thefirgt to arrive, flinging the door open without so much as aknock and
marching indde. Sunlight streamed in through the door, cutting a bright swath of light down the center of
the warehouse while degpening shadows beyond.

{ Page283}“Hdlo!” she cried, blinking in the doorway. “Shall | bring in my bike?’

“Shut the bloody door!”

Henki€ s voice boomed from the far side of the warehouse?—Iloud enough to make Jodi wince. She sat
on Denzil’ sright shoulder, because that was the best way for her to stay out of the way, yet ill make
hersalf heard to at least one of her co-conspirators. She hung on to his collar to keep her perch,
grumbling whenever Denzil bent too far over the table to work on the task that Henkie had assigned to
him.

“Does he dways have to shout s0?’ she asked Denzil.

“Actudly,” hereplied, “I rather fed he’ sbeen on his best behavior.”

“| can't bdievethat.”



“Well, fromdl I've heard?—"

“Will you shut the door!” Henkie repested, his voice booming louder.

Karamerely smiled a him, now that she could make him out in the gloom.

“The othersarejust coming,” she said, “so we might aswell keep it open. What about my bike?’
“Tossitinthebay for dl | care”

Kara slips shaped apracticed moue. “ Y ou' re not being very friendly,” she announced.” Especially
seeing as how we' re here to hel pyou.”

Henkie glared down &t her from the top of the ladder.

“Wdll, it'strue,” she added.

“Fine,” Henkietold her. “Leave the bloody door open.Let the witch’s creaturesin so they can spy out
all our secrets. We' ve only spent the last bloody hour blocking off these windows so that they can't peer
in, S0 naturally we' re delighted that you plan to leave the door wide open so that they can Smply watz in.
Shdl | put on someteafor them, do you think?’

“What' s he on about, then?’ Karaasked Taupin.

“Never mind him. We re happy to see you. Just do keep an eye on that doorway and make sure nothing
comesin.”

“What sorts of nothing?’
Taupin shrugged. “1’m not sure. To be safe, how about nothing larger than afly?’

{ Page284} Kara s gaze panned from him to Henkie and Lizzie, then to where Denzil was Sitting at a
table, sawing doll’ s clothes.

“Nothing larger than afly?’ she repeated.
Taupin nodded. “ Just to be safe.”
“Willyou send up another square of cardboard?’ Henkie asked from above.

Taupin reached down to the stack by hisfoot and passed another piece up to Lizzie who stood on a
rung about hafway up the ladder. She handed it on to Henkie.

“You'veadl gone mad, haven't you?’ Karasaid.

“Not redly,” Taupin said. “It just seems odd. Give us afew momentsto finish up with this here and we'll
explain the whole businessto you.”

“That’'sdl right,” shetold him. “1 like thingswhen they get abit mad.”

“Who' smad?’ anew voice asked.



Peter Moyle had come up behind Kara. He peered into the warehouse, over her shoulder.

“Hello there, Denzil,” he called. “What’ sthat you' ve got there on your shoulder >—anew kind of
monkey?’

“I’'m going to give him such athump,” Jodi said. “Once I’m abit bigger, that is.”

“That' snot amonkey,” Karasaid, her voice suddenly al aglow with wonder. “1t' saSmall.”
They both stepped closer.

“No, itisn't,” Peter said. “It’'s Jodi!”

“Thedoor!” Henkie shouted.

Peter glanced up a him. “It’ still there,” he called back.

“Shut. It.”

But neither of the children paid him any mind. They approached the table where Denzil was working,
mouths open to form wondering O's.

“However did you turn her into a Small?’ Karaasked.

“Can you do me next?’ Peter added.

“Bloody hell,” Henkie muttered. “ See to the door, would you, Brengy?’

“Buttheladder ... ?”

“Well befine”

As Henkie turned back to lay the new sheet of cardboard over the window, Taupin went to shut the
door only to be confronted by af Page 285} gaggle of Tatters children who trooped in, dl inagroup, and
were soon clustered around the table where Denzil was now holding court, speaking asthough he'd
known magic wasred dl hislife and not in the least embarrassed by his abrupt about-face.

Taupin gave aquick glance outsde. The children’ sbicycleslay in alitter of metal and whedsdl around
the door, but that was al he could see. Or at least it was, until he turned his gaze a bit farther from the
areadirectly in front of the warehouse. Then he caught aglimpse of someonein ablack mantle ducking
out of Sght behind the seawa | >—there one moment, gone the next.

“Shel sgtill out there” hecdled indde.

It was quieter now, Denzil having admonished the children for their excited cries by explaining how their
loud voices were hurting Jodi’ s ears.

“Any sign of her wee beagtie?” Henkie asked. “What' sits bloody name? Willow? Whimple?’

“Windle” Lizzie supplied.



“Nothing that | can see,” Taupin caled back.
“Then shut the bloody door!”

“Henkie” Lizziesaid. “Must you shout 07’
He looked down &t her.

“Now don’t you start in on me,” he began, wagging afinger at her. “ Ever snce Brengy dragged usinto
this, it's been nothing but ‘Henkie, don’'t do this,” and ‘ Henkie, don't do that’ >—"

He broke off asthe ladder began to sway.
“Steady now,” hecried. “ Steady.”

But it was his shifting hisweight that was making it wobble and as he tried to compensate for the sway,
he leaned too far over in the other direction. The ladder tottered for amoment, then pitched to one side.
Lizzie jumped and landed on an old mattress that lay nearby, but Henkie was on the top and all he could
do was hold on and ride the ladder down.

All conversation stopped in the warehouse as they watched him toppleinto astack of paintings. The

ladder skidded out across the floor, bouncing once or twice before coming to a stop. Henkie plunged
into the paintings and the whole stack tumbled down in acloud of dust. When theair findly cleared, it
wasto show Henkie stting stunned amid the paintings.

He' d poked his hand through one, hisfoot through two others, but what made the Tatters children hoot
with laughter was the paint{ Page 286} ing that his head had gone through. It was anude of abusty
woman and hung before him like an gpron, his head having gone through exactly where the modd’ s head
hed initialy been painted.

Hetugged it off with asteady stream of curses and lumbered to hisfeet, whereupon everyone fell ill.
There was something more than alittle intimidating about an angry man hissize.

“Right,” hesaid. “'Y ou and you” ?—he pointed to apair of the children?—"finish blocking off the
windows. Y ou” ?—hisfinger jabbed the air again?—*listen by the door. The rest of you can help Denzil ?
—youdo know how to sew, don’t you?’

“I can.”

A gamine hdf the sze of Karastuck up adirty little hand as she answered. She couldn’t have been older
than seven. Her face was round and her hair amop of tightly wound curls.

Henki€ s glare softened. “ Can you now?’
Thesmadl girl nodded.

“And what' syour name?’

“Ethy.”



“Widll, then, Ethy, you'll be Denzil’ s specid helper.”
Her little face beamed.
“Asfor therest of you,” Henkie went on.

“Wait up aminute,” Peter said. “We cameto help?—not to be ordered about like you were the law or
something. We can get enough of that at home.”

“If you cameto bloody help,” Henkie started, “then you can bloody well begin by listening to what |
have to bloody tell you, or you can just bloody well bugger off and leave ustoour ...

Hisvoicetraled off asLizziegave him akick inthe shin.
“Have you gone mad, woman?’ he demanded.
“They'redl mad,” Karaconfided to the other children.
“Ligentoyoursdf,” Lizziesad.

A rumbling growl began deep in Henki€' s chest.
“Ligen,” Lizzie repeated.

For amoment it looked as though he was going to smash something. Everyone, except for Lizzie, took a
step back. But then he sighed and nodded.

“I’m going to St down in that chair over there,” he said, pointing to acorner, “and I’m going to quietly
drink agreat bloody big glass of whiskey. Cal me when the planning can begin.”

{Page287} Lizzie stepped up on her tiptoes and bussed him lightly on the cheek before he went off.
“Ta” shesad.

The children parted like the Red Sea before Moses as Henkie stalked towards them, closing up again
when he' d gone by. They watched him pour afull glass of whiskey and then sit down in the chair where
he swallowed hdf the whiskey without o much as his eyeswatering. Having tried the foul liquid
themsdlves at various times?—as children will 2—they were suitably impressed and more than allittle
awed.

When they turned their grimy faces back to Lizzie, she faced them and smiled.

“We' re very grateful to have your help,” shetold them, “and though some of what needsto be doneis
boring, there' Il ill be somefunat theend of it al.”

“What needs to be done?’ Peter asked, obvioudy as charmed by her as he' d been put off by Henkie's
attempt at ordering them about.

Lizzie explained how they needed to finish blocking off the windows. There were any number of identica
doll-sized outfits to be seawn. Wigs needed to be cut and pasted to dolls heads. A watch had to be kept
againg spying eyesand ears.



“What'sit dl about?’ another of the children asked.

Glancing over from her perch on Denzil’ s shoulder, Jodi identified the spesker >—Harvey Ross. Hewas
abig, strapping boy who' d give Henkie arun for his money when hefindly stopped growing. At twelve
years old, he was dready getting odd jobs on the fishing luggers, working side by side with the men.

“Do you know the Widow Pender?’ Taupin asked.

“She sawitch,” aboy replied.

Jodi didn’'t have to look to recognize Ratty Friggens svoice. Asbig asHarvey wasfor his age, Ratty
was smdl. He was ayear younger than Jodi, but topped tiny Ethy by no more than apair of inches. His
real name was Richard, but because of histwitchy nose, pointed features, and the way he liked to skulk
about using hissizeto its best advantage, he' d been dubbed “ Ratty” years ago and the name stuck.

“Exactly,” Taupin said to a chorus of in-drawn breaths from the children.

It was one thing to suppose there were such things as witches and{ Page 288} Smdlls, but quite another
to find that they trulywere more than tales.

“What we haveto do is hide Jodi from her long enough to get her to the Men-an-Tol without the Widow
being aware of what we're up to.”

“What if sheturnsusdl into Smalsfor helping you?” Karaasked.

“She needs to know your name and repest it three times before she can work her spells,” Taupin
explained. “ Surely you could run away from her in that time? Or at least block your ears?’

“And it hasto be your true name, doesn't it?’ Ratty asked.

“The one that makes you who you are,” Taupin agreed. “The onethat, in your mind, encompasses all
that you see yoursdlf to be. So if shewasto try to enspell you, Ratty, she'd haveto call you Ratty
Richard Friggens, because I’ m guessing that’ s how you think of yoursdlf.”

Ratty nodded.

“She can’t possibly know dl your names,” Taupin said.

“But she could learn them, couldn’t she?’ Ethy asked.

“ I ”

Taupin looked helplesdy at Lizzie who then took over once more. She went on to explain the rest of
Henki€ splan. By the time she was done, the children were grinning from ear to ear.

“Thiswill befun,” Karasaid.
Then it was ameatter of setting everyoneto their task. All the children wanted to volunteer to help Denzil,

because then they could look at thetiny Jodi perched on his shoulder and listen wide-eyed to her story,
not to mention giggle at her high-pitched squesky voice. There were anumber of arguments?—aong the



linesof “I had first dibs’ and “ She couldn’t sew if her life depended onit” and “ Sod you, too” ?—but
soon it was dl sorted out fairly by the smple expediency of dlowing everyoneto have their turn a the
sawing.

By the time everything was prepared?—the planslaid out and every contingency that they could foresee
argued out to asuitable solution?—it was midafternoon and time to begin.

“Remember,” Taupin told the children asthey dl gathered by the door. “If worse comesto worst, you
can dwaysjump in the bay and neither she nor her creatures can touch you.”

“What about the drowned dead?’ Ratty asked.
Various children nodded nervoudly.
Taupin glanced a Jodi. “ Do you know anything about this?’

Jodi shook her heed, fed up with how the children dl giggled{ Page 289} whenever she spoke. She was
going to thump more than one of them when shewasfinaly her own sze again.

“It'sjust what I’ ve heard,” Ratty said. “ That she can cdl up the dead from the seaand they come
shambling out, dripping water and seaweed, to chew on the flesh of theliving.”

“We haveit from avery good source,” Taupin said, “that witches can’t abide the touch of salt.”
“Y es, but the sea dead won't be touchingher,” Ratty said.

Henkierose from his chair like abear leaving its den in the spring.

“If you don’t want to go, boy,” he said, “just bloody come out and say s0.”

“I’'mnot scared,” Ratty said.

“Meeither,” Ethy added. “I’m not scared at al.”

“Then let’s see what we can do,” Henkie said.

Karawas closest to the door. At anod from Lizzie, she turned the knob, threw it open, and went
outsdeto where her bicyclelay inthedirt.

2.
The Widow Pender wasn't lways awidow, nor a Pender.

She was born at that exact moment that lies equidistant between the last diver of the old moon and the
first diver of the new. Her birthing took place in the bed of adonkey-pulled cart drawn up in back of a
hawthorn hedge when the first winds of winter were shivering the trees and the hoarfrost lay black on the
frozen ground.

It was an auspicioustimefor abirth?—at least, it was deemed auspicious by her people, for they
believed that it was by hardship that a spirit was tempered and made strong.



Her mother’ s midwife had been awitch, and she was born into afamily of witches, the third and last of
three daughters to bear the surname of Scorce. Her people were considered travelers by those who
knew no better; the traveling people themsalves, however, knew exactly what the Scorces were and
avoided them when they could, leaving their secret Signs scratched into the dirt to warn the other traveling
clans of the Scorces' whereabouts.

The new babe was named Hedra in a curious ceremony afew weeks later, for that was the old word for
October, the name of the month in which shewas born. Her family gathered about atall, craggy standing
stone set high on acliff overlooking the sea, and had{ Page 290} there been observersto view the
proceedings, they would have seen much gadding about in the raw, wordless chanting and mad dancing,
the burning of smdll straw figures and charmsin fires made of bones, and the crafting of fetishesthat were
each bound to the new babe' s name and her future. Each participant in the ceremony left with one such
fetish that they would keep safe through the years to preserve the newly named child' sluck.

Under her stiff blouse, the Widow Pender till wore her fetish in atiny leather pouch. Sheworeit to
remind herself of those days when she had been Hedra Scorce and the world was amerry place of bright
wonder, when shadows were only shadows and she had no knowledge of what hid behind their
darkness, watching her every move, glittering eyes heavily lidded with cobwelbs.

But shedidn’t wear it for luck, because dl her luck had long sincefled.

The Scorces had traveled the country for many years?—mother, aunt, and grandmother riding in the
donkey cart, the girlswaking alongside. Like other traveling people, they did odd jobs and mending,
picking potatoes and other vegetables in season, salling the besom brooms and baskets that they made
and the charmsthat, unlike those of the other travelers, were potent in and of themselves, requiring no
belief to work their magic. They loved the road, the long road that unwound underfoot that had no
beginning and no end, carrying them from one town to another, through one village and beyond, up into
the lonely places, the moors and rock-strewn cliff-tops that were anything but londly to those who lived
as closeto the earth asthey did.

But times changed. They grew harder for al the traveling people as the congtabl es shifted them from
town and village green, until only the moorsand cliffswere thairs; but they could gain no sustenance from
those desol ate reaches. The natura beauty and wonder sustained the spirit, but the body required more
secular nourishment, and that they could only earn in the villages and towns.

Hard times.

Sometimes now, she could see those eyes, watching her from the shadows. And she'd hear avoice,
whispering. And then awhole chorus of them.

“Don't listen,” her grandmother told her when she asked about what lay in the shadows. “ The mischiefs
and evils of the world wait{ Page 291} in the shadows to prey on children innocent as you. They will
promise you anything. Follow their advice, accept their gifts, and your soul will grow bitter. It will shrivel
and wither until you can no longer fed the Mother’ s presence. When you leave her light, al that will
remain for you isthe shadows and I’ d wish that on no one, not friend, not enemy.”

“But they say they can help us”
“The sweseter the promise,” Grandmother replied, “the surer thelie.”

143 Bth?—”



“Remember the lesson that the Chrigtians have forgotten: When Adam and Eve made their choicein
Eden, it concerned neither blind obedience nor righteous piety. It was a choice of salf over God,
arrogance over faith.”

“Wearen't Christians,” Hedra objected.

“True. But our Mother of Light and their Chrigt are not so different?—in our hearts we both follow the
light; only the names differ. What speaksto you from the shadowsisthat same Eden serpent, child.”

“I like snakes.”

Her grandmother smiled. “So do |. But there’ saworld of difference between the small cousin we can
catch in the grass and the one whose voice tempts us from the shadows. Promise me you won't listen to
it”

She had never seen her grandmother so serious, so solemn.
“I promise” shesad.

And she did try to follow her grandmother’ s advice, to keep her promise, but it was hard not to listen
when theworld was as it was, when the light seemed to die, no matter where you turned, and al that was
|eft was shadows.

Hard times.

Kerrawasthefirg to leave, marrying a shoemaker in Peatyturk. Grandmother died. Aunt married into
another traveling family. Mother took sick, but recovered. Gonetta stayed on until they passed through
Rosevear, marrying the son of a shopkeeper.

Then there was only hersdf and Mother |€ft, following the road with their donkey and their cart.

Hard times.

The whispersin the shadows grew stronger and she couldn’t help{ Page 292} but listen. But she
remembered her promise to her grandmother and did nothing with the secret knowledge that they
breathed into her ear.

Not when the constabl es sent them from town before they could buy afew meager provisions and they
were reduced to grubbing for roots and scavenging along the shore.

Not when they were jeered at by those who went to church, those fine upstanding townsfolk who
listened pioudy to the teachings of the light spoken of within the holy stone halls, but left with less charity
in their hearts than the cold winter winds.

Not when the children pelted them with stones, or the dogs were set on their hedls. For fun.

Hard times.

Mother died on anight as cold and lonely as the one on which Hedra had been born. They were
camped in back of adifferent hedge, but the hoarfrost lay as black on the ground, the wind was as cold.



Fifteen yearsold, Hedra sat up al night, rocking her mother’s corpse in her arms. Come morning, she
buried the unfamiliar object that her mother had become. It was an empty thing, its soul fled, and bore no
more resemblance to her mother than did a stone.

But she could remember comforting arms, a sweet high voice that sang lullabies to the counterpoint of
the wind outsde their canvastent, asmile aswarm as sunlight in summer.

The shadows drew close to her, whispering, whispering.

She huddled by her mother’ s grave, arms wrapped around her chilled body, shivering and trying not to
listen, but it was hard, hard. As hard as the times. She crooned one of her mother’ slullabies, closing her
earsto the voices, rocking back and forth again, but this time the burden wasin her heart, not in her
ams

And that was how Edwin Pender found her.

He brought her home. He made her hiswife. He gave her order and love and comfort and kept the
shadows at bay. The donkey grew old and lived out itslifein content. The cart stood behind the Pender
cottage, its bright paint fading in the rough wesather, grass entwined in the spokes of itswhedls, its bed
home now to leaves and debriswhile deepy catslay onitsdriver’ s seat when the sun was warm on the
wooden dats.

But Hedradidn't mind, for Edwin Pender had driven the hard times away and filled the emptinessingde
her. He worked the sea{ Page 293} and she kept their home. If he was disappointed that she never gave
him achild, he never once mentioned it. They went to church together and Hedra was content to
exchange her Mother of Light for their Christ, because hadn’t Grandmother said they were one and the
same?—that only the names differed?

Hard timesfled.
Until shelearned of her hushand’ s mistress.

He laughed when she confronted him with her knowledge. A man such as he needed more than one
woman, hetold her, but shewasn't to worry. Her home was here and he had more than enough love il
left over for her, didn't he just? So cometo hisarmsnow. . . .

She had backed away from him, but she hadn’t said aword.
Her rage was aslent storm.

For as her world went dark, the shadows came back in arush, eyes glittering in the dark corners of the
room where they hid, voices whispering, and she remembered al the secret knowledge that they had
ever told her.

When her husband went to sea, she called up astorm. If it drowned the Old Quay and sank the fishing
boats, if fifteen men had lost their lives, what did it matter, so long as Edwin Pender wasin their number?

Her husband’ s mistress she gave to the shadows. High on aclifftop, on amoonless night, shefed the
barmaid alength of stedl, then buried the corpse in an unmarked grave where its moldering bones
remained to thisday.



Shefelt no regret.

She felt no regret because her spirit belonged to the shadows now and they bled al such softnessfrom
her spirit, embittering and withering it. In return, they gave her yet more of their secret knowledge.

She spent the years toying with the folk of Bodbury, working small unpleasantriesthat could never be
traced back to her, setting into motion complex patterns of bad luck that took yearsto befully redized
and were dl the more appeding to her for the invisible machinations of her own hand in their intricate
meking.

She created the gpproximation of achild for hersdlf, from hersdf, giving it birth as surely as other women
nurtured children from their womb. Her fetch. She named it Windle. Together they lived in the borderland
between the world as common folk knew it and the secret world that hid in the shadows. Spying and
playing their games, they werelike apair of piderswho made an invisible web encompassing{ Page

294} the lives of every man, woman, and child in Bodbury.

And she was content.

The bright child she had once been was as forgotten as though she had never existed.

Hedra Scorce? Who was she? There was only the Widow Pender now.

And the years went by.

Twenty years since the storm, since she accepted the shadows.

Those years stole the lives of fishermen on sea. Others died on land, men and women both. Children
were born. The whedls of the world turned. And the Widow Pender grew older, her spirit no more than
asmear of darknessingide her, as black as the hearts of the shadows.

But as she grew older, she found herself remembering atime when the world was a brighter place, when
she bore adifferent name and the shadows didn’t rule her. The memories camefirst as smal nagging
thoughts that she smply ignored. But astime passed, she' d see faces.

Her sisters; her aunt. What had become of them?

Her mother. Her grandmother.

Edwin Pender.

How could so much good have gone wrong? she would find hersalf wondering. Had there been another

manipulator >—one such as she was now ?—who had pulled the marionette-stringed web that wasthe
heart of her lifeand that of her family?

The shadows hissed and spat when she thought such thoughts. Windle grew distant.

She found her birth fetish lying in the back of adrawer, and took to wearing it again. She thought of
luck, bad and good, found and lost.

She remembered an old song she had heard once, verses of which returned to haunt her at odd times of
the night or day:



Y ou took what’ s before me and what’ s behind me,
Y ou took east and west when you wouldn't mind me;
Sun, moon, and stars from my sky have been taken,

And God aswell, or I'm much mistaken.

{ Page295} Her husband had given her everything, and then taken it al away again. Shewould have
done anything for him, but even that had not been enough.

O black asadoeisthe heart that’sin you;
Black asacod isthe grief that binds me;
Black asabootprint in shining halway 2—

‘Twas you that blackened it, forever and always.

That dark, shriveled stain that was her spirit began to ache, deep in her chest. She thought more and
more of what her grandmother had told her, of how the shadows lied, of how they could manipulate the
innocent. . . .

Shetried hard to remember, but she couldn’t imagine what it would be like to be any way other than
how she was now. Considered so, how could she know if she' d made the right choice in her life? How
could she know that the choice hadn’t been madefor her?

Tofind out, she needed to be free of the shadows and they wouldn’t let her go. Not unless she could
givethem a secret that they didn’t hold themsalves. That was the price?—asmple, impossible price.

Until she remembered the child she had been and the tales her grandmother and mother both had told
her of the Barrow World?—the otherworld of the piskies. The shadows had no hold there. If she could

givethemitskey . ..

She bought amechanica toy man and, with wax and charms, made it appear S0 lifelike that one would
expect it to St up and talk at any moment. Then she woke the one spell concerning piskiesthat the
shadows knew. The enchantment sped through the air one moonless night like a fisherman’ s hook and
line, whirring through the darkness until it snagged and caught the dreaming mind of alittle moor man and
brought it back to her cottage.

Animated now, her mechanical toy man would still not speak. Would reveal no secrets.



The shadows laughed.
Windlewatched, an unfamiliar grinonitslips.

But the Widow was undaunted. Like a child with anew toy, she made ahomefor her captivein an old
aquarium and became engrassed in fashioning furniture and clothing to hissze. While she{ Page

296} worked, she considered and put aside a hundred plans on how to wrest the little man’ s secret from
him, thought until her head hurt and she began to redlize that she was defested. She would never discover
his secrets. She would never be free of the shadows.

Intheend, it wasthe arrival of the snooping Tatters child that gave her aworkable plan. She had meant
to let Jodi stew for afew days?—just long enough for despair a never regaining her own sizeto settlein?
—then shewould strike abargain with the girl. If Jodi stole the necessary secret from the little man, then
the Widow would st her free.

It wasthat Smple,

Except the miserable girl and piskie both had escaped and now she was back where she' d begun, with
only one hope left>—that thelittle man had told the girl something useful while they were together.

It was clutching at straws, but clutching at strawswas dl that the Widow had left. The painin her chest
ached fiercdy. And the whispering laughter from the shadows was driving her mad. Worse dill,
understanding had come?—riding on the back of those salfsame memories that tormented her so?—that
when she died, she would join the shadows.

If truth be told, she had dways known. But it hadn’t ssemed so important once. Now she grew old, and
with age came afuller redization of what being part of the shadows mearnt.

Never being free of pain.

Never knowing peace.

Never joining her family in the beyond.

Losing al that was hers not smply once or twice, but forevermore without any hope of reprieve. . ..

Theirony of what she was doing?—attempting to regain lost innocence through tormenting another?
—simply never occurred to her at al. Shewasblind to all but her own need. Had she stopped to
consider, she would have understood exactly what it was that made the shadows laugh asthey did.

But her strength was her single-mindedness and it was for that reason that she crouched by the seawall
of the Old Quay, spying on Hedrik Whal €' s warehouse, while her fetch scurried about its roof and walls,
attempting a closer look. She cared nothing of what the townsfolk would think of her behavior. She
wanted only to understand what Whale and the others were up to. She knew they had Jodi in there with
them. But what were they going todo with her?

{ Page297} They were such an improbabl e collection of individuals that they made an impossible group
to second-guess. Each on his or her own could be odd enough, but collected together, they were literaly
capable of any mad scheme. And when one added the gaggle of Tatters children that had arrived
earlier...



The Widow was sure that certain disaster lay ahead.

She shifted uncomfortably from foot to foot, utterly sick of staring at the wegather-beaten side of the
warehouse. Then she saw asmall spidery shape swing down from the roof to come scuttling dong the

base of the seawall towards her.

Something was up. She could fed it brewing intheair.

Windle began chittering away to her, so fagt that she could barely make out aword of the cresture’' s

odd language. Shefinaly redized thet it was merely telling her what she dreedy felt?—that the waiting
had ended.

Asthough on cue, the door to the warehouse was flung open and the whole crowd, adults and Tatters
children, came streaming out. The Widow closed her eyes and reached out with her witch-sight?>—akind
of seeing that looked beyond what could be seen by the naked eye, for it stripped the world down to its
basic components.

Blood called to blood.

The Widow had taken the precaution of taking afew drops of blood from Jodi when shewas
unconscious and swallowing them. The taste of them fired sharply againgt her paate now as her
witch-sight reached for, found, and locked on thefirst child to come through the door.

That little Tatters girl. She was carrying Jodi, the Widow knew. She could taste Jodi’ s blood so near the
girl that she had to be carrying her.

She started to straighten up and open her eyes, but then she redlized that the second child was carrying
Jodi aswell. Aswasthethird and fourth?—they were al carrying her, children and adults aike.

Whichwasimpossible.
She focused her witch-sight more sharply and her head began to ache from the effort.

Shefdt old and tired.

The bright sun made pockets of shadow at the base of the seawa | and she could hear sniggering laughter
coming from those dark patches.

{ Page298} Fine, she thought. They’ ve either cut her up and they’re all carrying a bit of her, or they’ve
managed some other trick, but it won't help them. She' d merely track them all down, each and every one
of them. One way or another, she meant to regain hold of the Small she'd created.

The sniggering of the shadows grew louder.

Laugh dl you want, shetold them. You'll still not have mein your ranks.

At that, the laughter came long and sharp.

Not ever, the Widow said.

In front of the warehouse, the children were dl on their bicycles now. They sped off in adozen



directions, little legs pumping the pedasfor al they were worth. The adults aso took different directions,
only they moved more dowly. The Widow sent Windle after one of the children, then marked and set off
after another hersdf.

Not ever, she repeated.

There was no reply from the shadows, but that was only because she had stepped out into the sunlight
wherethey couldn’t follow her.

3.

When she heard her parents complaining, when she saw what it was like to be even afew years older
than shewas, Kara Faull would think that there couldn’t be agrander age to be than eleven. She hated
theideaof growing any older. There was the odd adult like Denzil and Taupin who might aswell ill be
children for the way they carried on, or those like Jodi and Ratty who were till in that undefined stage
between being norma and adult, but mostly, growing old just seemed to be asteady progression of
doors being shuit.

Onmagic.
On wonder.
Onjus plain having fun.

She was thinking about that as she pedaled away from Henkie swarehouse. If you couldn’t go off ona
mad lark like this, any which time you pleased, then redly, what was the point?

For thiswas alark. And more, it pointed true to al those things that adults said couldn’t be redl. For
when you saw it with your own two eyes, how could you doubt it? The old storiesweren’t lies. There
trulywere witches and Smdls and every manner of wonderful thing.{ Page 299} They werereal. And if
that wasn't the best thing she' d learned in weeks, she didn’t know what was.

Her legs pumped furioudy to maintain her speed up the incline that was Weaver Street. When she
reached its crest, she grinned as she coasted down the far side of the hill ?—fat bicydewhedshumming
on the cobblestones, thewind in her face, the skirt of her sundress flapping againgt her thighs, laughter
bubbling up inside her.

Tucked away in apocket of her dress was one of the dolls that they had made in the warehouse. Not
one of them looked anything like Jodi, but that wasn't the point, Taupin had told them. It wasthe size,
and theflash of hair colour, and dl the clothing being dike. And it was the tiny drop of Jodi’ s blood that
was carefully dripped onto the head of each dall, the blood that was immediately absorbed by the thirsty
cloth.

Karahadn't liked that part?—and neither had Jodi, judging by the grimace on her miniature face when
she had to prick her finger with apin and then give abit of hersdf to each doll.

Privately, Karawas sure that even awitch couldn’t be so stupid asto mistake any of these dollsfor the
genuine article, but Taupin had ingsted, quoting tales of enchantment and witcherieswhere just that sort
of trick was not only considered clever, but proved to be successful aswell.

We'll see, shethought, as she leaned into the corner at the bottom of the hill where Weaver Street



briefly met Tinway Walk, crossing over and changing its name to Redruth Steep asit climbed another
rse

She chanced a glance behind as she turned the corner, but the way was clear. Still grinning, and only
narrowly avoiding acollision with a pedestrian who shouted angrily after her, she stood up on her pedds
at the bottom of Redruth Steep and began the new ascent. Halfway up the hill, she shot into the mouth of
Penzern Way ?—a crooked narrow aley that would take her back to the harbour by acircuitous route as
it wound itsway between the backs of the close-set stone buildingsthat clustered in this part of the town.

Widl, I’'m away, she thought, dowing her pace to avoid arun-in with someone’ suntidily stacked
garbage. The witch and her fetch?>—whateverthat was?—had chosen someone elseto follow, which
only proved her point.

The dolls smply weren't the clever trick that Taupin had made{ Page 300} them out to be. Now if he'd
only listened to her plan of borrowing afisherman’s net with which they could catch the witch and then
toss her into the bay, why then they’d all be laughing by now, because?—

Something the size of acat landed on her back and dug its clawsinto her shoulders.

Kara shrieked and lost control of her bicycle. Its front whed turned awkwardly on a cobblestone and
she was tossed over the handlebars. All that saved her from aterrible collison with an al-too-rapidly
gpproaching wall was that the hem of her skirt caught on the end of ahandlebar. The thin cloth ripped,
but its momentary hold had been enough to break the momentum of her flight so that shelanded in apile
of refuse?—winded and shaken?—rather than cracking her head on thewall.

But she had no time to consider her good fortune. The thing on her back was clawing a her skinand dll
she could do was to continue shrieking as she rolled about in the garbage, trying to didodgeit. When she
succeeded, it immediately scampered around in front of her and swiped at her face with itstalons. Kara
jerked her head back so quickly that she pulled amusclein her neck.

“If,” Taupin had told them, “you fed that you'rein any sort of danger at al, for God' s sake,give up your
doll. That' swhat they’ re &fter. Giveit up, and when they seewhat it isthey’ ve been chasing, they’ Il hurry
off after another one of us.”

Taupin’swordsrang in Kara s mind as she stared with horrified fascination at the creature that was
perched so near her face.

Jodi’ s description had been dl too accurate. It looked like a hairless caricature of Denzil’s monkey, but
there the resemblance ended, for Ollie didn’t have claws like the fetch’s, nor those rows of sharp teeth
that would do a shark proud. Nor did Ollie' sthroat produce the awful chittering sound that escaped from
the creature?—akin to drawing afingernail across a chakboard.

Kara searlier curiosity about the creature had utterly vanished. All she wanted to do now wasto escape
its presence, but the fetch crouched too closely by her. There wasn't amove she could make that would
alow her to avoid those sharp teeth and claws.

The fetch’s saucer-wide eyes glared with malevolence and she shivered asthe creature' s gaze locked
onto her own. There was abrutal ragein those eyes?—and a so the promise that the fetch would enjoy
{ Page 301} the violence that would ensue when that rage was rel eased.

Karadidn't want to hang about to see that happen.



She scrabbled in her pocket for the doll. Trembling fingers took amoment to get agrip on the thing, but
then finaly shewaspulling it free and offering it up to thelittle mongter facing her.

It tore the doll from her hand, rage glittering sharper asit saw what it was. Its chittering roseinto a
high-pitched crescendo that made Kara' s eardrums fed as though they would burst at any moment.

“Th-that'sdl I've g-got,” she managed.
Her throat felt thick and dry and she could barely croak the words out.

The fetch glared at her. 1t opened its mouth wide and bit off the head of the doll, chewing the cloth and
fabric stuffing, throat working asit swallowed the mess down.

Karacould only continue to stare, fascinated and repulsed by its every motion.

When it had finished swallowing the doll’ s head, it tossed the body away and leaned closer to Kara, grin
widening. It swung its paw at her and panic loosened her throat’ s congtriction to let wail another shriek.
The creature snickered as shefell back in the garbage in her attempt to get away, then it swung onto a
drainpipe and scrambled quickly up to the roof. Two breaths later, it had disappeared.

For along moment Karasimply lay where she’ d falen. Her every muscle ached. Shefdt asthough she
were bruised from head to foot. The stench of the garbage made her somach queasy and she wanted to
throw up.

But shewasdive.
The creature hadn’t killed her.

She sat up dowly, wincing at the pain the movement brought her. A nervouslook at the rooftops
surrounding her showed no saucer-eyed face peering down at her ill. It was gone now ?—after one of
the others.

Wil that was their problem, she thought. She was just happy to be dive. Asfar as she was concerned,
al the fun had gone out of the day’ slark.

But then she thought of Ethy. Little Ethy, with her own doll hidden under her shirt. If the fetch went after
her...

Wewere dl bloody fools, Karathought as she hobbled over to{ Page 302} where her bicycle lay. We
should have stood up against them together, Sitting in great vats of seawater, armed with sat-water
balloon bombs. . . .

Baloon bombs. Now that was absolutely brill.

She opened thelittle purse attached to her belt and counted her pennies. She had barely enough to buy
what was needed ?—but it was enough.

Sherighted her bicycle and got on. Setting off down Penzern Way towards the market, she couldn’t
help but groan as every bump she hit reminded her poor body of the recent abuse it had undergone.
Tears of pain sparkled in her eyes, but she kept on, her mouth set in atight line, and ignored the way the



bumps made her want to lie down in a corner somewhere and not move for weeks.
She was determined to give back as good as she' d gotten.

And then some.

4.

It was the Widow who tracked down Ratty Friggens.

Like the others, he' d left Henkie' swarehouse on his bicycle, but he went on afoot as soon ashe

reached Market Square. Hiding his bicycle behind a stack of crates that he knew wouldn't be shipped
out for afew days, he continued on through the maze of warehouses and shipping docks until he reached
the beginning of one of New Dock’ slong piers. There he swung down to where the storm drains emptied
into the sea. He gave alast quick ook out across the bay, then dipped inside and began to make hisway
back through town?—underground.

Find me here, he thought with ahappy grin. If you can.

Ratty knew every hidden nook and secret cranny to be found, in and around and under Bodbury. Like
his namesake he could squeeze into the tiniest openings, wriggling hisway through narrow drainsthat
otherswould swear were too narrow for acat, little say aboy from the Tatters, no matter how smal he
might be. But if Ratty could get hishead in, then it wasjust amatter of drawing his shouldersin closeto
his body until they appeared to be folded across his chest. And then he would smply dither hisway

adong.

Today he kept to the larger drains. Once his eyes adjusted to the poor light, it was easy for him to walk
aong at asteady pace. The only illumination came from the odd grating that opened up onto{ Page

303} the streets above, but it was enough for him to make do. He kicked at pebbles and the odd bit of
debris, pausing to unstop the more complex entanglements that might otherwise dam up adrain.

Ratty kept his underground passages clear for his own convenience, but he was also providing an
unknown service to those above whose homes might otherwise be flooded out during abig enough
storm. They didn’t know and he didn’t careif they did or didn’t. Below, it was his kingdom.

His plan wasto follow the drainsright up to the top of the town. From there he meant to go across
country for asfar as he got before it became dark. He' d been nervous when Taupin first talked about the
witch, but then he had made his own plan of what he’ d do and where he’ d go, and his nervousness had
fled. No one was going to follow him down here.

Hetook histimeto reach thefar end of thelast drain, emerging from it cautioudly, but there was no one
about. This high above the town he could look out across the rooftops, al the way acrossthe bay. It was
one of hisfavorite places. He could spend hours sitting up here, just watching the boats out on the water,
the gullswhedling above them.

He settled the grating back into place and went to sit on alow wall that backed onto a hedge for abit of
arest before he continued.

It was amazing really, when he thought about it. He' d spread about the tale that the Widow Pender had
got herself a Smdll just for the fun of it, never dreaming there was any truth in the matter. How could
there be? Smalls and witches were part and parcel of fairy tales and had no part in thered world. If there



was magic, if there was wonder, then it remained well hidden. So well hidden that it might aswell not
even exist inthefirs place. But now . . . oh, yes, now. . . .

Wéll, he' d seen the miniature Jodi Shepherd with his own two eyes, hadn’t he just?She wasred. There
was no denying that. And if shewasred, then?—

“Ratty Richard Friggens.”

His heart stopped cold in his chest at the sound of the Widow’ svoice. He turned dowly to find that
she'd crept up on him asif from out of nowhere?—stepping now from the shadows by Kember Cottage,
the last building in Bodbury before the hedge-bordered fields began their walk acrossthe hills. Shewas
no more than the length of a hdf lane from where he was sitting.

{ Page304} She regarded him with an amused smile on her tight lips, dark eyesflashing dangeroudy.

How could she. . . ?hethought in panic, but the answer came before he could even complete the
question.

Shewasawitch, wasn't she?
“Reatty Richard Friggens,” she said again.

He started at the repetition of his name. Remembering what Taupin and Jodi both had told him about

witch's spells needing a name spoken three times to work, he hastily pulled the doll he was carrying from
his pocket and offered it to her.

“H-here” hesaid.

Just don’t turn meinto atoad, he added to himsdif.
“I don’t want that,” the Widow said.

“But...”

“I want the girl. The Smal.”

“|?—I don’'t have her.”

“Then who does? Who carried her out?”’

Ratty swallowed dryly. He couldn’t tell because there was no knowing what the witch would do to Jodi

when she had her in her power once again. But if he didn’t tell, there was no knowing what she’'d do to
him ather.

Hejust knew it would be something horrible.

“Come, boy. | don't have dl day.”

“A2—..

The name was on the tip of histongue, burning to be set freeinto the air, but he couldn’t doit. He just



couldn’t break faith. Not and ill live with himsdlf after.

He straightened his shoulders and met the Widow’ s gaze with hisown, trying to stay steady, though his
legswere trembling so much that if he hadn’t been sitting down, he would have fallen down.

“I won't tdll you.”
“Ratty Richard Friggens,” the Widow repested for the third time. “Are you so brave, then, boy?”

Brave? He was frightened out of hiswits. But by now histhroat was so congtricted that he couldn’t have
given her the nameif he/ d wanted to.

He shook his head.
“Bah,” the Widow said.

She added some wordsin alanguage that Ratty couldn’t understand and the world went al fuzzy on
him.

{ Page305} She' sturningme into a Smal, he thought.

His panic lessened somewhat. That wouldn't be so bad. He could prowl about in placesthat he' d never
been able to reach before. He could . . .

It was growing hard to think. Dizziness rose up in waves. There was ametallic taste on histongue and he
realized that he' d bitten his own cheek. That was his own blood he tasted.

His own blood.

Hethought of Jodi pricking her finger, putting adrop of blood onto the head of each doll.
Jodi who was the size of amouse.

But he didn’t seem to be shrinking. Instead, he seemed to be fading avay. Hewas. . .

Histhoughts grew too fragile to hold on to anymore. They flitted about through his head likeflies,
humming and buzzing, but he couldn’t snag even one of them.

What ?—

Helooked down at his hand. It had grown so gossamer that he could seeright throughit.
?—was she?—

Thedoll fdl from hisgrip?—no, fellthrough hisgrip to land splaylimbed on the road.
?—doing?—

Terrified now, he stared at his hand. It was coming apart like smoke. A breeze touched him, took away
afinger inawreath of pink mis.



?—to. ..
He never did get to finish the thought.

5.

The Widow smiled humourlesdy asthelast parts of Ratty Friggens were dissipated by thewind. All that
remained was asmal bone button on the wall where he! d been Sitting. That, and adistant fading cry that
sounded very much like his voice, beforeit too was taken away by the wind.

He' d thought she was going to change him into a Small aswell, she had realized towards the end. She'd
seenitinhiseyes.

Instead, she'd smply unmade him.

Because that had been hisredl fear. He was the sort who could{ Page 306} find fortunein any szehe
might be. But to be nothing . . .

She smiled and scooped up the button. Needle and thread appeared from her pocket and she quickly
sewed it to her cloak whereit joined adozen or so others dready sewn there. With the button in place,

needle and thread returned to her pocket. She stooped and picked up the doll he' d dropped, her smile
fading.

Clever.

Which of them had thought of this?

She lifted the doll to her mouth and licked the spot stained with Jodi’ s blood.
Tooclever.

But she' d havethe miserable girl yet. And she' d have gifts aswell for the whole gaggle of foolswho'd
tried to help her. She would change them and unmake them. Shewould. . .

She sghed. Closing her mind, she reached out with her witch-sight until she found and marked the
presence of another one of the carriers. Did this one bear another doll, or the girl hersef? The

bothersome thing was that there was only one way to find out. She might well waste the entire day
tracking them al down.

Unless. ..

She glanced skyward. The early afternoon was aging, the day steadily wearing into the evening. Night
would be here soon. She could cal up helpersthen.

From the marshes.
From under cairns.

From seagraves.

Wrapping her cloak more closaly about her, shefingered the newest addition to her collection and set



off after the next Tatters child whose position she had noted moments ago.

Behind her, where the shadows were thickening at the base of thewall, shadows laughed softly to
themselves. The Widow heard them, asthey knew she would, but she paid them no mind.

6.
The animaswent mad when Denzil finaly returned home in the early afternoon.

Ollieflung himsdf onto his shoulders as soon as he opened the door, and happily hugged him. Noz gave
acomplaining squawk from his perch and ruffled hisfeathers, while the raven swooped down to{ Page
307} circle once around Denzil’ s head, before flying back to its own perch on the bookshelf. The mice
scurried about in their cages and Rum wound back and forth in between hislegs, tripping him up ashe
tried to close the door, deal with Ollie, and get into the room.

“That’ senough, you!” he cried, straightening his glasses with an angry shove of histhumb and forefinger.

Silence descended. Movement stopped.

“I’'m sorry | left you so long, but there were important mattersto attend to.”
“Endto,” Noz repeated gravely.

Denzil had to laugh.

He propped up hisown Jodi doll by the flying machine on hisworkbench and spent the next haf hour
grumbling good-naturedly as he set about feeding them all, then cleaned cages and the messin the box of
sand in one corner where the birds, Ollie, and Rum had been trained to relieve themsdves.

Rum scratched to go outside as soon as he was fed, but the other animals followed him about>—Noz
and the raven with their unblinking gazes, Ollietagging dong like an errant child, making more of amess
intrying to help Denzil clean up than if he'd left well enough done. But finally order was restored,
routines brought back onto track, and Denzil could sit by the window and Stare out at Peter Street to
congder the past night’ s odd occurrences.

“Utter madness,” hetold Ollie, who cuddled closeto him on the chair. “That' swhat it is. All theworld
gone topsy-turvy.”

His gaze traveled across the room to where the Jodi doll was sprawled on hisworkbench.

Nothing was the same anymore. New equations had entered into the cam, if complex, natura world he
thought he had come to somewhat understand. Not well, mind you. He d barely scratched its surfacein
the better part of thelifetime that he’ d spent attempting to unravel its mysteries. But he' d had the basic
tools necessary for the task, the scientific demeanor that told him how to best go about his sudies, the
undergtanding of the underlying logic that bound the unknown to the known.

And now everything was changed.

Smalls and witches and dead men who could still move and speak. . . .

Tee-ta-taw.Utter madness.



His gaze shifted from the Jodi doll to his bookshel ves where the{ Page 308} raven was now grooming its
feathers. He had awedlth of scientific texts, research notes?—those of hisown, and of colleagues?—and
every manner of useful tract on every manner of useful subject, from mechanics to astronomy, philosophy
to natural history. But not the one of them was of any usein his present situation. He would haveto go
down to the library and pore through their collections of folklore and myth to learn what he now needed
to know. To understand it al. Understand, and correlate it to what he already knew so that he could
fashion some kind of aworking plan as to what he would do when thisimmediate crisswas ove.

Hedghed.

Correlating madness to what he already knew.

Bother and damn, as Jodi would say.

How could he know what to keep and what to throw out? Piskieswere redl, but did that mean dragons
were aswell? The dead could walk and talk, but did that prove the existence of demons? Witches could
shrink people down to the size of amouse, but could they fly through the air on abroomstick?

It made his head hurt to think of it al.

And then there was Jodi.

It made sense that he couldn’t bring her home with him. Thiswas perhapsthe first place the Widow
would look for her. But he didn’t much carefor her to be out of hissight. To haveto St here and wait
and wonder until it grew close enough to moonrise so that they could make their way out to the holed
stone on which Jodi, Henkie, and Taupin al put so much faith.

Too much faith, if you asked him.

Y es, hetold himsdf, but come ‘ pon that, twenty-four hours ago you didn’t believe there was such a
thing asa Smdll, ether, you.

Another sigh escaped him and Ollie reached up to touch his cheek, trying to comfort him.

“I just don’t know,” Denzil said doud.

He had his misgivings about this plan that had been concocted in Henkie Whale swarehouse. For dl
that he could no longer deny the existence of magic, the redity of myth, he till found it difficult to accept
that someone like Henkie carried the kind of wisdom they needed. The only sensible one of the lot of
them?—himsef included, he had to admit?—wasLizzie Sndl.

She was a clever, down-to-earth, practica jewel of awoman. And{ Page 309} utterly wasted on the
likes of Henkie. What did she seein him? It was easy to seewhat hesaw inher. . ..

Now don't gtart that kind of thinking, you, hetold himsdf. Y ou’ re too old a man to think about sparking
with the ladies.

But he hadn’t aways been so old. There d been atime, when he was ayoung man?—

He shook his head. No, he' d made a choice then and it was far too late to change his mind about it now.



He had his sudies and nothing had redlly dtered from the time he had made his decision to the present

day. What woman would put up with the likes of him anyway ?—what with his odd hours and animals,
the studies that swallowed hislife, and he so set in hisways?

A woman like Lizzie Snell.
Or the woman that Jodi would grow up to be.

It was his own fault that he' d given up any hope of finding such acompanion for himsdf.
Too late, too late, the past whispered.

The present agreed.

Fair enough. He would just have to make do with the surrogate daughter that Jodi had become. He'd

done so for years, loved her asthough she redlywere his daughter. But that didn’t stop regrets bittering
up againg the corners of hismind.

He shook his head again, trying to didodge thistrain of thought. Think of something different, hetold
himsdlf. But then only worries arose?—for Jodi; for the Tatters children that they’ d involved in their
troubles. If anything happened to them. ..

The afternoon leaked dowly away as he sat there, staring out at Peter Street, at the folk who went about
their business below him without any concern or care for the hidden world that he' d discovered lying all
about them, dl about each and every one of them. He stroked Olli€ sfur, smiling vaguely as the monkey
fell adeegpin hisarms, and waited for the time to pass.

7.

Ethy Welet wasredlly too young for the task at hand, but she would never have admitted it, and no one
was about to deny her her chance to take up her part in the trick they meant to play on the Widow. In
the Tatters, it Smply wasn't done. The children accepted one an{ Page 310} other for what they were, for
what they said they could and would do, and judged one another only on how they kept their word and
how well they accomplished the promised task.

So Ethy left with the others, her own Jodi doll tucked under her shirt, and pedaed her smal bicycle

away, abrave grin on her grimy face, waving cheerfully to the others. But once they were out of sight and
shewas on her own, the nervousness came.

Shethought of the Widow. Even without magic, the old woman was atowering fearsome figure?—at
least four times Ethy’ s Size and easily cgpable of far more strength than was hidden in her tiny frame.

Whatever would shedo if the Widow confronted her? And then there was this fetch creature that Jodi
had described. It sounded as though it was even more awful.

Maybe they wouldn’t come after her. Maybe they’ d chase one of the othersinstead.

She could hope. . . .
But that wasn't akind thought.

Ethy lived with her father in asmall shabby room deep in the Tatters. Caswa Welet was an absolutdly



brilliant darts and billiards champion. Unfortunately, after Ethy, they were hisonly loves, so whilethey
had any number of trophies neatly lined up, row upon row, in their room, there was rarely much to eat
because Caswal couldn’'t keep ajob if hislife depended on it, and one change of clothes each wasall
they had. When Ethy outgrew what she owned, it was the other children in the Tatters who helped her
find new garb. Her father smply couldn’t muster enough interest in any job to keep it for morethan a
week.

Ethy’ s mother had | eft them because of that and the people of Bodbury considered him, asthey did so
many who made the Tatters their home, to be nothing more than alazy layabout. Caswal, in moments of
honesty, would have been thefirgt to agree with them. But Ethy didn’t see him likethat at all.

The man she knew was kind and thoughtful, if abit slly. But he dways made sure that she had enough to
edt, evenif hedidn’t, and they had time to walk about together and he taught her how to play both darts
and hilliards?—moving the crate she had to stand upon around the table when it was her turn for ashot.
But best of dl were hisstories.

He knew any number of them. Wise and wonderful stories. Funny{ Page 311} ones and sad. And the
heroes?—they were dways brave and strong, yes, but they were kind aswell.

“Kindnessisimportant, my little wren,” hewould tell her. “Doesn’t matter how poor you are, you can
still be kind. Doesn't cost atuppence, and maybe those you' re kind to won't be kind back, but at least
you' Il have the satisfaction of knowing that you tried to leave the world abit of a better place, evenif all
you had to sparewasasmile.”

She wasn't that strong, Ethy thought as she pedaled along, but at least she could try to be brave and
kind. But the former was easier thought than done. As she took a shortcut through an alley *round back
of the butcher’s on Weaver Street, the Widow’ s fetch dropped on her back and knocked her from her
bicycle.

She stared horrified at the creature, trying not to cry from the bumps she' d taken in her fal, and clutched
the Jodi doll under her shirt tight againgt her skin.

The fetch was ever so much worse than Jodi had described it?—all teeth and claws and those huge evil
eyes. It made a chittering sound that roseclick-clicking from the back of itsthroat, asound like the same
harsh words being repeated over and over again. Ethy knew shewasn't really understanding them, but
she couldn’t help but hear them as?—

Killyoukillyoukillyoukillyou . . .

Taupin had said to hand over the doll if shewasin danger, but that didn’t seem to be avery brave thing
to do, no matter how badly shewanted to do it right at this very moment. Because if she handed over the
dall, then the fetch would just go after one of the others.

And maybekill her anyway, just for fun.

Shetrembled asit advanced on her, and hugged the doll moretightly.

Killyoukillyoukillyou . . .

“D-daddy . ..” shecried.



The fetch’ sgrin widened.

Ethy didn’t want to look, but couldn’t unlock her gaze from that of the horrible little cresture. It
crouched low, gathering its musclesto spring at her. A voice stopped it beforeit could attack.

“Hey, you!"
Ethy looked up and relief went through her. It was Kara
Thefetch turned to look aswell and hissed as though it recognized the older girl.

{Page312}“Come on, you little bugger,” Karasaid. “You and |, we haven't finished our own dance
yet.”

Ethy stared wide-eyed at her friend. Karawas scratched, her sundress torn, but she stood astdl asa
heroine from one of her daddy’ s Stories, eyes shining, voice firm, just like some knight al in armour,
holding up agreat heavy sword. Except that Karadidn't have any armour or asword. All she had wasa
baloon full of water.

The fetch shrieked and flung itself towards Kara, who promptly let fly her water bomb. Neither of the
girlswas prepared for what next ensued.

The balloon burst, soaking the fetch with water.
That'll never gop it, Ethy thought.

But the water had been drawn up from the bay, salty seawater filling not only the balloon that Kara had
just thrown, but the half-dozen others that she was lugging about in the satchel at her side.

The fetch howled. Steam hissed up from its skin, like water dropped onto a hot griddle. The creature fell
to the ground, howling and wailing.

Ethy’ sfingerswent up to her mouth. A moment ago she would have given anything to be able to fend of f
the creature. Now shefdt pity for its pain. Her gaze went to Kara sface to find her own shock mirrored
there.

The fetch stopped itsthrashing, only to lie till. 1t whimpered, saucer-eyesfilled with pain, its
malevolencefled. Itslimbstwitched. Its skin wasthe red of alobster, sleam till hissing fromiit.

Karawaked dowly around it, never taking her eyes from the creature. She helped Ethy to her feet.
“G-get your bike” shesaid.
Ethy blinked. “Butit'sso hurt. .. .”

“It got only what it deserved,” Karareplied, but she seemed none too sure of that herself as she spoke.
“Wehaveto go.”

“Wecan't leaveit,” Ethy said. “The poor thing.”

She approached it cautioudly, holding out one nervous hand. The fetch snapped its teeth feebly at her,



but didn’t seem to be able to move much otherwise. Ethy looked back at Kara.

“Wecan't”

Karahegtated. “What will we do with it?’

“Takeit to the Widow’ s house.”
“While she' s off attacking our friends?” Karasaid, her perspective{ Page 313} on the Situation returning.
She patted the satchel at her side. “We have to helpthem with these”

“You go, then,” Ethy said. “I’ll takeit 'round.”

“I...” Karabegan, then she sghed. “Oh, bother.”

Shelooked about in the refuse that littered the aleyway until she found ardatively dry newspaper.
Moving gingerly, she wrapped thefetch init, her own heart going out to the little creature asit whimpered
in pain at the touch of the paper. The fetch tried to bite her, but it had no strength initsjaws. Its

whimpering was enough to bring tearsto Ethy’ seyes.
“Oh, be careful,” she said, hovering nearby.

“I am being careful.”

Karalifted the fetch. It made atiny bundle, easy enough to carry in the crook of her arm. Ethy got her
bicyclefor her, then the two set off for the Widow’ s house, Karawalking her bike and carrying the

Widow’ s cregture, Ethy fluttering dong beside her pushing her own bicycle.

8.

The Widow Pender had Peter Moyle backed up againgt thewall of an aleyway in another part of
Bodbury. She had just repested his name for the second time when she suddenly doubled over, asharp
cry of pain escaping from between her lips. Her missing toe?—the one from which she’ d taken the bone

to grow Windle?—came ablaze with pain.

Gasping, she stumbled forward. Peter ducked away to one side and dashed for hisbike. He was on it
and whedling for the end of the aley when he stopped to peer back. The Widow was hunched against

the wall, moaning, the tears Streaming from her eyes.
Shivering, Peter pedaled quickly off, his Jodi doll till tucked safely away in hisbelt.

The Widow remained behind in the dley. Once the pain struck, she had been no more aware of his
presence when he’ d been there than she was of his departure when heleft. All she knew was Windle's

pan.
Burning as though he’ d been boiled dive.
His agony was hers, the pain so sharp, so anguished.

Soraw. . ..



{ Page314} What had they done to him?

Shewas dow in sraightening up from the wall. Her leg could scarcely support her weight, the painin her
missing toe was o fierce. Every inch of her skinfelt burned and raw. Cramps threatened to buckle her
over again, but she stayed upright. She closed her eyes, not against the pain?—there could be no
surcease from itsfire?—but to use her witch-sight to track the position of her fetch.

The agony stretched like awire between them, making it child's play to place him.

It took a moment longer for her to judge her own podition in relation to his, but then she hobbled off, a
fire burning in her heart asfiercely asthe pain wracked her body.

They would pay, she vowed. Every last one of the monsters would pay for what they had done.

Border Spirit

No magic can change something into something it is not; the imaginative transformation at the heart of
magic is recognition, not cregtion. . . .

?2—SUSAN PALWICK, from“ The Last Unicorn: Magic as Metaphor,” inThe New York Review of
Science Fiction, February 1989

Janey’s Reliant Robin was admirably suited to the narrow back lanes of Penwith Peninsula?—lanes so
confining that in most places they were only wide enough to alow one car egressat atime. But the
Rdiant’ stiny three-wheeled body took to them like aferret, low-dung and quick, whizzing dong at a
happy putter between the tall hedgerows that rose on elther side, darting by other vehicles, even where
the road hadn’t been widened for passing.

While Clare had ridden with Janey more times than she could possibly begin to count, she could never
help but fed just abit nervous on atrek likethis. Asfar as she was concerned, the little Reliant was
samply too smdl, itsthree wheels much too precarious, and Janey’ sdriving, especidly when shewasina
mood like this, far too impetuous. Any moment she expected them to come smack upon a{ Page

315} lorry, or to have the car tip over on some particularly sharp corner that she was certain Janey took
far too fast.

It didn’'t help today that ever since they’ d set off from the Gaffer’ s house, neither of them had spoken so
much as aword to each other. It made Clare fed somewhat put upon. After dl, none of thiswas her
fault. She hadn’t found some rare book that a gang of thugs were bent upon steding. When it cameright
downtoit, if it weren't for the Littles, she hersalf would never have been attacked last night. She wasthe
innocent in al of this. All she' d been trying to do was help.

She shot asidelong glance at Janey and was surprised to see unshed tears glistening in her friend’ seyes.
Sheimmediately fdt guilty for the turn her thoughts had taken. Sheredly was't being very fair.



It wasn't Janey’ sfault either.
“Janey,” she began, but then was at aloss asto what to say next.
Janey dowed the Reliant’ s headlong pace and gave Clare aquick sad look.

“It'sdl gone so awful,” she said. “Finding that book . . . having Felix come back. . . . Everything should
have been al wonderful and happy, but it snot. It'shorrible.”

Clare dtifled asigh. Trust Janey to smply fed sorry for hersdf. But the next thing Janey said made her
redizethat she’d migudged her friend once again.

“I never meant to hide the book from you,” Janey said. “1 would have asked Grampsif you could
borrow it. But everything went so odd, al of asudden, and | never had a chance to even think about it in
thefirgt place.” She shot Clare another quick glance. “I'm redly sorry that | never told you, Clare.
Honestly | am.”

“That'sdl right,” Clare said, fedling somewhat chagrined.
“I only found it on Friday,” Janey went on, “and there' s been ever so much going on sincethen. . . .”

“I redly do understand,” Clare said.

And shedid. Janey had amind like asieve and it was't because she didn't care that she’ d let something
liketelling Clare about the Dunthorn book dip her mind. It was just that as soon as something new came
up, whatever Janey had been thinking of earlier would find itself put away into alittle box and then stored
off somewherein the muddle that was her mind, haphazardly stacked up with al the other boxes of
ragtag odds and ends by which Janey compartmentalized her memories.

{Page316}“1 wish | had abrain that worked like anorma person’sdoes,” Janey said asthough she'd
been reading Clare s mind.

“Who' sto say what'snorma?’ Clarereplied.

“Y ou know what | mean.”

“I do. But if you were any different, then you wouldn't be you.”

“Sometimes,” Janey said, “1 think that might not be such abad thing.”

Clare shook her head. “Don’'t sart.”

Every oncein awhile, Janey would decide that everything in her life waswrong and after long
soul-searching talks with Clare would attempt to set it al straight. It never worked. Her intentions were
good, but as Clare endlesdy pointed out, why try to be someone she wasn't?

Janey’ s personadity was so strong that she smply couldn’t change. She had strong views on everyone
and everything?—not adways informed ones, unfortunately >—and she could easily rub a person the
wrong way. But the other side of that coin wasthat the very strength of her convictions was part and

parce of her charm. She could wax eoquent on any number of passions, which wasfar more entertaining
than listening to gossip aong the lines of who so-and-so' s Sster was dating, or have you heard about the



Haylestaking in aboarder?

She envied Janey’ s easy genidity and, if not her quick temper, then at least her ability to forgive just as
quickly. The envy that was hardest to deal with was how Janey always seemed to come out ahead, no
matter what the Situation.

Sometimes Clare wondered why she didn’t hate Janey for that. Janey always got what she wanted, and
gotitfird.

Got themusdc.
Got the new Dunthorn book.
Got Fdix. . ..

Best not to think of that, shetold hersalf. She glanced a Janey again and stifled yet another sigh. For al
the times Janey drove her mad, there were ahundred others when she' d rather not be with anyone else.
Hating Janey would belike hating a part of hersdlf.

“Weturn herg” shesaid.

Janey steered them through agap in the hedgerows onto a narrow bumpy track that drifted down to
Peter Goninan's cottage. It had been alane once, but now it barely held back the encroaching woods on
one sde, or thefieds on the other, most of which had grown over into moorland since the land had
stopped being farmed. No{ Page 317} more than a quarter kilometer aong, the track gave out
completely, ending a ajumble of rock that had once been astonefence. A gateinit led over astream
that had dammed into apool afew yards down the dope because the density of the weeds blocked its
flow.

Two pathsled from the stream. One wandered down to the cliffsthat dropped in ajungle of thorns,
gorse, elderberry trees, and thick couch grass that formed a series of broad steps to the small bay below.
The other led across an unkempt field to the cottage. Around the cottage, which wasitself in good repair,
were a scattering of roofless outbuildings and tumbled-down stone walls covered with brambles.
Blackthorn grew in abandon; brushwood and gorse bushes littered the fidldsin unruly tangles.

“It looks abandoned,” Janey said, gazing out at the rampaging vegetation.
Clare merdly pointed to the thin tendril of smoke that rose from the cottage’ s stone chimney.

Asthey crossed the stream, stepping from stone to stone, an orange and black cat rose suddenly from
the grass. Clare, having to move more dowly for fear her cane would dip off astone, brought up the
rear. She paused when the cat gppeared. The cat watched them with an unblinking gaze for along
moment, apparently fascinated by their crossing, then vanished into the woods. It had notail.

Another of that Zennor woman's Cornish tigers, Clare thought with a smile as she continued on across
the stones.

No sooner had they both set foot on the dry ground than a chorus of barking started up. They looked
nervoudy at each other as apack of five or so tattery dogs came bounding towards them from the
outbuildings



“Dowe stay or run?’ Janey asked.

“I can't run,” Clare said needlesdly.

“They won't hurt you.”

At the sound of a stranger’ s voice, both women started and turned so quickly they dmost lost their
balance. The newcomer had appeared out of the woods as silently as the cat had disappeared into them.
So sudden and quiet was her appearance that Clare had the odd fleeting thought that the cat had merely
changed into awoman onceit was out of their sght.

Clare recovered before Janey, recognizing Helen Bray from her visits to the bookshop The Penzance.
Shewasagangly, coltish woman in her mid-twenties, at least Six feet in height and dender as{ Page
318} arail. Her red hair was as tangled as the gorse thickets about them, her cheeks flushed from the
weather. Her clothes were those of aman and bore the look of many mendings?—tweed sports jacket,
blue jeansthat were worn and had atear in theright knee, and anavy blue beret that did little to tame her
unruly hair. On her feet were green gum boots, besmirched with mud.

As Janey and Clare looked at the woman they redlized that the dogs were admost upon them and
showed no sign of stopping their charge. Helen gave a shrill whistle, just asthe lead dog?—aterrier-collie
cross?—seemed ready to fling himsalf upon Janey. The dogs stopped in their tracksand dl sat downina
haf circle, tongueslolling, eyesfixed on the two newcomers.

“The dogswon't hurt you,” Helen repested. “Not if you leave Straightway.”

Clare cleared her throat. “We' re here to see Mr. Goninan.”

“He doesn’'t much carefor vigtors.”

“Yes, wdl,” Clare began, but Janey brokein.

“Why don't you let him decide for himsdlf?" she asked.

Helen had odd pale eyesthat were each adifferent colour >—one grey, the other blue. At the question,
sheturned her intense gaze on Janey.

“That'snot redly the point,” shesaid.

“Wdl, whatis the point?’ Janey asked. “It'snot asif we could cal ahead?—he doesn’t have a phone.”
“He doesn't like to be bothered by people.”

“We re not here to bother him,” Janey said. “We re here to ask his advice about something.”

Heen got afdinelook of curiogity in her eyes.

“What kind of something?’ she asked.

Janey smiled. “Never you mind.” Sheturned to look at the dogs. “1’m going to walk to the cottage and
knock on the door. If one of those dogs bites me, you' re going to be very sorry.”



Oh, Janey, Clare thought. Don’t push so.

But as Janey st off, adetermined set to her shoulders, Helen finally gave another sharp whistle and the
dogs streamed back towards the cottage and disappeared behind the outbuildings. By the time the three
women reached its door, there wasn't an animal to be seen except for an old great black-backed gull
that was pecking a something by the stones of the chimney, up on the cottage roof.

{Page319} Giving Helen one of her patented fierce looks, Janey rapped sharply on the door with her
knuckles.

“It' sopen,” avoice caled from within.
2.

By thetime he reached Clare' s house, Davie Rowe knew just what he was going to do. He had his
handsin his pockets and fingered the roll of ten-pound notes that Willie had given him.

He couldn’t very well hand over a portion of the money to Clare, for dl that it would make him fed
better. She' d just ask where it had come from and he was't about to lie to her about it. That would

make the whole exercise pointless. But so that she would get a share of it, he' d decided that he would
offer to take her out for dinner tonight.

Just the two of them.

They could go to the Smuggler’ s Restaurant over in Newlyn for the specid Sunday night Feast?—a
roast-beef dinner with Y orkshire pudding and dl the trimmings. They could even have somewine with
their dinner, just asthe posh folk inthefilmsdid.

Davie was pleased with himsdlf for the ideaand |ooked forward to the evening. There was dwaysthe

chance, he redlized, that she wouldn’t want to go. Perhaps she and her mother did something specid for
themsdlves on Sunday nights. Well, then. He d invite Clare’ smum and his own too. Surely shewouldn’t

say no to that?
What he hadn’t considered was that she might not even be hometo say yesor no in thefirst place.

“I’'msorry,” her mother said when she answered the door, “but Clare’ s gone out for the day.”

There was alook in thewoman's eyethat plainly said, and what makes you think she'd be so blind asto
go out with the likes of you? My daughter may be crippled, but she' s not daft.

“Do you?—ah?—can you tell me when she'll be back?’
“Shedidn’'t say. Would you like to leave a message?’

“No. | ...Just tell her | was’round.”

“I'll tell her when she getsin.”

The door closed on him before he could say anything more,

Bloody hell, he thought as he trudged off. They were dl the same?—thelads up a the King’'s Arms or



thiswoman herein the{ Page 320} village. They never gave abloke achance. Lilith Mabley would
probably have agood laugh about thiswith Clare when she came home.

He clenched hisfigsat the thought of Clare laughing a him.

No, shewouldn’t do that. She' d ring him up and ask him what he' d wanted, and then he could il ask
her out for dinner.

He hurried off hometo wait for her call, but when he got there, he found a stranger sitting outside on the
front stoop. The man rose up a Davi€' s gpproach.

“The name sBett,” he said, not offering his hand. “Michael Bett.”

The American accent registered.

“Uh...

“1 want to have aword with you, Davie. Isthere somewhere private where we can talk?’
There was something familiar about the man, but Davie couldn’t pin it down.

“There sthe pub,” he said, vagudly waving in the genera direction of Mousehole harbour.

“I was thinking of somewhere even more private,” Bett said. “Isn’t there some kind of scenic walk along
the coast nearby?’

Davie nodded.

“Why don’'t we go takein itssights?’ Bett said. “I’'min the mood for anicewalk, and | think you will be
too, once you hear the proposition | have for you.”

“I redlly can’'t go,” Davie began. “I’'m expectingacdl. ...”

Bett pulled ahundred-dollar bill from his pocket and stuffed it into the breast pocket of Davie' s shirt.
“All I’'m asking for isan hour of your time,” he said.

Davie glanced at hishouse. Should hetell his mother that he was expecting acall from Clare? No. That

would just take too long to explain. Clare might not even ring him up. She probablywouldn’t. But if she
should and hewasn't hereto tekethecall . . .

“
“C’'mon,” Bett said. “What' ve you got to lose?’
“An hour, you said?’
“Tops. Guaranteed.”

“All right,” Davie agreed. “But that’ sdl thetimel have.”



“I understand,” Bett said. “ Time s a precious commodity >—especidly for abusy guy like yoursef.”
Was the American making fun of him? Davie wondered.
“Which way dowe go?’ Bett went on.

{ Page321} Davie pointed back the way he' d just come and the two set off, the American chatting on
about how pretty the village was and had Davie lived here dl hislife and what did afellow do around
herefor excitement?

Long before they reached the beginning of the Coastal Path, Davie was sorry that he' d ever agreed to
listen to what the man had to say. But he was curious. It was Americans that had something to do with
the trouble plaguing the Littles, the trouble that had spilled over onto Clare. Reckoning it so, there might
be something useful he could learn from this Bett ?—if the man ever came out with something even
remotely worth ligtening to.

Davie stopped when they reached the Coastguard |ookout and turned to his companion. They had the
place to themsalves. Bett scraped some mud from his shoe and looked around.

“Nice place” hesaid.

Now Davie knew he was being mocked. The path itsalf was beautiful, even in this season. But the same
couldn’t be said for the gtation. On its weather-beaten white walls the paint was pedling. In places, flat
gones held loose shinglesdown on itslevel roof. A ratty chicken-wire fence encircled the building. There
was awrought-iron porch facing the bay, its metawork rusting. Leavesfloated in the rain barrdl by its
door. Dried ferns crouched against the sde of the building, sheltering from the seawinds.

“What do you want with me?’ he demanded of the American.
“Wel now.”

Bett reached into his pocket. When his hand came out again, it held asmal automatic pistol, muzzle
pointed a Davie.

“Youand me,” hesaid. “We ve got some unfinished business|eft over from last night. . . .”
Now Davie understood why the man had seemed vaguely familiar.

The trouble was, as had happened so often in hislife, the knowledge cametoo late.

3.

Peter Goninan's cottage, Janey discovered, was surprisingly bright >—the extralight coming froma
skylight that had been built into the roof facing the ocean. Theinterior wasdl one large roomwith a
kitchen areaon one sde and stairs leading up to asmall deeping loft on the other. A potbellied cast-iron
coa stove sat by one of the many{ Page 322} support beams that idanded the ground floor. Set near to it
was an old sofaand apair of club chairswith tattered uphol stery.

Goninan sat in one of those chairs. He stood up when they entered, atall, gaunt man with abald head
that gleamed in the sunlight. While Helen Bray reminded Janey and Clare of a cat, Goninan was more like
abird. Hiseyeswere smal and set close to anarrow nose. His cheeks were hollow. His age was



indefinable?—somewhere between late forties and early seventies, if Janey had to hazard aguess. Asit
was, he radiated a sense of timelessness.

His birdishness was accentuated by the avian motif thet filled the cottage. There were paintings and
sculptures of hawks and kestrels. And masks?—a dozen or more, from crudely carved wooden onesto
onethat was ornately decorated with hundreds of tiny feathers. There was a stuffed owl on one
bookcase, araven on another, apair of sonechats on athird. A heron stood in one corner. An egret and
two gulls were by the window. Hanging from the support beams like shamanitic fetishes were dozens of
bundles of feathersand birds' feet tied together with leather thongs.

There were books everywhere?—on shelves, in boxes and crates, stacked in unruly pileswherever
there was space. But what fascinated Janey more were al the oak and glass display casesfilled with odd
old coins, fossls, ancient clay whistlesin the shape of birds and flint artifacts, pieces of bone and tiny
wooden dollswith feather skirts, clay pot shards and things that she couldn’t readily recognize. Each
piece was meticuloudy identified by alittle square of white card set near the appropriateitem, the
information written on the card in atidy neet hand.

Heredly islikeabird, Janey decided, Stting herein his nest with everything he' s collected over the
years like some kind of magpie.

“They wouldn't go away,” Helen said.

Goninan smiled. “ That'sal right. I’ ve been expecting avigt from Janey Little”

Janey blinked with surprise. “Y ou were?’

“I"ve seen you any number of times out on the cliffs by the bay >—toodling your tunes, piping, and
pennywhistling. Y ou makefinemusic. | believe | even have copies of your recordings. . . somewherein

here”

He waved ahand negligently about the cluttered room. Except for the display cases with their negtly
organized contents, Janey could easily see how something could get lost in thisroom. Lost forever.

{ Page323} “ Sooner or later | knew you would come’round for avisit.”
Janey had trouble following thelogic of that statement.

“Would you like sometea?” Goninan added.

“Ah...

“Would you put the water on, Helen?”’

The tal woman nodded and moved gracefully through the clutter to the kitchen areawhere shefilled a
kettle.

“Dotakeaseat,” Goninan said, ushering them both to the sofafacing his chair.
None of thiswas going as Janey had expected it to, but then again, she hadn’t known what to expect.

“And you are?’ Goninan asked Clare.



At least he doesn’t know everything, Janey thought as Clare introduced hersdlf.

They made their way carefully to the sofaand sat down. Janey perched on the edge of the cushion,
unable to stop hersdlf from staring around the room. No matter which way she turned, something odd or

wonderful caught her eye.
She could spend weeksin here, she thought.
Goninan amiled at her ashetook hisown chair again.

“We werewondering if you could help us,” Clare said. “ Y ou're considered an expertin . . . | guessyou
could call it arcane subjects. . . "

“| prefer to cal mysdf atheurgist.”
“What'sthat?’ Janey asked.

“A magician,” Claresaid.
Goninan smiled. “Of asort.”

Janey dtifled an urgeto roll her eyes.

“Theurgy,” Helen said, sitting down in the other club chair. She leaned forward a bit, her disconcerting
gaze fixed on Janey. “From the Latin,theurgia, meaning amiracle worker. A theurgistisonewhoiis
intimate with the spirits that oversee our world.”

“And | guessyou're his gpprentice, right?” Janey said, refusing to let the other woman daunt her.
Clarejabbed Janey with her elbow, the meaning clear: Behave.

“We were more interested in your knowledge of secret societies,” Clare said.

Goninan's eyebrows rose questioningly, but he said nothing, so she went on.

“We werewondering if you could identify asymbol we have, if{ Page 324} you could perhapstell usif
it samotif associated with any particular society.”

Janey thought about Felix’ s rough sketch of the dove, then looked around at all the avian materia inthe
cottage and wondered how good an ideathiswas. The old homily drifted through her mind?>—Birds of a
feather . . .2—but by then it was too late because Clare had aready taken out the sketch and passed it

over to thar hodt.

“Ah,” hesad.

“Isthere anything in your library that can tell us something about the people who use thisfor their
symbol?” Clare asked. “They wear it on their wrists?—tattooed there.”

“Yes. | know. And there' sno need for meto look it up. I'm quite familiar with these people.”



Bloody hell, Janey thought. We re doomed.

“They call themsalvesthe Order of the Grey Dove, dedicating themsalves to hermetic principles,
something aong the lines of the Golden Dawn and their like. I ve followed their growth over the years
with consderableinterest.” He smiled. “Not least because of the symbol they have chosen for thelr

moatif.”
“Their bird and your birds?’ Clare asked.

Goninan nodded. “Mine?—if | can use a possessive term such asthat for such things?—are my persond
key to theinvisbleworld of the spiritsthat surrounds us. My totemif you will.”

“And that’swhat this Order does?’ Janey asked. “They . .. ah. .. tak to spirits through adove?’

“They seek knowledge?—as do we dl ?—but their methodology has been known to employ, at times,
activitiesthat could be consdered to be, shall we say, questionable?”

“What kinds of knowledge?’
Goninan amiled again. “ Oh, the usua: Longevity. Power. Even understanding, though that’ s somewhat
rarer among this particular Order’ s membership.”

“That’snot dl they’relooking for,” Janey mumbled, forgetting hersdlf.

“How s0?’ Goninan asked.

Janey gave Clare aglance, but Clare only shrugged asif to say, we're here to get information.

“They seem to think we have something that they want,” Janey said findly, “but it' s nothing very
important. It's not something that{ Page 325} can let you live forever or give you power. At least it

doesn't seem like that kind of athing.”

Except she remembered what her grandfather had told her about the odd occurrences that had come
about the last time the book had been read. And then there was the music.

And her dream.
“The most innocent thing can hold immense power,” Goninan said. “To those who know how to useit.”

“What do you mean?’ Janey asked.

“It'sdl got to do with magic,” Goninan explained.

“Magic?
Janey wanted to roll her eyes again, but stopped herself intime,
“Oh, not spells and incantations and that sort of thing. Morelike the beliefs of, say, George Gurdjieff?

—the Russian philosopher.”
Clare nodded. “I know him,” she said. “Well, not personaly,” she added when Janey shot her acurious



look, “but | know hiswork. We ve carried his books in the shop?—Beel zebub’ s Tales to His
Grandsonand thingslikethat.”

Now it was Goninan’ sturn for curiosity.

“Shop?’ he asked.

“1 work at The Penzance Bookshop on Chapel Street.”

“Ah, yes. That new one. Y our people have acquired atext or two for me.”
Clare glanced at where Helen was getting the tea ready.

“That' swhere I’ ve seen Helen before,” she said.

Goninan nodded. “Y es, she' susually kind enough to fetch the books for me. | don't get into town much
anymore.”

“Y ou were talking about magic,” Janey said.

“No, | wastaking about Gurdjieff. He saysthat there are three levels of consciousness. Thereis
degping” ?—he counted them off on hisfingers?—*there is degping wakefulness, and then thereis
awareness. Segping isjust that. Seeping wakefulnessiswhen you walk around?—" He suddenly

pointed at Janey’ s hand where it was tap-tapping against her knee. “Y ou didn’t even redlize you were
doing that just now, did you?’

Janey looked down at her hand, which now lay still, and shook her head.

“That is deeping wakefulness. We all walk through the world barely aware of what our bodies do, or
what goes on around us.{ Page 326} Awarenessiswhen you are informed?—ultterlyaware? —of it dl.
Y ourself and your environment. It’ s akin to being an avatar ?—the sort of awareness of a Christ or a
Buddha

“For mogt of us, those moments of true awareness are very rare. They come at high pointsin our lives,
such as the moment before one pronounces one' s wedding vows, or just before death?—brief moments

of complete awvareness that encapsulate everything that we arein relaion to, everything that is. Do you
understand what | mean?’

Janey and Clare nodded dowly.

“Now imagine that you are dwaysin such astate. To congtantly recognize everything for what it truly is,
and then to have such absolute control over your will that you aren’t capable so much of transforming

your surroundings or the wills of those around you, but youcan influence them to such extent that it might
aswel be considered magic.

“We humans have so much untapped potentid thet it literally boggles the mind. Consider the amazing
things of which we are dready capable in moments of need or duress?—such as the woman whose child
has been run over by acar and she goes over and lifts that immense weight so that the child can escape.

“Peoplewill explain thisaway as being the result of adrendine, or psychic phenomena, or some such
thing. What they don’t say isthat the basic underlying truth of any such incident isthe fact that in our



moments of utter awareness, we are capable of things that defy our understanding of our accepted range
of cgpabilities.

“Wecan literdly do anything.”
“That. . .” Janey began. “ That’ swhat the people of this Order arelike?’

“No?—but it iswheat they strivefor; it istheir magic. And many of them are, if not fully awareal of the
time, at least in such astate far more than the rest of the world' s population. They have acquired great
taents?—woken giftsthat are inherently present in each one of us?—but they have twisted them to dark
uses. Sdfishuses”

“And. .. thisthing they’ relooking for?’ Janey asked. “ The thing that they think we' ve got?’

“It will beatalisman of some sort. A catalyst. For see: Although we are dl capable of waking from the
deep through which welive our lives?—through perseverance and study and much practice and |abour?
—there have dways been objects of power that will facilitate the waking. In the Western tradition they
center around relics such{ Page 327} as the Spear that pierced Christ’ sside, or the Fisher King' s Grall;
there are otherslessfamiliar and aso less powerful, though no less effective. The trouble with taking such
arouteisthat one acquiresthe ‘magic,’ but not the wisdom to useit with any mora enlightenment.
Following such a practice?—the left-hand path, if you will 2—resultsin amordlity.”

“And thisthing we have?—isit one of those artifacts?’

“| would have to see it to make that judgment.”

“Ah...

Right, Janey thought. All sorts of weird people had been after the Dunthorn book for years, and they
were supposed to smply bring it by to show it to Goninan as though it were some old ring that they
wanted appraised. She had that done with a piece of jewelry once and the old lady in the shop had
tut-tutted over the piece, telling her, “I’m afraid it’ s not gold, love. More like pinchbeck >—what the poor
people used in place of gold in Victorian times. It wasinvented by a Mr. Pinchbeck, but the secret died
withhim.”

So they could pop by with the book and Goninan would pooh-pooh its value and offer to take it off their
handsfor atiny sum?—as the old shoplady had done?—and then later they’ d find out that it had been
worth afortune?—as her pinchbeck pendant had been.

Not bloody likely she’' d fall for that a second time.

Except Goninan surprised her again.

“But | don't think that | have to seeit,” he said. “Not to know what it is.”

Janey just looked a him, feding nervousdl over again.

“What do you mean?’ Clare asked.

“I knew Bill Dunthorn aswel as Tom Little ever did?—in some respects better, for we shared a
common interest that” >—he glanced at Janey ?—"your grandfather never did.”



“Gramps dways saysthat Billy was apractica kind of abloke,” Janey said. “He didn’t belong to any
mysticd orders.”

“Absolutely. But he did seek after hidden knowledge. And hefound it.”

Theline from that letter that Janey had found in Dunthorn’ sThe Little Country returned to her.
That famous Mad Bill Dunthorn Gypsy prescience. . .

“Magic?’ Janey said dowly. “Isthat what you' re saying he found?’

Goninan nodded. “ Though | think he would have preferred to{ Page 328} describe it as akind of

enchantment. He found it and put it in abook. Not the books he had published, but a specia book of
which only one copy has ever existed. And that, | believe, iswhat the Order of the Grey Dove seeks

fromyou.”
“Y ou know about the book?’
“Of course. Bill and | talked about it agreat ded.”

“Then how come you never wanted it for yourself?” she asked.

“There are as many different paths to enlightenment as there are peoplein thisworld. The path Bill took
wasn't mine. | aready knew my path. | had, and have, no interest in following another.”

“Andyour pathis. . . taking to bird spirits?’

“That isoneway of putting it, yes.”

“What does the book do?’ Clare asked.

“You might cdl it agate to knowledge. To understanding. To theinvisbleworld of the spirits.”
“Well, how doesit work?” Janey asked.

“And where doesit take you?’ Clare added.

“To both questions, | must reply: | don’t know. It was Bill’ s path, not mine, and though we spoke of our
studies to each other, there are aways e ements to such work that cannot be understood without first
being experienced. | had no wish to dilute my own work by testing another’ sand Bill felt the same way
about my studies. We compared results?—not tangible results, but spiritud ones.”

Janey sighed. “ Thisismaking my head hurt,” she said.
Helen came over with atray at that moment, laden with mugs of tea, a plate of scones, and small clay

jarsof clotted cream and jam. When she put it on a crate of books that stood between the sofaand club
chairs, Goninan motioned to the tray.

“WEe ll bregk for tea,” he said, “and give your subconscious minds a chance to assmilate what I’ ve told
you. After we' ve eaten, I'll tell you about John Madden.”



“Who'she?’

“Theleader of the Order of the Grey Dove and a very dangerous man.”

Janey thought of how Clare had been attacked and Felix had been drugged and nodded.
“I'll say heis”

A somber look touched Goninan’s features.

“| hesitate to say this, for fear of spoiling your appetites,” he said,{ Page 329} “but | must warn you that
whatever unpleasantness has dready fallen your way, I’ m afraid that thingswill only get worse.”

“Don’t say that,” Janey groaned.

“Why?’ Clare asked Goninan.

“Because you' ve opened the book. I’ ve felt its enchantment working these past few days. And if | can
fed it, then you can rest assured that Madden fedlsit aswell. He' s been searching for that book for the
better part of hislife.”

“But there snothing magicdin it,” Janey protested. “It’sjust astory. There' s no secret knowledge?—at
least thereisn't so far. I’ m not quite done reading it yet.”

Goninan indicated thetray again. “Drink,” hesaid. “Eat. We'll tak again later. But thistimewe |l talk
outsde”

“Why outsde?’ Janey wanted to know.

But Goninan only smiled and helped himsdf to a scone.

4.

When the knock came at Jm Gazo' s door, Lena started to rise from her chair until Gazo waved her
back to her seat. Hetook asmdll revolver from his pocket and, holding it at his side, out of sight, stood
to one side of the door.

“Comeonin,” hesad.

The door swung open and Willie Ked stepped inside.

“Miss Grant,” he began when he saw Lena. I’ vejust come 'round to?—"

Gazo stepped from the side of the door. He closed the door with hisfoot and lifted the revolver until the
muzzle was touching the back of Willie' sneck. The smal man froze.

“Th-there sno need for this,” he said.

“How did you know to find Ms. Grant in here?’ Gazo demanded.



“That'sdl right, Jm,” Lenasaid. “Y ou can put away thegun.”

Willie relaxed visbly when the muzzle was removed from his skin. Gazo replaced the revolver in his
pocket and leaned against the wall.

“I dill want to know how you knew,” Gazo said.

“Doyoumindif | St?’

Willie directed the question to Lenawho nodded in acquiescence.

“I"d liketo know, too, Willie,” shesaid.

“Wadl, now,” Willie said once he was seated. “ The game of strang{ Page 330} ers you two played this
morning didn’t wash with me, so when there was no reply at the door to your room, | just came down
hereto the room your friend went into thismorning.”

Lena nodded. That seemed reasonable enough.

“What did you want, Willie?’ she asked.

“It' sabout my money. .. .”

“I told you we' d get it to you tomorrow. Don’t you trust me?’

Though why he should, Lenadidn’t know.

“It'snot that,” Willie assured her. “It’ s just that things have changed.” He glanced at Gazo, who il
stood by the door, arms folded across his chest. “ Y our other, ah, associate?—the onel met at the
detion for you?’

L ena nodded.

“Wéll, hewas by my flat thismorning. Threatened to kill me unless| told him who it was that stopped
him from hurting the Mabley woman last night.”

“Andyou just told him?’ Gazo asked.

Willie tugged his shirt from histrousers and pulled it up so that they both could see the welter of
blue-black bruisesthat covered his sides and chest. Lena' s eyes widened.

“Takealook at this, mate,” Willie said to Gazo. *Y our friend doesn't have much patience, and | wasn't
getting enough money to risk my life, I'll tell you that straight up and no word of alie. The man would' ve
killed me’ ?—he turned back to look at Lena?—"1 could seeit in hiseyes.”

He tucked his shirt back in, wincing as he brushed against a bruise. Lenagrimaced in sympathy.

“You did theright thing,” she said. “Did you warn your friend?’

Willie shook his head. “ There was no answer at Davi€' s place?—both he and his mum were out.”



Lenaindicated the telephone. “Do you want to try him again?’

“Notime. I've got aridewaiting for me outside. Thistime tomorrow I'll be so far from the West
Country that your friend will never find me. Andit’ sthere I’ m staying until he sgone.”

“So you want the rest of your money,” Lenasaid.
“If you have any you can give me.”
He gtarted to reach into his pocket, stopping when Gazo stepped away from the wall.

“I’'m just getting awee dip of paper with an addresson it,” he said. His gaze went to Lena. “Isthat dl
right?’

{ Page331} When she nodded, he extracted afolded piece of paper and handed it over to her.

“That’ swhere you can send what you owe me,” he said. “I won't be there, and the lad whose address it
isdoes’t know where|’ll be ether, but you can leave the money or amessage with him and be sure I’ll
get them.”

“I’'m sorry about this,” Lenasaid. “Jim, do you have any money?’

“Only traveler’ s cheques.”

“Will you sign some over to Willie?’

Gazo nodded, obvioudy unhappy about the Situation, but not willing to argue with hisemployer?
—epecidly not in front of athird party.

“There. . . theré sonemorething,” Willie said when Gazo had signed over the cheques.
Willie stood by the door, ready to go.
“What'sthat?’ Lenaasked.

“He dso made metell him who' d hired usto protect Clare Mabley ?—' confirm’ was the word he used.
Hewanted it confirmed. I'm sorry, Miss Grant.”

Before either she or Gazo could move, he dipped out the door and was gone.
“Thet littleweasd,” Gazo muttered.

He started for the door, pausing at Lena s call.

“At least he came by and warned us,” she said. “He didn’t haveto do that.”
“Hejust wanted hismoney.”

“| suppose.”

Why hadn’t she thought of that? Lenawondered. Normally, cynic that shewas, it would have been her



firg thought.

“Bett was going to find out anyway,” she added. “ One way or another.”

“No denying that.”

Lenaglanced at the clock. The afternoon was winding down.

“Daddy’ll be here soon. HE Il get Madden to cal off Bett.”

Gazo had crossed the room and was |ooking out the window, watching Willie Kedl’ s car pull away from
infront of the hotel. Once the car was gone, his gaze shifted to the bay where the afternoon sun was
gleaming on the weter.

“I wouldn’t mind dealing with Bett before either of them arrive,” he said.

{Page332} Lena shook her head. “ Only if he comes here.”

“I know. | wasjust wishing aloud.”

Y ou and me both, Lenathought, but she knew enough not to try to take on Bett >—even with Gazo at
her sde. That was alast resort, because the trouble with Bett was that he was crazy. She could see that

now. And how did you ded with amadman?

“What redly makesmefed bad,” she said, “isthinking about that friend of Willi€ sthat Bett’'s gone
after.”

Gazo gave her acurious glance, caught what he was doing, and quickly looked away again. But Lena
knew what he' d been thinking.

The |ce Queen was getting a heart.

And it wastrue. Felix had opened the gap in her walls and now she couldn’t seem to closeit up again.
She found hersalf worrying about Willi€ sfriend, about what might happen to Jm if Bett showed up here,
about al the people whose lives had gotten tangled up with Michadl Bett’ s viciousness.

There was no stopping it, no matter how much shetried.
And oddly enough, shewasn't even sure that she wanted to try.

It hurt. And she didn’t like the pain. But she did find herself wondering why she would want to build up
those walls again. She couldn’'t deny the aching, deep hurt that she felt at the moment. It cut so deeply
through her that it felt as though it would never go away again. But there was something else aswell.
Something unfamiliar.

It was what people called compassion.

And she found that it gave her hope. That caring for what happened to others actualy made her fedl
better about hersdlf. It went againgt everything that the Order had taught her, it might proveto beonly a
fase promise, amomentary aberration in her character, but she found hersaf growing more and more
determined to not go back to being the kind of person she' d been before.



It wouldn't help her with Felix.

But it might bring her peace?—something that she’ d never even redlized she waslooking for until she'd
tagted it in Felix’ s company.

“Can people change?’ she asked Gazo.

He turned with a puzzled look.

“I mean, can they redlly change,” she said. “Not just their appearance, or the face they turn to the world,
but in here’ ?—she touched her chest?>—"*whereit redly counts?’

{ Page333} Gazo looked uncomfortable. “I don't think I’ m sure what you mean. . . .”

“Just be honest,” Lenasaid. “Forget the employer/employee businessfor just afew minutes and tell me
what you think.”

Gazo didn’t say anything for along moment, but then finally he nodded.

“It depends on how big achangeit isthat we retalking about,” he began. He was couching it in vague
terms, but they both knew he was talking about her. “But if it was abig one?—amagor changein
someone s personaity >—well, | don’t think it’d be easy, and it' d take time and alot of patience, but |

think people can do anything they want?—so long asthey redly set their mindsto it.”
Which, Lenaredlized, was akind of paraphrase of the Order’ s basic tenets.

And then something sparked in her mind.

Thiswaswhat enlightenment must fed like, she thought. A moment like thiswhen everything fals nestly
into place in one’ s mind and there’ s nothing, not onelittle thing, that’ s out of place or misunderstood.

It wasn't the Order’ steachings that were at fault. It was what one did with them.
“Thank you, Jm,” she said.
5.

“John Madden isavery powerful man,” Goninan said.

After they’ d had their tea, he took Janey and Clare out into the fields overlooking the small cove below
his property. They were far from the cottage and its outbuildings?—far from any man-made object. Here
the unruly vegetation had been given free rein and returned to its naturd wild state. They all sat on stone

outcrops, the rocks weathered smooth and grey like old bones.

“Hismagicd abilities aside, Madden has enormous businessinterests. His own fortune is vast enough to
deny easy cdculation. Other members of the Inner Circle of his Order are o in high positions of
influence and power 2—together they have formed a globa network that encompasses the entire sphere

of international commerce and politics.”

“Why isit,” Janey interrupted, “that the current villainsin the world are dways businessmen or



poliidians?

{ Page334} Goninan smiled. “ That has never changed. What else can they do but acquire power? And
power hasdwayslainin thefiddsof politics and commerce.”

“Andreigion,” Claresad.
“And religion,” Goninan agreed. “ Hence Madden’s Order of the Grey Dove.”
“What do they worship?’ Janey wanted to know. “This grey dove? Madden?’

“Réligion involvesworship,” Goninan said, “ but like anything concerned with spiritua metters, its
drictures vary according to how itsfollowers approach it. Some seek solace, others apromise of hopein
the hereafter; some enter into it asameansto enlightenment, still othersview it asaroad to power. It
need not necessarily involve worship. A better word for it, perhaps, would be Way. And the Ways of
our world are as varied as the road taken by a Taoi<t, or that followed by aman such as, say, Aleister
Crowley.”

“Who'she?’ Janey asked.

“A Cornishman, actudly ?—origindly from Plymouth>—who isreviled or exated, depending on the
person who isdiscussng him.”

“Hewasevil,” Clare said. “ Anybody who' d follow his teachings would have to be as bad or worse.”

Goninan shook hishead. “That islike condemning dl Christiansfor the Inquisition or the Crusades?—or
for present-day Fundamentaism. Crowley himself was certainly somewhat depraved, but asin dl
teachings, there are truths and insghtsin hiswork that are relevant to al people. L. Ron Hubbard isan
excdlent contemporary example.”

“And who'she?’ Janey asked.
“The founder of Scientology.”

Janey had heard of Scientologists before. They’ d often stopped her on the street in London, asking her if
she wanted to take a personality test >—whatever that meant.

“I never heard of Hubbard being depraved,” Clare said.

“I didn’t mean to imply that hewas,” Goninan said. “I use histeachings as an example of how abody of
work can be reviled?>—mostly by those who have no knowledge of itsworkings?—and yet till carry
elements of what can only be considered eternd truths. What Hubbard merdly did was couch themin
more contemporary terms?—not a particularly innovative methodology, | might add. A part of every
religion’ sgenesisisthe modernizing of old truisms.”

{Page335}“ So what you' re saying,” Janey said, “isthat it's not the work or the persondity of the
founder of ardigion that’ simportant, but what its followers do with what they learn?’

“Exactly. Which brings us back to John Madden and his Order of the Grey Dove. The underlying tenets
of the Order deal with many of the same universd truths as do other ordersand religions, but it isthe
persondity of itsfollowers particularly itsfounder, Madden in this case, that makesit an extremely



dangerous sect.”

“What makes these people go bad?’ Janey asked. “Not just this Order, but al the people you were
talking about.”

“Human nature, I’ m afraid. We seem cursed with the need to acquire control over each other and our
environment. To rule. To change everything we can possibly meddle with.”

“Yes” Claresad, “but if we didn’t do that, we' d ill beliving in caves and chewing on bones.”

Goninan laughed. “I’'m no Luddite,” he said. “1 agree with you completely. The advanceswe makein
technology and the sciences are very important to our development asarace. But, like religion, science
depends on what one bringsto it. Were we only seeking curesfor cancer and world hunger and thelike,
| would have no complaints. What | condemn isthis narrow-minded quest for the most devastating
weapon or the years of research that go into a better deodorant or shampoo. It's madness. It has no
heart?—no care for the spirit, beit ours, or that of the earth itself. Thousands of acres of rain forests are
destroyed every day ?—everysngle day ?>—the ozone layer isbeing rapidly worn away, yet our world
leaders are more content to argue about how many wegpons they can stockpile.

“They remind me of primary school bullies, vying for dominion of the school yard, while an entire world?
—area world?—liesjust beyond its confines. A world of far more sacred importance that they cannot
seefor their blindness”

As he spoke, hisface had reddened, his voice growing cross, eyes flashing. He paused suddenly and
looked away, over acrossthe bay, slently watching the dip and whed of seabirds over the water until the
timelessimage had calmed him enough to continue.

“Y our pardon,” he said when hefindly looked back at Janey and Clare. “1’ ve lived through one World

War only to watch the world grow worse instead of better when we findly put down that madman's
Reich”

{ Page336} He laid ahand on the stone beside him, stroking its smooth surface with hisfingers.

“I lovethisworld,” he added. “ That iswhat rulesmy life. When | die, | want to have done dl in my
power to leaveit in a better sate than it waswhen | found it. At the sametime | know that this can never
be. The world has grown so complex that one voice can do little to ater it any longer. That doesn’t stop
me from doing what | can, but it makesthe task hard. The successes are so smdll, thefallures so large
and many. It'sliketrying to slem a storm with one' s bare hands.”

Janey felt alittle embarrassed listening to him. It wasn't that she didn’t agree with what Goninan was
saying; it was more because she did agree, only she never did anything about it except for the odd benefit
gg

“My quarrel with Madden,” Goninan went on, “isthat he has the opportunity to make a difference, yet
he does nothing with it. Hisentirelifeis channeled towards sdf-gain.”

“Y ou seem to know as much as he does,” Janey said. “Why didn’t you start your own Order?’

“I thought of that,” Goninan said. “When | was young. But to acquire the position of power that Madden
presently holds, | would have to become as ruthless as he. And then | would be no better than he.”



“But if you could make adifference. .. ?

Goninan shook his head. “I expect that once | reached such aposition of influence, I’ d no more care for
the world than does Madden himself. It may sound trite, but using the weapons of the enemy, no matter
how good one' sintentions, makes one the enemy.”

He spoke then at length of Madden’ s rise from obscurity and the forming of the Order, sketchingina
fuller, if ill incomplete, picture of the man.

“So hismagic,” Janey sad. “It' sasham?It’sjust manipulating people and knowing when to make the
best ded ?”’

“No. Themagicisred.”

“But... 7

“Congder legend and myth,” Goninan said.

“Y ou mean how they’re dl based on some kernd of truth, no matter how obscure?’ Clare asked.

“In part. Legend and myth are what we use to describe what we don’t comprehend. They are our
attempts to make the impossible,{ Page 337} possible?—at |east insofar as our spiritsinteract with the
spirit of theworld, or if that’ stoo animigtic for you, then let us use Jung’ sterminology and call it our racia
subconscious. No matter the semantics, they are of akind and it islegend and myth that bindsusall
together.

“Through them, through their retellings, and through those new versionsthat are called religion while they
are current, we are taught Truth and we attempt to understand Mystery. How many brave or chivalrous
deeds have come about through ayoung boy’ s fascination with childhood stories of King Arthur and his
Knights of the Round Table? Or how many injustices were attacked by those who learned of right and
wrong from tales of Robin Hood?

“Teaching achild the correct mora choices he or she should makeissmple, but not dways effective.
The young rebel ?—not because they’ re amord, but because it isin their nature to do so. The words of
an eder are dways suspect >—especialy herein what istraditiondly called Western society. It isthrough
legend and myth, through the young spirit’ s connection with the old spirit that lies at the heart of this
matter, that the lessons are learned without being ddliberately taught.

“The lessonsliein the subtext of the Stories, asit were.

“Today, children are given toysto look up to as heroic figures. Rock performers and movie starsform
their pantheon?—an amoral pantheon where the performer who e oquently speaks out against drugsis
arrested two weeks later for possession of heroin. Where the stalwart heroic figure from the silver screen
isdiscovered to be awife beater.

“The subtext here isthat one may do anything one wishes?—one need only make certain not to get
caught.”

“And themagic?’ Janey asked when Goninan fell slent.

She' d been having trouble making the connection with what he was saying to what she had supposed



they were talking about.

“Isred,” hesaid. “It isyour perception of it that makesit true?—our recognition of the true shape or
spirit of athing. But like legend and myth, magic fadeswhen it is unused?>—hence dl the old tales of dfin
kingdoms moving further and further away from our world, or that magica beings require our faith, our
belief in ther existence, to survive.

“That isalie. All they requireis our recognition.”

“And the book?’ Clare asked. “Where doesit fit in?’

{ Page338}“1 spoke of totems before we had our tea?—do you remember?’

Janey and Clare both nodded.

“Your birds,” Clare said.

“Yes. They areasymbol —atdisman, if you like, but a persond one, whichiswhat atotemis. A
symbol that sets onein the proper frame of mind to work one' s magic. How such totems differ from
Bill’ sbook isthat they require sacrifice and much study for one to acquire on€e' s appropriate symbology.
“Bill did that study, he made the sacrifices of time and ostracism that such work requires?—hencethe
book’ s magic worked for him. It was histotem. But, unknowingly, he also created atdisman when he
crafted it?—auniversa symbol so that it isnow acatalyst aswell asthe persona totem it wasfor him.
“The artifact he created now has atwofold existence.”

“I’'m not sure | know what you mean,” Janey said.

“Every book tdlsadifferent story to the person who readsit,” Goninan explained. “How they perceive
that book will depend onwho they are. A good book reflects the reader, as much asit illuminates the
author’ stext.”

Clare nodded in understanding.

“Now,” Goninan said, “imagine abook that literally is different for each person who readsit.”

Janey frowned. “ Do you mean that the story I’ m reading inThe Little Country? —I’m the only person
who will reed thet particular story?’

“Exactly.”

“But that’ s not possible.”

Goninan smiled. “No, of courseitisn't. It smagic.”
“But Gramps hasread it and he never said . . .”

Janey’ svoicetrailed off as sheredlized that she' d never actualy talked to anyone about the story that
wasin the book >—not her grandfather nor Felix?—while Clare hadn’t read it yet.



“So,” Goninan said, “the book’ sfirst purposeisto reflect the reader’ s spirit>—somewhat ong the lines
of anoracle”

“Would it bethe same every time | read it?” Janey asked.

“I can't say for certain. But it snot likely. For see, asyou change, so will the story that reflects your
spirit change with you.”

“But it sfollowing logicaly dong a the moment,” Janey said. “The plot’sfollowing alogica
progression.”

“For thisstory,” Goninan said.
{Page339}“ Are they Dunthorn’swords that we're reading?’ Clare asked.
“It' snot likely >—although there will be apart of Bill in each story, becauseit was his cregtion.”

Janey found thisabit much to swalow. But then, everything she was hearing today seemed farfetched.
None of it could be possble.

Of course it’s not, she could hear Goninan saying again.It’s magic.

Magic.

Legend and myth.

Her heart wanted to believe. Her logic told her it was poppycock.

Thekinds of things that Goninan was talking about smply couldn’t fit into the red world?—the world
sheknew. But at the same time, hiswords awoke resonancesinsde her that were naggingly familiar, as
though when he spoke she was remembering, rather than hearing.

“And the second purpose?’ Clare asked.

“Isasataisman,” Goninan said. “An artifact. And | would warn you that to wield such an object, one
must be very, very careful. It isagrave responsbility. Every time one usesit, the world changes. One can
hide an artifact, but one can’'t hide on€ sresponsibility to it. The only way that can be doneisif the
artifact iswillingly passed on to another.”

“Theworld . . . changes?’ Janey said.

“The more such ataisman is employed, the more pronounced its effects become. Eventudly, if it isused
long enough, it will remaketheworld.”

“How?’ Janey asked.
“Intowhat?’ Clare added.
“Into whatever ispossible.”

Janey thought again of the little that her grandfather had told her of what had happened when hefirst got



the book, before he hid it away ?—of the ghosts and odd sounds and how people changed. . . . She
remembered her own dream last night. Of the music that came from the book. How it changed.

She thought of that lost tune that she' d been trying to recover and redlized she had only heard it when
she had the book open, on her lap. . . .

“Doesit changeforever?’ Clare asked.
“That depends on how long it isused. And by whom. Wielded by its proper guardian, it can only do

good. Wielded for the sake of { Page 340} persond gain?—as Madden plans?—it could eventudly
destroy theworld.”

“How do we know who its proper guardianis?’ Janey asked. “Isit my grandfather? Isit me?’

“I don't know,” Goninan said. “But it’snot likely. Neither of you follow aWay. Y ou don’t have the
background, nor the knowledge.”

“But you do?’ Janey said, suddenly suspicious again.

Goninan only laughed. “1 have both,” he agreed, “but it’ stoo late for me to take anew road. My birds
have brought me asfar as| can go and now | stand in a borderland>—hdf inthisworld, hdf inthe
otherworld. Sooner, rather than later, | will be crossng over.”

“What do you mean?’ Clare asked.

But Janey knew. In the same way that Goninan's words seemed more memory than new.
“You'redying,” shesad.

Goninan nodded.

“I'msorry. I...” Shedidn’t know what to say.

“Don't be)” Goninan said. “I’'ve had along full lifeand | have seen where | am going next. My only

regret iswhat | told you before?—that | won't be leaving the world a better place than it waswhen |
entered it.”

They were quiet for atime then, until Janey stirred. Shetook her gaze from the small stonechat that
she’ d been watching asit hopped from thorn branch to thorn branch in the field above them and turned
to Goninan.

“And Helen'syour . . . nurse?’ she asked.

“Great-niece. A kindred spirit. She haslong had asimilar bent of mind to mine, so I’ ve been teaching
her, while she takes care of me.”

“And that'swhy you can’t guard the book.”
“Exactly.”

Janey frowned, thinking.



“What | don’'t understand is. . . we haven’t done anything with the book. We haven't” >—she looked a
little embarrassed>—"you know, chanted aboveit or lit candlesaround it or anything. All we' vedoneis
read it.”

“That' sdl it requiresto come avake?—to be opened.”

“Wadl, I'm going to hide it away,” Janey said. “ Someplace far and safe where no onewill ever findit.”

“If you can find such aplace.”

“And | won't read another word.”

{ Page341} Goninan shook hishead. “Y ou mugt finish the story,” he said. “If you leave it incomplete, the
book will remain open?—not much, but enough so that someone like Madden will be ableto track it
downandfindit.”

“Why didn't Billywarn Gramps?’

“I don't think he knew.”

“Why didn't you tell him?'Y ou seem to know alot more about it than you said you did back in the
cottage.”

“I’vejust been thinking about it these past few days,” Goninan said. “Sincell first felt it wake. And |
didn’t speak more of it then, because | was waiting to spesk of it now.”

“Oh.”
Janey picked at afrayed bit of her jeans and sighed.
“What can | do?’ she asked findlly.

“Finish reading the book,” Goninan said. *Y our subconscious dready knows what you must do.
Perhapsyou'll find that answer reflected in the book asyou read on.”

“Why can’'t you just tell me?’

“Because| don't know.”

Goninan rose iffly to hisfeet.

“I should go back,” he said. “It’ stime for my medicine and Helen will have my hideif I'm much later.”
Janey and Clare rose with him.

“Why did we haveto talk about all of thisoutside?’ Clare asked asthey waked back towardsthe
cottage.

“Asmy totemsare my birds,” Goninan replied. “ So Madden’ slie in shadows?—the shadows cast by
man-made objects. He can see through them, hear through them, speak through them . . . perhaps even



move through them. They give him his hedlth; they feed on hismagic.”

“Can’t your birds help you?’ Janey asked.

“How 07’

“Y ou know?—to cure you.”

Goninan smiled. “Why should | ask them to? Dying isapart of living?—anatura progression. Should |
ignorethe naturd order of my life, twist it tomy liking and thereby become something | was not meant to

be?’

“That sounds so fatdistic?—" She put her hand across her mouth the moment she spoke. “1’m sorry,”
sheadded quickly. “I didn’'t mean...”

{Page342}“1 know what you meant,” Goninan said. “Y ou fed that such away of living lacksfree will.”
Janey nodded.
“Y ou forget that | made thechoice to livein such away.”

There was nothing more that could be added to that. When they reached the cottage door, Helen was
waiting for them, afrown vying with worry in her features.

“Thank you for your time,” Clare said.

“For everything,” Janey added.

Goninan nodded. “I enjoyed the chance to meet and talk with you both.”

“Peter,” Helen said. “ Y ou haveto comein.”

She motioned for him to enter the cottage. Goninan gave Janey and Clare awink.
“She'sever so drict.”

“Wewon't take any more of your time,” Janey said.

Goninan caught her arm before she could turn away.

“One moreword of warning,” he said. “Madden has arrived in this country. | canfedl his step on the
land.”

“WEe I becareful,” Janey assured him.

“I hope you will be. Especialy of what you say when shadows can hear you speak. Godspeed and good
luck.”

Janey smiled. Shelooked at him, seeing the birdishness ill in his stock-thin frame and his shining eyes,
but seeing theillness now aswell.



“Youare leaving the world a better place,” she said.

Before he could reply she hurried off, leaving Clare to follow &t adower pace.

6.

“I guess you' re wondering how | tracked you down,” Bett said.

A thin smile touched hislips as he watched Davie Rowe. The big man stood as till as the stone outcrops
that dotted the clifftop around them, his own gaze not meeting Bett's, but fixed rather on the muzzle of the
automatic that Bett held.

Chrigt, hewas an ugly one, Bett thought. Killing him was doing the world afavour.

“1...” Rowe began.

Waking on the edge as he was, Bett felt he could see right down{ Page 343} into the big man’ s soul and
taste the fear that cowered there. He knew there was no mercy in his own features. All Rowe would see
in Bett’' seyeswas hisdeath. Old Mr. D., staring right back at him, abig desth’ s-head grin laughing in the
face of the man’sterror.

Bett shrugged.

“Guessyou' |l just have to take that question down to your grave,” he said.

And pulled thetrigger.

The automatic’ s report was loud in the till air. Rowe jerked back asthe bullet punched his chest. He

went tumbling from the path into the long couch grass at the lip of the cliff. Bett stepped closer, the
muzzle of hisrevolver tracking the man’sfal for asecond shot. Hisfinger tightened on thetrigger.

13 Hw! ”

Bett turned as sharply as though he' d been shot himsdf at the sound of the new voice. Coming around
the corner where the Coastal Path dipped past an outcrop of rocks that had the appearance of a stone
armchair was ayoung, blond-haired man in jeans and awind-breaker, asmall knapsack on his back.

Shit, Bett thought. Just what | needed. A hiker.

He ducked away into the undergrowth, worming hisway deep into its thickets on his scomach, pulling
himsdf dong on hisebows.

“What isthe matter here?’ the stranger cried.

German, Bett redized from the accent. And he was no dummy.

The man had stopped near the stone armchair. Keeping a cautious distance, he peered in the direction
where Bett had first disgppeared into the thick vegetation. But Bett had aready worked himsdlf paralel
to the path so that he was well away from the spot where he' d disappeared.

Bett smiled.



The man was no dummy, but he didn’t have a chance.
He wasn't waking the edge.

The hiker took afew more tentative steps forward, pausing again to rake the landscape with his gaze.
Bett ducked asthe man’s gaze tracked past his own hiding place. He waited for a count of five, then
crawled farther dong the route he' d chosen, still paralel to the path, but above it now, for here theland
rose steeply above the outcropping of rocks of which the stone armchair was a part.

When he chanced another 100k, it wasto find himself behind and above the hiker who was now gingerly
approaching the place where{ Page 344} Davie Rowe had fallen. The stranger paused again before
reaching the Coastguard lookout and called out once more.

Bett shoved the revolver back into his jacket pocket and rose as silently as aghost from his hiding place.
He crept forward and was about to jump down upon the stranger when the man turned and saw him.

Too late.

Bett landed like a cat beside him and gave him ashove. The hiker went over the edge of the path with a
scream, pinwheding hisarms as he fdl to the rocks some two hundred feet below. When Bett bent over
thelip of the diff to look down at him, dl he could see was the hiker’ s splayed figure lying still >—a splash
of colour againgt the grey. Waves lashed the rocks. The hiker didn’t move.

“Y ou picked abad timeto drop by,” Bett said.
A shame, redlly. Waking aong thistreacherous path dl by yoursdlf. One misstep and?—

Wil itwasalong fal.

Dusting off the dirt from his clothes, he pulled out his revolver again and went over to where Rowe had
fdlen.

The body was gone.

Frowning, Bett looked over the edge of the cliff here, but there were no rocks below to catch the body.
Just the sea, washing against the face of the cliff, ragged waves breaking into white foam asthey hit the
rocks. If the body had fallen all the way down, Bett knew that he wasn't going to spot it now.

He crouched down and studied the place where Rowe had first dropped. Bett wasn't any kind of a
tracker ?—at least not outside the city. Hunting humans was agame heliked to play in aforest of stedl
and concrete. The only kind of tracking it involved was some detective work in picking avictim. Then it
wasjust the stalk and, if he had time, alittle knife work to see what made the sucker tick. If there wasn't
time, then the skinning knife could be used just as effectively for thekill.

Rowe had stolen hisknife last night, but it wasn't like Bett didn’t have another couple of blades stashed
away in hisluggage. But he hadn’t wanted to use the knife today. Rowe was just too big and Bett's
shoulder till hurt from their encounter the previous night. So he used the gun, but he didn’t like it.

It was't personal enough. A gun didn’t let you get up close and seethelife-light die.



{ Page345} But you made do.

When time wastight, you just made do with whatever came to hand. But you liked to have achanceto
check out the results. Y ou liked the opportunity to stand back and admire your own handiwork.

Y ou liked to make sure the sucker was dead.

So he looked for clues asto what had happened to the body. He' d never had much experience or
inclination to play Davy Crockett. But he spotted Rowe' s blood whereit stained the dirt and grass. And
he' d seen the big man take a hit, right in the chest.

He spent afew more moments, combing the undergrowth nearby, then put away his automatic once
more and headed back towardsthe village.

Rowe had fdlen over the edge and the sea had taken him. It was as smple asthat.

Andif last night’ sfailure hadn’t exactly been remedied yet, Bett had at |east been compensated for it.
Now it wastimeto get on with the rest of the day’ s projects.

He still had alot of other businessto take care of before hiswork here was done. Next on the agenda
was finding a nice out-of-the-way place, something with four walls that was remote, but not so remote
that he couldn’t get away fromit easly. And thinking back on hiswak from Mousehole to where he'd
run down Lend sdimy little friend, Willie Ked, he thought he knew of just the place.

He' d go check it out now.

Staying on the edge.

Lettingit dl fal into place.

Doingit for himsdf, because if whatever it wasthat the Littles had stashed away was important enough
for Madden to actualy make the trip over here today, then it was worth Bett’ s keeping it for himsdlf. If
he couldn’t figureit out, if he couldn’t get the girl or her grandfather to show him how it worked . . . well,
he' d dwaysliked puzzles.

He liked taking things apart just to see how they worked.

It was what he did best.

1.

Janey waited for Clare at thefirgt stile. She leaned againgt the tumbled-down stone wall besideit,
looking off into thewoods on their left.

{Page346} “Why did you run on ahead like that. . . 7’ Clare began.
She broke off when she saw the tears glistening in Janey’ s eyes.
“It'sjust so sad,” Janey said. “He seemslike such adear old man and it's so sad that he’ sgoing to die.”

Clare nodded. “1 know.”



“And what makes mefed worse,” Janey said, “isdl thosetimes|’ve seen him up on the dliffsand ether
laughed at the way he looked, or ran off scared. | could haveknown him dl thistime. .. .”

Shelooked about in her pockets for a handkerchief, then wiped her eyes on her deeve. Clare dug about
in her own pockets and came up with atissue that Janey accepted with anod of thanks. She blew her
nose.

“Hehad such . . . odd thingsto say,” shesad findly, dill sniffling abit.

“Very odd.”

“Didyou bdievehim?’

Claresighed. “1 don't know. Logicaly, | know that alot of it can’t be true?—not the bits about
Gurdjieff or how you can use your will and that sort of thing. I’ ve heard of dl that before. But those other
things....”

“Thereal magic,” Janey said.

Clare nodded.

“There sonly oneway to find out,” Janey said.

“Compare what you' ve read in the book to what Felix and your grandfather have read,” Clare said.
“Because,” Janey agreed, “if that’ strue, then maybetherest of it is, too.”

They started to walk dowly back to where they had |eft the car. Thetailless cat wasn't near the stream
when they crossed over. The whole of their surroundings, fields and wood, seemed dtill, asthough the
land were holding its breath. Even the babble of the stream was muted.

“Y ou know what Mr. Goninan didn’t talk about?’ Janey said.

“What' sthat?’

“Mudc. That's part of the old legends aswell, but it’ s not something that got written down until during
the last century or so. And it’s probably never been written down the way itreally was. Every transcriber
you hear about prettied it up, took the modal keys and fit them into minor ones?—that kind of thing.”

{Page347}“But it doesn't pass on the same sorts of things that Mr. Goninan wastelling us about,” Clare
sad.

“It just does’t teach it inwords,” Janey replied. “But you can il find traces of it in thingslike old
mummers plays and Morris dancing. The Hobby Horse Fool 2—he sredly the trickster. The antlered
mean?—he’ s Robin Hood. Not the storybook Robin Hood, but the Robin in the Wood. The Green
Man.”

“| suppose.”

“No, redlly,” Janey said. “Think about it. We remember ancient ritualsin mumming and dancing. It'slike



Mr. Goninan said: We don't forget anything.”
Clare nodded dowly. “We just forget why.”

“I redlly think that’ strue. We go through the motions, and it stirs something in us and we fedl good, but
we don’'t know why it does. | think that’ sareal kind of magic?—how nothing isever redly logt. Just
hidden.”

She amiled. “That' swhat draws usto the old tunes, | think. That’swhy we awayswant to learn as many
aswe can and why they’ ve survived for aslong asthey have the way they are. Not the tunesin books,
but the oneswe get from memory, the oneswe learn from the living tradition. And that’ swhy we don’t
change them. We do new twiddles here, and arrange them with any number of modern instruments, but
the bones of the tunes, the heart of the music?—we keepit the same.”

When they reached the car, she leaned on its hood and looked back the way they’ d come. The sadness
came back to her, riding an intangible breeze that washed through her without touching ahair on her
head. It went to the heart, ignoring secular concerns. It wasn't the ache she' d fdlt last night when she'd
thought that Felix had betrayed her, but a gentle sadness, like the breath expended into the mouthpiece of
awhistle asit caled up the bittersweet notes of adow air.

Her fingersitched for an ingtrument, but there was none at hand. And this was neither the time nor the
place. They had so much till to do. But she still wished she could play amusic, something that would
carry across the fields to the cottage where Peter Goninan nested with his bird totems and niece,
something that he would hear and know by it that she had understood what he' d been trying to tell them.

Understood not with her mind, but with her heart. She{ Page 348} wanted to show her gratitude to him
and knew that the best thanks the old man would ever ask for was the knowledge of that understanding.

She hoped there' d be time to come back.

She glanced at Clare, wanting to share the fedling with her, but Clare, she believed, for adl her interestin
the old tunes, didn’t see them, didn’tfeel them in the sameway.

But Felix would understand. She' d bring him to meet Peter Goninan, she decided. The two of them
would get dong famoudy. If they dl only lived long enough. . . .

Sighing, she got into the car where Clare was dready waiting.

“Felix would like that old man,” she said as she started up the Reliant.
Clare nodded. “In away, they're of akind.”

Maybe she’ d been wrong, Janey thought. Maybe Clare did understand.
“What do you mean?’ she asked.

“They both follow the road that their own heartstell them to follow and give never amind to what the
rest of the world thinks about it.”

“I never thought of it like that.”

Thetrack wastoo narrow to turn around in, so Janey carefully backed the car out onto the lane. Shifting



into firgt, she set off for home at afar more sedate pace than they had |eft at earlier that day.

“I wanted to talk to you about Felix,” Clare said.

“I think we'll be okay,” Janey said. “I’m going to try redlly hard to makeit work.”

“I know you will. It sjust that?>—"

She broke off and |ooked out through the side window at the hedges blurring past.

“Just what?" Janey prompted her.

“It' ssomething he should probably tell you himsdlf, but knowing him, he/ll never get around to it. And
it simportant.”

Janey’ s heart sank. What was she going to learnnow ?

“It’ sabout how you want Felix to play with you on stage.”

Janey’ srelief came as suddenly as her worry had.

“I'won't push him,” she said. “I think I’ ve learned my lesson about trying to do that. If he doesn’t want
to, then he doesn’t want to.”

“That’ sgood. Not that it’'smy business, redly. . ..”

{Page349} Janey laughed. “We' re dl mates, Clare. And we' ve always appreciated the way you've
made us your business.”

“That’sniceto know,” Claresaid.

Janey heard awistfulnessin her friend' s voice, but before she could think of away to ask what was
bothering her, Clare was speaking again.

“But | think it’simportant that you knowwhy hewon't do it.”
“I know why,” Janey said. “Hejust doesn't likeit.”
Clare shook her head. “He' s scared to death of theidea”

All Janey could do waslaugh at the very notion.

“Scared?’ shesaid. “That big lug? | doubt he' s scared of anything. And besides, I’ ve seen him play in
front of people athousand times. At sessions, on street corners, backstage at festivals. . . .”

“But noton stage.”

“No,” Janey agreed. “Not on stage. Still, what' s the difference?’

“1 don’t know. But I’ ve been reading up on phobias since he first told me about this afew days ago, and
while there' susudly some hidden root to the problem that can be dedlt with, very often there smplyis no



reasonable answer. What he suffersfrom is called topophobia?—stage fright.”
“But?—"’

“I' know what you' re going to say: Why doesn't he just dedl with it? Get on stage afew timesand smply
workthrough hisproblem.”

Janey nodded. “Well, isn't that how you ded with that kind of thing?”

“Unfortunatdly, it doesn’t seem to be that smple. What happensis apanic syndrome setsin and if
you've ever had apanic attack, you' Il know it’snot fun.”

“lguess....”

“I can il remember that last operation | had for my leg,” Clare said. “I was panicking so badly >—and
it sahorrible feding?—that | fainted before they could give me the anesthetic.”

“Saved them having to giveit to you, | suppose.”

Clare shook her head. “No, they can’t do that. It's too dangerous. Y our heartbeat and blood pressure
go dl irregular and none of their equipment can monitor you properly. They had to bring me around again
firg, and then give methe needle”

“So you're saying that Felix could faint if he got up on stage?”

“1 was reading about the symptoms and they’ re redly odd. Y ou{ Page 350} start off feding sick, then
your heartbeat becomes very fast and erratic; your chest getstight and you start to bresthe too fast. The
rapid breathing actudly causes chemica changesinsde you that make your hands and feet fed numb?
—that awful tingling when they’ ve falen adeep, you know?’

Janey nodded.

“The nauseathen gets worse and is followed by headaches and cramps. And those are just the physical
symptoms. Y our brain also goes a bit mad. Everything beginsto seem unred. Apparently there can be
the sensation of an out-of-body experience, or peculiar changesin the qudity of light so that you lose
your sense of depth and perspective. . . .”

“It sounds horrible,” Janey said. “Isthat what happened to you?’

“No. | just fainted, Straightway.”

1] Lwdy.”

“Andif al of that isn't bad enough,” Clare went on, “there’ sadso something caled anticipatory anxiety
that comes from just thinking about a panic attack. It gpparently bringson alot of the same symptoms as
the actud attack. | saw abit of that in Felix when he wastedlling me about it.”

Janey was quiet for along moment.

“I wish he' d told me this when we used to argue about him touring with me,” she said.



“He was too scared to.”
“Scared? Of me?’

Clare nodded. “Of your laughing at him?—as you did when | started telling you about thisafew
momentsago.”

“Well, | didn't really meanto laugh. It'sjust. . .”
“I' know. It'shard to imagine Fdlix being frightened of anything. But he didn’t want you to laugh a him
and he dso thought that you wouldn't think as much of him if you knew about hisfear. A male ego thing,

| suppose, since stage fright isn’'t something that many people take very serioudy. It sawaysan ‘ Oh, get
on up there; you'll fedl better before you know it’ sort of athing, isn't it?”

1] I wpm.”

Janey was thinking about al the times she' d bullied people to get up and play on astage and began to
fed horrible about it.

“Hethought you' d think hewas like Ted Praed,” Clare said. “Remember him?’

{Page351} Janey dtarted to giggle at the thought of Ted and his quavery voice, but then she realized
what she was doing.

“Weweren't very niceto him, were we?’

“Wadll, as| told Fdlix, Ted wasn't exactly the nicest person himself to begin with.”
“Butill. ...

“But fill,” Clare agreed. “Think of dl the jokes?—and Felix wasthereto hear them dl.”
“But he used to laugh, too.”

Clare nodded. “He laughed, but if you think back, he was never the one who started the jokes, or told
any himsdf.”

“I could never think of Felix as being anything like Ted Praed ?>—stage fright or no stagefright.”

“Neither can|,” Claresaid. “But | did want to tell you so that you' d know why he feelsthe way he
does, before you brought it up.”

“I won't bring it up unless he does,” Janey said, “and then I'll certainly not press him to get up on stage.”
“That’sgood.”

They were very near the village now, just coming on the south side of RaginnisHill.

“How did you get himto tellyou 7’ Janey asked.

Clare smiled. “1 don't have the same things at stake as do the two of you, so | just browbest it from



him”
Janey laughed.

“Trust you,” she said as she pulled the car up in front of Clare’shouse. “ Did you want to be let off here,”
she added, “or are you coming on down to the house?’

“I’d like achance to seethe book,” Clare said. “Beforeit’ s hidden away forever.”
Janey smiled. “We Il read it together,” she said.

Taking her foot from the brake, she steered the car on down into the village proper.

TheBargain IsOver

{ Page352} Power without abuse losesits charm.

?—PAUL VALERY

Astheir train crossed the Tamar River at Plymouth, John Madden sat up straighter in his seat. Thiswas
why he’ d opted to return to the land of his birth by train, rather than by one of the more expedient
methods of transportation that he could so easily have afforded.

The sameclackety-clack rattle of the carriage’ swheels againgt the tracks that had helped put himinto a
half-waking, haf-dreaming state now rang with the heartbeat of the land for him and set his pulse
drumming to ancient rhythms. A music sang ingde him. A native music?—that of crowdy crawn and
pibcorn. He felt more dert, moreawake than he had al day, and he knew it was due to the enchantment
of the venerable countryside through which they journeyed.

Thiswas Arthur’sland.

Tintage lay to the north, craggy and maestic; Arthur’' s birthplace, standing now in ruins above the
mysterious depths of Merlin's cave. Dozmary Pool was on Bodmin Moor, where the Lady of the Lake
had reclaimed Excalibur from Bedivere' s hand. There was an Arthur’s Chair, where the king was said to
have sat and watched the sea. An Arthur’ s Cave, where he and hisknights till dept. . . . The Once and
Future King had been aWest Country man?—Madden had always believed that and over the past few
decades the work of modern archaeol ogists supported that claim.

But there were older mysteriesthan Arthur hidden in this countryside.
Lyonesse, the drowned land, once stood between Land’ s End and the Ides of Scilly. The Scillies, and

. Michad’s Mount near Penzance, were dl that remained of that land today, though one could till hear
thetolling of its bells benesth the sea.



And older ill. . .

The land wasriddled with Bronze Age stone circles, stlanding stones and other prehistoric relics.
{Page353} There were the Merry Maidens near St. Buryans.

Onetde held that the stones of its circle, and the two solitary menhir standing nearby, were dancers and
musicians turned to stone for dancing on a Sunday. An older tale held that they were mermaids, caught
by the sun one dawn and turned to stone liketrolls, “merry maiden” being an old sailor’ snamefor the
women of the sea

And Gwennap Pit between Redruth and St. Day.

The Methodists clamed it was an irregular mining sink that John Wedey wasinstrumenta in having
remodel ed into its present form in 1806, but folklore told another story: Of how when Mervin the harper
of Tollvaddon cracked his skull, he played his harp until hisfingers were worn to the bone. The harp god
Larga showed pity on him then, removing hiswound and transferring it to the earth. So those who
preferred the folktales called that great pit “the holein the harper’ s head.”

And the Men-an-Tol near Morvah.

Thelargest tolmen in the British Ides, archaeol ogists believed that it could be dl that remained of the
entrance to an ancient barrow or tomb. But tradition had it that passage through the holed stone brought
healing to those who wereill and that it marked not the entrance to a barrow, but to the Barrow World,
the land of themuryan , or piskies.

But beyond legend, beyond stone relics, Madden knew that the land itself was enchanted.

Hewas not alonein this understanding. Crowley, anative son, had known it. Dylan Thomas had been
drawn to this countryside, living in Newlyn and Mousehole, a poet rather than amagician, but then again,
at one time there was no difference perceived between the two. Dennis Whestley had lived in the West
Country aswell.

And others, modern aswel asthe old:

Colin Wilson, whose career Madden had been following since his remarkable theorieswerefirst aired in
The Outsider, now lived in Gorran Haven where he continued to study the Mysterieswith ascientist’s
precise documentation. And Peter Goninan, the reclusive theurgist with whom Madden had crossed
swords on occasion.

The land gave them birth, or drew themto it. Itshold ran deep, far beyond its smple pastora beauties
or coastal splendors. It ran as profound as the ancient granite backbone of the land, asingtinctive asthe
inexplicable urgesthat first drew aman or awoman{ Page 354} into the Mysteries, so that there was no
choiceinvolved, only inevitability.

An untapped weslth remained in the heartbesat of thisland and every time Madden returned, he
wondered anew why he had ever |eft in the first place. The secular concernsthat drove himto livein
other parts of the world seemed inggnificant whenever he again set foot here.

“Kernow,” he breathed.



Rollie Grant turned to him when he spoke. “What' sthat?’

Madden smiled. “The ancient name of an ancient country ?—this country.”

“What, Cornwall?’

Madden nodded.

“I thought it was just like astate of the U.K.2—you know, like Rhode Idand or Connecticut.”

“It' sagtate of mind,” Madden said, remaining ddliberately oblique.

Grant looked past him out the window for along moment, then shrugged and returned to the business
papers he was reading. They didn't spesk again until they reached Penzance where Grant wanted to call
acab to take them from the train station to the hotel.

Madden laughed. “ Thisisn't New York,” hesaid. “We canwak.”

“Wak?'

“Yes, wak,” Madden sad, still chuckling. “It’ snot far.”

He glanced at a couple who were arguing afew carriages down from where they had disembarked, then
hefted the smal overnight case he' d brought and set off aong the ocean front. Grant collected hisown
bags and hurried after him.

It was afifteen-minute walk at Madden’s dow pace to where the Queen’ sHotdl stood at the corner of
Morrab Road and the Western Promenade Road, but it took them longer because Madden kept
stopping aong the way. Near Battery Rocks, he stood at the site of the old gun battery and looked out
acrossthe bay for along time, breathing in the salt tang of the seaair, watching the waves spray againgt
the rocks below, listening for the sound of bells. Acrossthe road, he admired the St. Anthony Gardens
and dawdled in front of the shop windows aong theway, for dl that most of them were closed and only
carried tourist souvenirs anyway.

When they finally reached the Queen’ sHotdl, Grant looked up &t it and sighed.

{Page355} “Thisisthe best thetown’sgot?’ he asked.

“No, but it's charming, don’t you think?’

Grant smiled. “You'reredly inyour e ement here, aren’t you?’

“I"ve come home.”

“I thought it was your father 2—John Madden Sr.?—who was born in Cornwall.”

“It was,” Madden lied. “ And my grandfather as well >—in the 1850s.” Another lie. “But it fill fedslike
coming home.”

Grant nodded and gave the hotel another look. “Well, | did tell Lenato keep alow profile. Lookslike
she' sactudly been listening to me for achange.”



“When you come to another country,” Madden said, “even one that in many waysis Smilar to your own,
what’ sthe point of staying in aHoliday Inn?

“Comfort. Security. Y ou know what you' re getting.”

Madden shook his head. “What you' re speaking of is complacency, Rollie, and that will smply put you
to deep.” Heled the way towards the door. “ Shal we register?’

They went to their own rooms after registering, meeting afew minuteslater in Madden’ s when they had
both had a chance to freshen up. There was alittle confusion in reaching Lena, for she didn’t answer her
door when they knocked, but arequest to the desk had their cal transferred to where she was, and soon
they had joined her in Jm Gazo' s room. Madden settled into one of the chairs by the window, Grant in
the other. Lena perched on the edge of the bed after giving her father awelcoming hug. Gazo stood by
the door.

“Do you want meto go for awak, Mr. Grant?’ he asked.

Grant glanced at Madden who shook his head. As Gazo started to lean against the doorjamb, Madden
indicated the head of the bed.

“Y ou might aswell be comfortable, Im,” he said. “Itis your room.”

Madden could read Gazo' sthoughts eadily. Sure, it was hisroom, but Grant was paying for it. Gazo
wasjust on the payroll and being in Madden’ s company made him nervous, though if Gazo had been
pressed he wouldn't have been able to say why hefelt that way.

Which was how it should be, Madden thought. The nervousness of sheep was something that he
cultivated. It kept them alert?—or at{ Page 356} least as dert as sheep could be?—and stopped them
from having too many thoughts of their own because they were o busy trying to stay in Madden's
favour.

“Why don’t you tdll us how things have gone?” Madden said to Lena.

She spoke for sometime, obvioudy choosing her words carefully because she knew that Michagl Bett
was Madden’ s protégé, but laying out al the facts. Madden was impressed with her delivery. Hefdt she
was holding something back >—something to do with this Felix Gavin?—but it didn’t appear to have any
bearing on his own immediate concerns, so he didn’t press her on it. But while she wastactful in how she
spoke of Bett?—making no judgments, but rather allowing Madden to make up his own mind from what
she had to report ?—nher father had no such reservations.

“He sout of control,” Grant said when Lenawas done.

“Perhaps,” Madden said.

“I'm sorry, John, but we' ve got to face the facts. He' sworking on something for himself.”

Madden nodded dowly. “| expected this,” he said.



Only not so soon. He'd known al dong that the reincarnated spirit of Crowley would eventualy turn
againgt him. Crowley had aways been aleader, aswitness his dtercations with MacCregor Mathers and
the like, but Madden had till expected to have some time before it was necessary to deal more firmly
with Bett. He had thought to squeeze afew more years of service out of the man and then, depending on
hisloyalty, decide whether he would be discarded or rewarded.

He had haf imagined Michael asason. . ..
“What are we going to do about Michagl 7’ Grant asked.

“That will require some thought,” Madden replied. “First we must discover exactly what it isthat heisup
to.”

“That'ssmple,” Grant said. “He wants what you want. He wants whatever it isthat Dunthorn hid from
LS”

Madden nodded. “If that istrue, then I’m afraid we will just have to dea with him before he hasthe
chancetofindit.”

But what awaste that would be. Michadl had such potentid.

His mistake, Madden redlized, was in thinking of Michael asakind of tabularasa?—as though he could
create whatever he wanted from the blank date of Michad’ s spirit, when al aong that spirit{ Page
357} had aready been formed and shaped and fired in an iron will of its own?—not through merely one

lifetime, but through many. It was easy to forget that he wasn't teaching Michadl; he was helping him
remember.

The danger had been in dlowing him to remember too much.

Madden wasn't terribly worried about that, however. Mistakes were unfortunate, but if caught intime,
they were only temporary setbacks. They could be corrected. Not always easily, not necessarily without
regret, but they could be corrected.

And Madden had no compunction about seeing that it was done. None whatsoever.
Hisonly loyaty had aways been to himsdf.

2.
Sam Dennison was in afoul mood.

Hewasfeding punchy and red-eyed from alack of degp and wished, not for thefirst timethat day, that
he d known Bett was going to cal him this morning. He wouldn't have had quite so many drinks the night
beforeif he had. Hell, he wouldn’t have had any. He would' ve turned in early and been al bright-eyed
and bushy-tailed for thisgig. Asit was, his patience level was right on the edge and he had to catch
himself from wanting to hit someone just to ease the tension.

It wasn't so much the flight over, nor the wait for their train and the subsequent five-and-some-hour
journey to the West Country, asthe traveling companions with whom he' d been thrown together on this
job. The woman was bad enough.



Connie Hetherington was a good-looking woman?—at least Dennison thought she was, somewhere
under al that makeup and the teased peroxide hair. She had an hourglass figure that would do a college
kid half her own age proud, and legsthat just didn’t stop, but she carried hersalf like atramp. Not to
mention dressing to fit the role: skimpy skirt and high-hedled pumps, low-cut blouse and chesgp fur jacket.

She was alooker, but Dennison was embarrassed to bein her company. And not just because of the
way she dressed and came on to just about anything wearing trousers that got within talking distance of
her. She chewed gum with her mouth open, chain-smoked, and hadn’t stopped whining sSince they’ d left
Kennedy Airport first{ Page 358} thing that morning. Baby-sitting her was like being trapped in the
opening frames of a porn flick >—unending hours of inane conversation and double entendres that had
him gritting histeeth by the time they finally arrived at Penzance Station.

Ted Grimes was the opposite end of the spectrum.

Hewas dressed in atailored dark suit and didn’t ook in the least bit rumpled from the hours of travel.
Hisblack hair and dark complexion placed the source of his genesin the Mediterranean, but Dennison
didn’t figure him for awise guy, never mind the way that Grimes moved with the ice-coal, easy cruising
style of one of the Cerone Family’ senforcers. He didn't have the sze?—coming in ahdf head under
Dennison’ s own six-one?—hut there was something of a shark about him al the same and Dennison
could tell, the moment he laid eyes on the man, that if Grimeswasn't ahitman, he' d till done his share of
killing for hire.

He might not be connected, but he had the flat, dead eyes of the type, and Dennison figured that his own
baby-gtting duties didn’t include looking after Grimes. They hadn’t exchanged more than two words
since Dennison had collected him. Grimes had ignored Connie aswell after giving her one cool look
when they picked her up. He hadn’t even batted an eye when she pointed to his prosthetic hand and
asked him, “Hey, you got avibrator attachment to go with that thing?’

Dennison had wondered about the hand, too, but hadn’t said athing about it. Wasn't hisbusiness. He d
learned that long ago. Never mind the white knight Pl crap that TV and paperbacks foisted off on the
public, the only way you got ahead in this businesswas by gticking strictly to thejob. Leave the crusades
for those who didn’t have to make aliving.

What he didn’t like about having Grimestagging along wasthat if Grimeswas setting up a hit, then that
left Dennison himsalf as an accessory. Maybe he wasn't awhite knight, but Dennison il had drawn lines
between what was kosher and what wasn't, and being involved in a hit was definitely stepping way over
theline.

Assoon asthey |eft thetrain, Grimes vanished.

“WE d better be getting ahotel room soon,” Connie complained. “I’'m sick of traveling. | fed like shit,
you know what I’m saying? | need to wash up and get beautiful, pa.”

Dennison ignored her and took care of getting their luggage out on the platform.
{Page359} “Hey, where s poker-face?’ shewent on. “1 thought we were, like, abig happy family.”
Dennison was wondering that as well. He scanned the platform, but except for some French hikerswith

their kngpsacks, afamily of four with luggage enough for twice that number who were obvioudy adso
tourists, and apair of older gentlemen?—probably busnessmen?—they had the areato themsalves.



“Y ou know I’'m getting kind of sick of the silent treatment from you guys,” Connie said. “It'd be nice if
you acted like | was here. | mean, just because you' ve got a pickle up your >—"

“Shut up,” Dennison told her.

Thefew people present were dl staring at her. He threw hisraincoat at her, which she caught
awkwardly.

“And put thison,” he added.

She started to throw it back at him. “Hey, don’t go getting al prissy on me, Mr. Big Shot Private Det?

She broke off a the glarein hiseyes. He didn’'t say aword, just continued to give her along hard stare
until she dowly put the coat on. It was far too big for her and made her ook like abit of aclown with her
high hedl's and stockinged calves underneath it and her teased blond hair and painted face above, but it
also made her look the best she had since he' d first collected her at her Lower East Side apartment,
where she’d met him at the door dressed in ababy-doll nightie right out of the pages of a Fredricks of
Hollywood cataogue.

He stepped over to her and spokein avoice pitched just loud enough for her to hear.

“Let’sget something straight,” he told her. “We re both on apayrall. Y ou screw up, and it looks bad on
me, and | don’t likelooking bad, got it?’

“Sure, | —"

“I don’'t know what the hell Mr. Bett has got planned for you, but you can be damn sure it doesn’'t
include parading your ass all over town so that everybody who happens to be within a hundred yards of
you will never forget you. So keep alip onit and keep that coat on until we get a hotel room and then
you' re going to change into something alittle less?>—wall, |et’ sbe polite and only cal it trashy.”

“C'mon,” Conniesaid. “ Give meabreak. It' snot like?—"

“If Mr. Beit is paying you anything like he' s paying me, you owe him thismuch.” Helifted afist between
them. “I’'m sick of your{ Page 360} whining and I’m not one of those candyasseswho wouldn’t lay a
hand on awoman?—not if that’swhat it takesto shut ’em up.”

Her lip curled, but Dennison spoke before she could get aword out.

“I'm not jiving you, lady.”

Connie shrugged. “ Screw you, too,” she said, but there was no force behind her words.

Shelit up acigarette and studioudy ignored him.

Dennison sighed. He didn’t fed particularly proud about threatening her, but he was way beyond his
usud limit of patience.

What the hell made her tick? He could see kids getting into the skin trade because it looked like afast
track to the good life, but surely awoman her age would have seen through the lie by now? What the hell



made her dill play out the party-girl image?
Getting old does't mean you get smart, he answered himsalf. She probably just didn’'t know any better.
Happily, Grimes chose that moment to resppear.

The guy moved like aghost, Dennison thought, as Grimes collected his smdll traveling case from where
Dennison had placed it on the platform.

“You missed our Pl here playing the tough guy,” Connie said.

Grimes gave Dennison aglance. For amoment Dennison thought he saw atrace of humour behind the
man'sflat gaze, but it was gone before he could be sure.

“What happened to you?’” Dennison asked him.
“Saw someone |I’m not ready to do businesswith yet,” Grimes replied.

So it was a hit, Dennison thought. He' d have to talk to Bett about this. No way he was going to be a
part of thiskind of athing.

“Ready to find ahotd?’ he asked.

Grimes shook his head. “ Bett knows how to get in touch with me when thetime sright.”

“Do you need to know where we' re staying?’

“Can't seewhy.”

Maybe things were going to work out after al, Dennison thought. With Grimes on hisown track and if
he could keep Hetherington quiet until Bett needed her, maybe he could salvage alittle something for
himsdlf out of dl of this. He'd enjoyed his previoustrip here, but he' d only been playing the tourist then.
Maybe he could fit in some real sight-seeing time before he had to head back to the States.

{Page361} “Wdl, good luck,” he said.

Grimesamiled. “1’ ve been waiting along time to settle some unfinished businessand I' [l tell you right
now, it'sgoing to be area pleasure finaly getting the job done, but luck’ s not going to have anything to
do with it. Just patience.”

Dennison didn’t look at the prosthetic hand, but he knew that whatever Grimes was talking about had
something to do with it. He gave Grimes anod, then handed Connie her overnight case and picked up
their other two cases.

“Let’'sgo, sunshing” hesaid.

Connie butted her cigarette under the toe of her shoe and followed him with unfeigned reluctance.

Y eah, me, too, lady, Dennison thought. But we' re stuck with each other for the moment. He wasn't
going to say let’ smake the best of it. All he wanted to do was get this crummy job over with.



L eppadumdowledum
For the moon’sshining high

and the dew iswet;

and on mossy moor,

they’ re dancing yet.

?—CORNISH RHYME

Jodi hadsuffered through her fair share of long, boring afternoons before, but she couldn’t remember
one astedious as this one that she spent tucked away for the most part in the pocket of the mayor of
Bodbury’ s secretary.

It made sense, of course, for her to go with Lizzie. Of all the conspiratorsto gather in Henkie Whale's
warehouse earlier that morning, Lizzie wasthe most likely candidate to take on the responsibility of hiding
the Small that Jodi had become from the Widow Pender. 1t seemed logicd that the Widow would pursue
Denzil or Taupin, or any of the Tatters children, before she would think to confront Lizziein her tiny
office at the back of thetown hall.

The logic was impeccable, everyone had agreed ?—especidly Tau{ Page 362} pin, whose ideaiit had
been. But logic didn’t make the hours go by any more quickly; nor did it relieve the boredom.

When they first arrived, Jodi had insisted that she be given the freedom of the desktop at the very least.
AsLizzierattled away on her typewriter, Jodi had wandered about the oversize desk, investigating
common objects made strange by her new size: giant pens, awooden |etter opener aslarge asan oar,
enormous sheets of paper as large as bedsheets and the like. She walked up and down the mayor’s
correspondence, amused at reading words composed of |etters that were each as big as her hand, and
played soccer with awadded-up bit of paper and two erasers as goal posts, but the novelty of it al soon

paled.

She ended up Sitting on Lizzi€ sthesaurus, swinging her heelsagaingt its leather spine and wishing she
were anywhere but where she was?—until she was nearly caught by one of Lizzi€' s coworkers, and
Lizzieinssted that she remain out of sight. Then Jodi spent ahaf hour in adrawer, which wastoo dark,
even with the dat of light that came through the crack that Lizzie had |eft open, and even more boring.

Eventualy she went back into Lizzie' s pocket where she divided her time between dozing and peeking
up over the edge of the pocket to look at the clock on the wall and gauge how much time had passed
sncethe last time she' d looked. It was invariably less than ten minutes.

“Bother and damn,” she muttered. “What' sthe point of being magicd if thisisdl it getsyou? Where's
the glamour and romance? Where' sthe adventure?’

But then she thought of Edern?—her Smal who had turned out to be a clockwork man when he died,



and then, in adream, spoke to her fromthemind of ased. . ..

Oh, Edern. Why did you have to go and die? Were you ever even redl in thefirst place?

That line of thought just made her fed depressed. And it brought back memories of the Widow, and the
creatures at the witch’s command. Adventure? She realized that she could do without the adventure,
thank you al the same.

But thisendlessmonotony . . .

“I wish | coulddo something,” she said and kicked out against the fabric of the pocket in frustration.

“What are you doing?’ Lizzie whispered.

{Page363} Jodi stuck her head out of the pocket and stared up at Lizzie' s enormous face.

Thisisthe world as amouse seesit, she thought. Oh raw we. What if she was stuck like this forever?

“I'mgoing al kitey,” she shouted back in her high piping voice. “ Desperately kitey.”

“Wdl dotry to keepit down,” Lizziereplied, till whispering. “Whét if someone hearsyou?’

“Tdl them it’ syour somach rumbling and you must go home for an early supper.”

Lizzie shook her head, which was a disconcerting gesture. It was like the top of amountain moving back
and forth. Her blond hair cascaded about her shoulders like awaterfal unable to make up itsmind asto
which courseit would follow. It made Jodi’ s head ache to watch.

“ Stomach squeeaking, rather,” Lizziesad.

“It'snot my fault | sound likethis. Are you dmost donefor the day?’

Again the mountaintop moved back and forth. “We agreed it was best for usto stay here where the
Widow won'’t dare start a row ?—remember?’

All too bloody well, Jodi thought.
“| redlly am going mad,” shetold Lizzie.
“You'll survive”

“Yes, but without abrain. It'll have dl turned to porridge in another few hours?—truly it will. How can
you stand to work here, day in, day out?’

“I likeit. It givesme achanceto?—"
“Who areyoutakingto, Lizzie?’

Jodi dropped back into the pocket as Lizzie started nervoudy and looked to the doorway where one of
her coworkers stood.



“Judt thinking doud,” Lizziereplied.

Thewoman in the doorway smiled and shook her head. “That’ sthefirst sign of madness,” she said,
“taking to yoursdf.”

“I thought it was when you answered yoursdf,” Lizzie said.

“That, t00.”

The woman went on to her own office and Lizzie looked down at her pocket.

“Do you seewhat | mean about keeping hidden?” she hissed. “Y ou dmost gaveit dl away.”
{Page364} Jodi peeped above the top of Lizzie' s pocket again.

“I'm ever so frightened,” she said sulkily.

“Begood,” Lizziesaid, “and I'll leave early. We can get someices and wak aong the Old Quay before
we mest the others.”

“Don't...” Jodi began, then sighed.

Don't talk to me asthough I’ m a child, she had been about to say, but she redlized that Lizzie was only
treating her like achild because she was acting like one. Lizzie was using the same tone of voice that Jodi
did when shetalked to Denzil’s monkey.

Bother and damn.

I’'m even smdler than Ollie, she thought. And not nearly so well behaved.

“I think 1’1l have another nap,” she said and dropped back into the pocket.

Lizzie went back to her typing.

Ten minutes later Jodi popped her head up to check the time once more. Only six minutes had passed.

Bother and damn, she thought as she sank back down into the pocket again.

2.

Thiswas utter foolishness, Kara thought as she and Ethy approached the Widow' s cottage. They were
supposed to be avoiding the Widow and her creatures, yet here they were bringing the wounded home to
be tended. The Widow would probably work aspell with the snap of her fingersto hedl the little beastie
and then they’ d smply have to ded with thefetch dl over again.

That wasif they didn’t run into the Widow a her homefirdt. . ..

When Karaglanced at her companion, she could see that Ethy was having second thoughts aswell, now
that they were so close. What they should do wasjust drop the fetch right here within sight of the

Widow’ s cottage, lay it on the cobblestones, bundled up and dl, and pedal off whilethey still had a
chance.



That was the sensble thing to do.

Windle moved in her arm and made a piteous sound.

Karasighed. Unfortunately, she wasn't so hardhearted asto be able to do it. Not now, after having
comethisfar. Not with thelittle creature so helpless. They’ d given up the opportunity to be sensible from
the moment they first set off with the wounded fetch in hand.

{ Page365} When they reached the last cottage before the Widow’ s, Karaleaned her bicycle up against
itsgarden wall and turned to Ethy.

“Wait for me here,” shesaid.

“What are you going to do?’

“Lay it on her doorstep.”

“I canhelp.”

“There snothing for you to do,” Karaexplained.

Sheleft unsaid the fact that there was no need for them both to be at risk when one could do thetask as
well astwo.

“But?—" Ethy began.

“Y ou can watch our bikes,” Karasaid.

Keeping acareful grip on the fetch in its newspaper bundle, she crossed the road and darted into the
Widow’ s garden. From thereit was only afew stepsto the cottage stoop where she knelt and laid down
thefetch.

Wasthat a sound from inside the cottage? she wondered nervoudly.

No. Just ashutter rattling somewhere.

She gave Windle acomforting pat and the fetch snapped feebly at her hand.

Wonderfully grateful creature, she thought. Wasn't it just?

She straightened up and began to back away when she heard Ethy’ swarning shout.

“Karal”

She turned to see the Widow in the road, Ethy cowering near the garden wall wheretheir bicycleswere
leaning.

“Mongerdl” the Widow cried. “Murderers!”

“Get away!” Karashouted to Ethy, but thelittle girl wastoo frightened to move.



“I'll fry you both,” the Widow said, her voice dropping to amenacing growl. “I’ll cook you in apie and

feed you to the crows. I'll pull off your fingers, one by one, and make a necklace of them that I'll hang
about my neck.”

“W-we?—we brought him back,” Kara stuttered.
The Widow was standing directly by her gate now, blocking Kara s escape. Karaglanced at Ethy,

willing her friend to flee, then looked about the garden for another gate, but there was none. Still, the

hedgerow wasn't that thick. Perhaps she could squeeze through and give the Widow the dip. Only that
left Ethy, frozen by their bicycles. . .

{ Page366} The Widow was till catdoging the terrible fates she had for the pair of them.
“I'll pop your eyes and boil them in asoup. I'll make shoes of your skin and laugh as | dance in them.”

Karawas s0 frightened that she dmost forgot the satchel hanging at her sde. But when shetook a

nervous step towards the hedge, the satchel banged againgt her knee. With trembling fingers she took out
aballoon and held it up in her hand.

“You?—you just keep back,” she said, advancing towards the gate.
The Widow’ s eyes narrowed. “What have you got there girl 7’
“Keep back or I'll throw this,” Karareplied.

“What have yougot 7’

But Karacould tell that the Widow aready knew. She backed up as Kara continued to move forward,
gaze fixed on the balloon filled with seawater that Karaheld in her hand.

When she reached the road, Kara edged around so that she was still facing the Widow, but each step
brought her closer to where Ethy was standing near their bicycles.

“KaraFaull,” the Widow said.

Kara shivered. Three times named was what it took for the witch to work her spells?—that’ swhat
Taupin had told them thismorning. So the Widow had just spoken thefirst third of aspell.

“Y ou shut your gob,” Karacried, hoisting the balloon higher “or Iwill throw it.”

“I have you marked,” the Widow said. “Y ou, and Ethy Welet, there, and dl your miserable friends.
Don't think that | haven't.”

Kara had reached the bicycles now. She nudged Ethy with her foot, but got no response, so she gave
the smaller girl alight kick on the shin with her toe.

Ethy blinked and shivered.

“Get on your bike,” Karatold her.



“I'll bake you in an oven until your heads pop open and your brains spill out,” the Widow said. “I'll
crack your bones and suck out their marrow.”

Karagot on her own bike.

“Go,” shetold Ethy. “I'll beright behind you. She won't harm you.”

“Harm her?” the Widow cried. “I'll unarm her. I’ ll pull off her legsand usethem to stir astew.”
“Go,” Kararepeated.

{ Page367} Straddling her own bicycle, she held it upright with her knees and gave Ethy a push with her

free hand. Ethy’ s bike wobbled as she set off down the hill, but soon picked up speed. With the balloon

gtill in one hand, her other gripping the handlebar of her own bicycle, Karabacked up, whedled her bike
farther away from the Widow.

“I'll haveyou dl,” the Widow told her. “ There Il be no escape.”

Shuddering, Karaquickly turned her bicycle about and whizzed off down the hill herself. She dropped
the baloon back into its satchel and bent low over her handlebars, trying to catch up to Ethy who was
gtill far ahead of her. Behind her she could hear the trailing fade of the Widow’ s curses. She heard her
name a second time, but before she could hear it repested for the third time that Taupin had said would
give the spell its potency, she was beyond hearing distance and safe.

Safe.

Her pulse drummed with fear. How could she ever be safe again when she knew that from now until
forever she was carrying awitch’s enmity aong with her wherever she went? She and Ethy might have
escaped for the moment, but sooner or later the Widow would track them down, each and every one of
them?—just as she’ d promised?—and then what would they do?

Whatcould they do?

They would have to push her into the sea, Kararedized. They would have to become murderersin
truth.

The day had begun asalark. Now it felt so grim that Karawondered if she’ d ever fed lighthearted
agan.

Shefindly caught up with Ethy and the two of them pedaed on across town until they reached Peter
Street. There they threw their bicycles by the door that led up to Denzil’ sloft and pelted up the Sairsto
tell him what had happened.

3.

The Widow stood in the middle of the road until the two girlswere out of sight. She saw a curtain move
in the window of a neighbouring house and turned in its direction. Whoever had been watching from the
window had now ducked out of sight.

“You, too,” theWidow said. “I’ll ruinyou al. I’'ll bring down such astorm on thistown that there won't
be anyone |eft after its tempest and roar to remember it.”



{ Page368} But first shewould ded with this ragtag gaggle of miserable urchins and the like who thought
they could prove any sort of amatch for her.

Faint laughter spilled from the shadows a ongside the hedge as she entered her garden, but she ignored
it. She knelt down by the stoop and unfolded the newspapers from around her fetch. Her eyesteared as
shetook in the damage that the small creature had sustained.

“There, there,” she crooned, gently lifting Windle from the papers. “Mother will have you well again, my
S/\/a.”

Her heart broke at the pitiful whimpersthat even her gentle handling drew out of the fetch.
Thiswould be redressed, she swore.

“On the graves of my mother and grandmother,” she said, looking into the shadows where they collected
againg the side of the cottage. “ Do you hear me? Let them never know rest if | fail to keep my vow.”

We hear, the shadows whispered.

“Will you lend mewhat | need?’

Whatever you need.

And then the shadows rang again with that too familiar laughter, hollow and mocking.

The Widow merely regarded them for along moment, then opened the door to her cottage and carried
Windleinsde.

4.

High on Mabe Hill, overlooking the town of Bodbury, were the ruins of an old church called
Creak-a-vose after the ancient barrow mound upon which it had been built. A rambling affair, its bell
tower had fdlenin onitsdf and one of itswalls had tumbled down. Its roof was opentotheair. The
remaining three walls were covered with vines and ivy and home to birds and one owl. It was there that

the conspirators met as evening fell, straggling into the ruins by ones and twaos until al, except Ratty
Friggens, were gathered.

“| fear theworst,” Denzil said when another half hour had dragged by and the Tatters boy <till hadn't
made an gppearance. “ After what the girlstold me. . .”

Henkie nodded grimly. “The bloody Widow must have got to him.”

{ Page369} Jodi’ s happiness e finally being freed from the confines of Lizzi€ s office had taken a
downward turn as she learned of the narrow escapes made by Karaand Ethy. Ratty’ s absence smply
made her fed worse.

It was till an hour’ swalk acrossfarmers pastures and moorland to the field where the Men-an-Tal
stood with its two outriding standing stones, one on ether side of its hole. Taupin had reckoned that if
they left Creak-a-vose come dusk, they would reach the tolmen just asthe moon wasrising. The
argument now was as to who would go.



“The children must be sent back to town,” Denzil said. “We can't be responsible for harm coming to any
more of them, you.”

The other adults nodded in agreement, but Kara shook her head.

“We'recoming,” shesaid.

“Don’'t gart,” Henkietold her.

But Kara stood her ground.

“It will betoo dangerous,” Lizziesaid. “Y ou’ ve done your share dready ?—more than your share.”

Taupin had dso reckoned that they’ d had such an easy time of it for the later part of the afternoon
because the Widow had been lying low, seeing to the wounds of her fetch.

“We renot scared,” Ethy said, though even inthe dim light they could dl see her trembling.

“You don't understand,” Karaadded. “It’ s not that wewant to come; we just don’t have any other
choice”

Ethy nodded.
“We haveto stick together,” Peter said.

“None of uswantsto be on our own when the Widow sends her creatures out to hunt us down,” Kara
sad.

“I hadn’t thought of that,” Taupin said.

But Denzil till disagreed. “ She'll be too concerned with usto trouble anyone e se tonight,” he said.
“How can you be sure?’ Kara asked.

“I..."” Denzil looked to the othersfor help, but no one could offer any. “I can't,” hefinished lamely.
“Sothereyou haveit,” Karasad firmly. “Weadl go.”

“If we'regoing,” Taupin putin, “thenit'll have to be quickly. If we reto makeit to the one by
moonrise, thet is”

Denzil looked around one last time at the other adults, hoping that someone could think of a better
solution than bringing the chil-

{ Page370} dren along with them, but there was till no help to be found. Lizzie sighed and shook her
head. Taupin shrugged. Henkie grumbled into his beard.

“No other way about it that | can see,” the big man said.

“Maybewe shouldn't go a al,” Jodi piped up. “Any of us. We could St out the night in aboat, out on



the bay where she can’'t get near us.”
“Seadead,” Peter muttered.
“Shedidn’t call up any seadead last night,” Jodi said.

“It was probably too late at night,” Karasaid, “or it al happened too quickly for her. Perhapsit takes
timeto cal themup.”

“Perhapsthere sno such thing,” Denzil offered.

Taupin smiled. “ Still begrudging what lies at the end of your nose?’

“Just because one mad thing istrue, it doesn't meanit dl is” Denzil replied.

“How can you ook at Jodi and not accept ?>—"

“1 accept she'saSmadll, you,” Denzil said. “But the secret to science isthat one should be ableto arrive
at the same st of results every time one has set up a specific experiment or set of conditions. It hasto be
repeatable?—nothing esewill do. | can see Jodi isa Smdl, and sheremains a Smdll, therefore such a
thing can be”

“And the Widow’ s magics?’

“| can accept that she' s capable of turning anormal-sized being into a Small and | will remain open to
her other powersfor safety’ s sake, but that doesn’t necessarily mean she can do all that awitch from the
folktaescan.”

“Likeraising the dead?’ Henkie asked.

1] Exmly.”

“Can’'t be done?’

Denzil nodded firmly.

“Then what do you have to say about my mate Briello who you were gabbing with last night?’

1] I .”

“It growslate” Lizzieinterrupted.

Denzil blinked at her for amoment, then nodded. “We should go.”

They trooped outside and stood in a bunch.

“ Seawater works againgt the Widow and the creatures she makes,” { Page 371} Henkie said, “ but what
about these sea dead? What' |l we do if we run into them?’

They each had satchd s carrying baloonsfilled with st water, or watersacks filled with the same. They
were heavy, but no one complained.



“WEe Il have to hope that we re going too far inland for them to come,” Taupin said. “Come aong now,
and watch your step.”

With the moon still below the horizon, it was dark out in the fields. Henkie complained about the lack of
light. He had abig hammer stuck in hisbelt and had also carried up an ail lamp.

“It'snot like shewon't track us down,” he said.
“Only why makeit easier for her?’ Lizzie asked him.
The big man’ s reply was awordless sound that rumbled deep in his chest.

“If we should get separated,” Denzil said, dways the worrier, “should we plan to meet back here?—at
the church?

With that agreed upon, they findly set off.

Taupin led the way cross country, following trailsthat only he knew, acquiring his knowledge of them
from his congtant traveling about the countryside that surrounded the town. He knew which fields had
boggy patches that needed to be avoided, which hedgerows could be dipped through with the least
amount of effort, where there were nettles and where there weren't.

Thefields opened up into ragged moorland as they neared the Men-an-Tol. Sweeps of heather, dried
ferns, and prickly gorse spread out on all sides of them, but were soon lost to easy view asragged mists
rose up from the ground with the cooling of the night air.

“Good wesather for hummocks,” Peter whispered.

“Don’t even mention anything to do with ghosts,” Denzil warned him.

He was holding Ethy’ s hand and could fed her trembling beside him at the very thought of some etheresl
hummock rising up from the gorseto pluck at her clothing.

They reached the holed stone just as the moon was peeking over the horizon, giving the mists an even
ghodtlier air. Photographs and etchings gave the tolmen a height and majesty thet it didn't havein red life.
Thecircular stone cameto just barely above Henkie swast, but the hole was large enough for even
Peter to crawl through, and there remained an air of mystery and ancient riddles about it despite{ Page
372} itssmall sze. Therising mists added to its sense of otherworldly glamour.

Shivering, they al gathered about the stone and looked at one another.

“What do we do now?’ Kara asked.

“I have to go nine times through the hole in the stone,” Jodi piped.

Her throat was getting sore again from constantly having to shout to be heard.

“Dotherest of usdo anything?’ Peter asked as Lizzie stepped towards the stone with Jodi cupped in
her hands.



“Watch, | suppose,” Jodi said.

“Should we make acircle of seawater around the stone to protect us from the witch’'s creatures?’
Henkie asked.

“That would kill the vegetation,” Taupin said.

“Who'sto mind?’

“Maybe what we re cdling up from the stone?’

“There sthat,” Henkie agreed.

He st hisoil lamp down on the ground at hisfeet and fingered the haft of his hammer.

“Areyou ready?’ Lizzie asked Jodi.

“What' sto do?’ she replied, sounding cockier than Denzil knew she must be fedling.

Lizzie passed her through the hole in the stone.

“That'sone,” Henkie said.

Nothing happened, except that the mists continued to deepen, hanging low to the moors, while the moon
climbed steadily up in the sky. As Lizzie continued to pass Jodi through the holein the Men-an-Tal, one
voice, then another, joined Henki€ s counting until they were al counting with him.

“Saven”

Denzil cocked his ear, thinking that he had heard something. He sensed something approaching, felt it
deep in hisbones. It wasn't the Widow, or any of her creatures. It was more asound. A strange sort of
music, distant and eerie. Unfamiliar, but he fdt asthough he' d known it al hislife.

“Eight”

Themusic grew until he could begin to pick out the instruments. He could hear harping init and fiddle,
the hollow drumbest of a crowdy crawn and a breathy flute. But there were no musicians, just the moor.

{Page373} He could tell that the others also heard it now as they lifted their heads and tried to peer
through the migts that surrounded them. A faint light caught Denzil’ s eye. He turned back to look at the
tolmen where aglow like the last ember of afire hovered in the center of the stone’ shole.

Lizzie brought Jodi through the hole and around the outside of the stone again. As she started to put her
through for thefind time, the music swelled around them.

“Ning,” Henkie breathed, his voice done, the others all hushed.

Light flared from the hole, piercing and bright. The music had risen to a crescendo with the flare, then
faded to dying echoes asthe light died, winked out, was gone.

Henkie fumbled with amatch, muttering to himsdlf until hefindly got hisail lamp lit. Thelamp'slight cast



adim glow over the stone where Lizzie stood staring down at her empty pams.
“She'sgone” Lizziesad. “Shesmply vanished. . . ”

With thelight, Denzil thought. Withthe music.

Deepin his chest he felt apang of loss.

“Jodi . .."” hewhispered.

Would he ever see her again?

“Oh, bloody hell,” Henkie said.

Denzil looked up to see what had agitated the artist thistime and his own heart sank. Coming out of the
mistson al sdes of them were shambling man-shapes. A bog-reek wasin theair, low and cloying.
Cutting above it came the sharp scent of the sear sdlt and brine; the smell of wet seaweed and rotting fish.
Why did he have to be wrong again? Denzil asked.

But wrong he was.

For these were drowned men that encircled the stone, drowned men caled up from the sea graves that
marched across the moors and fields to confront them herein this place.

The Widowcould call up the seadead.

5.

From the dark night on the moors outside Bodbury, the ninth passage through the stone’ s hole plunged
Jodi into aworld of bright light.

Daylight, sheredlized as her eyes adjusted to the glare.
A sunny day.
Inadifferent world.

{Page374} Ohraw we. . . .

She found hersdlf to be the sametiny size she' d been in the other world. Shewas sitting in abed of dried

fernsand looking straight at the Men-an-Tal, which had either come with her to thisworld, or existed
hereaswell. The sunlight gleamed on its stone.

How could thisberea?

And that made her want to laugh?—hystericaly, perhaps, but laugh all the same. For here she'd just

spent the better part of two days the size of amouse and she was thinking that magica otherworlds were
impossible?

But 4ill. . ..



113 ‘mi .”
Sheturned at the sound of that familiar voiceto find a stranger facing her >—but a stranger with eyes she

knew, whose body, for dl its physical unfamiliarity, sood in the same stance that someone else's body
had often stood, who stepped towards her with a step that was also familiar.

And she had never seen him beforein her life.

Hewas small, just as she was, which made him exactly theright size, she supposed. His earstapered to
small points at their tops, small gold hoopsin each lobe; his hair was curly and golden and also swirled up

to form abit of apoint a the top of hishead. His eyeswere familiar, hisface merry, hisbody denderina
shirt, jacket, and trousers of mottled moorland colours. He was barefoot.

She knew him. Shedidn’t know him.
“Edern . .. 7" sheasked.
The stranger nodded.

“I'm grateful for your coming,” he said.
Constant Billy

{ Page375} The stories are dways waiting, dways listening for names; when they hear the namesthey’re
listening for they swallow the people up.

?—RUSSEL L HOBAN, fromThe Medusa Frequency

Janey wasn’ tready for more bad news, but that was what was waiting for her when she and Clare
finally got back to the house on Duck Strest.

“I"'m sorry, my fortune,” the Gaffer said. “I rang up Kit as you asked me to do and she told me she was
about to call you hersdlf. 1t's about your American tour.”

Janey could fed her heart sinking.
“What about it?" she asked.
“It'sbeen canceled.”

“Cancded?But. .. 7

She looked to Felix for help, but found only sympathy.

“Oh, Janey,” Clare said, laying ahand on her arm. “That’ sawful.”



“How can it be canceled?’ Janey asked. “Did she say why?’

The Gaffer shook his head. “ She had no idea. She said she would look into it, but couldn’t expect to
have any word back until tomorrow, it being Sunday and dl. I'm sorry, my love. | know you were
looking forward to it.”

“It'snot just that. It. . .”

Firgt that odd message from theRolling Sione reporter this morning about how his editor had canceled
her participation in hisarticle, and now this. It wasn't coincidence. Someone was out to make her life as
miserable asthey possibly could. And now, after the talk she and Clare had had with Peter Goninan, she

could make an educated guess as to who that someone was.

“It' sMadden,” she said. “It’ sthat John Madden.”

Clare nodded in dow agreement. “1f what Mr. Goninan told us about him istrue, then | think you're
right. He' s set upon getting the book from you and until you giveit to him, he' sgoing to keep after you
until you don't fedl you have any choicebut to giveitto him.”

{Page376} “I think we re missing something here,” Felix said.

Janey looked at the confusion on hisand her grandfather’ sfeatures. Sighing, she plunked herself down
on the sofabesde Fdlix.

“Welearned an awful lot from Peter Goninan,” she said.
The Gaffer hrumphed. “1 hope you listened with agrain of sdt. The manis haf-daft.”

“But the other half,” Clare said with asmile as shetook a seet, “isfascinating.”

“I likehim,” Janey added. “1 like him an awful lot.”

The Gaffer shook his head. “Now that do belong,” he said. “ Peter Goninan charming anyone, little say
you.”

“I’'m easy to get along with,” Janey protested. At the raised eyebrows that statement called up from
everyonein the room, she added, “Well, in amanner of spesking.”

“I wasn't thinking of you so much, my love,” the Gaffer said, “as | was of Peter. He' s such an odd bird”
?—Janey couldn’t stop alittle smile at that description of Goninan?—*gticking to himsdf up onthat farm
of histhe way he does. Gives new meaning to the word recluse, does't he just? I’m surprised he even

spoketoyou at al.”
“He' sdying,” Janey sad.
The Gaffer fel slent, consdering that.

“Maybe the reason he keeps to himself is because there' s never been anyone e seinterested in the kinds
of thingsheis,” Janey added. “ That doesn’t make him bad?—just eccentric. He probably got into the
habit of being alone when he was younger and now he just prefersit that way.”



“I never thought of it quitelikethat,” the Gaffer said. “He was dways?—standoffish. Seemed to hold
himsdlf to be better than the rest of us. Didn’t care for games or fishing or anything that the rest of usdid,
just his books and his birds. The only ones of uswho had any time for him were Billy and Morley Jenkin?
—but the Jenkins moved up country just before we all took our O levels and Billy never seemed to
gpend that much time with him?—not that | ever saw.”

“Maybe he just seemed standoffish,” Clare said. “It’ s not easy to be mates when you don’t think you
have anything in common with the rest of the blokes.”

The Gaffer nodded.

“That woman,” Janey said. “Her name' s Helen Bray and she’ shisniece. She' snursing him.”
“And he' sdying, you say?’

Janey nodded.

{Page377}“Makes mefed abit of arotter.”

“I know exactly what you mean, Gramps. When | think of how | used to laugh at his stick figure out by
thediffs | just fed awful.”

“You couldn’t know,” Felix sad.
The Gaffer nodded. “ But we should have been more charitable.”
Janey sighed, then sat up alittle Straighter.

“Anyway,” shesad, “heknew al about the tattoo. It belongsto ahermetic order called the Order of the
Grey Dove and the head of it isthis John Madden who' s so mad keen to get his hands on Billy’ s book.”

She and Clare went on to relate what Goninan had told them of Madden’ s background, of the different
states of consciousness, and how an artifact or taisman likeThe Little Country was akind of shortcut to
attaining higher planes of being and the subsequent power that came with them.

“Theyears of study are what prepares a person to be responsible when they findly attain those higher
dates,” Clarefinished up. “Without it, they have power, but not the wisdom to use it properly.

Respongbly.”

Neither Felix nor the Gaffer had much to say and Janey knew exactly why. It al sounded abit mad.
Laid out asthey had just presented it, shewasn't dl that sure hersaf anymore asto how true any of it
was. It made akind of sense?—but first you needed to take that quantum legp forward that accepted the
fact that paranormd abilities were possiblein thefirst place.

“Hedsotold usabout Lena,” Janey said. “ Apparently her father, Roland Grant, isabig-shot American
businessman who aso just happens to be amember of the Order’ s Inner Circle.”

Shewent on to name the other three.

“I've heard of EvaDiesd,” Felix said. “ She doesn't seem to fit in with what you'retelling us. So far as|



cantdl, fromwhat I’ ve read by her, she' sheavily into humanist causes and environmenta concerns.”

“It'ssupposed to be afacade,” Clare said. “Mr. Goninan said that if you took the time to thoroughly
document all the various causes she' s supported, together with the eventua ramifications of those that
were implemented, you' d find that her hands are just as dirty astherest of them.”

Fdix shook hishead. “Y ou know what this sounds like? One of those nutty conspiracy fantasies.
Paranoiarunning out of control. It doesn’t seem to fit the real world.”

“I can't help that,” Janey said.
She could fed her back getting up and tried hard to stay calm.

{Page378}“What about things like the Christine Kedler affair or the American Watergate?' Clare
asked. “They seemed just as Byzantine and improbable when news of them first surfaced.”

Felix amiled. “But they didn’t involve magic.”
“You'rejust being obstinate,” Janey said.

“No, I’'mnot. I’'mjust trying to put it into perspective, that'sal. | mean, it’slike serioudy considering
Elvistill being dive”

“It'snot likethat a dl,” Claretold him, “and you know it.”

“Okay,” Felix said. “1 stand corrected. But how’ sthis Goninan, living way out in the sticksthe way he
does, supposed to havetheingdeline on al this stuff?”

Maybe hishirdstdl him, Janey thought.
“That' snot redly the point, my gold,” the Gaffer said.
Felix turned to him. “What do you mean?’

“Wéll, there' sthe book itsdlf.”

Janey nodded. “We can prove it with the book. Y ou’ ve read it, Gramps. What' sit about?’

“| wasjust looking at it again last night,” he replied, “but | remember the story well enough that | didn’t
need to read it again. It takes place in an imaginary town, very much like Penzance, but set around the
turn of the century, or perhaps even abit before that.”

Janey and Felix both nodded in agreement, but their festures grew increasingly more puzzled asthe
Gaffer went on to relate hisverson of The Little Country, of the captain of afishing lugger caledThe
Talisman and the orphan girl who' d disguised hersdf asaboy to work on the boat with him.

Clare, not having read the book hersdlf, could make no comment, but Janey and Felix were both
shaking their heeds when the Gaffer wasfindly done outlining the novel for them.

“That’ snot the story I'mreading,” Janey said findly.



“And it’'snot the one I’ m reading either,” Felix said. “Mine sabout asailor, dl right, but heworkson a
freighter. He comes to the same town, and he meets a girl with the same name, but she' s older than your
orphan, Tom, and it looks to me like the book’ s going to be aromance as much asit is an adventure

dory.”
Janey felt an odd tingle start up in the base of her neck and travel down her spine.

“Therearen't any sailorsintheonel’m reading,” she said, “but there' slots of magic. The story’ sjust
thick with it.”

Clarelooked at them one by one. “Thisisweird,” she said.

{Page379}“Very weird,” Felix agreed. “I think I’'m ready to listen to what your Peter Goninan had to
say about dl of this”

“Can | seethebook?’ Clare asked.

Janey fetched the copy of The Little Country and brought it over to where Clare was sitting. She
perched on the arm of the chair as Clare opened the book to the first page of text and started to read.

“What' sthefirgt linesay?’ Janey asked.
“ *She hadn’t ways been crippled, but she might aswell have been,” ” Clare read.
Janey shook her head. “That’s not what | see.”

Sheread out the opening line that was there for her, then looked up &t the others. It wasn't even
remotely the same. Her version opened with aline of diadogue.

Thetinglein her spine grew stronger.
“Itisn't possble?—isit?’ she asked.

The Gaffer only shrugged helplessly. Fdlix crossed the room to where the two women were Sitting and,
looking over Janey’ s shoulder, read the opening line of his own version aoud.

“It'sredly true,” Claresaid in avoice asquiet asawhisper. “It redlyis different for everyone. . . .”
“Ligen,” Janey said suddenly. “ Can you hear it?’

As shadows sometimes seemed to move when viewed from the corner of on€e' s eye, so she could hear?
—from the corner of her ear, asit were?—afant hint of music. She couldn’t pick out either the melody
line or the instrumentation. It was too vaguely defined for that. But she could hear it. She knew it was

there.

And she' d heard it before. It was that same music that she’ d been trying to pick out yesterday afternoon
when theRolling Sone reporter had come ' round and interrupted her.

“Musc,” the Gaffer said. “It'slikemusic. .. .”

Janey reached over to Clare' slap and gently shut the book.



The sound disappeared as soon as the cover was closed, vanishing as though aturntable arm had been
lifted from the spiraling matrix of arecord’ sgrooves. But the tingling sensation that Janey felt was il
with her.

“Magic,” shesad.

The others nodded in agreement. For along time none of them could speak, each lost in the wonder of
the moment.

Janey hugged the redlity of the book’ s enchantment to her like the precious secret it was.
Magicwasred.

{Page380} Smallsand . . . that music . . . the hidden music that was the title of Billy’s second book . . .
the music that she' d always wanted to hear. To be abletoplay it. . . .

ltwasal red.

And then another redlity pressed to the fore of her mind. If the magic wasred, then so was John
Madden’s Order of the Grey Dove. And the danger they presented lay on more levelsthan smply the
physica world.

“Mr. Goninan said the book isataisman,” shesaid. “A talisman that should only be wielded by its
proper guardian. And that if none of uswasthat guardian, then we should hide it?—keep it safdly in trust
for when that guardian would comefor it.”

“That guardian won’'t be John Madden,” Clare said.

Janey shook her head. “And | don't think it’sany one of us, either, except. . .” Her voicetrailed off.

“Except what, my flower?” the Gaffer asked.

“I fed soclosetoitsmusic. . . .”

“Where can we hide the book?’ Clare asked, ever practical.

“I don't know. | ...” Janey looked around the room. “I can’t think of any place that would be safe.”

“Mr. Goninan said the book would tell us,” Clare reminded her.

Janey nodded. “That'sright. Hedid. Only if it does, | haven't got to thet bit init yet.”

“We should hideit quickly,” the Gaffer said.

“We haveto finishreading it first,” Janey said.

“Now isthat wise, my robin?’

“That’ swhat Mr. Goninan said. Until we finish reading it, acrack of itsmagic will stay open and
Madden will be ableto useit to track the book down.”



“Tom'sdready finished it,” Felix said. “ That leaves the three of us. We could St together on the couch.”

“Ta” Claresad.
Fdix’ seyebrowsrose quizzicdly. “What for?’

“For including me.”

“There was never any question,” Janey said. “It’sjust. . .” She shook her head at the look that came
over her friend' sfeatures. “Oh, no,” she added. “I wasn't changing my mind about your reading it. | was
just wondering if we shouldn’t go through the rest of Billy’s manuscripts and the like first. He might have
made notes on the book 2—written something that would explain thingsto us better.”

“Want meto get them?’ Felix asked.

{ Page381} Janey nodded. “ There sthe box in the kitchen that we dmost lost to that burglar, and then
morein the open chest in the attic.”

She went to help him bring down the chest. The Gaffer set about making some teawhile Clare prepared
aplate of sandwiches. By thetimeit wasdl ready, the living room of the Gaffer’ s house looked as
though abomb had hit it with manuscripts, papers, magazines, and the like piled every which way one

turned.

It was Clare who found the second piece of magic, hidden away in Dunthorn’s chest.

“Look at this,” she said, holding up an old photograph.

It wastinted in sepiatones, the image areafading near the edges. The surface of the photo was wrinkled
from having been bent sometimein the past, but the image was il easy to make out.

“That'smy Addiewhen shewasagirl,” the Gaffer said.

“Can | see?’ Janey asked, reaching for it.

The photo showed ayoung girl of about eleven sitting in an old fat-armed easy chair. Shewas dressed in
an old-fashioned dress and brown lace-up shoes and her hair hung in ringlets. There was a cheerful smile
on her face and her gaze was fixed on something just over what must have been the photographer’s

shoulder?—probably her father, making aface at her to get her to amile, Janey thought.

Most of the rest of the photo was blurry, but she could make out curtains and a picture on the wall
behind the chair, adoor directly to theright of it, while on the left >—
Janey’ s breath went short.

There on the left arm of the chair was the ghostly image of alittle man. He was dressed in awhite shirt
and dark trousers. His head was bald, but he had afull, trimmed beard. And he was playing afiddle,

hunched over the ingrument that was in the crook of his shoulder.

A Smdll.



Janey’ stingling sensation intensified as she looked at the little man. She could amost hear the music he
was playing.

“What isit?’ Felix asked.
“There” Janey said. “On the left arm of the chair.”

“Lookslike asmudge of light?—there was probably awindow open behind the chair and the light
coming through it reflected on the camera slens. They didn’t exactly have the best equipment in those

days”
But Janey was shaking her head.” Look at it,” she said. “Take areally closelook at it.”
{Page382} So Felix did, with Clare and the Gaffer peering over his shoulder.

“What am | supposed to be seeing?’ Felix asked.

Janey pointed. “If that'sanarm .. .”

“It' salittleman!” Clare cried. “Oh, my God. There salittle man sitting there, playing afiddle.”
Feix started to laugh, but then both he and the Gaffer saw the Small aswell.

“Garm,” the Geffer said. “I never.”

“That’ sunbelievable,” Felix added. “Evenif it'sjust atrick of thelight, it' sjust fabulous.”

“ItsaSmall,” Janey said. “That’' swhere‘ The Smdls andThe Hidden People came from. That
picture”

“Or maybe,” Clare said with amischievous gleam in her eye, “it only confirmed something he dready
knew.”

“I'll bet you'reright,” Janey said.

“I’ve seen that photo ahundred times,” the Gaffer said, “but | never noticed thelittleman in it before.”
“Y ou’ ve got another copy?’ Felix asked.

The Gaffer nodded.

“Canweseeit?’ Janey asked.

“I'll s=eif | canfindit, my love.”

He rummaged about through some photo abumsin the bottom of the bookshelf near the hearth until he
findly found the one he was looking for.

“Hereitis” hesad, holding the album open so they could dl seeit.

“And the Smdl’sthereaswdl,” Janey said. “1 wonder if he' sin any more photos?’



She started to reach for the album, but Fdlix touched her shoulder.

“It' sgtarting to get on,” he said. “Maybe we should get to the book. If Madden’ s dready in town as
your friend Goninan said he was, we probably don't have awholelot of time.”

Clare nodded. “I’'m afast reader so I'll be able to catch up with the rest of you quickly.”

“Andinthemeantime,” the Gaffer said, “I’ll continueto look through dl of this”

Hewaved hishand at Dunthorn’s papers and manuscripts that were littering the room. True to hisword,
he sat himsdlf down in hisreading chair and picked up another sheaf of papers. The others made
themsalves comfortable on the sofa, Fdlix in the middle, Janey and Clare on either sde of him, and
started to read.

“It'snot hisusud style of writing, isit?’ Clare said as she turned{ Page 383} the page to the second
chapter. “I1t' snot aswell written as his other books.”

“I thought that, too,” Janey said. “I supposeit’s becausewe re telling the story to ourselves.”

Feix tapped the book with hisfinger.

“Let’sjust read and save the critiquesfor later,” he said.

“Spoilsport,” Clare said.

“Bully,” Janey added.

Felix amiled at the pair of them and shook his head.

“Just reed,” he said.

2.

John Madden sat quietly in the chair by the window in Gazo' s hotdl room and watched the movement of
the waves on Mount’ s Bay, hismind far from the view that hiseyestook in. Behind him, Gazo was il
sitting on the bed, reading a magazine. Grant, wasin the other chair, his daughter stting by hisknee. They
had been conversing with each other in soft voices for atime, but now the only sound in the room was
that of Gazo turning the pages of hismagazine.

Madden appreciated the quiet. It let him still hisown thoughts. It let him put to rest dl theinner
conversation that the mind will dways amuseitsdf withif given freerein, alowing the antiquity of theland
to soak into hissoul.

From the westernmost tip of Land’ s End to where the Tamar River followed the Devon-Cornwall
border, dmost making an idand of Cornwall, the familiar spirit of the countryside spoketo him. Itsquiet
murmur filled him with its presence, whispering ancient stories and secrets, unlocking riddles, replenishing
his store of its hidden wisdoms that had dowly leaked avay since he had last walked its shores.

Time goledl ?>—even from one such as Madden who hoarded these secret resources as a miser might
hisgold. So now hefilled the holesin his memory, renewed his bond with the past and the unaging



mysteriesthat history carried into the present. Thiswas the real magic to which he was heir: the
understanding that neither logic nor emotion on its own was enough to kegp aman’ s soul pure, and
thereby at the pesak of its power. The mind narrowed and blocked the world into understandable
packages with which it could deal, but the soul required a broader view, one that encompassed both the
microcosm of the mind’ s perceptions as well as the macrocosm of { Page 384} the world as awhole with
which it must interact. Lessthan a perfect harmony of the two left one crippled.

So Madden drank in the sweet secret that was the underlying heartbeet of theland. He let the rhythm of
his own pulsejoin with itsancient rhythm until the two hearts beat as one.

The one dissonance was thetrail of his protégé as he walked heedlessy acrossthe land’ s mystery,
disturbing and unraveling its harmony with his unconsdered intrigues and scheming.

Heavy footsteps; athoughtless tread.

From the vantage point of perception that he now inhabited, Madden could read every irresponsible
move Michaegl had made, every tenet of the Order that he had set aside.

For, Madden redlized now, Michael had forgotten thefirst rule of dealing with the sheep. Thetrick to
ruling them wasto not let them know that they were being ruled. Treat them well, and they were as
happy as their wool-bearing cousinsin the fields, contented with their lot. One needed to cull the odd
dissdent, or firmly yet subtly ded with the odd disguised wolf that might creep in among the innocents.

It was plain common sense. Happy sheep were sheep that did what they were told and caused no
disharmony or inconvenience. They let the gearsthat run the world turn fredly, without need for repair.
Sometimes patience was necessary, for subtle control required equally subtle solutions to problems that
did arise, but the rewards were proportionate to the effort one expended.

Michad’ s present methods gained immediate results, but they aso required far too great an expenditure
intime and resourcesafter the fact to tie up the loose ends. The point Michagl missed wasthat, certainly,
he could remove an interference such as the Mabley woman had proven to be, but then he had to dedl
with the ramifications of that act aswell as continue with his principa course of action. Too many such
deviations from the central project and onelost one' s control of the Situation.

Aswitnessthe present date of affairs.
Madden sighed.

A great dedl of work lay ahead in bringing some semblance of order back to what Michad had
mismanaged. For at the heart of it al lay the secret that Dunthorn had hidden away: the key.

Madden was till undecided asto whether or not it was an artifact of some sort, aphysica talisman that
would unlock amystery of which he still lacked afull understanding, but he knew he must have{ Page
385}it. He had also come to redlize that the key must be acquired with the least amount of coercion. It
could be stolen, but the cost must not bein blood.

He had falen victim to that same erroneous mismanagement when first confronting Dunthorn; and he had
paid for that mistake. Paid with decades of lost time?—yearsin which, if he had had the key, he would
have been that much further dong in hisambitions.

The lost time nagged a him, like a heartache that came and went, and had no cure. But it had taught him



patience, and he wouldn’t make the same error twice.

He doubted that the key would ever be willingly handed over to him?—which would be the optimum
method of acquisition. But he could seeto it that when it findly cameinto his possession, it did so with
the least amount of harm to its present guardian.

To do that, he must first deal with Michadl.

There was no indication on hisfeatures asto what went through hismind. To al intents and purposes, it
appeared as though he was merdly watching the view from the window. But that was another part of
Madden’ s magic: control. He was aware of every thread of movement about him, yet gave no sign that
he was even paying attention in thefirgt place. So it was that he could sense the dmost imperceptible
movement of Lenashifting her position dightly and knew that she was about to speak before she ever
said aword.

“I’ve been thinking about the Littles, Daddy,” she said.
Madden glanced over & her.

“What about them?’ he asked before her father could reply.
“Well, shouldn’t we warn them?—about Bett, | mean?’

“And what do we tdll them abouthow we know?” Madden shook his head. “No. Much as| will regret it
if any harm comesto them, we must play this out without warning them.”

But he looked more carefully at Lena, and wondered. It was odd how her question had cut so closeto
the turn his own thoughts had taken, but then he realized that her concern grew not from the same source
as hisown. Heworried about despoiling the key by acquiring it through violence. She worried for the
Littlesthemselves, and their friends. Most of her worry was probably for this Felix Gavin.

And that was odd aswell, he thought. In al the years he' d known her ?—watching her grow from the
child she had been to the woman she was today ?—he had never sensed in her an interest for anything
other than afulfillment of her own desires and amusements. Her trip{ Page 386} here had softened her,
made her carefor others?—and it wasn't Smply her libido driving that concern; her compassion was
Hfless.

Had the land touched her?

But if that was S0, then why had it not |eft its mark on Michael aswell? The reincarnated soul that his
body carried had itsrootsin this countryside from a previous life. Surely the ancient mysteriesthe land
carried, the heartbeat that Madden’s own pulse still twinned, would have spoken to Michadl aswell.

Perhaps they had.

And Michael had heard only the darker tonesin itsmusic.

“We could say Bett and we represent rival publishers,” Lenawas saying. “Y ou know. We' ve heard a

rumour of arare manuscript and each company would consider it acoup to bethefirst to acquire. . .
Her voicetrailed off as shetook in Madden’ s sudden intent interest in her proposdl.



“A manuscript,” Madden said. “ Of course.”

Thatwas where the secret |ay ?—in an unpublished manuscript. What better placeto hideit than
somewhere in among Dunthorn’ s papers and manuscripts? And to think he' d only wanted that
paperwork for the cluesit might afford him.

He had spent years trying to guess the key’ s secret ?—its physical shape, did it even have one. He had
thought it would be small, and something that could be easily carried?—acoin, an earring, atie pin. And
it would have something of theland in it?—tin was his best guess, consdering how much thetin mines
had once been a part of Cornwall’ s economy. But it could have been bone, too, from one of the animals
indigenousto the area; asmple fishbone. Or even apebble. A chip of granite. A diver of bluedvin
sone.

Theyears of frugtration had finally led him to consider his current pet theory: that it might not even be
something tangible at al. It might be aphrase. A snatch of music.

And he knew now ?—absolute yknew? —that he! d been partiadly right. The key washiddenina
manuscript. But it was only by reading it doud that the key would be activated, the door unlocked. . . .

“Why did | never think of that before?’ he murmured.

He probably had. But the concept, the idea, had smply evaded him. Was that another part of its
enchantment? That the veryidea of it would be hidden, so that just thinking about the talisman’s shape or
its wheresbouts madeit al the more secret?

“Think of what?' Grant asked.

{ Page387} But as Madden was deciding how much he cared to tell his associate, Lenawas aready
replying.

“It'shidden in amanuscript,” she said. She glanced at Madden. “ That'sit, isn't it?’
“It seemslikely,” Madden admitted. “ All things considered.”

Lenasighed. “And | amost had my hands on awhole box of them. .. .”
“Maybeit’sjust thedirectionsto find the thing that are in amanuscript,” Grant said.
“Either way, we need to acquire them,” Madden said.

But he already knew that somewhere in Dunthorn’s paperwork the key itself lay hidden, or €lse how
could the Littles?—knowingly or unknowingly >—have woken it? How else could he senseitscdl?

“So what do we do?’ Grant asked. “Do we still wait for Bett to show up, or do we go after the papers
oursalves?’

Madden wished it werethat Smple.
“Let methink about it,” he said.

3.



Although they till had a handful of chapters|eft to read, they dl decided to take abreak around five.
Felix stood up to stretch while Janey sat down on the floor beside the Gaffer to look at the other photos
he' d found scattered in among the manuscri pts and magazines. She studied each one carefully, but there
was no little man in any of them. Nor anything else remarkable either. They werejust old sepia
photographs, fascinating in their own right for the windows they opened onto Mousehol€' s pagt, but of
no more help than any of the manuscripts that the Gaffer had skimmed through proved to be.

Clare remained on the couch, holdingThe Little Country, rubbing her thumb againgt itslegther cover.
“Did you find anything useful in the storylinesyou read?’ she asked the others,

Felix shook his head. “Not redly. Mine sturned into amurder mystery. Hasn't got any magicinit at all.”

“That' s probably because you don't go for that kind of thing in thefirst place,” Clare said.

“1 read his other books?—and enjoyed them both.”

“But you don't normaly go for that kind of abook, do you?’

{Page388} “Not redly.”

Clare turned to Janey. “How about you?’

“I’'mnot sure,” Janey sad. “Isthe Men-an-Tol in either of yours?’

Clare and Fdix both nodded.

“But | don't think it’sin the same spot asitisin our world,” Felix said. “At least in respect to Penzance,
if the town in the book is even supposed to be Penzance.”

“Isthe stone closer?’ Janey asked.

“Just an hour’ swalk.”

“It' sthesamein ming” Clare said.

“And isthereahigh hill behind the town with aruined church onit?’
Again Clare and Felix nodded.

“They were both inthe story | read aswdll, my treasure,” the Gaffer said.

“How did hedoit?’ Clare asked. “How could al the stories have the same e ements, the same
characters and settings, and till be so different?’

“It'slike one of those booksyou hate,” Janey said with agrin. “What are they called again?’
“Interactivefiction,” Clare replied with alook of distaste,

“Maybe the book’ sredlly amagica computer,” Janey said. “We dl open the same program, but we



eech useit differently.”
“Why were you asking about the Men-an-Tol 7" Felix wanted to know.

“Becauseit gave meanidea,” Janey said. “A daft sort of an idea, but then again the whole Stuation’sa
bit med, isn'tit?’

“I don't think I’d blink at anything anymore,” the Gaffer said.

Janey nodded. “Did you ever hear of the Men-an-Tol being the entrance to a prehistoric barrow?’
“Of course,” her grandfather replied.

Clare nodded in agreement.

“Wadl, what if it' snot?” Janey said. “What if it' s the entrance to the BarrowWorld 7’

“Do you mean adifferent world entirely?’

“Wherethe piskieslive,” Janey agreed, smiling.

“That'sjust agtory . . .” the Gaffer began, then he dowly shook his head. “What am | saying?’

“Ninetimesthrough the hole,” Janey said. “ Folklore saysthat will cure your ills. But my version of the
book saysthat if you do it when{ Page 389} the moon’srising, it will open adoor to the Barrow World.”

“And then what?’ Felix asked.

“We put the book in and close the door.”

Clarelaughed. “You'reright, Little. That isadaft idea.”

“Maybe not,” Felix said. “ Theruleshave dl changed now. Magic works.”

Clare nodded. “Yes, but. . .” Shelooked from one to the other and then sighed. “It just seemstoo

“There ve dways been odd tales about moorland,” the Gaffer said. “Hummocks and piskiesand old
barrow mounds. If enchantments are redl, then it stands to reason that there would be awhole unseen
world waiting to be discovered.”

“I’'ve sometimes felt that long before we learned about the book,” Felix said.

“I know exactly what you mean,” Janey said. “ There ve been timeswhen I’ ve been out toodling tunes
by the cliffswhen I’ ve had the uncanniest fedling that there was more listening to me than the rocks and
the grass, only there' s never anyone, oranything, to be seen.”

Felix nodded. “1’ ve had that fedling, too. Especidly when I’'m playing near water.”

“Musc’ smagic anyway,” Janey said. “ Always has been. Why wouldn’t it cal to Smdlsand thelikeif
thereredly are such things?’



There came aknock at the door just then, interrupting their conversation.

“Tonight,” Janey said as she went to get the door. “ After we' ve finished the book, we'll go to the
Men-an-Tal tonight and see. Oh, hello, Dinny,” she added as she opened the door.

Dinny Boyd gave her an awkward smile. “ Didn’t know you had company, Janey. Maybe | should come
back another time?’

But Janey was dready pulling him inside. Onelook at him had told her that something was up, and
considering how odd the past few days had been, she didn’t doubt for amoment that it had something to
do with dl the other mad goings-on that had aready disrupted her life.

“Héllo, then,” Dinny said, nodding to the others as Janey closed the door. “Lovely day it sbeen, hasn't it
jus?”

Helooked, Janey thought, asthough it had been anything but. She' d never seen himin such asad date.
{ Page390} Tucking her armin his, shewaked him to avacant chair where she sat him down.

“What' s happened, Dinny?’ she asked.

“I...” Hisgaze shifted from hers, returned as quickly. “Isit that obvious?’

“ ‘Frad s0.”

“It'sjust?—I don’t know whereto begin.”

“I'll put on someteq,” the Gaffer said.

Janey sat on the arm of the chair and took Dinny’ s hand. He looked up at her and gave her avague
smilethat never quite reached hiseyes.

“We velos thefarm,” he said.

“Oh, nol” Clarecried.

Dinny nodded. “Dad got the oddest call from aman who said he’ d bought out our lease and was
evicting us”

“But they can’t do that, can they?’ Janey asked.

“I don’t know. Dad rang up our solicitor, but he said there was nothing he could do until Monday
morning. He sgoing to ring us back firg thing.”

Janey could fed her heart sinking. This had an uncomfortably familiar ring about it. First her participation
intheRolling Sone article, then her tour. . . .

“But if your solicitor can’t do anything until Monday,” Clare said, “than neither can thisman, | should
think.”



Dinny sighed. “That’ swhat Mum said. But this man?—he never did give us his name?—seemed very
knowledgeable and sure of himsdf. He knew dl the details of our leeseand . . "

He glanced at Janey.
Hereit came now, she thought.

“Hesad it was because of you, Janey. He said you could stop the whole thing from being findized.
What did he mean?’

Thiswas awful, Janey thought. How could she begin to explain?

“I've made mysdlf an enemy,” shesad findly. “A very powerful one, it seems.”

“I don’t understand.”

“Neither do I >—not redly. I...” Sheglanced a Clare. “1 think you should ring up your mum,” she said.
“And, Gramps,” she added to the Gaffer who' d just come in from the kitchen where he' d put on the
kettle, “when Clare’ s done, perhaps you should ring up Chakie and some of your other mates.”
{Page391} As Clare nodded, Janey gave Dinny amuch edited verson of the past few days. She left out
any reference to the paranormal, concentrating instead on Madden and the apparent wide sphere of his
influence

“It doesn’'t make any sense,” Dinny said. “What would this man want with an old book?’

“I think he stands to make a great dedl of money fromit,” Janey replied.

It wasn't wholly alie. Because money was power ?—an unpleasant redity that they were now having
driven home to them. Shejust didn’t know what elseto say that wouldn't make Dinny think they’d all
gone abit bonkers. She certainly wasn't going to let anyone e se sart reading the book >—not at thislate
date.

“Though Lord knows why hewould need more,” she said. “Any luck, Clare?’ she added as her friend
put down the receiver.

Clare shook her head. “Mum’ sfine. But there were two messages for me. Davie Rowe was by the
house earlier today and Owen from the bookstore |eft a message for meto call him. I’'m going to ring
them both up now.”

The others went back to their discussion as she picked up the receiver once more. Thefirst call was
short, the second longer.

“Well?' Janey asked.

Clare gave the Gaffer her seat by the phone so that he could make his own calls and returned to the
sofa

“Davie’ smum hasn't seen him since he left the house late last night,” she said. “ And that does’t bode
wdl.”



“Didn’t know you were mates with him,” Dinny said.
“Don’t start her on him,” Janey said.

Dinny shrugged. “ Seems like anice enough bloketo me.”
“What about Owen?’ Janey asked.

“Wdl, Owen,” Claresaid. “A man called him and told him that if he didn’t give me the sack, he/ d make
sure that there wasn't a publisher that would supply him with asingle other book until he did.”

“How can theydo this?’ Janey cried. “Where sthe bloody justiceinit? | don’t doubt that first thing
Monday morning, we can call up the bank to find that the bloody bastards have managed to do
something to our bank accounts aswell.”

She started to pace back and forth across the room, kicking a stack of manuscript pages across the
carpet before Felix got her to st{ Page 392} down. By then the Gaffer was off the phone, hisface grim.
Janey buried her facein her hands.

“I don’t want to know,” she said, her voice muffled.

“That was Chakie,” the Gaffer said. “ Someone killed Sara?—his cat” >—he added for Felix’ s sake?
—"and nailed her body to the tree ' round back of his house.”

“Oh, no!” Janey cried. “What if they’ ve got Jabez?’

She jumped from her seat and ran to the door. Hinging it open, she caled out for the Gaffer’ s cat who
came sauntering in after afew anxious moments and gave Janey an uncomprehending look as she svept
him up into her armsto give him a hug. Janey kicked the door shut with her foot and returned to her seat
on the sofa, till holding the cat.

“What do wedo 7’ she asked.

Fdlix took charge. “ There s not muchanyone can do until Monday morning,” hesaid, “so as| seeit, we
have to go on with our plan. Wefinish the book, then we hideit.”

“But what' sthe point?’ Janey said. “Even if we hideit so well that no one could ever find it, that till
won't sop them from ruining our lives and that of every one of our friends.”

“Well fight them,” Felix said.

The Gaffer shook hishead. “That will cost money, my beauty. They’ Il takeit to the courts and solicitors
cost money >—money that none of us have to spare. We're not rich folk like this John Madden.”

“If the book’ s gone?—gone forever,” Felix said, “then ther€ Il be nothing left to fight about, will there?’
“Unlessthey just want revenge,” Janey said morosely.

“I ill don't understand,” Dinny said. “What's so specia about this book? Why would a man want to
ruin the lives of people he has never met, just for abook?’



“Greed,” Claresaid.
“Spite,” Janey added.

“Well gand up to him,” Dinny said. “All the Boydswill. And our friendswill stand by us, just aswe'll
stand by you.”

“We appreciate that,” the Gaffer said.

Dinny nodded, looking grimmer by the moment. “We should go to the police aswell. There must be
lawsto protect us.”

“But we can’'t prove anything against these people,” Clare said. “We don’'t even know what they ook
like?—except for that Grant woman in Penzance.”

{Page393} Janey glared. “Anddon’t start me on her, either,” shesaid.

“Thenwe'll just have to maneuver them into a position where we can proveit,” Felix said.

“What do you mean?’ Dinny asked.

Felix started to explain, but Janey shook her head.

“Don't talk,” shesaid.

“Why not?"

She pointed to the shadows that had been growing in the corners of the room asthe day drew to itsend.
“Remember what we told you about what Mr. Goninan had to say about Madden and the shadows cast
by man-made objects?” She shook her head. “We ve been bloody fools. HE Il have heard everything
we ve aready talked about.”

“What' s old Peter have to do with this?” Dinny asked.

“It'stoo long to explain just now,” Janey said. She turned back to Felix. “Maybeit’ snot true, thisthing
about the shadows and Madden; maybe it’ simpossible, but the magic in the book’sred, isn't it?’

Dinny looked from oneto the other in confusion. “Magic?’ he said.

“It'samad sort of agtory,” Janey told him.

Dinny stood up, obvioudy il at ease.

“Perhaps | should be going,” he said.

Janey nodded and saw him to the door. “I’'m sorry that any of this had to come on you and your family.”

“It was't your fault.”

“WE | try to get things sussed out,” shetold him. “Don’'t worry about the farm. We' Il think of something



to stop this man before anything else happens.”
“If youneedany help .. .”
“WEe Il make sureto cal you straightway,” Janey said.

When she returned to the living room, the others were gtill arguing about magic and shadows and the
like

If Mr. Goninan wouldn't talk about it in hishouse,” Clare said, “and thisMadden isn't even looking for
him ...

The Gaffer pointed to a spot just above the front door where asmall brass figurine of apiskie stood on
the door frame?—placed there for luck.

“Jan Penalurick will keep us safe from any kind of magical spying and harm,” he said. “ So long aswe
day inthe house”

{Page394}“1t' s not redly the samething,” Clare said, but the Gaffer merely shushed her.

“If you can accept unkind magics, my love,” he said, “then you' Il have to accept kindly onesaswell.”
Fdix looked at Janey who smply nodded.

“I suppose,” shesaid.

She picked up aworn photo of William Dunthorn and looked at those familiar features that she knew
only through other photos.

It al centered around him.

Oh, Billy, shethought. Didn’t you think about what you were doing when you magicked your book?

TheMan Who Died and Rose Again

Chris’ simageisjust the perfect symbol for our civilization. It's a perfect event for us?—you haveto die
to survive. Because the persondlity is crucified in our society. That’ swhy so many people collapse, why
the menta hospitals are full. No one can survive the persondity that they want, which isthe hero of their
own drama. That hero dies, is massacred, and the sdif that is reborn remembersthat crucifixion.

?—LEONARD COHEN, from an interview inMusician, July 1988

When Bett pulled the trigger of hisautomatic, the normd flow of time ceased to have meaning for Davie
Rowe. He could dmost see the bullet leave the muzzle of the revolver, the spark of light deep in the bore



that had ignited the propulsion, the bul