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PROLOGUE

Col d curtains of Novenmber rain came drifting slowmy up the valley like an

endl ess procession of phantom nmourners follow ng an invisible hearse. From
beneat h an overhang of |inmestone a boy and an old nman squatted side by side
and gazed di sconsol ately out across the river to the dripping forest on the
far bank. Suddenly a sal non | eaped-a flicker of silver in the gloomand a
splash like a falling |l og. The boy's eyes gl eaned. "Ah," he breathed. "Did you
see hin?"

The ol d man grunted.
"I"'mgoing to try for him Peter.'

The man gl anced round out of the tail of his eyes and sniffed skeptically,
"What with?"

The boy unfastened the thong of his |eather knapsack, delved inside, and
pul | ed out a sl ender double-barrell ed wooden pi pe-somnet hing between a

twi n-stemmed whistle and a recorder. He rubbed it briskly on the sleeve of his
gray wool l en pullover then set the nouthpiece to his Iips and blew softly. A
note, clear and liquid as a blackbird' s, floated out frombeneath his fingers.
Anot her followed, and another, and then came a little frisking trill that set
the old man's pulse fluttering.

"Who taught you to play like that, [ad?"



"Mor fedd. "

The boy rose to his feet, stepped out into the rain, and had taken four or
five paces down the slope toward the river's edge when the old man called him
back. "Here," he said, pulling off his cap and flinging it across. "It'll keep
the rain off your neck."

The boy grinned his thanks, dragged the waxed | eather scuttle over his untidy
mop of black curls, and skipped down to where a flat rock jutted out into the
stream There he squatted, as close as he could get to the hurrying tawny
water, and once nore put the pipe to his |ips.

Squinting through the veiling rain, the old man becane unconfortably aware of
a chill area around the back of his neck where his cap had been and he hunched
down deeper into the collar of his sheepskin coat. Like w sps of gossaner, odd
di sconnected threads of music came floating up to himfromthe rain-pocked

wat ers bel ow and, as he half-listened, there suddenly flickered unbi dden
across his mnd s eye a |lightning-sharp vision of a |large and succul ent
dragonfly. So vivid was the image that for a confusing second he was convi nced
the insect was hovering a nmere hand-span before his nose. Next instant there
was an excited shouting frombelow, a flurry of splashing and he saw t he boy
staggeri ng anong the rain-wet boulders at the water's edge with a huge silver
fish struggling in his arns.

Wth an alacrity which wholly belied his years the old nman scranbl ed down the
bank just in tune to prevent the boy from neasuring his own length in a pool
He grabbed at the gul ping salmon, thrust his thunbs firmy into its gills and
contrived to bang its head against a rock. "Blast ne, boy!" he cried. "I never
saw such luck in all my days! Blast ne if | did!"

The boy | aughed delightedly. "He's big, isn't he? Did you see him junp? R ght
up at nme! Swoosh!"

The old man lifted the shuddering fish and contrived to hold it out at arnms
length. "1I'Il swear he's nigh on ten kils," he panted. "A regul ar whal e! Wat
are we going to do wi th hinf"

"Why, eat him of course.™

"Ah, sone for sure, lad. The rest we'd best try to snoke. But we've got to get
oursel ves across the streamfirst. Wth all this rain, by nightfall she'll be
up to twice your own height, and it's ten lomor nore round by Kirkby bridge.
Nip you up aloft and fetch the packs. W'll try for a crossing up around the
bend. "

The boy cl anbered back up to the overhang and ducked out of sight. The old man
selected a stout stick fromanong a tangle of driftwood, took a clasp knife
from his pocket and, having sharpened one end of the stick to a point, spiked
it through the salnon's gills and hefted the fish up on to his back

Twenty mnutes later the two of themwere over the river and picking their way
al ong the deer track that followed the far bank. By then the rain had eased
off to a steady, depressing drizzle. Though it was barely two hours gone noon
the I ow cl ouds and the brooding forest dinmred the Iight alnost to curfew

gl oom Conversation between the two travellers was restricted to grunts of
war ni ng and acknow edgnent as the old man negotiated rocks and exposed tree
roots which had been nade even nore treacherous by the rain.

They had covered sonme two kiloneters in this fashion when the track broadened
out perceptibly into a discernible path. The boy at once seized the



opportunity to nove up to the old man's side. "WII we reach Sedbergh before
nightfall, Peter?"

"Not wi thout breaking our necks, we won't. But | recall a 'stead hereabouts
m ght | odge us for the night. |1've been trying to bring the man's given nane
to mnd, but it's twenty year or nore since | last trod this track."

"A farnmer, is he?"

"Bit of everything as | recall it. Like nost of 'emround here. Newton?
Norton? Norris! That's the name! Norris Coopersonl Yes, yes, now it cones
back. O d Sam Cooperson was a col or-sergeant in Northunberl and' s dragoons. Wn
his freedomin the Battle of Rotherhamin '950. That takes us back a bit,
doesn't it? A d Sam|eased a stretch of the Lord's grazing down the river a
way. Did well enough for his boy to buy the freehold. | seemto recall that
young Norris wed a lass from Aysgarth. And didn't her people have property
round York? Or was it Scarborough? Funny how his nane slipped ne. Norris.
Norri s Cooperson. Aye, that's him™"

"Where does he live, Peter?"

"On a bit yet. | seemto mnd a beck skipping down fromthe fells. Ad Sam
built his 'stead facing southwest, backing right up into the hills. 'Guarding
his rear' he called it." The old man chuckl ed. "Sergeant Cooperson had had a
Jock spear up his arse in his time, so he knew what he was talking about."

They came to a waist-high wall of rough stone which had recently been

repai red, clanbered over it, and headed off on a diagonal course away fromthe
river. After they had gone about five hundred paces the old man paused, lifted
his head, and snuffed the air |like a dog. The boy watched hi mcl osely.

" Smoke?" he asked.

"Horses," said the old man. "Snoke too. It can't be far now "

The ground rose slightly and the forest trees began to thin out alnost as if
they were withdrawi ng fastidiously froma contact which was distasteful to
them The two wayfarers trudged up to the crest of the rise and saw bel ow t hem
a |l ong bowshot off to their left, the low outline of a substantial stone
stabl e, a bracken-thatched barn, a farm house and a scattering of tinber

out bui I di ngs. A herd of |ong-horned, hunp-backed cattle was grazing in the
meadow whi ch sl oped gently down fromthe honestead to the distant river.

The old man shifted the sal non fromone shoulder to the other and nodded with
satisfaction. "I wasn't wong, was |, Ton? But it's grown a fair bit since

| ast set eye on it. Reckon you'd best get yourself a stick while you can
They' re bound to have a dog or two."

The boy shook his head. "They won't bother ne.
"I't's not you |I'mfeared for, lad. It's our supper here."

The boy unfastened his knapsack and again took out his pipe. "Dogs are the
easiest of all," he said scornfully, "They'll believe anything."

The old man studi ed hi mthoughtfully, sucked a tooth, seened on the point of
sayi ng sonet hing and then, apparently, changed his mnd. Side by side they
pl odded off down the hill toward the farm

The shaggy cattle raised their heads at their approach, regarded themwth
m | d, munching curiosity and then nodded back to their grazing. They had



passed al nost through the herd before the farm dogs got wi nd of them They
cane hurtling out from behind the stables, three | ean, vicious-Ilooking fel
hounds, snarling and yelping in their eagerness to savage the intruders.

The boy stood his ground; calmy waited till the | eader was but a short
stone's throw distant; then set the pipe to his lips and bl ew a series of
darting notes of so high a pitch that the old man's ears barely caught them
But the dogs did. They stopped al nbst dead in their tracks, for all the world
as if they had run full tilt into a solid wall of glass. Next noment the three
of themwere lying stretched out full length on the wet grass, whining, with
their nuzzles clasped in their fore-paws and their eyes cl osed.

The boy played a few nore notes then wal ked forward and prodded the | argest of
the curs with his toe. The aninmal rolled over on to its back and offered its

unguarded throat to himin a drooling ecstasy of abject subm ssion. "You see,"”
said .the boy disdainfully. "They're such ninnies they'll even believe they're

puppi es. "

The barking had brought a woman to the door of the farm house and now she
called out to the dogs. Slowy, dazedly, they rose to their feet, shook

t hensel ves and | oped of f toward her, pausing every so often to glance back and
whi nper per pl exedl y.

"And who m ght you be, strangers?"

Wth his spare hand the old nman doffed his cap, allow ng the danp breeze to
flutter his white hair. "Ad Peter the Tal e-Spi nner of Hereford, ma'am
Legging for York City. This here's young Tom ny niece's |lad. W missed our
way short-cutting it through Haw G11. We'd be glad to pay silver for a
night's dry | odging."

"My goodman's out tinbering," responded the woman doubtfully. "I dursent say
you yea or nay w thout he's back."

"That woul d be goodman Norris, | daresay, m'an®?"

"Aye," she said, screwing up her eyes to see himbetter. "Aye, it would."
"Then you nust be M stress Cooperson.”

"Aye," she adnmitted. "Wat of it?"

"Tell me, Mstress, does Add Samis halberd still hang bright over the
chi mey- br east ?"

The wonan rai sed her right hand in a strange, hesitant little hal f-gesture of
uncertainty. "You'll have been here afore then, old man?"

"Aye, ma'am Close on twenty year since. Just agin you and young Norris wed,
that would a' been." He cocked an eye up at the sagging, dripping clouds. "If
me 'n the |ad could maybe step inside your barn yonder, we'd hold it nore than
kind. This wet strikes a deathly chill into old bones."

The wonman flushed. "No, no," she said, backing over the threshold. "Cone you
in here and dry yourselves by the fire. It's just ne and the young | ass al one,
you see." Then, by way of explanation, she added: "W heard tell there was an
Irish raider into Mrecanbe Bay afore Hol ymass. ™

"That's real kind in you, ma'am" The old man beanmed, sw nging the sal non down
of f his back and holding it out toward her. "W even thought to bring sone



supper with us, you see.”
"Ch, there's a wild beauty!" she excl ai ned. "How came you by hinP"

"Singing for our supper, you mght say," said the old man w nking at the boy.
"I"ve been thinking we could maybe split master silversides | ongw se and

per haps snmoke one half of himin your chi mey overnight. That way you'll have
a fine supper and we'll have ourselves fare for our norrow s fooling."
"Yes, yes," she said. "There's oak afire this mnute. Do you bring himthrough

here into the scullery.” She called round over her shoulder: "Katie, |ass!
Cone and liven up that fire right sharp!”

A blue-eyed girl of about twelve, with hair so palely blonde it was al npst
white, energed fromthe shadows, took a long hard stare at the visitors and

t hen vani shed. The old man wi ped the nmud fromhis boots on the bundle of dried
bracken piled for the purpose just inside the doorway, then carted the sal non
through into the scullery and flopped it out on the slab of dark green slate
whi ch the worman indi cated. She reached down a knife and a steel froma shelf
and honed a rapid edge. Then with the skill of long practice she slit the fish
down the belly and began scooping its insides into a wooden bucket.

The boy meanwhil e had wandered through into the |long stone-flagged kitchen and
now stood silently watching the girl arranging dry oak billets against the
snol deri ng back-1og in the huge fireplace. She glanced at hi mover her

shoul der. "You can blow, can't you, boy?"

He nodded, noved across and knelt beside her as she crushed dry bracken up
into a ball and thrust it into the space behind the propped logs. "Wll, go on
then," she commanded. "Show ne."

hediently the boy leant forward and puffed till the white ashes | eapt aside
and exposed the gl owi ng embers beneath. He reached out, pressed the bracken
down and bl ew agai n. The kindling began to smoke. Next nonment a tiny

snakest ongue of flane had flickered up. He blew nore gently, fanning the flane
till the whole ball was well ablaze and then he sat back on his heels and
brushed the powder of ash from his cheeks and eyebrows.

The girl laid a few sticks across the flanes and turned to himagain. "Wat're
you going to York for?"

"To Chapter School."
"What's that?"

"My cousin's spoken ne a place in the Mnster choir. He's Clerk to the
Chapter."

"What' Il you do?"

"Learn to read and wite. Sing in the choir. Maybe play too."
"Play what? Your pipe?"

He nodded.

She studied himlong and hard by the Iight of the spurtling flanes. "I saw
what you did to the dogs," she said thoughtfully.

He smiled. "Oh, that was easy. The fish was nuch harder."



"You did that to the fish too? What you did to the dogs?"

"Sort of," he said.

"How do you do it?"

H s smile broadened but he said nothing.

"Can | see your pipe?"

"Al'l right." He got up, wal ked over to the doorway where he had left his pack
took out the pipe and brought it back to her. She held it in both hands and
examined it by the firelight. Deep inside one of the tubes sone crystalline
facet caught the flames and tw nkled |like a dianmond. She rai sed the nout hpi ece
to her lips and was just about to bl ow when he snatched the instrunment from

her. "No," he said. "No, you nustn't. It's tuned to nme, you see."

"That's daft," she said, her cheeks flushing scarlet. "How could | hurt the
silly thing?"

"I"'msorry, Katie. | can't explain it to you." He stroked his fingers in a
slow caress all down the length of the pipe and then | ooked up at her. "You
see, Morfedd nade it for nme."

"Morfedd? The Wzard of Bowness?"

"Yes."

"You knew hi nP"

The boy nodded. "Mdrfedd's in here,” he said, lifting the pipe. "And in ne."
"Who says so?"

"It's true, Katie. He chose ne on ny third birth-night-ten sunmers ago. He
twi nned nmy tongue for ne. Look." Hs lips parted and the tip of a pink tongue
slipped out between the white, even teeth. As Katie watched, fascinated, the
boy's tongue-tip divided and the two hal ves flickered separately up and down
before flicking back into his mouth. "Believe nme now?" he asked and grinned at
her .

The girl's blue eyes were very wide indeed. "Did it hurt?" she whispered.

"No, not much. He did it bit by bit." The boy held up the pipe and pointed to
the twin air ducts. "You see he wanted nme to be able to tongue them both
separately," he said. "Listen."

He set the pipe to his lips and bl ew gently down it. Then, w thout noving his
fingers, he sounded two gentle trills, one slow, one faster; yet both sonmehow

intertwined and as sweetly nel odious as two birds warbling in unison in a
green gl ade of the deep forest.

Katie was utterly enraptured. She had quite forgiven himhis ill-mannered
snatching of the pipe. "Play me a tune, Tom" she begged. "Go on. Do. Please."

"Al'l right," he agreed. "What would you I|ike?"

"I don't know. Make one up. Just for ne. Could you?"



Tom rubbed his nose with the back of his hand then he turned slowy to face
her and gazed deep into her eyes. As he did so he seened to go very, very
still, alnpbst as if he were listening to some sound which only he could hear
For perhaps a nminute he sat thus, then he nodded once, set the pipes to his
lips and began to play.

Norris and his two grown-up sons returned fromthe forest at dusk. Well before
the others heard them Tom s sharp ears had picked up the distant jingle of
traces and the squeal of wooden axles. A nonment |ater the dogs gave tongue to
a raucous chorus of welcome. Katie and her nother hustled round making the
final preparations for supper while Tomand old Peter sat one on either side
of the fire, steaming faintly in the drowsy warnth.

Norris was the first to enter. A thick-set, heavily bearded man, with graying
hair and eyes the color of an April sky. He dragged off his hooded | eat her

ti ppet and slung it up on to an iron hook. Al nost at once it began to drip
quietly on to the flagstones beneath. "Halloa, there!" he cried. "What's this
t hen? Company?"

A d Peter and Tom had risen at his entry and now the old man called out:
"You'll remenber me, | think, Norris? Peter the Tal e-Spinner. Son of Blind
Hereford. "

"Sweet God in Heaven!" exclaimed Norris striding to neet him "Not the Prince
of Liars in person? Aye, it's him right enough! Wl come back, old rogue! 1'd
gi ven you over for worms' neat years ago!"

They cl asped forearns in the pool of yellow | anplight and shook their heads
over one another. "And who's the sprig, then?" demanded Norris tipping his
chin at Tom "One of yours?"

"My niece Margot's lad. Tom by given nane. Margot wed with a Stavely man. 1'm
taking the boy to York for her."

"York, eh? And legging it? Ah so, you shall tell us all over supper. Well net,
old man. What's ours is yours. And you too, boy. Katie, wench! Is ny water
hot ?"

He strode off toward the scullery, boisterous as the North wi nd, and soon they
heard sounds of noisy blow ng and sluicing as he swilled hinself down at the
stone sink. His wife cane into the kitchen and clattered out wooden bow s and
mugs down the long table. "He renenbered you then?" she said with a smle

"Aye," said Peter. "I've changed |l ess than he has, it seens. Not that he
hasn't worn well, mnd you." He tipped his head to one side. "How conmes your
| ass by that barley nmow of hers?"

"Bar me all ny folks are fair," she said. "Katie's eyes are her Dad' s though
The boys seened to fall betw xt and between." She stepped up to the firepl ace,
caught up a corner of her apron and lifted the lid of the iron caul dron which
hung from a snoke- bl ackened chai n above the flames. A rich and spicy scent
floated over the hearth. She nodded, re-settled the |id and squinted up into

t he chi mey where the other half of the salnmon could be dimy seen tw sting
slowy back and forth in the hot air and the blue-gray woodsnoke. "Let it down

again, lad," she said. "W'Ill souse it just once nore."

Tom unhooked an end of the chain and lowered the fish till she was able to
reach it. "Hold it still now," she said and picking a brush of twi gs out of a
pot on the hearth she basted the now golden flesh till it gleamed |ike dark

honey. "Up with it, lad."



The fish vani shed once nore up the throat of the flue and a few aromati c drops
fell down and sizzled anong the enbers.

As Tom was naking the chain fast the door to the yard opened and Norris' two
sons came in followed by the three dogs. The nmen eyed the two strangers
curiously and wat ched wi thout speaking as the dogs bounded up to the hearth
and then ranged thenselves in a grinning, hopeful sem-circle round the boy
who | ooked down at them and | aughed.

Norris appeared at the scullery door toweling his neck and baw ed out

i ntroductions as though he were calling cattle in fromthe fells. The young
men nodded and flashed their teeth in smles of welcone. "You nust have got a
way with dogs, lad," observed one. "That lot don't take kindly to strangers as
arule. They're like as not to have the arse out of your breeks."

Tom eyed t he dogs and shook his head. Then Katie came in and sunmoned themto
her. In her hand she held the wooden bucket of fish offal. She opened the yard
door, stepped outside, and the dogs tunbled after her, whining eagerly.

Ten mnutes later the nen and the boy took their places at the long table.
Katie's nother |adled out thick broth into wooden bow s and Katie set one
bef ore each guest, then one before her father and her brothers and, |ast of
all, one each for her nmother and herself. Norris dunked his spoon and sucked
up a noisy mouthful. "My wonmen tell me we've got you to thank for this," he
said to Peter.

The ol d man shrugged nodestly and wi nked across at Tom "You wed a fine cook,
Norris," he said. "lI've not tasted such a broth since | sanpled your
not her's."

Norris smled. "Aye, old Mamtaught Annie a thing or two afore she went. How
to bear strong men for a start. Nowtell us sone news, old timer. Is it true
there's a new king in Wal es?"

"Aye. Dyfydd men call him They say he's a fierce and cunning fighter."
"That's as may be, but can he keep the peace? Hold of f the Paddys? Hey?"

"Maybe. Al ong the west border there was talk of himlaying court to Eileen of
Bel fast-King Kerrigan's wi dow. That might do it-if he pulls it off."

"The sooner the better," said Norris, reaching out and tearing a ragged |unp
fromthe wheaten | oaf before him "You heard they'd fired Lancaster Castle?"

"There's no truth in that story, Norris. They were held at Morecanbe and
hanged at Preston.”

"I's that a fact?"

"I did a two-day telling in Lancaster nyself a nonth back. On ny way up to
Kendal . By the time we leg it into York | daresay folk will be telling us the
Paddys hol d everything west of the Pennines.”

Norris |laughed. "Aye. If cows grew |like runors we'd none of us lack for beef."

Peter smiled and nodded. "Are you still under Northunberl and' s shield here?"

"For what it's worth. The | ast border patrol we saw was nigh on a year back
and they were a right bunch of thieves. No, the only tine his Lordship wants



to know about us is at the Md-Summer Tax Harvest. Qur trouble here is that
there aren't enough of us freeholders to nake up nore than a token force. And
we're spread too thin. The Paddys could pick us off one by one if they'd a
mnd to, and none of us would be a wit the wiser till it was too late. It's
our luck there's not much up here they're likely to fancy."

"You' ve not been troubl ed t hen?"
"Not hing to speak of."

The younger son gl anced round at his brother and nurnured sonething too | ow
for Peter to catch.

"Poachers?" Peter asked.

"W had a spot of bother a year or two back. That's all settled now Let's
have some nore beer here, Katie, lass!"

The girl brought a huge stone jug and refilled her father's nug. "Dad killed
one of them" she said to Peter. "Wth his axe. You did, didn't you, Dad?"

"It was themor us," said Norris. "Don't think I'mproud of it."
"Well, | am" said Katie stoutly.

Norri s |laughed and gave her a cheerful wallop on the behind. "Well, it seens
to have taught thema |l esson," he said. "W've not been troubled since. Now
tell us how the world' s been treating you, Tal e-Spinner."

"Never better than this," said Peter taking a long pull at his beer. "I
crossed the narrow seas; lived a while in France and Italy. Joined up with a
Greek juggler and voyaged with himto the Americas. Made some noney and | ost
it. Came home to die two years ago. That's about it, Norris. Nothing you've
any call to envy nme for."

"You' ve never felt you wanted to settle then?"

"I't's not so much a question of wanting, Norris; nore a question of royals.
Sone can save noney; sone can't. Mnd you, |I'Il not say | haven't had ny
chances. | was three whole years in one town in Italy. Still got connections
there in a manner of speaking. But I'Il not be putting to sea again. These
bones will lie in the Fifth Kingdom Al I'mwaiting for nowis to see the

m |l enniumout."

Katie's nother spooned out steaming portions of rosy fish on to the wooden
platters, piled potatoes and onions around them and passed t hem down t he
table. Norris stretched out and hel ped hinself liberally to salt. "And just
what's so special about the year 3000?" he demanded. "A year's a year and
that's all there is to it. Numbers aren't worth a pig's turd.”

"Ah, now, if you'll pardon me for saying so, Norris, there you' re m staken

The fact is the world's grown to expect sonething remarkable of A D. 3000. And
i f enough people get to expecting sonmething, then |like enough it'll come to
pass."

"Peace and Brot herhood, you nean? The Wiite Bird of Kinship and all that
froth? I just wi sh sonmeone would have a go at telling it to the Paddys and the
Jocks. "

"Ah, but they believe in it too, Norris."



"Ch, they do, do they?" Norris snorted. "It's the first 1've heard of it. If
you ask ne the only tune the Jocks and the Paddys are likely to fall on
anyone's neck is when they've got a broadsword to hand."

"There'll be a sign," said Peter. "That's howit'll be."
"A sign, eh? Wat sort of sign?"

"Some speak of a comet or a silver sky ship like they had in the Ad Tines. In
Italy there was talk of a new star so bright you'll be able to see it in the
day sky."

"And what do you think?"
"Well, they could be right, Norris. Stranger things have happened."

"No doubt. And telling people about them has kept your old belly nicely |ined,
eh?"

"Soneone has to do it."

"Ch, I'mnot belittling you, old timer. In truth | sonetimes think we need
nore |ike you. Faith, it's a poor |look out for folks if they can see no nore
to life than scratching for food and working up their appetite for it by
killing their fellow nen." He waved his knife at Tom "What do you say, boy?"

Tom swal | owed hi s nmout hful and nodded his head. "Yes, sir," he said. "There is

nore than that."
"Bravely said, lad! Well, go on, tell us about it."
"Peter's right, sir. About the Wiite Bird, | nean. It is comng."

"Ch, yes?" said Norris, winking at Peter. "Wat'Il it be like, son?"

"I mean for some of us it's here already, sir," said Tom "W can hear it now
It's in everything-all about us-everywhere. That's what | thought you neant,
sir."

Norris blinked at himand rolled his tongue pensively around his teeth. Then
he nodded his head slowy. "Well now, maybe | did at that," he said. "Not that
I'd have thought to put it just so nyself."

"Tom s a piper, Dad," said Katie. "He plays better than anyone |'ve ever
heard. "

"I's that a fact?" said Norris. "Then after supper we'll have to see if we
can't persuade himto give us a tune. How about it, |ad?"

"dadly, sir.

"Good," said Norris stabbing a fork into his food and turning back to Peter.
"You use himin your tellings, do you?"

"Not so far," said the old man. "But the thought crossed nmy mnd just this
afternoon. There's no denying he's got a real gift for the pipes. Wat do you
say, Tom |ad? Fancy coning into partnership?"

"I thought you were supposed to be taking himto the Chapter School at York,"



said Katie's nother with an edge to her voice that was not |ost on Peter

"Way, to be sure | am nma'am" he said. "We're | egging by way of Sedbergh and
Aysgarth. Aiming to strike York for Christmas. That's so, isn't it, Ton®"

The boy nodded.

"I was hoping to make a start two weeks ago but | got an invitation to a
telling in Carlisle which held me back." The old nan cocked a ragged eyebrow
toward Katie's mother. "I seemto recall you to be a native of Aysgarth,

ma' am "

"You' ve got a fine menory, Tale-Spinner."

"I was thinking that maybe you would like us to carry some message to your
fol ks for you?"

"You'd have to leg a deal further than Aysgarth to do it, old man," she said
and smled wanly. "They're dead and gone |ong since."

"I's that so? Well, indeed I"'mtruly sorry to hear it.
"I't happens," she said.

Supper over, Norris tapped a small cask of strong ale, drewit off into a
substantial earthenware jug, added sliced apple and a fragrant |unp of crushed
honeyconb, then stood the m xture down on the hearth to null. By the time Tom
had fini shed hel ping Katie and her nother to clear the table and wash the

di shes, the warmale was giving off a drowsy scent which set an idle nind
wandering dreanily down the |ong-forgotten hedgerows of distant summers.

They settled thenselves in a senm-circle round the hearth; the | anp was
trimmed and turned |l ow, and old Peter set about earning his night's |odging.
Having fortified hinself with a draft of ale, he launched hinmself into a saga
set in the days before the Drowni ng when the broad skies were a universa

hi ghway and, by neans of strange skills, long since forgotten, men and wonen
could sit snug and cozy by their own firesides and see in their magic mrrors
t hi ngs which were happening at that very instant on the other side of the
wor | d.

Li ke all good stories there was sonme love in it and much adventure; hardship,
br eat h-t aki ng coi nci dence and bl oody sl aughter; and finally, of course, a
happy ending. It's hero, the young Prince Amul et, having di scovered that his
nobl e father the King of Denmark has been nurdered by a w cked brother who has
usurped the throne, sets out to avenge the crinme. Peter's description of the
epi ¢ duel fought out between uncle and nephew with swords whose bl ades were
beanms of lethal light, held Norris and his fam |y open-nouthed and utterly
spel | bound. Not for nothing was the son of Blind Hereford known throughout the
Seven Kingdons as "the Gol den- Tongued. "

When the victorious Prince and his faithful Princess had finally been escorted
to their nuptial chanber through a fanfare of silver trunpets the enchanted
listeners broke into spontaneous appl ause and begged Peter for another. But

t he Tal e- Spi nner was too old and wise a bird to be caught so easily. Pleading
that his throat was bone dry he rem nded themthat young Tom had agreed to
favor themw th a tune or two.

"Aye, come along, lad," said Norris. "Let's have a taste of that whistle of

yours."



While Tomwas fetching his instrunent fromhis pack, Katie made a round of the
circle and repl eni shed the nmugs. Then she settled herself at her father's
knee. The boy sat down cross-legged on the fire-warnmed fl agstones and waited
till everyone was still.

He had pl ayed scarcely a dozen notes when there was a sound of frantic
scratching at the yard door and a chorus of heart-rendi ng whinmpers. Tom broke
of f and grinned up at Norris. "Shall | let themin?"

"I will," said Katie and was up and away before Norris had a chance to say
ei ther yes or no.

The dogs bounded into the kitchen, tails waving ecstatically, and headed
straight for the boy. He blew three swift, |ark-high notes, pointed to the
hearth before himand nmeek as mce they stretched thensel ves out at his feet.
He | aughed, | eant forward and tapped each animal on its nose with his pipe.
"Now you behave yoursel ves, dogs," he said, "or I'll scare your tails off."
Kati e regai ned her place and he began to play once nore. He had chosen a set
of famliar country dances and, wthin seconds, he had feet tapping and hands
clapping all around the circle. It was alnost as if the |listeners were unable
to prevent their nuscles fromresponding to the inperious sunmons of his jigs
and reels. Even AOd Peter found his toes twitching and his fingers drumm ng
out the rhythms on the wooden arm of the ingle-nook settle.

Wth the flamelight flickering elvishly in his gray-green eyes Tom swung t hem
fromtune to tune with an effortless dexterity that woul d surely have been the
envy of any professional four times his age, and when he ended with a
sustained trill which would not have shamed a courting bl ackbird his audi ence
shower ed prai se upon him

"Blest if ever | heard better piping!" cried Norris. "Wo taught you such
skills, lad?"

"Morfedd the Wzard did," said Katie. "That's right, isn't it, Ton®P"
Tom nodded, staring ahead of himinto the flanes.

"Morfedd of Bowness, eh?" said Norris. "Me, | never net him But | recall how
in Kendal the folk used to whisper that he'd stored up a treasurehouse of

wi sdomfromthe Ad Tinmes and Lord knows what el se beside. How cane he to
teach you piping, |ad?"

"He came for me on ny third birthnight,"” said Tom "He'd heard ne playing a
whi stle up on the fells and he bespoke nmy Mum and Dad for me." He raised his
head and | ooked round at Norris. "After Morfedd died,” he said, "I conposed a
[ anent for him Wuld you like to hear it?"

"Aye, lad. That we woul d. \Whenever you're ready."

Then Tom did a strange thing. He gripped the pipe in both hands, one at either
end, and held it out at armis length in front of him Then, very slowy, he
brought it back toward his chest, bent his head over it and seened to be
murmuring something to it. It was a strangely private little ritual of

dedi cation that made all those who saw it wonder just what kind of a child
this was. Next nmonent he had set the pipe to his lips, closed his eyes and
turned his soul adrift.

To their dying day none of those present ever forgot the next ten ninutes and
yet no two of themever recalled it alike. But all were agreed on one thing.



The boy had sonehow contrived to take each of them as it were, by the hand
and | ead them back to some private noment of great sadness in their own lives,
so that they felt again, deep in their own hearts, all the anguish of an

i ntense but long-forgotten grief. For nobst the nmenmory was of the death of
someone dearly | oved, but for young Katie it was different and was sonmehow
linked with some exquisite quality she sensed within the boy hinsel f-somnething
which carried with it an al nbst unbearabl e sense of terrible loss. Slowy it
grew within her, swelling and swelling till in the end, unable to contain it
any | onger she burst into wild sobs and buried her face in her father's I ap

Tom s fingers faltered on the stops and those |istening who were still capable
of doing so, noticed that his own cheeks were wet with tears. He drewin a
great, slow, shuddering breath, then, w thout saying a word, got up and wal ked
away into the shadows by the door. One by one the dogs rose to their feet and
padded after him Having restored his pipe to its place within his pack he
opened the door and stepped outside into the night.

It was a long tine before anyone spoke and, when they did, what was said was
oddly inconsequential: Norris repeating dully, "Well, | dunno, | dunno, I
dunno," and A d Peter muttering what sounded |ike a snatch fromone of his own
stories-"And the angel of Gief noved invisible anong themand their tears
fell like sumrer rain." Only Katie's nother was noved to remark: "He'll not
carry such a burden for long, | think," though, had anyone thought to ask her
she woul d have been hard put to explain what she neant, or even why she had
said it.

During the night the wind shifted into a new quarter. It cane whistling down,
keen and chill fromthe Northern Cheviots, until the dawn sky, purged at | ast
of cloud, soared ice-blue and fathonl ess above the forest and the fells.

A bare half hour after sun-up A d Peter and Tom had said their farewells and
were on their way. Katie acconpanied themto the top of the valley to set them
on their path. She pointed to a white rock on the crest of a distant hill and
told themthat fromthere they woul d be able to sight Sedbergh spire. The old
man t hanked her and said he'd be sure to call and see her again when he was
next in the district.

"You may be," she said, "but he won't. | know," and turning to Tom she took
fromthe pocket of her cloak a small, flat, green pebble, washed snmooth by the
river. A hole had been drilled in the center and through it a |l eather |ace was
threaded. "That's for ny song," she said. "Keep it. It may bring you luck."

Tom nodded, slid the thong over his head and slipped the talisman down inside
his jerkin where it lay cool as a water drop against his chest. "Goodbye,
Katie," he said.

He did not | ook back until they were well down the track and then he saw her
still standing there on the hilltop with the wind streanm ng out her |long hair
into a msty golden halo. He raised his armin salute. She waved back
briefly, and the next nmonent she had turned and vani shed in the direction of
the hidden farm

They stopped to eat shortly before noon, choosing the shelter of an outcrop of
rock close to where a spring bubbled. The sun struck warmon to their backs
even though, but a few paces fromwhere they sat, the wind still hissed
drearily through the dry bracken bones. O d Peter broke in two the flat scone
whi ch Katie's nother had given them and then divided one of the halves into
quarters. He sliced off two substantial |unps of the snmoked sal non and handed
bread and nmeat to the boy.



For a few minutes they both chewed away in silence then Peter said: "I'd been
t hi nking of trying our luck at Sedbergh Manor, but maybe we'd do better at the
inn. There's a chance we'll strike up acquaintance with a carrier and get
ourselves a lift to Aysgarth. Better ride than |leg, eh?"

"\What ever you say," agreed Tom

The old man nodded sagely. "If luck's with us there's no reason we shoul dn't
pick up a royal or two into the bargain. Between the two of us, | nean. Reckon
we could milk it out of them eh?"

Tom gl anced across at him but said not hing.
"You' ve never thought of roading for a living then, |ad?"
"No. "

"Ah, it's the only life if you ve got the talent for it. Blast, but we two'd
make a splendid team Think of |egging the high road through the Seven

Ki ngdons! York, Derby, Norw ch, London. New towns, new faces! Wy, we could

even duck it across the French seas an' we'd a nind to! Taste the salt spray
on our lips and see the silver sails swell like a sweetheart's bosom How s

that strike you as fare for a spring norning, |ad?"

Tom smiled. "But | thought you said you weren't going to go to sea again."

"Ah, well, that was just a facon de parler as they say across the water. But
with you along it would be different. W could work up a proper act, see?
You' d feel your way into the nobod of each tale and then, with that pipe of
yours, you'd conme drifting in along o' the words like a feather on the tide.
Bet ween the two of us we'd reach right down through their ears and tickle
their pockets. Blast it, Tomlad, | tell you you' ve got a touch of magic in

t hose finger-ends of yours-a gift |ike nobody's business! You don't want to
chuck all that away while you choke yourself to death on Mnster dust! A dower
like yours cries out to be shared! You owe it to the Gver of Gfts! Qut there
on the wide high road you'll be as free as the wind and the birds of the air!
Up and off! Over the hills and far away!"

Tom | aughed. "But | amfree. Mirfedd taught ne that. He unl ocked sonet hing

inside ne and let it fly out. Besides, | want to learn howto read and wite."
"Pooh, there's nothing to letters, Tom 1'Il teach you nyself. And nore

besi des! There's only one school for the likes of us, lad. The great high
road. Once you've begun to turn the pages of that book you'll never want

anot her."

"And Mun? What woul d she think? After she's taken all that trouble to bespeak
Cousi n Seynour for me?"

"Ah, your heart does you credit, lad. Real credit. But | know nmy M stress
Margot. Been dreami ng up plans for you, hasn't she? How maybe you'll catch the
Bi shop's eye and gain a preference and so on and so forth? Isn't that it? Ah,
that's just a nother's daydreans, Tom Believe you nme, lad, the only way to
preference in York Chapter for a boy like you is up the back stairs and on to
the choirnmaster's pallet. Faith, |I tried to tell her so, but she woul dn't
listen. Said your Cousin Seymour would shield you fromanything of that sort.
But | know the ways of the world and-"

"Peopl e becone what you think them Peter."



"Eh? How s that?"

"Mrfedd said so. He said our thoughts are unseen hands shaping the people we
nmeet. Whatever we truly think themto be, that's what they'll becone for us."

The old man stared at him wondering if the Kendal gossips had spoken true and
the boy really was touched. "Oh, he did, did he?" he said at last. "And what
el se did he say?"

"Mrfedd? Ch, lots of things."
"Well, go on, lad. Let's hear one."

Tom rubbed his nose with the back of his hand and stared out across the
hillside. "He used to say that seeing things as they really are is the nost
difficult seeing of all. He said people only see what they want to see. And
then they believe the truth is what they think they see, not what really is.”

"Aye, well, I'mnot saying he doesn't have a point here. But I'll warrant he
didn't think to tell you howto recognize this truth when you do see it."

"You don't see it exactly. You feel it.

"And just how s that supposed to help someone like me who lives by his |ying?
Didn't you know they call me 'Prince of Liars'?"

Tom grinned. "Ch, that's different,” he said. "Your stories are like ny nusic.
They tell a different kind of truth. People hear it in their hearts.”

"Blast it, boy, you have an answer pat for everything! Look here, 1'lIl tell
you what. Fromnow till Christmastide we'll work the road 'tw xt here and

Yor k- Leyburn, Masham Ri pon and Boroughbridge -finishing up at ' The Duke's
Arms' in Selby Street. That way you'll get a fair taste of the life I'm
offering. Then if you're still set on the Chapter School, why that's all there
istoit. Till then you'll have a third-part share in all we take. That strike
you as fair?"

"Al'l right," said Tom "But you must tell ne what you want nme to do."

"Done!" cried Peter. "W'll set it up while we're | egging down to Sedbergh
Have you done with eating? R ght then, partner, let's be on our way."

It soon emerged that the book of the open road which Peter had reconmended to
Tom wi th such ent husi asm contai ned at | east one chapter which he hinself had
never read. By the third week of Decenber when they reached Boroughbridge the
old man found that runmor, racing ahead like a fell fire, had brought scores of
curious people riding into town fromas far afield as Harrogate and

Easi ngwol d. And the runors were extraordi nary. Even Peter, whose life's

phi | osophy was based on seizing fortune by the forel ock and never | ooking a
gift horse in the nmouth, was genuinely bew |l dered by them They seened to bear
no rel ati on what soever to the facts which were, as he saw them that a pair of
troupers were working the road down to York for the Christmastide fair. What
in the name of the Gver of Gfts could that have to do with any Wiite Bird of
Ki nshi p? Yet there was no escaping the fact that it was this which was
bringi ng these credul ous country fol k flocking in.

Nor was that all. Getting a quarter out of a fell farmer was usually about as
easy as pulling his teeth with your bare hands, yet here they were showering
their silver into his hat as though it was chaff, and none of themthinking to
dip a hand in after it either. Over a hundred royal they'd taken in three



weeks, not to nention the new suit apiece that dimmMtted tailor in Leyburn had
i nsisted on making for them refusing even a penny piece for his |abor. Wy,

at this rate, in six nmonths he'd have enough put by for that little pub in
Kendal he'd al ways hankered after. Six nonths? A bare three at the pace things
were goi ng! Sure Tom coul dn't grudge himthat. Meanwhile here was the | andl ord
of "The Bull" fingering his greasy cowlick and trusting they would favor him
with their esteened custom No question of paying! It would be his privilege.
And the inn yard with its gallery would surely be ideal for their performance.
It could accommbdate three hundred with ease- three fifty at a pinch. The
vener abl e Tal e- Spinner had only to give word and the news would be all round
the town before the church clock had struck the hour

"Al'l right, landlord,"” said Peter magnani mously. "But it'll cost you two
royal ."

The I andl ord bl enched, made a rapid nental cal culation, and agreed.

"Two a night," said Peter inperturbably. "For the two nights.”

A slightly | onger pause followed by a nod of grudgi ng acqui escence.

"And |'Il have half in advance."

"There's ny hand on it," said the landlord, and suited the action to the word.

A wal | -eyed serving wench showed themup to their room which overl ooked the
inn yard. "There's a spread of clean linen," she infornmed themshyly, "and
coals to the fire. Wuld you like that | fetch you a bite to eat?"

"Aye, lass. A neat pasty. And a jug of hot punch to help it down."

She bobbed a hal f-curtsey and ducked out. Tom who had wandered over to the
wi ndow, observed that it |ooked as if it was going to snow.

"More than like," said A d Peter, rubbing his hands briskly and stretching
themout to the flames. "Aren't we due a few feathers fromthe Wiite Bird?" He
snorted tolerantly. "Can you make head or tail of it?"

Tom breathed on to the glass before himand drewa "3" on its side. "I think
it's like you said to Norris. People want to believe it. They're tired of
feeling afraid.”

"But what's that got to do with us, |ad?"

"l don't know. "

"Ch, I'll not deny you play a very pretty pipe and | tell a stirring enough
tal e, but what kind of sparks are they to set this sort of kindling ablaze?
tell you true, Tom if it wasn't that we're coining noney hand over fist I'd
be sorely tenpted to turn around and head right back to Kendal. | don't Iike
the snmell of it one bit."

Tom noved away fromthe w ndow and wandered back to the. fire. "There's
nothing to be afraid of," he said. "I think we should go along with it."

"Go along with what?"
"Well, tell themthe story of the Wiite Bird. You could, couldn't you?"

"And have the crows about ny neck? You nust be out of your mind."



"But Morfedd said-"

" '"Morfedd said!' That joker said a deal too nuch for your good, if you ask
me! The sooner you start putting himbehind you, the better for both of us.
Ch, | don't nean to belittle him lad, but we aren't in the back of beyond
now, you know. Down here they're a sight nore touchy about such things than
they are along the Borders. And as for York . .."

Tom regarded the old man pensively. "I've been making up a tune to go with the
VWhite Bird," he said. "It's not finished yet. Wuld you like to hear it?"

"l suppose there's no harm So long as it's wi thout words. But what put that
i dea into your head?"

"I"'mnot really sure. The first bit came to ne just after we left Katie. Wen
| |1 ooked back and saw her standing there on top of the hill. Since then I've
been joining things on to it. |I've been using sone of themfor Anulet. That
scene where the Prince neets his father's ghost is one. And there's another
bit later on when he believes Princess Lorelia has been drowned. The |ast bit
| made up at Ri pon when you were telling The Three Brothers. Don't you
remenber ?"

"To be honest, lad, | can't say as | do. The fact is, when |'mstuck into a
tale | don't hear much above the sound of my own words. |'mhearing it and
telling it at the same tine. Seeing it too. In a bit of a dream| suppose you
m ght say. Maybe that's why ny tellings never cone out word for word the sane.
Not even Amulet. And, blast me, if | had a silver quarter for every tine |'ve
spun that yarn there wouldn't be a richer man in Boroughbridge!"

Tom | aughed. "And has it always had a happy endi ng?"

"Amul et? Aye. The way | tell it. My old Dad woul d have the Prince dying at the
end. But that cuts too close to life for ny taste.”

"The Wiite Bird dies too, doesn't it?"

"Look, do ne a favor, will you, |ad? Just forget about that Holy Chicken
Leastways till we're shot of York. Down south in Norwich we'll |ike enough get
away with it, tho even there it could still be a bit risky."

Tom who had taken up his pipe now |lowered it to his lap. "But we're not going
to Norwich," he said. "Just to York. That's what we agreed, wasn't it?"

"Aye, so it was," said Peter easily. "The fact is, Tom 1've grown so used to
havi ng you along | can't think of it being any other way. Tell me straight
now, hasn't this past nmonth been a fair old frolic? Remenber that flane-headed
wench at Masham eh? Blast ne but she was properly taken with you! And yon

whi stle wasn't the only pipe she was pining for neither! | tell you that
bet ween us we've got it nade, lad! Stick with me and | swear that six nonths
fromnow you'll be taking such a bag of royals hone to your nmamas'l| topple

her on the floor in a fit! You can't just let it drop now"

Tom raised his pipe and slowy | owered his head above it as Peter had seen him
do once before in the farmhouse kitchen. For a full mnute he said nothing at
all, then: "I nmust go to York, Peter. | nust."

"Well, and so you shall. Show me him as says otherw se. We struck hands on it,
renmenber? 'Sides | had word only this nmorning from Jack Rayner at The Duke's
Arms' that he's looking to us for Friday. The way |'ve planned it we'll just



work out the Christmas fair and then you'll trot round and pay your respects
to your Cousin Seymour at the Chapter House. You can't say fairer than that,
can you?"

Tom nodded. "lI'msorry," he said. "I really am Peter. | think you're the
finest story-teller that ever was. Listening to you is like sharing in a

gol den dream But you see | prom sed Morfedd 1'd go to York, and | can't break
ny promse."

"Morfedd? What's he got to do with it? I thought this was all M stress
Margot's idea."

"She thinks so," said Tom "But really it was .Mrfedd. He planned it years
ago. Long before he chose ne. Before | was even born. It was a secret between
us."

"I"'mnot with you, lad. Planned what? That you should get yourself schooled in
York Chapter? |Is that supposed to nake sense?"

"Ch, that's nothing to do with it. | just have to be in York at Christmas. For
the forthcom ng."

"Blast it, boy, why nust you speak in riddles? Wat 'forthcom ng ?"

Tomlifted his head and gazed into the flickering coals. Then in a gentle
sing-song he recited: " 'The first comng was the man; the second was fire to
burn him the third was water to drown the fire, and the fourth is the Bird of
Dawni ng. ' " So sayi ng he took up his pipe and began to play very softly.

It seened to the old man that the tune came drifting to himfrom sonewhere far
away |ike the voice of a young girl he had once heard singing on the far side
of atwilit |ake high up in the Appenines, strange and sweetly clear and so
magi cal that he had scarcely dared to breathe | est he should m ss a note of
it. He closed his eyes, surrendering hinmself wholly to the enchantnment.

At once there began to drift across his inward eye a series of glittering
pictures that were not quite real and yet were nore than mere daydreans,
menories alnmost, of not quite forgotten nonents woven into the |long tapestry
of years that had gone to make up his life; instants when, wholly in spite of
hi nsel f, he had seenmed about to reach out towards something that was at once
so sinple and yet so profound that he just could not bring hinself to accept
it. And yet it could be grasped because it was not outside himbut within him
a vision of what mght be, as when he, and he alone, by stretching out an arm
in thought could west the deadly weapon fromthe Uncle's hand and grant
Prince Anulet life. The power was his-was anyone's -was ..

The thread of the mel ody snapped. Peter's eyes blinked open and the room
seened to rock into stillness around him He felt his cloudy identity distil
itself like mst on a wi ndowpane and trickle downwards in slow, sad drops.
There was a tap-tap at the door and, to Toml s summons, in cane the serving
girl bearing a tray on which was a jug and two earthenware cups and the
steanm ng pasty which Peter had ordered. She set it down on a stool before the

fire, then turned to where the boy was sitting on the edge of the bed. "It's
true what they're saying," she whispered. "I stood outside the door and
listened. | was feared to conme in while you was a-playin'."

Tom grinned at her. "Wat are they saying?" he asked.

"That the White Bird's a-coming. It is, isn't it?"



"Do you think so?"

"Aye, young master," she said. "I do now. "

The night before they were due to | eave for York there was a heavy frost. The
landl ord of "The Bull" lit sone charcoal braziers in the yard and Peter and
Tom gave their final performance at Boroughbridge under a sky in which the
stars seened to quiver |like dewdrops in an April cobweb. Peter was perched up
on a rough dais made of planks and barrels and Tom sat cross-legged at his
feet. As the recital was drawing to its close the old man caught, sight of a
figure slipping away fromthe outer fringe of the crowd. Lanplight gleaned
briefly on polished nmetal and, a mnute later, Peter's alerted ears caught the
bri sk and receding clatter of iron-shod hooves on cobbl est ones.

Later, while settling accounts with the |landlord, he inquired casually whether
any "crows" had been pecking around.

The I andl ord gl anced qui ckly about him saw that they were unobserved and
mur mured: "Aye, there was one."

"Happen you know what he was seeki ng?"
"Not |," said the landlord. "He asked nowt of ne."

Peter took a bright gold half-royal out of his purse and laid it on the table
between them Wth his extended fingertip he nudged it delicately an inch or
two toward his host. "Flown in from York, | daresay?"

The man's eyes swivelled away fromthe coin and then back to it again as
t hough tethered by an invisible thread. "Aye, nost like," he said.

"And hone to roost by starlight,"” nused Peter, coaxing the coin back toward
hi nsel f again. "I wonder what sort of song he'll be croaking in the Mnster?"

The I andl ord | eant across the table and beckoned Peter closer by a tiny jerk
of the head. "Know you aught of the Wiite Bird of Kinship, old Tal e-Spi nner?"
he whi spered.

Peter clucked his tongue, chiding ironically. "Did you think to speak heresy
with ne, |andl ord?"

" '"Twas you that asked, and that's the carrion the crows are pecking for
They've snelt it blowing down strong fromthe hills these twelve nonths past.
Don't tell ne you've not heard the talk."

"Aye, some to be sure. Along the Borders."

The I andl ord shook his head. "No longer. It's in the open now Seens even the
field mce have got bold all of a sudden. Me | keep ny thoughts to. nyself."

"So you'll live to raise wise grandsons |ike yourself," said Peter, nodding
approval. He tapped the coin with his fingernail. "WAs that one | saw asking
after us?"

"Aye, he was. Where you hailed from Wither bound."
"And you told him of course.”

"Not |. But anyone with ears in Boroughbridge could have done so. You've not
kept it any cl ose secret.”



"That's true. Wll, I'"'mobliged to you, landlord. The boy and | have a mnd to
ri de horseback the rest of our way. Can you manage us two hacks to ' The Duke's
Arms' in Sel by Street?"

"I can that, and gladly," said the landlord, quite at his ease once nore. "A
quarter apiece they'll cost you."

Pet er nodded, opened his purse once nmore, joined a second half-royal to the
first and pushed them across the table top. "You'll not be out of pocket by
our stay, | think."

The I andl ord shrugged and pocketed the coins. "They weren't an over-thirsty
lot, but there were plenty of them?"

That night the old tale-spinner's dreans were troubl ed by shapes of vague
ill-boding, but the shadows they cast soon lifted next norning as he urged his
hired horse at a trot out of Boroughbridge along the ancient road to York
Frosty icing glittered as the early sunlight splintered off di anmond sparks
fromthe hedgerow twi gs; frozen puddl es crackl ed briskly beneath the cl opping
hooves; and breath of horse and rider snorted up in msty plunmes along the
eager nipping air.

"Hey, Tom lad!" Peter called back over his shoulder. "How s it feel to be
entering York in style? This is the life, eh? Beats |egging any day!"

Tom shook his own nag into an arthritic canter and eventually | unbered up
al ongside. "No one can hear us out here, can they, Peter?"

"What about it?"

"There's sonmething |'ve been wanting to ask you."
"Well, go ahead, lad. Ask away."

"It's about the White Bird."

A light seened to go out in Peter's eye. He sighed. "Wll, go on, if you
must," he said. "Get it off your chest."

"Just before he died Morfedd told ne that the Bird will cone down and drive
the fear out of men's hearts. But he didn't say how. Do you know, Peter?"

"I thought 1'd nade it pretty clear what | think, Tom Wy don't you just |et
it alone, Iad?"

"But you know the story, Peter."

"I know how it ends," said the old man grimy.
"The other bird, you nean?"
"Aye, lad. The Black Bird. Me, | prefer my stories to have happy endings."

Tomrode for a while in silence considering this. "Maybe it was a happy
ending," he said at |ast.

"Not the way | heard it, it wasn't."

"Then maybe we should all hear it different,” said Tom "Perhaps that's what



Morfedd neant. He said true happiness was sinply not being afraid of anyone at
all. He called it the |last secret.”

"Did he, indeed? Wll, let me tell you |I'ma great respecter of Lord Fear
That's how I've lived so long. If you want to do the same you' d better start
by speeding all thoughts of the Wite Bird clear out of your mnd-or into your
pipe if you rmust. I've nore than a suspicion we'll find plenty of ears in York
ready pricked for heresy, and plenty of tongues ready to run tattle with it.
It's a dangerous tine to be dreaming of the Wiite Bird of Kinship, Tom Have I
made nysel f plain enough?"

"Aye, that you have," said Tom and | aughed cheerful ly.

As they clattered over Hamrerton Bridge a solitary horsenman dressed in doubl et
and breeches of black |eather, wearing a studded steel casque helnmet, and with
a lethal -1o00king netal cross-bow slung across his shoul der, energed from
behind a clunp of trees and came cantering after them "Good norrow,
strangers,"” he hailed themcivilly. "You ride to York?"

"Aye, sir," said Peter. "To York it is."

"For the Fairing, no doubt."
Pet er nodded.
"You buy or sell?"

The old man doffed his cap. "Alittle of both, sir. Ad Peter of Hereford,
Tal e- Spi nner. At your service."

"Well met indeed, then!" cried the bowran. "How better to pass an hour than by
sanmpl ing your goods, Od Peter. And the | ad? Does he sing, or what?"

"He pipes a burden to ny tales, sir.
"A piper too, eh! Truly fortune beans upon ne." The stranger drew back his
l[ips in a smle but his eyes remained as cold and still as slate pebbles on a
river bed. "So, what have we on offer?"

Pet er rubbed his chin and chuckled. "On such a norning as this what could suit
better than a frisky love story?"

"Nay, nay, old nman! | fear you m ght set me on so hard ny saddl e would cone
sore. |I'lIl have none of your rutty nonsense. In truth ny tastes are of a
different order. Inclined nore toward the fable you m ght say." The snile was
gone as though wi ped fromhis face with a cloth. "I'll have The Wiite Bird of
Ki nshi p, Tal e- Spi nner, and none ot her."

Peter frowned. "Faith, sir, I'mfanmed to know a tale for every week 1've
lived, but that's a new one on me. No doubt | have it by sone other nane. That
happens sonetinmes. If you could, perhaps, pronpt me...."

"We'|l let the lad do that for us, old rogue. Come, sprat! Put your naster on
the right road!"

Tom snelt old Peter's fear, rank as stale sweat, and felt a quick stab of pity
for the old man. He | ooked across at the bowran and smled and shook his head.
"I do have an old hill tune of that calling, sir. But it has no words to it
that I know. If you wish I can finger it for you." And without waiting for a
reply he looped his reins over his ponmel, dipped into his knapsack and took



out his pipe.

The bowran wat ched, sardoni c and unblinking, as the boy first set the
nmout hpi ece to his lips then turned his head so that he was facing the newconer
directly across the forequarters of Peter's horse. Their glances net, |ocked,
and, at the very instant of eye-contact, the boy began to play.

VWhi t eness exploded in the man's mnd. For an appalling instant he felt the
very fabric of the world rending apart. Before his eyes the sun was spinning
like a crazy golden top; glittering shafts of light leapt up |like sparkling
spears from hedge-row and hill-top; and all about his head the air was
suddenly awash with the slow, majestic beating of huge, invisible wings. He
felt an al nost inexpressible urge to send a wild hosanna of joy fountaining
upwards in wel conme while, at the same tinme, his heart was nelting within him
He had becone a tiny infant rocked in a warm cradl e of wonder and borne al oft
by those vast unseen pinions, up and up to join the bl ossom ng radi ance of the
sun. And then, as suddenly as it had come, it was over; he was back within

hi nsel f agai n, conscious only of a sense of desperate |oss-of an enornous

i nsati abl e year ni ng.

The bowran sat astride his horse |ike one half-stunned, the reins drooping
fromhis nerveless fingers, while the old man turned to the boy and whi spered:
"What in the nane of nercy have you done to hinf? He | ooks like a

sl eep-wal ker. "

Tomran his strange forked tongue across his upper lip. "I thought of himlike
I think of the dogs," he murmured, "not as a man at all. Perhaps he wanted to
bel i eve ne. Do you know who he is?"

"Aye. He's a Falcon. Each Mnster has a brood of them They have a swift and
deadly swoop. | glinpsed one of themat the telling last night." He turned
back with a broad guileless smle to the bowran. "Well, sir," he cried
cheerfully, "now you've sanpled the lad's skill, how about a taste of mine?
Myself I'min the mood for a good spicy wenching tale, if you' re agreeabl e?"

The man nodded abstractedly and the old storyteller [aunched hinself w thout
further ado into a tale of |echery whose bones had been creaking | ong before
Rome was young and yet which, for all its antiquity, |acked neither spirit nor
flavor.

By the time the |ast score had been settled, the Iast knot tied, the three
riders were within a strong bowshot of the city walls. Peter reined up his
horse and doffed his hat with a fine flourish. "Your servant, sir," he said.
"And may your nights be as lively as ny tale.”

The man reached absently toward the purse that hung at his belt but the old
man stopped himwith a lordly gesture. "Your personal recomendation is all we
crave, sir," he said. "W cone to work the Fair."

"So you shall have it," said the bowman. "I give you the word of Gyre." He
stood up in his stirrups and | ooked back along the road they had ridden as

t hough he were searching for something he could no | onger see. Finally he
shook his head, turned back, and glancing at Tom said: "I amsorry | didn't
get to hear your piping, lad. Some other time, eh?"

Tom nodded and sniled and patted the neck of his horse.
In brief salute the bowran touched his left shoulder with his clenched right

fist. "Well net, then," he said. He shook his reins, kicked his heels into his
horse's flanks and cantered off toward the west gate of the city.



As they watched himgo, Peter nuttered uneasily: "Was that his idea of a joke,
d' you t hink?"

"No," said Tom "He neant it."

"But he can't have forgotten."

"I think he has," said Tom "He renenbers sonething, but he's not sure whet her
we had anything to do with it. Didn't you see himlooking back al ong the road?
Perhaps he thinks | offered to play for himand he refused."”

"And he won't renenber?”

"l don't think so. Not unless | want himto."

"I once knew a man in Italy who could entrance people," said Peter. "But he
didit with words."

Tom nodded. "Morfedd could do that too."
"He did it to you, did he?"

"Oten."

"And how do you do it?"

"I tell themtoo-only wthout words."
"Tell them what ?"

Tom | ooked into the old man's eyes and smiled faintly. "I told himabout the
VWhite Bird," he said. "He wanted to believe ne, so it was easy."

Peter stared at him "Do you know how you do it?"
"I know when soneone wants ne to."

"But how, |ad? What is it you do?"

Tom sighed faintly. "I join nyself to them | build a bridge and walk to them
over it. | take their thoughts and give them back ny own." He gl anced at Peter
and then away again. "One day I'll do it for everyone, not just one or two."

"And Morfedd taught you that, did he?"

"He taught me howto find the right keys. A different one for each person. But
| believe there's a master-key, Peter. One to unlock the whole world. | cal
that key the Wiite Bird."

Peter shook his head slowy. "Well, |I'mscarcely wiser than | was before, but
I"mmghty glad you did it. | had an ill vision of the two of us lying spitted
at the roadside like a couple of sparrows. That little toy he carries at his
back can put a bolt clean through an oak door at thirty paces."

Tom | aughed. "I liked the story anyway."
The old man treated himto an enornous wink. "Cone on, lad!" he cried. "W're

still alive so let's nmake the nost of it! My throats as dry as a brick oven.”
Sl appi ng his horse's haunch with the reins he led the way into the city.



York was the first city that Tom had ever laid eyes on. As soon as he had
recovered fromhis initial astonishment he found it put himirresistibly in

m nd of an ancient oak that grew on a hillside near his hone in Bowness. Known
locally as "the Wzard's OGak" this once lordly tree had been conpletely
shattered by lightning and given up for dead. Then, a year later, it had begun
to generate a few |l eafy shoots and, within ten years, had becone a respectable
l[iving tree again. Now as he wandered about the bustling streets and squares
and nosed into the dark alleys, Tom s sharp eyes picked out the dead skel eton
branches of ancient York still standing ami dst the new, and he found hinsel f
wonderi ng about the race of men, long since dead and forgotten, who had
erected these incredible buildings. He even conceived the odd notion that the
bui |l ders nmust thensel ves have been shaped differently fromordi nary nmen and
worren, not rounded but squared off and pared to sharp edges, as if their gods
had first drawn themout on a plan with rule and line and then poured them
into nolds, row upon row, all alike like bricks in a brick works.

Yet even underneath those stark bones he perceived faint traces of a structure
yet nore ancient still: great blocks of gray granite cemented into the
foundations of the city's walls and, here and there, twisting flights of stone
steps worn thin as wafers by the feet of generations all hurrying on to death
I ong | ong ago. Once, wandering near the Mnster he had seened to sense their
hungry ghosts clustering all about him inmploring himw th their shadowy
charnel mouths and their sightless eyes to tell themthat they had not |ived
in vain. He had fled up on to the city walls and, gazing out across the Sea of
Goole, had tried to i magi ne what it nust have been like to live in the days
before the Drowning. He strove to visualize the skies above the city filled
with Morfedd's "netal birds" and the great sea road to Doncaster thronged wth
glittering carts drawn by invisible horses. But in truth it was |ike believing
that the world travelled round the sun-sonething you accepted because you were
told it was so-and a good deal less real than many of O d Peter's tales. Even
the inmportunate ghosts of the dead were nore alive in his imagination as they
cane flocking grayly in upon him unaccountable as the waves on the distant

Wi nter sea.

Staring into the setting sun, lost in time, he heard, deep within hinmself, yet
anot her fragnent of the nmelody he was always listening for. At once the
snothering weight lifted fromhis heart. He turned, and skipping lightly down
t he steps, headed back to the inn

Late on Christmas Eve a nessage was brought up to Oerk Seynour at the Chapter
House that a man was bel ow asking to speak with himon a matter of urgency.

The Cerk, a gray, cobwebby man with a deeply lined face and bad teeth,
frowned tetchily. "At this hour?" he protested. "Wat does he want?"

"He didn't say, except that it was for your own ear."

"Ch, very well. Send himup."

A minute |later there were steps on the wooden stairs, a deferential knock at
the door and O d Peter appeared on the threshold with his hat in his hand.
"d erk Seymour?"

"Aye, sir. And who are you?"

A d Peter closed the door carefully behind himand cane forward with hand

outstretched. "Ad Peter of Hereford," he said. "Tale-Spinner by calling. You
and | are related by wedl ock through ny niece Margot."



"Ah, yes. To be sure. You are bringing her boy to ne. Well net, cousin." They
shook hands formally and the Clerk gestured the old nman to a seat. "I have
heard many speak highly of your skill, Tale-Spinner," he said. "But am| not
right in thinking you are over a week in York already?"

The old man made a sel f-deprecating gesture. "Truly | would have call ed
sooner," he said, "but | guessed these weeks would be a busy time for all at
the Chapter. Is it not so?"

The Clerk smled faintly. "Aye, well, we are none of us idle at the Mass. That
goes for you too, | daresay. You will take a cup of wine with nme?"
"That | will and gladly, cousin.”

The Clerk fetched cups and a stone bottle froma cupboard. "And how goes the
Fairing for you?" he inquired am ably.
"Faith |'ve never known one like it," said Peter. "I vow | could fill Cross
Square four times over and | had the voice to carry. They flock in |like
starlings."

The Cerk poured out the wine carefully, re-corked the bottle, handed a cup to
Peter and lifted his own in silent toast. Having taken a sip he resuned, his
chair. "You are not working alone, | gather."

"Ah, the |l ad you nean?" Peter nodded indulgently. "Well, he pleaded with me to
let himtake a part and | hadn't the heart to deny him He has a mghty
engagi ng way with himhas Tom But of course you'll know that."

"Not |," said the Clerk. "lI've never set eyes on the boy. In truth, unti
Margot's letter I'd thought he was another girl. Wat is it he does with you?"

Peter licked a trace of wine fromhis lips. "I let himpipe a burden to ny
tales. A snatch or two here and there. It helps things along and it keeps him

happy. "

"He does it well?"

"I"ve had to coach him of course. But he learns quickly. He has a good ear
for a tune."

"Then it's clear that | nmust make tine to cone and hear you." The C erk took
another sip at his wine. "You see the Fairing out?"

"Aye. | had thought to leg to Doncaster for the New Year but while things go
so well..."

O erk Seynmour nodded, wondering when the old man was going to get round to
sayi ng whatever it was that he had come to say. Surely it was not just to pass
the tine of day? "To Doncaster," he nurnured. "Aye, well..."

A d Peter set down his cup and plucked his lower lip thoughtfully. "Tell ne,
cousin Seynmour," he said casually. "The Chapter School. Am 1 right in thinking
they take | ads of all ages?"

"Well, within reason, yes, that is so."

"Fourteen years woul d not be thought too ol d?"

"By no neans. But surely | understood Margot to say..."



"Yes, yes," said Peter quickly. "Young Tomwon't span fourteen for a
five-month yet. What | am anxi ous to know, cousin, is whether his place could
be held open for himtill then?"

"I""'mnot sure that [|..."

"This would be in the nature of a personal favor to me, you understand, and
naturally |I should be prepared to reconmpense the Chapter for any inconvenience
it might cause.” The old man hesitated a nmere half second, glanced sharply

si deways and added, "Fifty royal ?"

The Clerk did his best to conceal his astonishnment and did not succeed. After
all, the summentioned was as much as he earned in a six-nmonth! He stared at
Peter. "Forgive ne, Tale-Spinner," he said. "But do | understand you right?
You wi sh to postpone the boy's entry till he reaches his fourteenth year?"

Pet er nodded.

The Cerk waved a hand. "Wy this, |'msure, could easily be arranged. But
why ?"

A d Peter sank back in his chair and let out his breath in a I ong sigh
"Cousin Seyrour," he said, "you see before you an old man, friendl ess, alone
inthe world, with the final curtain about to cone down upon his |last act. For
this month past | have found in Tom s constant conpani onship a source of

sol ace and confort | had not dreaned could be mine. My sole wish is to nake
one |last farewell tour through the Seven Kingdons and then back hone to
Cunberl and and the long rest. Wthout Tom | could not face it. Wth him al ong
it wll be my crowning triunmph. There now, that is the answer to your
guestion. "

The C erk nodded, pursing his |lips pensively. "And the boy? Presunably he is
agr eeabl e?"

"Ch, he loves the Iife! Fresh faces; fresh places. Wiy this |last six weeks a
whol e new wi ndow has opened in Tomis world!"

"Then there would seemto be no problem"”

"On the face of it, you are right, cousin. But the truth of the matter is it's
not quite so sinple. For one thing there's still the lad' s nother."

"You mean you haven't discussed it with her?"

"Well, until the |lad expressed his desire to join up with ne, the question
didn't arise. Since then we've got along like a house a-fire. But it's only
natural he should feel a good son's duty to abide by his mother's wish."

A gl eam of bel ated understanding kindled in the erk's eye. "Ah, | see," he
murmured. "So it would suit you if we could rmake this delay 'official'?"

Peter slipped his hand beneath his cloak, funbled for a nonment, then drew out
a soft | eather bag which clinked faintly as he laid it on the table. "What
harm could there be in gratifying an old man's whim cousin? | will cherish
that boy as if he were my own son. I'Il even undertake to school himin his
letters. And | shall return himhere to you, safe and sound, before the

M dsumrer Hi gh Mass. Al |I'masking of you is that you wite a letter to

Mar got expl ai ning that the place you had bespoken for the lad will not be open
to himtill the sumrer; and that when | bring Tom al ong here you say the sane



to him That done we can all go our ways contented."

The C erk reached out, uncorked the wine bottle and poured out a second
careful measure into the two cups. "There is but one thing troubles nme," he
said. "I have only your word for it that the boy is happy with you. |I would
have to speak to him al one before |I could agree.”

"You woul d not tell himthat | have spoken with you, Cousin Seymour?"

"Naturally not," said the Cerk, lifting his cup and touching it agai nst
Peter's. "That is clearly understood. Nevertheless, for his mother's sake,
feel bound to insist upon it as a condition of our confidential
"arrangenent'."

"Agreed then," said Peter, and with his free hand he gathered up the bag of
coi ns and shook it gently. "The monent you have satisfied yourself that
matters are as | say, these will be yours to distribute as you think fit. To
your health, cousin."

At the very nmonent when the Clerk to the Chapter was chatting so amiably to
the old tale-spinner, a very different sort of discussion was taking place in
atall gray tower block at the far end of the Mnster O ose. This building,

whi ch was known | ocally as "The Fal conry,” was the headquarters of the whole
Secul ar Arm of the Church MIlitant throughout the Seven Kingdons. Its
reputation was just as bleak as its appearance. Cold, functional, efficient;
the only sign of decoration on the walls of The Fal conry was an inscription in
bur ni shed steel characters riveted fast to the stonework above the main door

H c et Ubique. This, when translated fromits archaic tongue, read sinply:
"Here and Everywhere." Nothing further was needed.

The man responsible for overseeing all the multifarious activities of the
Secular Arm had the official title of "Chief Falconer" though he was nore
general |y spoken of as "the Black Bishop." Born in 2951, the illegitimte son
of a Cornish tax-collector, he had been brought up by the Bl ack Fathers and
had risen to his high em nence by dint of great intellectual ability, an

out st andi ng capacity for organization, and an appetite for sheer hard work

whi ch had al ready becone sonething of a | egend before he had reached the age
of twenty-five. In the seven years since he had been appointed to his present
of fice he had conpletely re-vitalized the noribund structure he had inherited
and rurmor had it that his heart was set on doing the sane throughout the whole
of Europe. Others maintained, sotto voce, that here runor lied, since it was a
proven fact that the Bl ack Bi shop had no heart at all

What he did have was a fanatical sense of dedication and a will that brooked
no obstacle. It was not anbition in the comonly accepted sense of that word,
rather a kind of steely conviction that he and he alone was privy to the
Truth. Long ago he had been vouchsafed a vision that woul d have struck a
responsi ve chord in the imagi nati on of many a ni neteenth-century engi neer, for
he had dreamed of the Church Mlitant as a vast and conpl ex machine in which
every nmoving part functioned to perfection, and all to the greater' glory of
God. In such a nmachine, with fallible nmen as its conmponents, fear was the
essential lubricant, and none knew better than the Bl ack Bi shop when and where
to apply the oil can. Yet he derived no particular pleasure fromwatching nen
trenble- indeed it was debatabl e whether he derived particul ar pleasure from
anyt hing-but if he deemed it necessary he did it, and he deened it necessary
quite often.

Besi des the Bishop there were four other men present in the Council Chanber
high up on the fifth floor of The Fal conry. They were seated two to each side
of a long table. The Bishop hinmself sat at the head. For the past half an hour



he had listened in silence while his four District Marshals gave himtheir
verbal reports and now, with the | ast one concluded, he sinply sat there, his
left elbow resting on the armof his chair, his chin resting on the knuckl es
of his left hand, and slowy | ooked at each of themin turn. And one by one
they quailed before his eyes, their own gl ances seeking the shelter of the
table top or the candlelit corners of the room

"So," he said quietly, "I ask for facts and you bring me runors: | ask for the
firebrand and all you can offer me is a cloud of snmoke. Meanwhile every road
into York is choked with credul ous fools hurrying in to witness the mracul ous
advent of ... of what? A goose? A swan? A seagull? What is it they're
expecting? Surely one of you has discovered!"

The four officers continued to stare down at the table top. Not one of them
cared to risk opening his nouth.

The Bi shop thrust back his chair, stood up and wal ked over to the wall where a
map of The Seven Ki ngdoms was hangi ng. He stood for a nmonent, with his hands
cl asped behind his back, contenplating it in silence. Finally he said: "And
why here? Why York? Wiay not Carlisle? Edi nboro? Newcastl e? Bel fast, even?
There nust be a reason."

One of the Marshals, Barran by nane, observed tentatively: "In the | egend, ny
Lord, the White Bird-"

"Yes, yes, | know all that, Barran. Lions and unicorns. Fairytal e nonsense.
But | sense a guiding hand behind it. | feel it here, in ny bones." He turned
away fromthe map and noved back restlessly toward his chair. "Wy do nmen and
worren need miracl es?" he asked. "Can any of you tell nme that?" They shook

t hei r heads.

"It isreally very sinple. If the life they know already is all there is for
themto believe in, then nost of themwould be better off dead.”

The marshal s' eyes wi dened as each one wondered whet her the peril ous boundary
whi ch denarcated heresy from orthodoxy was about to be re-drawn.

"It has al ways been so," continued the Bishop sonmberly. "And what happens
ultimately is that they are driven to create their own. Mracles born out of
sheer necessity-out of spiritual starvation! Qur danger is that unless we are
very careful they may do it here. The tine is full ripe and there are
sufficient gathered for the purpose.”

"W coul d di sperse them nmny Lord."

"You think so, Thomas? That would be a miracle indeed! By tonorrow night, at
the rate things are going, they will out-number us by hundreds to our one."

"So many, ny Lord?"

"I have it on the Mayor's authority. And there's another thing. So far there's
been no whi sper of civil trouble in the city. They're meek as sheep, all of
them Mst have even brought in their own provisions for the week. Al they do
i s wander up and down gawping at the Mnster. Quiet as mce. Waiting. Just

wai ting. But for what?"

The Marshal called Barran cleared his throat and murnured: "I have heard it
referred to as 'the forthconming,' nmy Lord."

"Go on."



"It is said that at the start of each mllennium mankind is given anot her
chance. They woul d have it that the Drowning in 2000 wi ped the slate clean so
that a new nessage could be witten on it in the year 3000." He tailed off
apol ogetically and turned his hands pal mupwards on the table as if to

di sclaimany responsibility for what he had said.

The Bi shop snorted. "The Drowning was the direct result of humanity's
corporate failure to see beyond the end of its own nose. By 1985 it was

al ready quite obvious that the gl obal climte had been nodified to the point
where the polar ice caps were affected. Besides, the process itself |lasted
until well into the 21st Century. Such dates are purely arbitrary."

"But, nmy Lord," Barran protested, "the teachings of Jos-"
"Yes, yes," cut in the Bishop irritably, "because it suited the Church's
purpose to denounce it as a Divine Judgenent upon the Materialists-which of
course it was. But that does not nean that the Church was not fully aware of

t he physical causes which underlay it. At the end of the 20th Century disaster
could have struck in any one of a dozen different ways. By allow ng us just

ti me enough in which to adjust to it, the Drowning proved to be the nopst
fortunate thing that coul d have happened. So five billions perished. Wen you
consider the alternatives you can only allow that God was exceedi ngly
nmerciful .”

The Marshal s, back once nmore on firmground, nodded in agreenent.

"So," said the Bishop, "let us discard specul ati on and concentrate upon the
practical aspects of our present situation. The one thing to be avoided at al
costs is any sort of direct confrontation. The synbolic features of this
ridicul ous | egend nust on no account be permitted to gain a hold over their

i magi nati ons. Five days fromnow, Deo volente, they will all have dispersed to
their homes, hopefully a good deal wi ser than when they left them In the
meantime | wi sh our nmen to be seen, but nothing nore. They nust keep

t hensel ves in the background. Let themlend their assistance to the Cvil
Watch. But tell themto keep their eyes and ears open. At the first sign of
anyt hi ng out of the ordinary-anything which m ght conceivably be exaggerated
into sone spurious 'mracle' -get word back to me at once, and leave it to ne
to decide what action should be taken. Is that understood?"

The Marshal s nodded, relieved that it had been no worse.
"Have you any further questions, gentlenen?" There were none.

Two days after Christrmas Cl erk Seymour sent a nessage to "The Duke's Arns"
that he wi shed to speak with Tom O d Peter acconpanied the boy to the Chapter
House. OF the two visitors there was no question who was the nore nervous.
Hardly had the introducti ons been made than Peter, pleading the afflictions of
advanced age, scuttled off to relieve his bladder. It took himrather |onger
than m ght have been expected. Wen he reappeared it was to learn, to his

wel | -simul ated di smay, that Tom woul d not be joining the Chapter School unti
the summer.

He clucked his tongue and shook his head dol efully, then brightened up. "No

matter, lad!" he cried. "lIt's not the end of the world, is it? And the days
twi xt now and then will pass in an eyeblink, eh, Cousin Seymour?"
The C erk nodded. "I have been suggesting to Thomas that he night do a great

deal worse than to keep you conmpany on your spring travels, Tal e-Spinner
Wul d such an arrangement be acceptable to you?"



"Not hi ng coul d pl ease me better!" exclaimed the old man. "Wy, Tom we'll nake
that round tour of the Seven Kingdoms | spoke of. That'll give you sonething
to brag about to your school -fellows, eh? Wat do you say, |ad?"

Tomsmled. "It's very kind of you, Peter.”

"Pooh! Stuffl" cried the old man, clapping an armround the boy's shoul ders
and hugging himtight. "W're a team you and |I. W stand together against the
world, Tom Artists both, eh? A few days nore in York then off down the high
road to Doncaster. We'll follow the coast as far south as Nottingham then, if
the wind's fair, take ship to Norwi ch. How does that |ike you?"

"It likes ne very well," said Tom

"I shall be witing to your nother, Thonas," said the Cerk, "to let her know
that you are in good hands. As soon as you have deci ded what your plans are,
Tal e-Spinner, | will be happy to include the information in ny letter. W have
a Church nessenger leaving for Carlisle next Wednesday. | will see that he
delivers it into her own hand."

"That's mpost civil of you, Cousin Seynour. Most civil."

"Myself | depart for Malton directly," continued the Clerk, "but | shall be
back on the eve of the New Year. Perhaps you would drop in on nme then?"

"Indeed | shall. In the nmeantime |I'Il have roughed out some details of our
trip."

The C erk acconpani ed themto the door of the Chapter House where they shook
hands before nmaking their way through the crowds which thronged the M nster
Cl ose. As they were passing The Falconry a man enmerged from beneath the

over shadowi ng porch and caught sight of them He paused a noment, watching

t hem t hr ough narrowed eyes, then ran lightly down the steps and pl ucked the
old man by his sleeve. "Geetings, old Tal e-Spinner," he murnured. "Dost
remenber nme?"

Peter turned. "Aye, sir,"
you, Fal con Gyre?"

he said. "Even without the casque. How goes it with

The man gl anced back over his shoulder. "I was at the telling last night," he
sai d.

"I amindeed honored," returned Peter, with the nmerest hint of irony in his
voice. "Didst prefer it to the other?"

"I would talk with you, old man. But not here."

Peter flicked a quick glance at Tom who appeared suprenely unconcerned. "Aye,
well," he muttered uneasily. " '"Tis not the best of tines, friend Gyre. W
have a telling billed within the hour. Wuld not tonorrow be-"

"Tormorrow woul d be too late,” said Gyre. "I know of a place hard by." As he
spoke he tightened his grip perceptibly on the old man's arm and steered him
gently but firmy, toward a narrow alley.

By a series of twists and turns they were conducted into a courtyard which
fronted on to a backstreet market. There in a dingy shop which was part ale
house, part general store, Gyre ordered up three rmugs of spiced w ne, guided
the old man and the boy into a corner settle and said: "You nust quit York



toni ght."

For sonme seconds Peter was too taken aback to say anything at all, then he
managed to stutter: "By whose authority cones this? W break no [aw. "

Gyre shook his head. "I, Gyre, tell you this, old man. For three nights past |
have had the sane dream | wish no harmto befall you. Stay not in York." He
spoke in little inpetuous rushes, |ike one who has run hard and snatches for
hi s breath.

A d Peter gazed at him noted the unnatural brightness of eyes which he had
first seen cold as the pennies on a dead nman's sockets, and he renenbered the
way this licensed bird of prey had stood up in his stirrups and stared back
along the sunlit road to Hamrmerton Bridge. "A dream eh, friend?" he mnurnured
mldly. "And three nights running. Is that all you can tell us?"

Gyre | ooked fromthe old man to the boy and back again. "I noose ny own neck
by speaking of it with you," he said. "WII| you not be warned?"

"Aye, man, we are truly grateful. Think not otherw se. But this dream of
yours. Could it not have sone other readi ng?"

"Perhaps," said Gyre, and all the urgency had suddenly drained fromhis voice.
He sounded al nost indifferent.

"You cannot tell us?"

"It comes and goes again," said Gyre and frowned. "I know when it has been
but I know nothing of its nature.”

"And yet you sought us out to warn us?"

"Aye, well." Gyre shrugged. "Sonething came over me." He got up and, wi thout
another word to them wal ked out of the shop and di sappeared, |eaving his
drink untasted on the table.

A d Peter stared after him kneading his chin with his thunb knuckle. "Wat
make you of that?" he asked.

"He meant it," said Tom

"Yes. But neant what, |lad? Did you see his eyes?"

Tom si pped his drink and said not hing.

"Il warrant he'd been chewing 'drasil root."

"But we could go, couldn't we, Peter? W don't have to stay now, do we?"

"Ah, you're forgetting your Cousin Seyrmour. He won't be back from Malton till
Monday. Besides, lad, this place is a regular gold mne for us. Cose on
twenty royal a day we're taking. A day! And | can recall plenty of tinmes when
|'ve not taken one in a week!"

"Al'l right," said Tom "So we'll stay."

"Me I'mnot superstitious," said Peter. "I can't afford to be. Still
wouldn't like you to feel that I..."

Tom | aughed. "And abandon a gold m ne? Never!™



"Ah, | thought you'd see it ny way," said Peter conplacently, and catching up
Gyre' s abandoned mug he swigged it off in a single draught.

At the tenth hour of the New Year's Eve, O d Peter shrugged on his heavy cl oak
and set out to keep his appointnent at the Chapter House. That afternoon he
had totted up the sumof their takings over the past fortnight and found it
cane to the staggering total of one hundred and seventy eight royal. Even
allowing for the fifty he had pledged to the Clerk this was still a golden
harvest the |ike of which he had never known. It had driven him for the
first time in his life, to seek the services of the bankers. Now, folded flat
and stowed away in a conceal ed pocket within the lining of his doublet, he
carried a letter of credit which would see them both round the Seven Ki ngdons
and back again to York even if they never took another quarter. Truly, as far
as Peter was concerned, the advent of the nillennium had al ready proved wholly
m racul ous.

As he approached the Chapter House he was astonished to find the Mnster Cl ose
al nost deserted. On this night of all nights he had expected to see the crowds
mlling in readiness to celebrate the m dnight chines. Then he recall ed how an
Order had been pronul gated from The Fal conry that very norning banning al

such gatherings within the city walls on account of a case of plague which had
been di scovered. He | ooked about him Over the roofs to the south he saw the

|l ow clouds already tinted a coppery red fromthe flames of invisible bonfires
that had presunably been kindl ed on the open ground beyond the southern gate.
He deci ded that as soon as his business with the Cerk was concluded he would
take a stroll along the walls to watch the sport.

He was kept waiting for a cold half hour at the Chapter House before derk
Seymour could receive himand by the tine all the details of the transaction
had been settled, the cash handed over and a pl edge drunk in wi ne, the |ast
hal f - hour chi ne before m dni ght was sounding fromthe Mnster. Peter stepped
back out into the night to find that the air had becone alive with snowfl akes,
| arge and soft as swansdown.

There was no wind at all, and where the two wall torches flaned beside the
entrance to The Falconry the currents of rising air were setting the drifting
flakes into a swirling dance like twin clouds of golden noths.

As the old man hefted up the hood of his cloak and re-tied the | eather |aces
at his chin a solitary horseman cane spurring into the C ose. He reined up
out si de The Fal conry, flung hinmself fromthe saddl e and, wi thout even
bothering to tether his nount, raced up the steps and into the building.

Refl ecting that no news travels faster than bad news, Peter made haste to quit
the scene. He was hurrying toward the southern gate when a troop of five

Fal cons, helnmeted and with their bows at their backs, galloped past hi m down
the main street, the steel-shod hooves of their horses striking showers of
sparks fromthe snowslippery cobbl estones. So uncannily silent was the town
that Peter could hear their clattering racket |ong after they had passed out
of his sight.

The last quarter-chinme had just died on the air as he set foot on one of the

ancient stairways that led up to the top of the city wall. Pausing to gather
breath for the clinb, the old man suddenly renenmbered Tom The thought came to
himin the formof a brilliantly clear nental image of the boy's face as he

had once seen it lit up by the flanelight fromNorris' hearth. As if a hand
had been thrust violently into his back, the old man began scranbling up the
stairs two at a tune. Heart pounding, |ungs wheezing |like a blacksnith's
bel | ows, he staggered up on to the battlenments and peered dizzily over. The
sight that net his eyes all but brought his heart to a full stop. By the |ight



of a dozen bonfires an enornous crowd was assenbled, a silent sea of blank
white faces gazing upwards toward the city wall. The only sound to be heard
was the crackle of flames as a log broke in two and a fountain of sparks swept
up to nmeet the ceasel ess downward sift of the snowflakes. The only sound?
"Dear Cod," groaned the old man in what was part prayer, part incantation
"Dear Cod, no."

He set off in a shanbling, broken-w nded run along the battl ements, pausing
every now and again to peer downwards. He cane upon other silent watchers,
first in ones and twos, then clustered ever nore closely together, |eaning
over the parapet, rapt and still. He el bowed his way between two of them and
saw that a little way bel ow and some thirty paces to his right, a rough wooden
scaffol d had been erected by masons working to repair an inward-curving
section of the wall. A ladder |ed down fromthe parapet to a boarded platform
and there, seated so casually that one | eg hung dangling over the airy gulf
bel ow, was Tom His back resting agai nst a rough pine joist, the snow al ready
begi nning to settle unheeded upon his bent head, he was playing his |lament for
The White Bird of Kinship; playing it really for nobody but hinself, unless
perhaps it was for the spirit of a man he had once | oved who had dreaned an

i mpossi bl e dream of human ki nship | ong ago anong the hills and vall eys of
Bowness.

As Peter stared downwards it seened to himthat the whole scene was becom ng
oddly insubstantial: the pale upturned faces of the silent crowd beginning to
swirl and mingle with the drift and swirl of the pale flakes; the stones al ong
t he parapet touched with the rosy firelight until they appeared to glow with
the warminward gl ow of nolten glass. Al about himhe seemed to sense a world
becom ng subtly transforned into sonething wholly new and strange, yet a part
of himstill realized that this transformation nust Iie within his own
perception, wthin hinself.

-1 believe there's a master-key, Peter. One to unlock the whole world. | cal
that key The Wiite Bird.

As the boy's words canme whi spering back into his nenory an extraordi nary
excitement gripped the old man. Fear slipped fromhimlike a dusty cloak. He
began to hear each separate note of the pipe as clearly as if Tomwere sitting
playing at his side and he knew that every listener in that vast concourse was
hearing the same. So it was that, despite hinself, no | onger caring, Peter
found his head had tilted backwards until the feathery snowfl akes cane
drifting down upon his own upturned face. And gradually, as he surrendered
hinself to the song, he too began to hear what Gyre had once heard-the great
surgi ng down-rush of huge wi ngs whose enornous beat was the very pul se of his
own heart, the pulse of life itself. He felt hinself being lifted up to neet
themas if he were being rushed onwards faster and faster along sone i Mmense
and airy avenue of cool white light. OF their own accord his arns rose,
reached out in supplication, pleading silently- Take ne with you . . . take ne
take me . . . But, ah, how faint they were becom ng, how faint and far
away. Chostly wi ngbeats sighing fainter and ever fainter, washed backwards by
an ebbing sky-tide, drifting beyond his reach far out over the distant
sout hern sea. Away. Gone away. Gone.

The ol d tal e-spi nner opened his eyes without realizing that he had ever closed
them What had happened? There was a mysterious sighing in the air, an

exhal ation, as if the held breath of the whole world had been rel eased. Cone
away. CGone. Qur bird. Qur own White Bird. Wy hast thou forsaken us? He shook
his head like a wet dog and blinked round at the vacant, dream drugged faces
beside him And it was then that he realized the nusic had stopped. A sound
nost |ike an animal's inarticul ate bewi |l dered grow broke fromhis throat. He
| unged forward, thrust hinmself half over the parapet and squinted down through



the lazily drifting petals of the indifferent snow.

The boy was lying, head slunped, |inbs tw sted askew on the wooden pl atform
Through the left side of his chest a single crossbow bolt fledged with ravens
feathers was skewering himto the pine joist behind him One hand was stil
clutched around the projecting shaft of the bolt as if to pull it free. On the
snowy boards bl ood was al ready spreading outwards in a slow, dimpuddle.

Forcing his way through the press of stunned spectators the old man gained the
| adder by which Tom nust have descended and, heedl ess of his own safety,

cl anmbered down to the platform As he set foot on it the Mnster bells
suddenly unl eashed their first great clanorous peal, flighting out the Add
Year and wel coming in the New.

Acconpani ed by Marshal Barran the Chief Fal coner strode furiously along the
top of the city wall. In the distance he could make out a little huddl ed knot
of on-lookers, lit by flickering torch Iight, gathered around the top of the
scaffol ding. Down in the neadows bel ow, the nounted troopers were already

di spersing the crowd. For the third time he asked the same question: "And you
are absolutely certain this was the same boy?"

"There could not be two such, ny Lord. He fits the Boroughbridge report
perfectly."”

"Insane,"” nmuttered the Bishop. "Absolutely insane. Wose troop is the madman
in?"

"Dal keith's, ny Lord."

"And why that way when he could have slit the pup's throat in a back alley and
no one a wit the wi ser? Now we've got ourselves five thousand eyew tnesses to
a needl ess martyrdom And on this one night of all nights!”

"Aye, ny Lord. They're already nurnuring about Black Bird."

"And for how | ong do you suppose it will stay a murmur? In a nmonth they'll be
shouting it fromthe rooftops. Wat they' |l be saying by this time next year
i s anybody's guess."

Al ready the snow was falling nmore heavily and a breeze had sprung up, bl ow ng
in fromthe sea, bringing the smoke fromthe dying bonfires billow ng up al ong
the battlements. Two nenbers of the Civil Watch had found a plank, had laid
the boy's body upon it. Having covered it with a piece of sacking, they were
now ar gui ng about how best to get it down the narrow steps. The Chi ef Fal coner
strode into the center of the group. "Back!" he commanded.

As they shuffled to obey he stooped over the makeshift bier, twitched aside

t he sacking and stared down at the pale cal mface of the dead boy. He caught
sight of a leather |ace about the throat and, thinking it mght be a crucifix,
jerked it clear. Al he found was a bl oody fragment of a shattered green
pebble. "The bolt," he said. "Were is the bolt?"

"I have it safe," said a voice fromthe shadows.

The Bi shop raised his cow ed head and peered into the shadows. "Wo are you?"

"Peter of Hereford. Tal e-Spinner. He was ny lad."

Marshal Barran | eant across and whi spered sonething into the Bishop's ear. The
Chi ef Fal coner frowned. "What know you of this sad accident, Peter?"



The old man stepped forward into the pool of quivering torchlight. From
beneat h his cl oak he produced the bl ack-fledged bolt, its crunpled feathers
already stiff with congeal ed bl ood. "This was an accident, sire?" he said.
"Your birds flew here this night to shed i nnocent bl ood."

"Have a care for your tongue, old man."

"Fear you the truth, my Lord Bishop? Know then there should by rights have
been two of us down there. | to tell the tale and he to breathe the breath of
life intoit. Ask any man or woman who heard Tom pl ay whether or not the Wite
Bird of Kinship hovered here tonight."

The Bi shop glanced swiftly round at the circle of inpassive faces and felt
suddenly as if the sea wind was bl ow ng right through his bones. Wiy was this
ol d scoundrel not afraid to speak these heresies to his face? Men had been
racked to death for less. Something was stirring here that even he night well
be powerless to quell. There was a rank snell of false faith in the air. Wl

at least there would be no nore public martyrdons this night. He touched the
bier with his foot. "Get this down to the gate-house. As for you,

Tal e- Spi nner, present yourself at the Falconry by the tenth hour of forenoon
Meanwhi |l e you woul d be well advised to place a closer guard over that precious
tongue of yours."

The snow stopped shortly after dawn. Wien Peter nmade his way to The Fal conry
next norning it was through streets nmuffled as if on purpose to honor the
dead. Everywhere along his route people, recognizing him cane up and touched
hands and went away. Few said nmore than: "I was there," but their eyes were
el oquent .

The ghost of an old fear brushed against himas he mounted the snowy steps to
The Fal conry but it no | onger had the same power to freeze himfromthe inside
out. He strode into the building, stamped the ice fromhis boots and told the
door keeper who he was. The man directed hi m down an echoi ng passage into a
roomwhere a log fire was burning. Crouched on a stool beside the fire was

Fal con GQyre

Peter gazed at the bowran in surprise then wal ked across and placed a hand on
his shoulder. "Well net, friend," he nurnured. "Wuld that we had heeded those
dreans of yours."

Gyre | ooked up but there was no hint of recognition in his eyes. They seened
to l ook right through the old man to sonething far beyond that only he could
see. Peter remenbered how he had stared back along the sunlit road across the
nmoors to Hamrerton and wondered what thoughts were going through his mnd
"You did your best, friend," he said. "No one could have done nore."

As though by a superhuman effort Gyre brought his eyes to focus on the face
above him Hi s lips trenbled | oosely and, suddenly, with a shock of real pity,
Peter saw the man was weeping silently, the tears runneling down his unshaven
cheeks and dri ppi ng unheeded fromhis chin. At that noment the door opened and
t he Chief Fal coner wal ked in. He stood for a nmonent gazing with obvious

di staste at the blubbering Gyre, then he turned to Peter and said: "What do
you wi sh done with hin®"

Peter gl anced round, half convinced that the Bi shop was addressi ng someone

el se in the roomwhom he had not yet seen. "I?" he protested. "Wy should
on

"He has not told you?"



"He has not spoken a word. | thought perhaps he was ...

"He is in a state of profound shock," said the Bishop. "He renmenbers nothing.
Nevert hel ess he was responsible for the accidental death of the boy."

"Gyrel Never!"
"So you know his name?"

"Aye. W rode into York together. My Lord, | assure you there has been sone
m st ake. This cannot be the man."

"There has been no m stake," said the Bishop testily. "Gyre | oosed the bolt by
accident. Think you we would have ordered himto do it? Surely even you mnust
have the wit to realize that it was the last thing on earth we could have

wi shed. "

Peter stared down at the silently weeping man and then back to the Bishop. "No
man coul d have fired that shot by accident,” he said slowy. "It would have
been difficult even for a skilled marksman. Upwards-against the falling
snow-with only the firelight to aimby? That was no accident. But whoever did
it it was not Gyre."

The Bi shop drew his |ips back against his teeth with a faint sucking sound.
"And just what nakes you so certain?" he asked curiously.

Pet er shrugged. What had either of themto |lose by it now? "Because Gyre tried
to warn us to leave the city three days ago."

"Warn you? How?"

"He told us to quit York. He said he had had a dream"”

The Bi shop gazed at the old nan, seeing the ripples of superstition

mul ti plying, crowding thick upon each other, ringing outwards w der and w der
with every minute that passed. "A dream" he said flatly. "What drean®?"

"He would not tell us. But he said he had the same dreamthree nights running.
He just warned us to leave. Wuld to God we'd listened to him But | had

arrangenents still to make with the Chapter Cerk for the |ad's schooling.”

"School i ng?" echoed the Bishop. "Are you telling nme the boy was to enter the
Chapt er School ?"

"Aye, ny Lord. That's why | brought himhere to York."
"But in that case he was certainly destined for the Mnistry."
"I know naught of that, ny Lord."

The Bi shop punched one hand into the other. "Oh, he was, he was," he said.
"There can be no question of it. Besides, the Clerk will certainly confirmit.
You nust realize that this puts a very different conplexion on the matter."

"How so, ny Lord?"
"Why naturally he nust be interred in the Mnster crypt with all due honor as

befits a true son of the Church. How |ike you that, old nan? Better than a
public grave in the wall ditch, wouldn't you say?"



Peter | ooked hard at him "I daresay Tomw ||l not be mnding rmuch either way,"
he said. "But make it a grave in the open Close if you nust. Those M nster
stones would lie too heavy on his heart."

"So be it," said the Bishop. "Leave it to us, old man. | prom se you he shal
| ack for nothing."

"Except a little breath, my Lord."

Frost laid an icy finger on the Bishop's snmile. "Have a care," he nurnured,
"or that golden tongue of yours may buy you a grave of your own."

And so it came to pass that on the third of the New Year the Mnster bells
rang out once nore. The pine coffin, decked with bl ood-berried holly, was
borne fromthe gatehouse through the twisting streets to the doors of the

M nster and vanished inside. By the tine it re-emerged the crowd of nourners
in the Cose had swollen beyond conputation, |apping out even to engulf the
steps of the Falconry itself.

Gazing down sonmberly fromhis fifth floor eyrie the Chief Fal coner was noved
to question his own wisdomin acceeding to the old man's wi sh that the body be
buried outside the Mnster. Were had they all appeared from these massed
ranks of silent watchers? \Wat marvel ous sign were the fools hoping for? He
wat ched with growi ng i npatience as the bearers made their slow way through the
crowmd toward the heap of upturned earth beside the newly dug grave. As they
laid the coffin across the | eather straps, the first feathery flake of new
snowfall cane drifting downwards outside the wi ndow. Another followed and

anot her, and then the Bishop saw faces here and there in the throng lift and
gaze upwards. In less than a mnute only the officiating clergy appeared
concerned in the burial, the rest were reaching upwards, hands outstretched in
supplication toward this mracul ous manna softly falling feathers of the
imortal White Bird of Kinship whose song once heard woul d never be forgotten

The Bishop turned to Marshal Barran with a mirthless smle. "I suppose you
realize that it is nmore than likely we are witnessing a future mracle."

Barran nodded. "You did well, ny Lord, to claimhimfor the Church. Think what
this m ght have becone had it taken place belowthe city walls.”

"I hope you're right," said the Chief Falconer. "Myself |I'mnot so sure. What
if this fledgling we've taken into our nest should prove to be a cuckoo?"

Barran returned his attention to the scene below just in time to see the
coffin di sappear jerkily out of sight. The priest scattered a handful of soi
into the grave and stepped back. As he did so those nearest to the graveside
shuffled forward and each appeared to drop sonmething white on to the lid of

t he hidden coffin. Soon a |ong procession had forned. As it wound slowy past
t he heap of raw earth each man, woman and child stretched out an arm and
dropped a single white feather into the open grave.

Barran debated whether to draw the Bishop's attention to this new devel opnent
and decided against it. Instead, he remarked: "Do you recall, ny Lord, how the
fabl e ends?"

"Wth the death of the bird, of course.”
"Ch, no, ny Lord. They would have it that when the bl ood of the dying white

bird spl ashes the breast of the black, then the black bird beconmes white
itself and the cycle is repeated.”



The Bi shop swung round on his Marshal, his eyes seeming to snolder |ike dark
red coals. "In God's name, Barran, don't you see what you're saying? Wy
didn't you tell me this before?"

"My Lord," stammered the Marshal, "indeed | would have done so, but you
assured me you were famliar with the legend. As | recall it you-"

"Aye, man, | renenber. Lions and unicorns | called it. Stupid fairy tale
nonsense. Wll, so it is. So are they all. Credulous idiots. Children. Fools."
He sighed. "Ah, well, it's done nowfor better or worse. | only wish | could

believe it was for the better."

St andi ng beside the grave, with the snow falling all about him a |one piper
had begun to play a haunt-ingly famliar |anent.

"Amen to that, ny Lord." murmnured the Marshal

Three days after the funeral two nen rode out of the city by the south gate
and took the shore road for Doncaster. One rider was O d Peter of Hereford;
the other an ex-Fal con by the name of Gyre. Around Gyre's neck was fastened a
t hi ck hi nged band of studded brass clanped at the throat by a steel padlock
The key to this lock was in Od Peter's purse. The Collar of Servitude was the
puni shment whi ch, as near kin, he had el ected at the behest of the Secul ar
Court; the rejected alternative would have been ritual blinding with a
whi t e- hot iron.

When they were fifteen kilometers clear of the city, Od Peter signaled Gyre
to disnount then clinbed down off his own horse. He beckoned the Falcon to
him unl ocked the brass collar and flung it far out into the Sea of Goole. The
key followed it. "That's the way Tom woul d have wanted it," said the old man,
panting fromhis exertions. "You're free, Gyre."

Gyre, who had spoken no intelligible word to anyone since |oosing the fatal
bolt, produced a sort of bubbling gurgle fromdeep inside his throat. Then he
turned away, went back to his horse and unfastened one of the |eather

saddl ebags. Frominside it he took out sonething wapped in a piece of blue
cl oth which he brought to Peter

"What's this?" said the old nan. "An exchange, eh?" He unw apped the cloth and
then drew in his breath in a painful hiss. "Man, how cane you by this?"

Gyre | ooked down at the pipe which the Wzard of Bowness had fashioned for Tom
and then he laid his clasped hands agai nst his chest and crouched down in the
danp sand at the water's edge and whi npered |ike a dog.

"Why did you do it, Gyre?" nmuttered the old nan. "Wat nade you, man?"

Gyre raised his head, unclasped his hands, and with his right forefinger
gently touched the barrel of the pipe. As he did so the sun thrust aside the
cl ouds and shone down upon him An expression of childlike wonder softened his
ravaged face. His fingers closed round the pipe, eased it fromthe old man's
grasp, and then set it to his own lips. Cosing his eyes he blew gently down
it and then began to nove his fingers falteringly over the stops.

To his dunb amazenent the old man heard the unmi stakable air of one of the

t henes which Tom had first devised for Amulet and then incorporated into his
Lament for the Wiite Bird. Gyre played it all through once, and then again,
gai ni ng assurance as he proceeded. As Peter listened in a sort of trance,
under st andi ng broke over himin a foam ng wave of revelation. It was as though



the musi c had brought himthe answer to his own question. And it |ay back
there behind himon a road fifteen kilonmeters to the northward where the boy
had once said to himin that quiet, suprenmely confident way of his-"I told him
about the White Bird. He wanted to believe nme, so it was easy." But what was

it you had wanted to believe, Gyre? That the Bird was a living reality which
woul d i ndeed come winging out of the winter sky? If you believed that, then
you woul d have to believe all the rest too. Wich nmeant believing that the
Bird nmust die in order to live again!

Li ke bright bubbles rising to the swirling surface, nmenories began to cluster
together in the old man's mind: remenbered things that Tom had said: "They are
such ninnies they'll believe anything"-"l thought of himlike |I think of the
dogs, not as a man at all"- "I take their thoughts and gi ve them back nmy own."
And others too: "Qur thoughts are unseen hands shaping the people we
nmeet"-"Mirfedd planned it all years ago. Long before he chose me. Before | was
even born." The old nman began to shiver right deep down in the very marrow of
hi s bones. Wat manner of being had this boy been? Wat |atent power in him
had Morfedd recogni zed and nurtured? Was it possible Tom coul d have known what
he was about-or even hal f known-enough to stanp a picture of his own destiny

on Gyre's too willing mnd? Could he have chosen his own death? Every

instinctive fiber in Peter's being rejected the notion. And yet . . . and yet.
the pattern would not go away. One by one the nails thudded into the

coffin and anong the hands w el ding the hanmers one was his own. "I thought

you'd see it ny way." Thud! "A few nore days in York then off down the high
road to Doncaster."” Thud! "You're forgetting your Cousin Seyrmour. He won't be
back from Malton till Mnday." Thud! "Wat harmcould there be in gratifying
an old man's whim cousin?" Thud! Nailed down by the strength of an old man's
weakness. That collar should have been round his own neck not Gyre's. Wth
everything to | ose, poor crazed Gyre had at |east seen the boy as an end in
hinself. "I, Gyre, tell you this. I know when it has been but | know not hi ng
of its nature.” Wiy was it that men could never value things truly till they
wer e gone?

Far out to sea a ship with silver-white sails was dipping and plunging in and
out of the slanting shafts of sunlight. Eagerly the blue-gray waves hurried
in, stunbled, and creamed up the gently shelving beach as they had done for a
t housand years. The old tal e-spinner | ooked down at the man still crouched at
his feet. A huge cal mess descended upon him He stretched out his arm and
gri pped Gyre gently by the shoul der. Then he wal ked down to the water's edge
and di pped both his hands into the sea. Returning he tilted back Gyre's head
and with a wet finger drew across his forehead the sign that Tom had once
drawn on a mi sty window of an inn-a child' s representation of a flying bird.

"Come friend," he said. "You and | together have a tale to tell. Let us be on
our way."
Chapter One

I T WAS JONSEY who saw himfirst, "One-Eye" Jonsey whose single eye, so they
said, could see nore and see further than many another coaster's two good
ones. Three hours out of New Bristol on the long tack into Taunton Reach a
snowf | ake-swi rl of sea birds caught and held the attention of that one bright
eye as Jonsey squatted up in the bows of the "Kingdom Come" bending floats of
tarred cork on to the seine net. Over the slide and dip of the April sea,
where the |l aggard ebb net the rip off Bl ackdown Head and the bew | dered waters
junbled all ways at once, a dot of darkness was hoi sted nonentarily on the
shoul der of a wave for just long enough to bring Jonsey to his feet with a
shout to his brother Napper at the helm



Young Napper masked his eyes agai nst the shimrering sea-glare and, obedient to
Jonsey's directions, |leant his weight against the stout oak tiller bringing
the boat's head butting hard round into the eye of the east wind. "Wat is
it?" he yelled.

Jonsey had cl anbered up on to the gunwal e and w apped his right armround a
stay. The patched brown mainsail clattered at his back and the shadows of the
wheeling gulls flickered to and fro across the rocking deck. H's single
gray-green eye raked the water's face. Suddenly he flung out his left arm
toward the distant coast of North Dorset. "There!"

Napper eased off the helm the mainsail tautened again and the boat crabbed
slowy off in the direction of Jonsey's pointing arm Wthin mnutes they had
drifted cl ose enough for Napper to nmake out the shape of a man's head as it

| ol ed above the wooden spar to which the upper arms had been | ashed. He
maneuvered the boat round and then let it drift back before the breeze unti
the spar's end rapped against the | ee boards and Jonsey was able to get a line
around the man's wai st. Wile Jonsey heaved, Napper abandoned the helm | eaned
out over the side and sawed through the henp lashings with a gutting knife.
Then, together, they dragged the water-Iogged body aboard.

They rolled it over so that it was |lying face downwards across a pile of nets,
t hen Napper went back to the hel mand brought the "Ki ngdom Cone" back on
course. Jonsey resunmed his work on the floats but every now and agai n he

gl anced over his shoul der at the sodden corpse wondering whose it was and how
it cane to be drifting so far out in the Sonersea and why the gulls had |eft

t he eyes al one.

Beneath the body's open nouth draining water forned into a swelling puddle. As
t he boat heeled the puddl e broke free and trickled off toward the scuppers.
Idly Jonsey watched it wiggle its way past the hand of the sprawled left arm
and, as it did so, he saw one of the dead man's fingers slowy crook itself.
The noverment was so slight-scarcely a nail's breadth- that for a nonent Jonsey
doubt ed the evidence of his one good eye. Then it noved again. Starling to his
feet with an oath the coaster flung hinself astride the back of the "corpse"
and began punping its arms backwards and forwards while at the sane tinme he
contrived to rock the body fromside to side on its rib cage.

From his station at the hel m Napper observed his brother's actions with
amazenment. "You're crazy!" he cried. "Wiy he's so soused he didn't even bl eed
where | snicked him"

"Coul d be a spark still," Jonsey panted. He stopped punping, tilted the body
on its side and ripped open the lacing of the sodden | eather jerkin. Then he
pressed his ear to the cold chest, listened, shook his head, thunbed up an

eyelid to expose an eyeball seemingly as blind as a peeled egg and finally
resumed hi s punpi ng.

Ten mnutes |ater Napper heard a crow of triunph. "He's alive, boy! Leastways
his heart's beating."

Jonsey strai ghtened up, palmed the sweat fromhis forehead and scranbl ed down
into the hold to energe a noment later clutching the spare foresail. He nade
his way back to where the unconsci ous body |ay and contrived to bundle it up
in the canvas. Satisfied that he had done all he could he made his way back to
his brother's side.

Napper brought the "Ki ngdom Cone" round so that she was running free down the
m ddl e of the channel toward the tiny harbor of Tallon, the |ast outpost on
the Isle of Quantock. Twenty-five fathons bel ow her keel the |ong-drowned



bor ough of Taunton sl unbered beneath its thousand year old quilting of red
silt. The sky above Exnoor was speedwel|l blue and the breeze out of Salisbury
sharp with the promi se of spring on the 12th day of April in the year A D.
3018.

Jonsey took the mai nsheet fromhis brother's hand and shook out nore canvas.
"What do you make of it?" he asked indicating the shrouded figure with a jerk
of his head. "He didn't tie those ropes hinself, did he?"

Napper nodded. "You reckon he's off a weck?"

"I dunno,” said Jonsey. "There's marks of the lash on his ribs. Fromnot so
long since I'd say."

"Fl ogged and drowned too!" Napper grinned. "Mybe the poor bugger won't thank
us for saving himfromthe crabs. Wo d you think he is?"

Jonsey cleared his throat and spat a gob of phlegmat an escorting gull. He
wi ped his lips with the back of his hand. "I dunno who he is," he said. "But
what he is, now that's another matter."

"Go on," said Napper curiously.

"I"d lay you ten to one he's a Kinsman."
Napper's head jerked round. "You're joking."
"Not |, boy."

"But how can you tell?"

For answer Jonsey opened his mouth, stuck out his tongue and flicked his thunb
down its underside.

"Are you sure?"
"See for yourself. He won't stop you."

Napper relinquished the tiller, picked his way forward and peered down at the
unconsci ous figure. He saw a tiny pulse in the man's neck flutter faintly and
noted where a scrap of feathery red, seaweed had entangled itself in the short
dark beard. Stooping, the boy placed his thunb on the man's chin and eased the
j aw downwards. Cold blue lips and white teeth parted to expose the pink
tongue. Very gently the young coaster inserted the tip of his index finger
behind the Iower teeth, slid it under the man's tongue, and lifted. Sliced
neatly in two right down the mddle to its root the tongue fell apart like a
snake's and, as the finger was w thdrawn, closed up again. Napper gave a
sudden, violent shiver, straightened up and returned to the helm "Ch, Christ,
Jonsey," he said. "What are we going to do?"

"CGet him ashore, boy. Wat else?"

"At Tallon?"

"Aye. It's as good as anywhere el se. Maybe better.”

Napper stared back al ong the deck to where the man lay in his sun-warnmed
canvas shroud, unnmoving but indubitably alive. A faintly specul ative

expression tightened the sunburnt skin around the boy's eyes. As if to hinself
he murrmured: "1 did hear as how they're offering five royal a live head" in



New Exeter."

"Tenpted are you?" enquired Jonsey. . "No nore than nost. Still, it's a lot of
nmoney. "

"Bl ood noney only buys ill luck."

"So they say," agreed Napper. "But | reckon there'll be a fewin Tallon as

woul d gladly take the risk for half of what they' re offering."

"You're wong there," said Jonsey, "The conbers are a close |lot but they're no
carrion crows. But we'd best get himdown bel ow out of sight all the sane.

['l'l have a word with Pots Thonson when we get in. He's Kin and if | read it
right he'll take himoff our hands. 'Sides, we've no call to know what he is,
have we?"

Shortly after noon the "Ki ngdom Cone" nudged up al ongsi de the deserted quay at
Tal l on. Jonsey scranbl ed ashore, nade the boat fast, and then set off up the
steep, cobbled street of the village. Some twenty mnutes | ater Napper saw him
returning. He was acconpani ed by a brown-bearded, barrel-chested man who
pushed a long fish-barrow | oaded with two wooden crates. Wth them was a young
woman who carried a covered basket.

The little caravan halted beside the noored boat. "Wl met, Napper," called
t he bearded potter. "W ve got two cases of fired glazings here. They're for
Sam Moxon at Chardport. Jonsey tells ne you've got those powders | ordered.™

"Aye," said Napper. "They're ready for you, Pots. 'Lo, Jane. Com ng aboard?"

The young woman gave the coaster a brief, abstracted smle, handed hi m her
basket and then junped down on to the deck. Napper indicated the conpani onway
with a jerk of his head. She took the basket from himand vani shed down the
steps leaving the men to deal with the two crates.

The second crate was no sooner aboard than the young woman reappeared. She
drew a deep breath and shook her head sending her short, dark hair tunbling

around her pale face. Pots joined her on the deck. "Well, lass," he nurnured.
“I's it hinP"

"I don't know, Dad," she said. "I can't reach him W' Il have to get him
hore. "

The nmen exchanged gl ances and Pots said: "Wat do you nean you can't reach
hi nP"

She shrugged and pushed her hair back off her face. "I just can't, that's all
He's closed of f and"-she hesitated, frowning-"I don't know. There's sonething
not right about hi mnuddl ed-foggy sort of-it's just a junble. Maybe when he
conmes round ..."

Pots scratched the back of his neck and gl anced round at the bl ank wi ndows of
t he wat ersi de houses. It was the dead hour of the day but, even so, he knew
that curious eyes were sure to be watching him "That stuff you've got for ne,
Jonsey, " he said thoughtfully. "Is it in sacks, or what?"

"Four small bags and a box," said the coaster

"So if we trussed himup all shipshape there's a chance we coul d pass him of f
along with it. You boys would give us a hand to the top, wouldn't you?"



The two brothers | ooked at one another, hesitated, and then nodded.

Pots noted the nonmentary pause and grinned. "I'
of a royal for all your trouble, lads. And you'
can't do."

Il see to it you' re not short
Il take a bite with us. Mre |
The "Ki ngdom Come" sailed from Tallon on the four o' clock tide, its crew the
richer by a gold piece and a confortable conscience. As they set course for
the port of Chard sone forty kiloneters to the south-east, neither Jonsey nor
Napper were a wit the wiser as to how the man had come to be drifting in the
Sonersea for he was still unconsci ous when they took their |eave of the

potter. Nor were they unduly troubled by curiosity. There were a | ot of things
which it was safer not to knowin A D. 3018.

The drowned man | ay naked beneath gray wool en bl ankets in the back parlor of
Kiln Cottage, cold as a fish despite the three oven-warmed bricks which the
potter's wife had wapped in scraps of flannel and placed, one at his feet,

and one at either side of his chest. Only the faint msting of a close-held
gl ass betrayed that he breathed at all

The girl cane into the room drew up a stool, sat down and stared at the
mask-1i ke face. Then she leant forward so that her lips were no nore than an
inch fromhis ear and whi spered urgently: "Kinsman? Ki nsnman, can you hear ne?"

There was no response at all. She sat back, |aced her fingers together and
bowed her head over themfor a long mnute. Then she sighed deeply, |eant
forward once again, laid her right hand, palmflat, across the cold forehead
and cl osed her eyes.

Stillness descended upon the roomlike twilight as she sank slowy into the
darkness within himlike a carp sinking down into a deep pool. Wth the spread
fingers of her m nd she wi nnowed through the cloaking msts until at |ast

wi sps of his menories began to flicker dimy at the fringes of her

awar eness-tiered boxes with | um nous wi ndows, each holding a wiggling worm of
light; a man's anxi ous face | oom ng close; a square white building glinpsed
from hi gh above as though by a bird; a girl with red hair, bare breasted,

| aughi ng down at him and an endl ess, swirling tunnel of shifting shadow out
of which drifted the frail echo of a whisper: "Carver." But it was all so
faint, guttering like a candleflane in a draft, and she was about to w thdraw,
exhaust ed and despondent, when suddenly a whol e cascade of strong, brilliant

i mages came pouring into her consciousness; the sickle nmoon racing through a
tattered cl oud wack; sea birds wheeling and crying all about her; a group of
men, wonmen and children with | aughing faces running forward to enbrace her

and an old man with white, wind-blown hair lifting a hand that glittered wet
in the sunshine as it sketched upon her up-turned forehead the Sign of the
Bird. So intense was the radiance of this final vision that she cried out

al oud and opened her eyes. As she did so she felt the man stir beneath her
hand. She saw his eyelids flutter uncertainly, then his eyes were staring up
bl ankly into hers.

The door opened and the potter cane in. He took in the scene at a gl ance.
"Well done, lass,” he murnured. "I was beginning to think he was lost to us."
He | eant over his daughter's shoul der and grinned down cheerfully at the nan.
"Wl come back to the Iand of the living, friend. Dos't know where'st been?"

The man's lips parted slightly and then cl osed agai n.
The potter called out: "Susan! Bring us in a drop of that warmed spirit and a

bow of nmilk." He patted the girl on the arm "You | ook ready for a sup
yoursel f, Jane, love. Hard work, was it?"



She nodded wanly, got up from her stool and kneeling down beside the hearth
laid two fresh |l ogs upon the sulky fire. She felt utterly drained and
exhausted as though sonme vital part of her were still far away, wandering | ost
in the dark and lonely cataconbs with the waith called "Carver." She felt too
tired even to weep.

The potter's wife cane in carrying a bow and spoon in one hand and a stone
bottle in the other. She handed the bottle to her husband who poured a
generous neasure of French spirit into the warmm |k then bent over the man on
the bed and lifted himup into a half-sitting position. Hs wife sat down on
the stool Jane had vacated, dipped the spoon, touched it against the rim of
the bow and then lifted it to the man's lips. "Sup, friend, sup,"” urged the
potter. '"Tis better than salt water."

The spoon slowy enptied, sone running down the man's beard but nost endi ng up
i nside him Susan gave hi m anot her, nodding and smiling encouragenent as she
saw his throat working | aboriously. "Ah, poor drowned wi ght," she crooned.
"Drink up. Drink up."

The man contrived to swallow four or five spoonfuls and then sank back
exhaust ed agai nst the potter's armand cl osed his eyes again. "Set the bow
down agai nst the hearth to hold warm" nurnured the potter. "Happen he'll take
some nore by and by. Jane, |ove, ye'd best have a drop yourself."

He eased the man down on to the bed and gathered the bl ankets up under his
chin. Then he went out into the kitchen with Susan, fetched a cup, poured a
measure of spirit into it, and handed it to his daughter. "Sup it up," he
conmanded. Jane took the cup fromhis hands, raised it to her lips, sipped,
and pronptly choked.

Pots | aughed and patted her on the back. "It's conme a long way, |ass," he
said. "lIt's a pity to waste it."

She took another sip and then handed the cup to him "You finish it," she
said. "It makes my eyes water."

The potter tilted his head and drank off the brandy at a gulp. "You' ve done a
good day's work, Jane."

"Where was it they found him Dad?"

"Qut in the Reach sonewhere. Of Blackdown Head | think Jonsey said. Wy?"

"I don't know. | just wondered."

"But you got through to him didn't you?"

She nodded.

"Wl ?"

"I don't think it is Gyre," she said. "He's not old enough, is he? But I'm
sure | saw O d Peter baptize him and | felt the Boy there too. But there's
somet hing el se. Something | can't understand at all."

"CGo on."

"But it doesn't make sense." She | ooked up at him shaking her head. "You see,
before | reached himthere was anot her man-soneone else. | just don't



understand it."
" Soneone el se?"

She nodded. "He was terribly deep down-faint and far away. But he was there,
Dad. |'m sure of it."

"Coul d have been early nenories, couldn't it?"

"That's what | thought at first. But now|l'msure it wasn't. It was someone
fromthe A d Days before the Drowning." She sat back on her heels and said
with a sudden conviction: "Yes! That's what | was getting on the boat! |
couldn't understand it at all. But it was the same man! And his nane's
"Carver,' Dad."

"Carver, eh? | don't know of any Kinsnman called Carver."

"No, no," she insisted. "Carver's the other one. The one | got to first. | saw
this place, Dad-a sort of |ong white house-and a whole roomfull of those
magic mrrors like in the stories-and a girl with red hair . ., ." Suddenly,
for no reason at all, she was weeping bitterly, the tears runneling down her

cheeks as she wailed: "Ch, he's lost, Dad. He's lost. He's lost!"

Pots, totally bew ldered, took her into his arns and conforted her as he had
not done since she was a snmall child nunbling to himthrough tear-swollen |ips
that the other kids were calling her huesh. "There, there, |ovey," he soot hed.
"Don't you take on so. There's no call for tears. You've brought himback to
us, haven't you? Wthout you he'd be | ost and gone for sure.”

He held her head to his shoulder, murrmuring to her, and patting her with his
broad and gentle hand, until the flood tide of her msery slowy ebbed away.

One of the two | ogs which Jane had thrown on the fire snol dered through

broke, and rolled sideways on the stone hearth. A tongue of flame |icked al ong
t he scorched bark which began to spit and crackle. The man |ying on the bed
opened his eyes and blinked up at the dancing shadows of the ceiling rafters.
Al nost at once he becane aware of a dull ache in the nuscles of his shoul ders
and upper arns, and crossing his hands over his chest he began abstractedly to
massage the bruised flesh. It was then he discovered that a dressing had been
bound round his left armjust above the elbow He explored its surface with
the finger-tips of his right hand and so cane upon the tender area of the gash
made by Napper's knife.

Li ke a baby investigating an unfam liar building block he picked up the idea
"wound", turned it over curiously in his mnd for a while and then laid it
aside. He rolled his head over slowy, heard the faint rustle of dry straw
fromthe mattress and saw the flane tongues wavering in the hearth. These too
he contenplated dully for a while, then let his gaze drift round to the

wi ndow. Each separate perception he wei ghed and exam ned before passing on to
the next, seeking for some |ink which would connect the present to the past
and findi ng none.

When Jane | ooked into the room sone twenty mnutes |later she found the man
crouchi ng beside the hearth with the bl ankets wapped round him "Wy didn't
you call out?" she said. "Have you been awake | ong?"

The man rai sed his head. "To whom should | have called?" he inquired mldly.
H s voice was | ow and husky; his question oddly direct, devoid of al
subterfuge; and in the flamelight his dark eyes seemed to flicker as if with a



gentl e and secret anusenent.

"I"'m Potter Thonson's daughter and Jane is my given name," she said, com ng
into the roomand cl osing the door behind her. "Wat's yours, Kinsman?"

"Thomas of Norw ch, Jane."

"Ch, then you're not Gyre?" Her question was faintly tinged with
di sappoi nt nent .

"No," he said. "Why? Did you expect ne to be?"

"Yes," she said sinply. She took a candlestick fromthe w ndowsill, moved
across to the fire and touched the wick to the flanes. Wen it was alight she
carried it back to the wi ndow, drew the curtains across, and set the

candl estick down before it.

The man wat ched her gravely. Finally he said: "Gyre is lying ill on Black Isle
in the Western Borders."

Jane frowned, shook her head slowy, then cane and knelt down beside him
"Tell me, Kinsman Thomas," she said. "How cone you were found drifting al ong
in the Sonersea?"

"Found by you?"

"No," she said. "By Jonsey and Napper. They're coasters. They brought you
ashore at noon in the 'Ki ngdom Cone'."

Thomas pondered for a | ong monment and then said: "Were aml, Jane?"
"Why, at Tallon," she replied.

"Tall on?" he repeated. "And where is that?"

"Well, on Quantock Isle, of course.”

He stared at her w thout speaking for fully half a mnute and then he nodded.
"And what day is this, Jane?"

"The twelfth day of April."
"Are you sure of that?"

"Wy, yes," she said. "The noon was at first quarter yesterday."

"And the storn®? When was the stornP"

"The big blow was three days ago. Wy do you ask?"

Thomas shivered violently and Jane cried: "Lord! What am| about? I'll fetch
you sone clothes of Dad's. He told ne | was to call himas soon as you cane,
awake." She scrambled to her feet and scuttled out of the room | eaving the
candl e flanme flapping |like a banner behind her

She was back within mnutes with a bundle of clothes in her arns. "Your own

aren't dry yet," she inforned him "but these will serve to keep you warm
Shall | help you?"
"Thank you," he said. "I seemto have |ost the knack of standing. No doubt it



will come back to me by and by."

She shook out a thick woolen jersey fromthe bundle and pushed it down over
hi s head. Then she unw apped the bl ankets |lind wi nced as she caught sight of
the scars on his back. "Ah, cruel!" she exclained. "Wwo did that to you?"

Thomas contrived to insert his arns into the sleeves of the junper and between
themthey got it on to him He twisted his hair and beard free. "You read the
script of the Gay Falcons," he said. "They wite with sharp pens."

Jane fetched the stool from beside the bed, helped himon to it, and then
guided his bare feet into the legs of her father's trousers. "Hold on to ny
shoul ders, Thonmas," she commanded. "Now. Up!"

He rose shakily to his feet and stood, rocking unsteadily, while the blankets
slid to the floor. Jane ducked down, pulled the trousers up over his naked
ness and made the buckle fast at his waist. "There," she said. "lIsn't that
better?"

"Much better," he agreed with a wan snile and subsided on to the stool
drawing in a deep breath of relief.

Wyol en socks and | eather slippers followed and finally a potter's snock of

bl ue sailcloth. Jane surveyed the finished effect with satisfaction. "W'l
have sone supper now directly,"” she said, "and then you shall tell us all."
She gathered up the bl ankets, shook them folded themdeftly, and laid them on
t he bed. When she had finished she turned to himand said: "WII you tell ne
one thing first, Thomas? Just one."

"Of course," he replied. "If I can.”
She took a pace toward himand cl asped her hands together so tightly that her
knuckl es gl eaned white in the candlelight. "It's Carver," she whispered. "Wo
is he, Kinsman Thomas? Who's Carver?"

The man cal |l ed Thomas stared back at her blankly and yet she sensed that he
was not really | ooking at her at all but at soneone or somewhere far, far
beyond her. "Carver," he murnmured. "Yes ..."

She waited, hardly breathing, watching his face as a cat watches a bird,
seei ng the shadows of doubt and inconprehension dusking across it like the

shadows of clouds on the Sonmersea. At |ast he shook his head. "I'msorry,
Jane," he said. "I do not know the answer to your question. \Wat nade you
ask?"

"It doesn't matter," she said. "We'll talk of it some other time. 1'll go and
tell themyou're ready now. "

Chapter Two

ACRCSS THE SODDEN pastures of Sedgenoor the rain cane rolling in fromthe
Bristol Channel in a seem ngly endl ess series of slow, gray waves. Though it
was only two o' clock in the afternoon the cars on the Mb notorway drove with
di pped headl i ghts draggi ng cl ouds of spray behind themlike trailers of snoke.
One of the vehicles on the southbound carri ageway- a dark bl ue

Vol kswagen-turned of f at the junction before Taunton, crossed over the

not orway, drove through the village of North Petherton and then turned west,
climbing slightly as it headed toward the Quantock Hills. A mle and a hal f
beyond the village it slowed and swung |l eft through a wi de stone-pillared

gat eway besi de which stood a white signboard bearing the | egend "LI VERMORE



FOUNDATI ON. HOLMADCD HOUSE. POST- GRADUATE RESEARCH CENTER. "

The bl ue car drove on down the w de gravel ed driveway, between huge, dripping
beech trees, negotiated the roundabout in front of the Georgi an nmansion, and
foll owed a macadanmed road which | ed round to what had once been the stable

bl ock of the Marquis of Ridgeway's ancestral home. There in the stable
courtyard the Vol kswagen cane to a halt anong a score of assorted vehicles on
the parking grid. The engine was switched off, followed bv the lights and the
Wi ndscreen wi pers; the driver's door opened and a young woman clinbed out. She
reached over into the back seat and dragged out a bright yell ow waterproof

pl astic jacket which she draped over her shoulders. This was followed by a
shiny bl ack plastic sou' wester hat which she janmed down over her chest nut
curls. Then she slanmed the door to and set off at a trot across the deserted
courtyard, passed under another arch and headed through the teem ng rain
toward a | ong, white building which stood sone three hundred yards fromthe
mai n conpl ex. She pushed through the swi ng doors, dragged off her coat and hat
and shook them over the mat. A unifornmed porter seated behind a desk at the
foot of the stairs |ooked up and grinned at her "Afternoon, m ss. Fine weather
for ducks."

"Hello, Harry," she responded. "lIs Doctor Richards in number 5?"

The porter glanced down at his console and nodded. "That's right, mss. Do you
want me to give hima buzz?"

"Don't bother. He's expecting ne."

She wal ked past himdown a long corridor and turned into the cl oakroom where
she hung up her jacket and hat and ran a conb through her hair. Then she
pushed her way out, wal ked another twenty paces down the passage and knocked
on the door nunbered "5." She could hear voices frominside but no one
appeared to have heard her, so she pressed down the | ever handl e and wal ked
in.

At the far end of the roomthree nmen-two of themwearing white | ab coats-were
standi ng beside a wheeled trolley on which a fourth figure was |Iying. The
three | ooked round as the door opened and the one who was w thout an overal
called out: "Ah, there you are, Rachel. Cone on in."

The girl closed the door behind her and wal ked forward past the benches banked
hi gh with cathode ray encephal ographs, sine wave frequency generators and
osci |l | oscopes, and festooned with heavy-duty electric cable. She nodded to the
two white-coated technicians and peered down apprehensively at the stil

figure on the trolley whose head was | argely conceal ed beneath a nol ded

pl exi gl ass hel met fromwhich a multitude of colored wires depended |ike the

| ocks of a psychedelic nedusa. "Good God!" she exclained. "That's not Mke, is
it?"

Doct or Ri chards nodded

"I's he asl eep?"

"Yes, | suppose you could say he was asleep."
"You don't sound too sure."”

"I"'mnot very sure,"” he admitted.

"But he is all right, George?"



Doctor Richards gestured to where a fluorescent screen was registering a slow
and regul ar pul se of electronic blips. "His heart-beat's as steady as a rock,"
he said. "Nothing to worry about there."

"Then why did you phone ne?"

Doctor Ri chards | ooked down pensively at the figure on the trolley, then he
pushed back the cuff of his jacket and consulted his wistwatch. "M ke shoul d
have cone round just after twelve o' clock. Nowit's comng up to half-past
two. He's been out for just over three and a quarter hours."

"Well, why don't you bring himround? G ve hima shot of something? You can
can't you?"

He shook his head. "We've tried. Twice in fact. | daren't risk a third yet."
"Way didn't it work?"

"I don't know," he confessed. "I sinply don't understand it. It was just a
routi ne scanning trip. Mke and | have done it a hundred tinmes. lan and Ken
have both done it."

One of the technicians said: "That's right, mss. It's just a bloody bus ride
for us."

Rachel unzi pped her shoul der bag and took out a packet of cigarettes and a
lighter. She |it a cigarette, inhaled, and then blew the snoke up into the air
above her head. "When you say 'routine trip,' what am| supposed to
under st and?"

"How much has M ke told you about the present progran?" countered Doctor
Ri chards.

"Not much. | know you're trying to find sone new way of displaying neura
i mpul ses. | think |I got the general drift."

CGeorge Richards nodded. "We've been following up a |line suggested to ne by a
chap called Klorner. I net himat Stanford | ast year. Apparently he'd been
researching in the sane field down at Hanpton way back in the '60's. According
to himthey'd had sone pretty startling results, though he didn't specify
exactly-"

"Hey up!" called one of the technicians. "There's sonething com ng through on
Nurmber 4 again."

Doctor Ri chards swung round and bent over the still figure on the trolley. "No
sign of RE M, lan."

"There's a strong trace showi ng on Nunber 7," said the other technician
"That's P/E and P/G Four tines in the |last hour," said Doctor Richards.

Rachel | ooked fromone to the other and intercepted the excited gl ances they
wer e exchangi ng. "What's going on?" she demanded. "Is he com ng round?"

The three men were gazing as if spell-bound at a single cathode-ray tube which
was pul sing out faint circles of bluish light |ike phantom snoke rings. "Wll,
' m buggered,” murrmured | an. "Does that signify what | think it does?"

The ot her two shook their heads |eaving Rachel to ask: "Well, go on, lan. Wat



does it signify?"
"Sone sort of contact-we think," said |an.
"What sort of contact?"

"Ah, there you have ne,’
when he cones round."

' he said. "Maybe Doctor Carver will be able to tell us

"I still don't understand," she persisted. "What sort of 'contact'?"

Doctor Richards turned to her. "Let's go and get ourselves a cup of coffee,
Rachel, and I'Il try to explain, lan can give us a buzz in the canteen if
anyt hi ng develops. OK , lan?"

The technician nodded and Rachel allowed George Richards to take her by the
arm and gui de her out of the |aboratpry.

The canteen was all but deserted, |unch having finished over an hour earlier
but CGeorge was able to obtain two cups of coffee and a packet of cheese and
crackers. He carried themacross to the wi ndow tabl e where Rachel was sitting
gazing norosely out at the rain-drenched park. "At least it's hot and wet," he
said. "But that's about all you can say for it." He pulled out a chair and sat
down opposite her.

Rachel nodded. She picked up her cup, raised it to her lips and then set it
down a”ain untasted. "M ke is going to be all right, isn't he, George?"
"Well, of course he is." Ceorge stripped the cell ophane wapping off his
packet of biscuits, rolled it briskly into a ball and dropped it into the
ashtray. "His autonom c system s functioning perfectly. Heart going like a
nmetronome. Well, you sawit."

"Then why doesn't he come round?"

"Ch, he will, Rachel. It isn't as if he'd been concussed or anything. He's
just taking his tinme about it, that's all."

"But it hasn't happened before, has it?"

"Not to this extent,. | grant you. But these conpound neurodrugs we're using
are tricky things at the best of times. Any slight variation in the body
chemi stry is liable to affect them | suppose you and M ke didn't by any

chance have a row this norning?"

"No," she said. "Wy?"

"I't was just a thought. A thundering old bust-up can upset the chem ca

bal ance for hours afterwards."” He poised a |unp of cheese on a cracker, pushed

it into his nmouth and crunched it noisily.

Rachel raised her cup again and sipped at her coffee. "Wiat did | an nean by
'contact' ?"

"Ah," said George. "That was really rather naughty of him | mean it's just
pure specul ati on. Nothing nore."

"CGoon. "

Ceorge crooked his little finger, inserted it in his mouth and di sl odged a



l unp of hal f-nasticated cracker fromhis upper gum "Well," he said, "when
M ke and | started nmapping out the cortical henisphere we divided it up into
separate zones. Those proximate to the pineal gland we labelled '"P'. P/E and
P/ G are two encephalic contact points which we've been concentrating on for
t he past coupl e of weeks."

"But that wasn't what |lan neant by 'contact', was it?"

"No," admitted George with a grin. "He, meant sonething much nore spooky."
" Spooky?"

CGeorge nodded. "Has M ke ever talked to you about O O B.E s?"

Rachel shook her head.

"It stands for 'Qut of the Body Experience.' They have quite a respectable
ancestry if you're prepared to accept purely subjective evidence."

"And what are they?"

"It's not easy to say, exactly. But, briefly, when the body's placed in a
state of artificial sensory deprivation it's apparently sonetimes capabl e of
percei ving things through some unspecified nmediumother than its own physica
senses. The phenonenon has been known to operate over quite extraordinary

di st ances. "

"Tel epat hy, you nean?"
"That's not a word we like very much. It's too hazy: too enotional."
"Al'l right, but | still don't see what any of this has to do with Mke."

"You may well be right at that," said George, spooning sugar into his coffee.
"But you wanted to know what |an was tal king about and that's it, nore or
less. We're pretty sure those inpulses on the 'P" points signified that M ke
was in sone sort of O O B. contact."

Rachel stared at him "But Mke isn't in a state of sensory deprivation. Don't
you have to be floated in a tank and be blindfol ded and God knows what el se
for that?"

"Not any nore you don't. Y-dopa does it just as effectively.
"And what is hell's nanme is 'Y-dopa' ?"

"Di hydr oxyphenyal ani ne and a synthesi zed extract originally derived froma
South Anerican plant called the Yucca."

"Christ Alnmighty! And that's what M ke's had?"
"It's what we've all had, Rachel."

"You're crazy," she said flatly. "You really are crazy, George."
"Far fromit," he protested. "W're just operating along the frontier, that's
all. There may even be a Nobel in it sonewhere. I'mquite serious, Rachel. |
think we're on the verge of uncovering facts about the human psyche which wl|l
totally revolutionize our conception of what we are.”



Rachel shook her head slowy. "Well, bully for you, George," she said. "And if
it makes you feel any better I'mrevolutionizing my own conception of you,
ri ght now "

Doctor Richards grinned indul gently and was about to frame a retort when the
t el ephone rang. He thrust back his chair, skipped across to the doned booth
and lifted the receiver. "Extension two five. Richards here. I'mlistening,
lan . . . Yes . . . Are you sure? , , . OK 1'll be right down."

"What ' s happened, Ceorge?"

"M ke's pul se has just dropped to below thirty. Cone on."

lan met them at the door of the laboratory. "I don't know what the hell's
goi ng on, Doc. There's nothing except auto, registering anywhere apart from

P/E and P/G" He gl anced quickly across at Rachel and then nurnured: "Should
phone for an anbul ance?"

"Hang on a minute," said George

He hurried down to the trolley, lifted the unconscious man's wist and felt
for his pulse. The others watched himintently. After thirty seconds he let go
and stood staring down at his coll eague, shaking his head. "It just doesn't

make sense,"” he nuttered. "His heart-beat's still as strong as a horse; his
breathing's regular; yet sonehow or other he's just letting go- gradually
drifting off."

" 'Drifting off?" Rachel's voice trenbled

"Into a deep physical coma by the | ooks of it."

"For CGod's sake, Ceorge! What are you going to do about it? Let hinP"

"I"'mafraid we'll have to get himinto hospital, Rachel. There's nothing el se
for it. But ook at that!" He pointed toward the screen labelled "7" which was
still pulsing out its ghostly circles of pale blue light. "If that isn't

evi dence of intense nental activity, what is? Al right, lan, get hold of
Harry and tell himto send out an S.O S. buzz to the hospital."

As lan hurried out of the I ab, Doctor Richards wal ked over to the contro

panel and nade a slight adjustment to a calibrated dial. The light in nunber 7
screen intensified perceptibly. "Incredible,” he nurnured. "Wat tinme did the
first trace show up, Ken?"

"Just after 12," said the second technician. He consulted a notepad. "12.02
I've got down: duration 32 seconds. Second trace 12.48: duration 3 mnutes 7
seconds. Third at-"

"That's O K ," said Doctor Richards. "W've got themall on tape?"

"Sure."

"We'||l use it as the enceph. base for the new converter. W may |earn

somet hing that way." He turned back to where Rachel was standing forlornly
beside the trolley. "Wat can | say, Rachel? | can't tell you how sorry |I am
that it's happened to Mke. It could just as easily have been any one of us

lying there."

She rai sed her head, gave hima long, level |ook, and then she nodded. "Yes,



know," she said. "I realize it's not your fault. But, oh God, George, | only
wish it wasn't him"

Chapter Three

THOVAS OF NORW CH, holding on to Jane's arm for support, wal ked sl owy through
into the kitchen of the cottage. Pots was sluicing his face over the stone
sink and Susan was standi ng beside the glowi ng range stirring something in a
steam ng iron saucepan. The Kinsman stood still for a noment savoring the
scene- the spread table, the soft cone of yellow light falling fromthe chain
hung | anp, the rose pink fire flush on Susan's downcast face, the cat dozing
besi de the fender, the waterdrops flickering in a golden shower fromthe
potter's busy hands-and lifted it entire into the junbl ed storehouse of his
nenory.

Pots swung round, groping for a towel, and caught sight of them "Wl cone,
Ki nsman Thomas,"” he called. "I see the clothes fit."

"Most well, potter. | have nmuch to thank you for."

Pots buried his face in the towel and scrubbed energetically to hide his
enbarrassnent. "Wiat's ours is yours, so long as we live. You know that."

"So long as we live," murnmured Thonas. "Aye."

"Now sit you down, Kinsnman," said Susan. "This will be ready directly. Jane,
love, run and fetch in sonme fresh ale.”

Jane gui ded Thontas into a seat and went out. As the passage door closed
behi nd her, Thomas said: "Jane tells ne that today is the 12th of April."

"Aye, 'tis so," acknow edged Pots, flinging the towel over a hook. "Though
you'd not guess jt fromthe trees. There's scarce a bud to be seen breaking
yet. And we had snow |lying on Lydeard Hill till the third week in March." He
pi cked up a wooden conb fromthe w ndowsill and raked it through his hair and
beard. " Tis the sane el sewhere, | don't doubt."
Thomas frowned down at the table. "And the storm. "
left his sentence hanging broken in md-air.

he began, and then

"Aye," said Pots, eyeing himcuriously. "Wat of it?"
"It blew for two days and two ni ghts?"

"No | ess, surely,"” said Pots. "Hard as iron straight out of the west. If Jane
hadn't warned me 1'd |like as not have ruined a whole firing."

"War ned you?"
"She's huesh, Thomas. Did you not guess?"
"l do not know the word."

"Jane has the gift, Kinsman," put in Susan
you. "

'"Twas for that we were expecting

"Expecting nme?" repeated Thomas enptily.

Pots | aughed. "Aye, friend, but you were late arriving. W had you com ng
ashore two days ago. And not by boat either. You were to be washed up in the



Jaws on the day the stormblewitself out.”

"Gyre," murrmured Thomas. "She told me she had expected ne to be Gyre. | did
not know what she neant."

"She wasn't sure,"” said Pots pulling out a chair and seating hinself opposite
Thomas. "It's like that sometines. The lass and | near froze our fingers off
hunting for you down in the sea-wack. She would have it that you nust be

t here somewhere. And since she'd hueshed the stormit seened |ike enough she
was right about you too. Well, in a way she, was, eh? Except in the small
matter of your being drowned."

"You wong her," said Thomas slowy. "She did see right, Potter." He lifted
his right hand and pressed his fingertips against the flesh of his cheeks like
a blind man exploring the face of a stranger. "I tell you this body you see
bef ore you has been drowned."

"Ah, well," said Pots uneasily. "You were indeed fortunate, Kinsman. No
m st ake about that."

"Four days, Potter? Three nights and four days? You ask me to believe that a
body can stay alive floating for four days in the April Somersea?"

"Amracle," said Pots cheerily. "For here you are as large as |life and hungry
with it. So where's the lass got to with that ale? Jane!"

Even as he shouted her name they heard the passage door open and a noment

| ater Jane cane in carrying a stone flagon in a w cker basket. "The lantern
bl ew out," she panted, setting the flagon down at her father's side and
turning to help her nother who was ladling broth into bows. She lifted a
filled bow, carried it carefully over to the table and set it before Thonas.

When everyone was seated Pots call ed upon the Kinsman for a bl essing.

"I have nore need of that than any one of you," murrmured Thomas. "Good peopl e,
may your peace soothe my troubled soul. Let the blood of the Boy ransom us

let the Bird of Dawni ng hover over us: grant us the Bliss of Kinship for
Eternity." He raised his right hand and sketched the Sign over them

Everyone intoned "anen" and Pots unstoppered the flagon, poured foam ng ale
into a nug and pushed it down the table to his guest. "Eat and drink, Kinsman
Thomas, there nust be a howing wolf inside that soused belly of yours. Qur
Kinsman tells me he was in the water for all of four days, Jane. Wat nake you
of that?"

"Then it was the storm" said Jane, glancing sideways at Thomas over her

lifted spoon. "I knewit. WIIl you tell us what happened?"

"Ch, let himsup awhile, girl," said Susan. "He'll tell us all when he's
ready. "

"I will tell you what | can," said Thomas. "But first you nust tell me of

huesh. Were does the word come fronf"

"That's one thing I do know," said Pots. "I had it all froman old cobweb of a
clerk in the library at New Exeter. Seenmingly it's a wild Cornish word which
cones fromway back when the fisher folk used to station a man at the top of
the cliffs to watch for the pilchard shoals. They called himthe huer. Over
the years the word canme to mean someone who coul d see what was hi dden from
others. Huesh grew out of it. O at |least that was his story." He dunked a



[ unp of bread in his broth and sucked it down with noisy relish. "Round here
every one takes it for granted," he said. "But | could never do that. Maybe
because I'mnot native to these parts. | held out against it for years, didn't
I, wife? As | saw it the thing went against all reason. But in the end | had
to give in. It got so |l was tying myself in knots to keep nmyself from seeing
what was right there under ny very nose. Now | reason that if the G ver of

G fts has chosen so to dower our Jane, who am| to refuse it?"

Susan got up from her place, fetched the saucepan fromthe stove and | adl ed
out more broth into the nen's bow s.

Thomas sai d: "And what nade you change your m nd?"

"That's quite a story," said Pots. "It happened five years back when Jane was
just com ng into womanhood. W were visited for the Tax Culling of '"14. A
whol e bunch of them arrived on horseback. There was a Census Cerk, a Tax
Assessor, one of the Black Friars, half a dozen birds of prey, and the

Coll ector hinself-a great, fat, greasy fellowwth a [augh like a cracked
trunpet who carried the Earl Robert's seal

"We'd had word by sea that they were on the way so we were able to put on a
very convinci ng show of pitiful poverty. But that didn't stop us getting the
Friar billeted on us for the night. At the time |I thought it was just our bad
luck but | found out soon enough that he'd got me singled out for a |loca

i nfornmer on account of ny quarterly trips to New Exeter and nme being able to
read and wite. He was well primed too was Brother Benjam n. Knew all about a
charge of sedition that had been laid against nme in Banbury way back in '92
and he nade it as plain as a poke in the eye they'd rake it all up again if |
didn't co-operate. It was a nasty nonent | can tell you.

"He was a real bad-un that Friar. As soon as Jane cane into the room he was
gobbling her up with his eyes in a way that made ny skin creep. | knew he was
just itching to get his hands on her. But she wouldn't |ook at him Just

woul dn't. Not at him that is. At his shoes, or his beads, or his hands, but
not into his face. And this really got himon the raw. In the end he laid hold
of her by the arms and ordered her to do it-charged her in God' s name-while
Susan and | just stood there and | ooked on, and | wondered if | could get away
with strangling a Holy Friar with nmy bare hands and stuffing his poxy corpse
into the firing kiln.

"Well, she did. Looked at him | mean. As though he was sone sort of nastiness
crawl ed out fromunder a stone. She nust have stared at himfor a ful

hal f-m nute before he let go of her arnms and fell to crossing hinself and
muttering a | ot of Roman gi bberish as though he'd just discovered he'd got the

pl ague. Jane ran out into the yard and, after a bit, | went out to see what
had becone of her. | found her curled up in a corner of the pottery shivering
like a mackerel. | asked her what ailed her-tho' in truth I knew well enough

what it was. Then she told ne she'd 'seen' Brother Benjamn |ying stark naked
inaditch with his throat cut.

"Now i f you give or take a nmurderous detail or two, that was nore or less the
picture 1'd been toying with on ny own account, so | didn't make as much of it
at the time as | mght have done otherwise. | just did what | could to cheer
her up and told her he'd be gone by the norning and that she wasn't to worry
because we'd see no harm canme to her

"And that's about all there is to it, except that the whole thieving bunch of
t hem was ambushed in Crowconmbe forest at noon the very next day by a gang of
Wl sh raiders. Every man jack was stripped to his skin and sent into the next
world with a brand new nouth half way down his throat. W got the news two



days later. Fromthat day to this |I've always given the |ass the benefit of
t he doubt. And believe ne, Kinsman, she's cone far since then."

Throughout this recital Jane had sat nmute. Now she rose quietly to her feet
and began hel ping her nmother to collect up the bows. She took care to avoid
Thomas' s eye.

"Tell me, Jane," he said. "Wiy would you not | ook at the Friar?"

"He had the power," she said sinply. "And | was frightened."

"But how did you know he had?"
"You know very well how," she replied with a faint smle. "So why do you ask?"
"Perhaps because | need to hear it fromyour own lips."

She paused, her face suddenly rapt and intent. "I saw the dark flane around
himand within him" she whispered. "And he knew that | sawit."

Thomas | eant back in his chair and stared at her, thinking: "Yes, Jane, you
are right. Who could know better than | that dark flame and the fear that it
feeds upon?" H s eyes dwelt on her pensively, noting the square, firmchin;
the wi de, generous nouth; the broad forehead beneath its boyish hel net of dark
hair; and, gradually, he becane convinced that he was poised upon the

t hreshol d of a stupendous revel ation. Bathed by the gol den | amplight the very
features of her face seemed to shift and glow as if they were being

illum nated fromsonme mysterious inward source. Brighter and brighter they
shone while all around her the room slipped away into the darkness until it
appeared no nore substantial than a dimcurtain of shadow agai nst which her
face, hovering in mysterious isolation, grew ever nore dazzling and, at the
same time, curiously, suprenely innocent. He felt the world lurch and rock al
about him he heard a voice intoning the burden of the Testament: "Lo! He
shall return and all things old shall be nade new' and he knew beyond al
possibility of denial that he was gazing upon the face of the Boy.

But even as he struggled to enconpass his expl oding vision a black wave rose
up out of the past, hung broodi ng over him nenaci ng and huge, and though he
cried out to stay it, the Iight and the roomand the divine face all were
swept away to be lost ampng the inrushing welter of the darkness.

The Kinsman's swoon lasted for barely a minute. He came to with a ringing in
his ears and opened bis eyes to find that he was |lying on the kitchen fl oor
and that Susan and Jane were bending over him "Forgive nme," he nuttered.
"These sudden stornms have afflicted ne from chil dhood."

They hel ped himback into his chair and Pots said with a nervous | augh
"Faith, you had me worried sure. | thought maybe it was the ale had taken you.
You not having eaten for so long, | nean."

"Maybe a little of that too," said Thomas with a pale smle

"W have baked nackerel to hand," said Susan. "WII| that be to your liking?"

"Indeed it will," said Thomas, "though 'tis not long since | was thinking the
fishes were like to be feasting upon ne."

"Ah, you don't want to dwell on that, |I'msure," said Pots.

"But | do," said Thomas, "for | think that Jane may well be the one to throw



some light into nmy dark corners. Even, perhaps, to telling me why the Bird
brought ne to her door, eh, Jane?"

If Jane heard his question she gave no sign

"Did you not ask how | cane to be floating out in the Somersea?" he pursued.

"You do not have to tell us," she said. "I should not have asked."
"You have a right to know," said Thomas. "So | trade nmy story for yours. Is
that a bargai n?"

"But | have no story to trade,"” she protested.
"I think you have," he said, "even though you may not know it yet. Besides,
have you forgotten what it was you asked ne?"

She gl anced at himacross the table, seemed on the point of denying it, and
t hen shook her head as if to say: "What could you tell me that | don't already
know?"

For a while they ate in silence then Thomas pushed his enpty plate to one
side, swallowed a mouthful of ale and said: "I took ship at Port Mencl ochog
in the south of Dyffydd' s Kingdom It was not the boat | would have chosen if
I'd had a choice but by then they were right on ny heels. They had picked up
my tracks in Monnmouth and were hoping | would lead themto Gyre. | decided to
put my trust in Dyffydd' s shield. Besides, there was nothing better once the
Edi ct of Proscription had sealed off the land route to the north. Did you know
they've put a price in gold on our heads in five of the Seven Ki ngdons?"

"Aye," said Pots. "Five royal they've billed in New Exeter."

"That's Sinmon of Leicester's doing. Constant has entrusted himw th the task
of inplementing the Edict. Having net the man | can well believe he relishes
his new duties. The Fal cons who trailed me across the Wl sh nountains were

menbers of a troop calling thensel ves the Gay Brotherhood. They have secul ar
license to range the Kingdons and owe all egiance only to Lord Sinon. The days
when each brood was firmy tethered to its own roost are over and done wth."

"But you still nanaged to give themthe slip."

"Only just. The brig sailed on Monday's midnight tide with a cargo of wool and
Wl sh hides, bound for the Isles of Brittany. By noon on the Tuesday the wi nd
had swung round to the southwest and by the time the coast of Cornwall was in
sight it was clear we were heading into trouble. The mate and the crew were
all for making a run into New Barnstaple but the Captain had once |ost a
vessel in those waters and elected to ride it out in the Channel. They hove
to, made all fast, set a stormrig and threw out a drag anchor

"For atinme all seenmed well, but as the wi nd bl ew harder the boat began to
roll like a barrel and then some of the cargo started to shift in the hold.
Two of the sailors went belowto try and secure it and one of themgot his |eg
crushed against a stanchion. It was then that they began nuttering about
havi ng a Jonah aboard.

"The Captain was the only man who knew what | was and he spoke up for me. He
was not Kin, just an ordinary, decent human being, and | daresay that if the
wi nd had dropped a bit they'd soon have forgotten all about me. But, alas, it
bl ew harder. By nidnight you could hardly hear yourself speak for the
screamng of the rigging and the roaring of the black waters. The Captain cane



into the cabin and told ne the anchor cable had parted. "Pray for us,
Ki nsman, " he said, "and for yourself too, for | cannot stay them now "

"They took nme and | ashed nmy arnms to a spar and cast me overboard. | saw the
light of the ship's lantern glimer through the darkness once, then once
again, and then it vani shed. Later the clouds thinned and I saw the new noon
swi mmi ng anmong themlike a silver fish. Later still the sun rose and | saw the
coast of Exnoor.

"All that day | drifted with nothing for conpany but the gulls, though once in
the distance | glinpsed a barque with white sails. Then, gradually, | began to
slip away frommysel f, traveling back to the scenes of ny chil dhood. Qut and
back again, out and back. And sonetimes when | returned | found it was night,
and sonmetines it was day, and sometines it was betw xt and between. And that
was the second day.

"By the third day | suppose ny body was already drifting in the Sonersea.
hovered over it with the circling gulls, grieving for it as it nodded there
open- mout hed, awash upon its spar, and nuzzled up against it with the gray
seal s. The bond which tethered ny soul was thinner than a | ace and yet stil
it would not break. And so passed the third day.

"By the fourth day that |ace had shrunk to a thread of gossaner. | floated in
a world of rose-red m sts where there was neither pain nor heat nor cold, and
yet | knew that | was not alone. It was as though | was |ying awake in the
night and listening to someone breathing quietly in the darkness beside ne. It
| asted for only a noment but sonmehow | knew that because it had been there,
the thread which had all but parted the link between nyself and that poor
sodden thing on the spar, was being restored for a little while |longer."

He Iifted bis hand and stroked his beard and then said abruptly: "And that
ends my story. The rest you know better than | know it nyself."

Pots blinked across at himthen got up fromhis place, carried the flagon
round the table and repl enished the Kinsman's tankard. "You spoke nore truly
than | gave you credit for, friend, when you told me you had been drowned.
Faith, | know not what to make of it. Jonsey said you were | ess than a
heart-beat away from death when he dragged you aboard.™

Thomas nodded. "Less than a heart-beat," he nurnured. "Aye, potter, he spoke
true. But the question which troubles ne so deeply is, Wose was the heart?"

Chapter four

THE EDI CT OF Proscription outlaw ng the Kinsnen had been pronul gated at the
express comrand of Archbi shop Constant, suprenme head of The Church MIitant

t hr oughout the Seven Kingdons. For the first fifteen years follow ng the
martyrdom of the Boy Thonmas at York in the year A D. 3000 the doctrine of

Ki nshi p, though never officially recognized, had been pernmitted to flourish
under the tacit aegis of the True Faith. By boldly claimng Thomas for the
Church the Bl ack Bishop (as Constant was then known) had sought to neutralize
t he power of the resurgent nyth of the Forthcom ng, and the advent of the
VWhite Bird of Kinship. But the spirit of the Boy had refused to be shackl ed.
Bl own by the breath of the old Tale Spinner, Peter of Hereford, and the
renegade ex-Fal con Gyre, the spark of the Boy's faith had fl own out al ong the
hi ghways of the Kingdonms starting hungry fire in the dry kindling of nen's
hearts.

Before the year 3001 was out pilgrins were beginning to trickle into York
hunbl e folk for the nost part, but one or two traveling on horseback. They



cane to pray at the graveside in the Mnster Close and at the station on the
city wall where the fatal bolt had been | oosed and the Boy had died.

Thencef orward, each year, the nunbers grew until the trickle had beconme quite
a sizable stream and there was even talk of building an oratory in the

cat hedral precinct. Then, at mdnight on the [ ast day of Decenber 3015, the
first mracle was reported. A child who had been blind frombirth was standi ng
with her parents below the wall station listening to a Kinsman pl ayi ng
Thomas' s "Lanment" when she had suddenly cried out that she could see the Wite
Bird hovering in the starlight above the piper's head.

By the next day the whole city was humming with the news. There seened little
doubt that something extraordinary had occurred. Certainly the child could
see, and everyone who had known her swore that she had been sightless fromthe
day she was born. Nevertheless, the Church in its wisdomhesitated to

acknow edge the miracle, choosing instead to send a certain Brother Francis as
Advocate Sceptic to ferret out the truth.

To the Archbi shop who had sel ected hi mpersonally, Brother Francis seemed an
i deal choice. A man whose devotion to his faith bordered at tines upon the
fanatical, he had lost no tine in questioning not only the girl herself but
every single menber of her famly together with all the inhabitants of the
little Cotswold village where she lived. In so doing, for the first time in
his life, Brother Francis came into close contact with a conplete comunity
who had enbraced the doctrine of Kinship. Thus it was that during the | ong
wat ches of the night he found hinself westling with a faith that was | arge
enough to contain even his own. Being the kind of nan he was, he rode back to
York and delivered his report personally into the hands of the Archbishop.

Their neeting took place in the Falconry, the grimtower block of gray stone
whi ch housed the headquarters of the whole of the Secular Arm of the Church
Mlitant throughout the Seven Kingdonms. From a w ndow of the sparsely
furnished fifth floor eyrie which constituted the Archbi shop's persona
quarters a group of pilgrinms could be seen nmaking their way across the M nster
Close to the Boy's grave. \Wile Constant perused his report, Brother Francis
gazed down upon the tiny figures now kneeling in prayer beside the plain slab
of sandstone that marked the Boy's tomb and was noved to wonder at the nature
of the power that |ay beneath it.

The Archbi shop concl uded his reading, tossed the sheets of parchment on to the
tabl e before him and noved across to the friar's side. "Fifteen years ago," he
observed sonberly, "I stood with Marshal Barran at this very w ndow and

wat ched theminterring the lad' s body. | had ny doubts as to the w sdom of
what we were doing even then."

"How so, ny Lord?"

"I had not paid sufficient heed to the nyth, Francis: | snelt heresy in the
air-smelt it sharp as burnt feathers-and yet | did not trust my own nose. Now
it is all comng to pass as Barran said it would."

"The Brotherhood of Mankind is no heresy, ny Lord."

"You think not, Francis?" The question was so gently voiced that anyone who
knew t he Archbi shop less well than the friar m ght well have taken it for a
nmere conversational formality.

"My Lord, the corpus juris canonici..."

"Go on, Francis. Go on."



The friar turned and stared into his master's face. "The Kinsmen preach only
love for their fellows, ny Lord, and the doctrine of the Kingdomof the Holy
Spirit which lies within our grasp. Their Wite Bird is no nore than a
fanciful synbol of their " his words faltered and died upon his |ips.
"To you, Francis, | amsure it is," returned the Archbishop mldly. "But to
then? This bird which the child clains she saw, was that a symbol? And the
gift of sight which your report would appear to confirm was that also
synmbolic? | only ask."

"I sincerely believe it to have been a reward for the maid' s pure faith, ny
Lord."

"But her faith in what, Francis? That is what troubles ne. W can hardly
suppose it to be her faith in the Holy Mystery we serve. Faith in the Boy
Thomas, then? Or is it perhaps faith in something which he has let |oose in
the world and which now, |ike a pernicious nole burrowi ng secretly in the

dar kness of superstition, threatens the very foundations of our Holy Church!"

"How so, ny Lord?"

"By underm ning Her supreme spiritual authority, Francis. Do you really
believe that if we decline to accept this '"miracle' it will make the slightest
di fference one way or the other? Go out into the City and ask the shopkeepers
for their opinion. Their answer is already lying in their noneybags. Wat
better evidence of authenticity could they inmagine? Gve themsufficient tine,
Francis, and the Boy and his Bird will have the very streets of York paved
with gold."

"But the miracle, ny Lord. Wat of that?"
"You really believe it was a miracle, Francis?"

"I do, ny Lord. It fulfils every requirement in the codex transcendentalis. At
no point could | shake her."

Ar chbi shop Constant pursed up his lips, drew a deep breath and then expelled
it in a prolonged sigh. "A thousand years ago nmen had such mracles at their
fingertips, Francis, and yet what did it avail then? They held the whol e
natural world cupped in the palnms of their hands and all they could contrive
to do with it was to ravish it and then drown it. They had the know edge and
the skill and yet they | acked the wi sdom whi ch al one can nake skill and
know edge neani ngful. |ndeed sone of them appear, in all sincerity, to have
bel i eved that they were responsible not to God but for Him And when at | ast
t hey awoke fromtheir hubristic dream and saw what they had done they wung
t heir hands and bl amed each other. That any of themwere spared is surely the
greatest possible tribute to the infinite mercy of the Alm ghty." He gl anced
back at the table where the report |ay and shook his head. "I have learnt to
distrust all mracles, Francis-even ones as well authenticated as yours.
Especially ones as well authenticated as yours!"

"But surely you cannot deny that they constitute our only evidence of true
sanctitas, ny Lord? | have always assuned that it was your awareness of this
that made you insist upon the Boy being interred in consecrated ground?"

"Ch, | was aware of something, all right," said the Archbishop. "It was in the
air all that year and growi ng stronger nonth by nmonth as the nillennium
approached. By Christmastide the runors were flying around |ike feathers and
wi th about as nmuch substance. The 'Forthcoming" the fools called it."



"True, ny Lord."

The Archbi shop snorted derisively. "And where does that |eave us? A |l egend: an
old rogue of a storyteller; and a boy who plays the pipes. Smoke, Francis.
Moonshi ne. Not hi ng."

"Surely enough, my Lord, in all conscience, if God chooses them™

"The rebuke is justified," said the Archbishop with a thin smle. "But the
Church has no need of Birds of Kinship. The truth enshrined in Holy Wit nust
suffice us."

The Friar nodded. "Then you have nade up your mnd, ny Lord?"

"You have done it for ne, Francis. Far better than | could. You have shown ne
the error of ny ways."

"My Lord?"

"Yes, indeed. Fifteen years ago | overlooked a small but highly significant
detail of the legend. It was Barran who first drew ny attention to it. He told
me how in the very monent of its death, the blood of the Wiite Bird spl ashed
the breast of the. Black Bird which had destroyed it, and fromthat nonent the
Bl ack Bird becane white itself and the whole cycle was repeated. Like that
other fabled rara avis, the Phoenix, its death contained the seed of its own
rebirth. Had | realized the inplications even a bare twenty-four hours earlier
than | did, that grave you now see bel ow you woul d be an unmarked hole in the
wal | ditch and this whole farrago woul d have been forgotten. Well, perhaps it
is too late to undo the damage, but what option have | but to try? I am
debati ng whether to prepare an Edict of Proscription branding Kinship as
heretical and having it promul gated throughout the Kingdoms. As for your
report, Francis, that will go to join a hundred others-each in its own way not
one scruple | ess convincing than your own-in the Secular Archives." He eyed
the friar. "You are di sappoi nted?"

"I live only to serve, ny Lord."

"Yes, of course you do. So do we all. Well, now | have another conmi ssion for
you. | think it may be that we shall have to discredit the Boy, Thonmas. To do
this it will be necessary to discover all we can about him So this is your
next task, Francis. Find out where he was born, his parentage, upbringing and
so forth. Al | know for certain is that he hailed from Cunberland. There is
an old clerk in the Chapter House, Seynmour by name, who knows somet hi ng about
him Start there. | can spare you for two nonths. That should prove anple for
our purposes. After all, as | recall it, the whelp had seen scarce thirteen
sunmers when he died."

Confidential. Into the hand of Archbi shop Constant at York. Under Seal

The Priory of St. Margaret, Kentmere. Quadragesima Sunday. February 3018.

"My Lord,

"I wite to you in all humility and great haste concerning the mssion with
whi ch you entrusted nme. | have been diligent in your service having questioned
many peopl e who knew t he Boy, Thomas. All here speak of himas ' Tom and, for

conveni ence, that is the form| propose to adopt.

"He was born on Mdsumer's Eve 2986, the first born son and fourth child to
Margot and Andrew G 11, a wheelwight of Stavely in Cunberland. Baptized on



the 5th Sunday after Trinity, given nanmes Thomas Andrew. Hi s nother conti nued
to suckle himuntil he was past his second year-a conmon practice in these
parts. He appears to have been of a notably independent disposition even in

i nfancy-"a mnd of his own,' 'knew what he didn't want,' were two phrases
commonly applied to himby his sisters. As soon as he had | earned to wal k he
was wont to wander off into the woods and fells and was | ost nore than once.
Hi s father chastized himbut to little avail.

"On his second birthday his father made hima present of a wooden whistle

whi ch the boy had soon taught hinself to play with remarkable skill, |earning
to copy the calls of birds so well that he was said to be able to charm down
the birds fromthe trees. H's nusical talent brought himto the notice of one
Mor f edd of Bowness (2910-2296), known as 'the Wzard of Bowness,' who
approached Andrew and Margot G || and ' bespoke' the boy on his third
birth-night (2989), offering in exchange the sumof thirty gold pieces and
prom sing that he would gift the mother with a second son within a twelve
nont h shoul d she and her husband accede to his wi sh.

"The size of the sumoffered and Mrrfedd' s reputation were such that they
could have had little option but to agree. The bargain was accordi ngly seal ed
and Tomwent to live with the wizard on the Isle of Cartnel. Ten nonths |ater
(April 2990) Margot was indeed brought to bed of a second son, Stephen, who
now lives and plies his father's trade in Stavely.

"Wth regard to the nman Morfedd | have found it well nigh inpossible to

di sentangl e fact fromfantasy. He is, of course, credited with all the
conventional powers of the sorcerer but, unless hearsay |lies npbst grievously,
he appears to have enployed themw th singular discretion, seenm ngly content
to rely upon his fornidable reputation to achieve his ends. However, when
Irish raiders threatened to |ay waste the coastal town of Wndernere in 2840
t he t ownsfol k approached Morfedd and begged himto protect them This he is
said to have done by 'devising magi c thunderbolts of such force that two of
the raiders' ships were sunk without trace and the rest fled.' To the best of
nmy belief that was the only occasi on when he was directly responsible for the
taking of human life. Nowhere have | encountered anyone who is prepared to
speak against him though whether this is due to fear or reverence is hard to
say. The terns nost often applied to himare 'good' and 'w se,' and though he
has now been dead for nearly twenty years the ineradicable inpression he has
| eft upon people's mnds is of a remarkabl e sage, benign and wholly fearl ess
who revered life in all its forns.

"Tom spent seven years in Morfedd s tutel age, returning hone every third nmonth
to pass seven nights with his famly. H's sisters report himas having been
wel | cared for and remarkably happy if somewhat reluctant to tell them how he
passed his days-'it was |ike a |lock had been placed on his tongue.' But
occasionally he let slip some remark which made them wonder whet her he was not
fey, as when he told his sister Angela that he was |learning howto talk 'plant
talk.' Challenged to prove it he took her out into the kitchen garden, sat
down cross-1legged anm d the young cabbages and 'fell into a kind of a dream
sitting so still that the butterflies alit upon his head and | was afeared to
say owm or e'en to go nigh him' Shortly after Tom had returned to Cart nel
Angel a noticed that the plants surrounding the place where he had sat were al
growi ng far bigger and stronger than the others, so that in a nmonth they had
attained the size of full-grown plants while the others still stood little
nore than a span

"Late in his sixth year (or early in his seventh) his nother observed that the
tip of the boy's tongue had been cleft and, taxing himwth it, |earned that
Mor f edd was responsible. Tom explained to her that it was being done so that
he could play a new kind of pipe which his teacher had devised for him



Strangely enough, his nother does not appear to have been unduly perturbed by
this for, as she herself put it to ne, 'the good w zard had prom sed ne that
no harm shoul d ever befall my Tomat his hands, and | did so trust himto keep
his sworn word for | knew full well he loved the |lad nore than his owmn life.’

"By the boy's eighth year the initial preparation had been conpleted and on
his birthnight in June, Mrfedd hinself brought his pupil to Stavely. Tom
handed out gifts to all his famly-things he had made for themw th his own
hands over the year. Angela showed nme a conb of deer's bone which she
treasured. It was indeed a true work of art, nost marvel ously contrived and
pai nst aki ngly decorated. After supper, at Mrfedd' s command, the boy played
bis pipes to them

"Everyone who was present that evening recalled the occasion with a vividness
whi ch struck me as quite exceptional, and they all used the sane word to
describe Tom s playing-'magic.' Angela, who seens to cherish the boy's nenory
nore than any of them described it to me as 'like hearing the whole world cry
tears of pure happi ness.' Wen the perfornance was over Mrfedd had placed his
hands on the boy's shoul ders, gazed at him'with sonething akin to wonder' and
said: 'So you are ready then, Ton? It is well. Now we can begin.'

"For two years thereafter his famly did not once hear Tom play his pipes

t hough they often asked him He still came to visit themregularly but they
found himoddly withdrawn as if he was "only half there with us, the other
hal f away |istening to sonme tune or other inside his own head.' Angela recalls
wal ki ng with himhigh up on the fells above Sl eddal e and wat ching an eagl e
soaring up into the clouds. Wen it di sappeared Tomturned to her and said:

"That's what 1'll do one day, Angie. |I'mlearning how' And she renenbers
that: 'l found | half believed himeven as | |aughed because he said it so
ordinary-like.' | asked her whether Tom had ever spoken to her of the Wite

Bird of Kinship. She said that many peopl e had asked her the same question but
the truth was that he never had, though of course there had been nuch tal k of
it inthe district as the century drew near to its close.

"I'n the autum of 2996 Mrfedd died. He had been ailing for some nonths
previously. Tomreturned fromCartnel to Stavely. Wth himhe carried a letter
for his parents and a further small sumin gold. Since neither Andrew nor
Margot were literate they took the nessage to their priest, Father Robert, and
asked himto read it to them Anxious to obtain confirmation of Margot's own
account of what this letter contained | questioned the priest nyself. He is
now an old man but his nmenory i s unclouded and he was well able to recall the
event having, | suspect, already done so on numerous occasions.

"The message was apparently couched in the formof a ranbling, rhyning
prophecy, the gist of which appeared to be that the boy, Tom was the one for
whom the world had waited for three thousand years -he who was destined 'to
Unl ock the Gates of Dawn.' This particul ar phrase was repeated nore than
once-both the priest and the boy's nother were agreed upon it. (Hi s father

was unabl e to question, Andrew G Il having died four years ago.) Neverthel ess,
if their recollection is even passably accurate, this docunent woul d appear to
have been truly prophetic when viewed fromthe standpoint of what has, to ny
own know edge, occurred during the years since it was witten. The Boy's own
death was clearly prefigured, though | believe it to have been couched in such
a way that the author had intended it should be interpreted as a profound
spiritual triunph. (The parallels here are too obvious and too disturbing to
require any further elaboration on nmy part.) There was al so a gnom c reference
to the Boy's 'return'-or at |east so Margot would have it: Father Robert could
not recall it, though he thought there m ght have been some suggestion of it
contai ned in an obscure passage alluding to the comng of the 'Child of the
Bride of Tine.' There was a verse describing a Black Bird whose w ngs of



scarlet flame would set fire to its own nest and also that reference to the
" Forthcom ng' which now forms a part of the creed of Kinship, viz:

"The first com ng was the Man; The second was Fire to burn Hnm The third was
Water to drown the Fire; The fourth is the Bird of Dawning.'

"As you may imagine, my Lord, | was nost anxious to peruse this renarkable
docunent for myself, but Margot had entrusted it into the safe keeping of her
uncle, Ad Peter of Hereford the Tal e- Spi nner, when he visited Stavely in the
wi nter of 3002. Peter died at an advanced age sonewhere in the far north of
Scot |l and four years ago and | believe that the document (known as Mrfedd' s
Testanment) passed into the hands of Kinsman Gyre-the ex-Fal con who was
responsi ble for the Boy's death and who had been the old man's inseparable
conpani on ever since. Runmor has it that Gyre is now proselytising along the
Borders. | will speak nore of this later.

"Tom s father was anxious that his son should now join himat his trade and,

t hough the boy appears to have accepted this w thout rancor, at the same tine
it seems he secretly prevailed upon his nother to inquire of her cousin
Seyrmour, the Clerk to the York Chapter, whether a place could not be procured
for himin the Chapter School. This she did, in spite of knowi ng her husband's
wi shes, and an arrangenent was concl uded whereby the Boy was to enter the
School at Christmas in the year 2999. | asked Margot how it was that she had
per suaded Andrew to agree and she said that it was none of her doi ng- Tom had
"soothed himw th his nusic and tal ked hi mround."'

"It is at this point that O d Peter enters the story. Hearing that he was in

t he nei ghbor hood Margot persuaded himto take the Boy to York, offering to pay
himfive of Mxrfedd s gold pieces for his pains. The old man agreed and the
two of them set off early in Novenber, traveling by the way of Leyburn

Masham Ri pon and Bor oughbri dge, and reaching York in the second week of
Decenber .

"Already an all but inpenetrable wilderness of |egend has sprung up al ong the
track they followed. On ny way to Stavely | talked with many peopl e who had
attended the "tellings' but it was not until | reached Sedbergh that | net
somebody who had actually spoken to the two of them She sought ne out
hersel f, presumably having heard that | was making inquiries in the

nei ghbor hood.

"Her nane is Katherine WIIliams, 27 years of age, a woman of renarkabl e beauty
and the daughter of a freehol der, one Norris Cooperson (now deceased), who
held title to a lonely fell farmon the upper reaches of the River Lune. She
told me how the Boy and the old man had appeared at their honmestead one cold,
rainy afternoon in Novenber 2999 and had begged a night's |odging. Katherine
was a girl of 12 years at the tine and the Boy seens to have nmade an i npact
upon her youthful mnd that can only be described as 'revelationary.' Her

wor ds concerning himinpressed me so deeply that | inscribed some of themfrom
her own lips, viz: "It was as though all the prom se of life was tw nkling
inside himlike sunshine in a waterdrop ... So bright and so clear was it that
| knew it could not last . . . Even though I live for a thousand years | shal
never meet another like him for he took ny heart fromme and breathed his
music into it and gave it back to ne ... Oh you, holy men, how can you ever,
ever hope to understand? You cone sniffing after him poking and prying, and
all the time Tomis everywhere about you, just as he always has been and
always will be. He came to show us what we have it in ourselves to be, and you
blind priests killed himbecause you could not see what we saw'

"It is not easy, ny Lord, to convey the inpression her artless words nmade upon
me. | felt that | was listening to one who had drunk the spring pure at its



bubbl i ng source before the trampling hooves of the cattle had nmuddied it. And
at the sane time | was conscious that | was hearing again the voice of young
Josephine WIlnot-the child who was given the gift of sight. | have becone
whol Iy convinced that there was some strange power in the Boy-a unique
spiritual quality which the sage Morfedd first recogni zed and nurtured, and
woul d be doing |l ess than nmy bound duty to you and to our Faith, nmy Lord, if |
did not beseech you to reconsider your decision to brand the Kinsnmen as
heretical and drive theminto open conflict with our Holy Mther Church

"I'n the weeks which remain of the eight you granted me | propose to travel to
the Western Borders where | shall, with God's help, locate the man Gyre and,
hopefully, learn fromhimthe contents of that 'Testanent' which the Boy's
nmot her entrusted into the care of the old Tal e-Spinner. Should | prove
successful in this | shall convey its inport with all the speed at ny command
i nto your Lordship's hands.

Yr. obt. servt. in Deo, Fr. Francis.

The interimreport fromBrother Francis was delivered into the hands of

Ar chbi shop Constant at the end of February. He read it through, pondered its
contents, then scribbled one cold word of coment in parenthesis bel ow the
signature "(Apostata!)." A week later he received the Cerenpnarius confirmng
hi s appointnment to the Sacred Coll ege and sumoning himto the Vatican in
Turin. His last official act before setting out for Italy was to seal an Edict
of Proscription outlaw ng the sect known as "The Kinsnmen" throughout the Seven
Ki ngdons, and conmi ssi oni ng Bi shop Sinon of Leicester to ensure that it was
prosecuted with all possible despatch

Chapter Five

"WLL YOQU SPEAK to nme of huesh, Jane?" It was the evening of the day foll ow ng
the Kinsman's rescue, a mracle of a pink and silver twilight, and he had
strolled with the potter's daughter along the track that foll owed the curve of
the hillside above Tallon until they had reached a sheltered vi ewpoint. The
air was nmotionless, sweet as mlk, and fromthe harborside cottages bel ow t hem
t he snoke rose straight upwards in slim gray rods. Far to the east the Mendip
coast lay bathed in the mauve afterglow, and mdway out in the Sonersea a
three nasted barque, its white sails drooping like tired petals, floated

becal ned above its own reflection. High above it a solitary star twi nkled, a
silver drop suspended froman invisible thread.

Jane gathered her skirt, sat down upon the close-cropped turf and gazed out to
sea. "Wat is there to speak about?" she said. "Dad told you all there was to
tell last night."

"I"'msure there's a great deal nore to it than that," said Thomas, "though
what he told ne was marvel ous enough to beggar belief. Wiat did he nean when
he said you' d cone far since then?"

"You didn't think to ask hin®"

"Does it not frighten you a little sometines?" he nused, sitting down beside
her. "Were does it come from this strange power you have. Have you any
control over it?"

"No, it doesn't frighten ne," she said. "It's just something | was born with
like red hair or cross eyes. Besides, it isn't as if | made these things

happen. | just see them"

"But how, Jane?"



"I don't know how," she said. "It's just bright and clear and then it's gone.
But | renenber it."

"Li ke a drean®"
"Perhaps. A bit."

Thomas fingered bis beard. "Was that how you saw ne?"

"Yes." She smiled faintly. "Except that it wasn't you, was it?"

"I don't know," he said. "I think perhaps it should have been me-woul d have
been. Only sonethi ng happened to prevent it. Sonething | cannot understand."
He gestured with his chin over the tranquil waters of the distant Reach. "Qut
there in the Somersea, Jane. Do you know what |'mtal ki ng about ?"

H gh overhead a | one gull wi nging southwards, swung round to the west with a
nmel ancholy cry and caught a last flush of rose upon its breast. Bats energed
fromcrannies in the cliff and began to swoop and flicker anong the thickening
shadows. The | op of waves drifted up fromthe cove bel ow

"Qut there," murmured Jane, "under that water, |ong ago, there was once a town
with men and wonen in it. Do you believe that, Thomas?"

"OF course. Was it not called Taunt own?"

Jane nodded. "l often think about it--wonder what it was |ike when the waters
cane-what happened to themall."

"The Drowni ng took many years. Some say ten, sone twenty, some fifty. It
didn't really happen overnight. That's just a story."

"But why did it happen? Do you know, Thomas? Was it really a punishnment from
God?"

"I believe so," said Thomas. "But maybe it was just a final warning-CGod' s way
of saying: 'Turn back, fools. No further. That path will lead you only to
destruction.' Joseph of Birm nghamsays that if it had not been for the
Drowni ng, the Devil would have triunphed and men woul d have perished utterly
within a century because they knew only fear and had forgotten how to |ove."

"And t hat was why they died?"
"W think so."
Jane frowned. "Then why is it that nmen are still afraid?"

"Everything newis fearful until it has been faced," he said. "How we can
learn to face it is what the Boy taught us. He showed us what we have it in
ourselves to be-that the choice is ours alone. But in you, Jane, | sense

somet hing scarcely less marvelous in its own way than Tom s dazzling vision of
Ki nshi p- somet hi ng which, like that, is capable of reaching out and shaping
anew the human spirit. It burst over me last night |like an explosion of pure
white light. Since then I have been tormented by the thought that it was you
who cane to me when | was drifting out there in the Sonersea-you who woul d not
let ne die."”

"And if it was not?"



Thomas turned his head and | ooked into her face. "Tell me what you know, Jane.
For that you do know sonmething I will put nmy life at stake."

Jane drew in a long slow breath. "Wen you were lying so close to death on
Jonsey's boat | tried to reach your innernost soul,"” she said. "I can do that
too, sonmetimes. It's what Dad was tal ki ng about."

He nodded. "And . . . ?"

She rai sed her hands and | owered her face into them so that when she spoke
again her voice was nuffled and he had to I ean close to catch what she was

saying. "I found sonebody," she murmured. "Sonmeone within you, Thomas. He was
clear but so far away. It was like a far-off voice conming across still water
in the evening. | think he was from The A d Tinmes before the Drowning. But how

could that be?"

"Was this the man you called ' Carver'?"
Jane rai sed her head and nodded.

"You think he was the one?"

"I don't know," she said. "But he was there, Thomas. | know he was because
found himagain just before | reached you properly. Don't you remnenber?"

"I remenber you asking about him Nothing else ... at least . . ." He shook
his head. "The nane," he said. "There is sonething about the nanme 'Carver.'
Like a dream|'ve forgotten. O perhaps one | do not care to remenber.”

"He's lost," she said sinply. "That's all | know. | think perhaps he tried to
save you and then got hinself trapped somehow. But how coul d he be a thousand
years ol d?".

"The spirit is immortal," said Thonmas. "It cannot die."

"But his soul pictures are all of the Ad Time," objected Jane. "I saw
machi nes. "

"And is he still there?"

For a nonent Jane becane very still and watchful. Staring into her face,

Thomas t hought he saw the pupils of her eyes suddenly dilate until they seened
to swall ow up the whole of the gray iris. Next nonent she had scranbled to her
feet. "Cone, Thomas," she cried, "it grows dark. W will surely mss our
footing on the path home if we linger here.™

"But you will tell ne, Jane?"
"I think perhaps he will be the one to tell you," she said. "But | do not know
if you will listen."

An hour later, as they were sitting down to supper, they heard a knocki ng at

t he back door of the potter's cottage. Wth his spoon half raised to his |ips,
Pots frowned, glanced fromhis wife to his daughter and finally down the table
at Thomas.

Jane thrust back her chair and was about to answer the sunmons when her father
said: "I'll go, lass. Likely it's Rett."

He crossed to the dresser, picked up a candle and touched it into flanme at the



gl owi ng range. The knocking was repeated. Calling out: "Coning! Conming!" the
potter stunped out into the passageway and pulled the kitchen door shut behind
hi m

They heard the click of the distant latch and the nmutter of voices. Then a
door banged and there was the sound of nailed boots on flagstones. "That's not
Rett's step,” nurnmured Jane as the door opened and Pots returned cl osely

foll owed by a young man who had the begi nnings of a beard upon his chin and
was clutching a |l eather cap in both hands.

"Well met, WIly," said Susan. "And what brings you into Tallon at this tine
of the night?"

" '"Lo, Ms. Thonson," the boy greeted her. " 'Lo, Jane."

"WIlly's just ridden down from Crowconbe," said Pots, blow ng out the candle
and snuffing the snol dering wi ck between finger and thunb. "Sit yourself down,
| ad, and share a bow wth us."

The boy smiled shyly and nurnured that he didn't wish to be a trouble to them

"No trouble at all, lad," said Susan, placing another chair beside Jane's.
"There's nore than enough and to spare for the five of us." She set a bow and
spoon before him fetched the saucepan fromthe range and | adl ed out thick
broth. The pungent steamrose cloudily in the |anplight as Pots resunmed his

pl ace.

"Dad thought it best to let you know right away, M. Thonson," said WIly,
pi cking up his spoon. "He reckons they're sure to be here afore noon
t onmor r ow. "

"Who are?" asked Jane.

"Fal cons," said Pots. "Seens there's a troop of them been conbing the coast
al ong Exmoor and the Brendon hills. They crossed the north channel yesterday.
How many was it, WIly?"

"A score all told," said the boy. "One | ot headed up toward Bicknoller and the
ot her toward Aisholt. Each one's got a crow along for conpany."

"What are they |ooking for?" asked Susan

WIly put down his spoon and darted a quick, shy glance along the table to
where Thomas sat gazing down at his enpty bow abstractedly crunmbling a hunk
of bread. "lI'mnot rightly sure, Ms. Thonson," he said, "but Dad said they'd
been asking if any Welsh boats had put in to shelter fromthe storm"

"And had they?" asked Pots.

"Not that | know of, M. Thonson."

"That was all they were asking?"

WIlly picked up his spoon again, dipped it, and then shook his head. "They
wanted to know if we'd seen any strangers about this last day or two."

Pots stretched out and poured hinself a nug of ale. "Strangers?" he repeated.
"What sort of strangers, WIIly?"

"Ki nsmen, M. Thonson."



Pots nodded. "It follows," he growed. "As night follows the day, that
foll ows. Those carrion don't give up easily once they've found a scent, eh
Thomas. "

Thomas shook his head. "The crows you spoke of, lad," he said. "Did they have
gray feathers?"

W1 1ly nodded.
"And was one of them deaf-a short, fat man with a bright red beard?"
"Not deaf," said WIly. "But for the rest, one of themwas as you say."

"He hears with his eyes," said Thomas, "and reads nen's speech fromtheir
lips."

"You know hi mthen?" said Pots.

"Yes, | know him" said Thormas. "W |last nmet in Newbury Fal conry. You m ght
say |'mprivileged to carry his personal signature upon me. Hs nane is
Brother Andrew, and if there is one thing certain in this wrld it is that he
will not make the same mistake twice. He will not let ne go alive a second
tinme."

It, was Jane who broke the silence this sonber observation evoked. "Wat w |
you do, Thomas?"

Thomas smiled faintly. "Believe me, Jane, | amgiving that very question ny
nost urgent consideration. Certainly it will serve no purpose except theirs to
have me found here.”

"They won't find you here," she said. "That | do know. "

"And what nmakes you so certain, |ass?" asked Pots.

"Because | hueshed Thomas with the Magpie this evening. Just before we cane
back. "

"The Magpi e? Are you sure?"

"OfF course I'msure. | was going to tell you anyway."

"Where's it to be?"

"I don't know. "

WIlly spooned in the last of his broth, pushed back his chair and stood up
"Reckon |1'd best be on ny way, M. Thonson," he said. "Dad bound nme not to

linger."

"You're a good lad, WIly," said Pots. "And we're all beholden to you and your
Dad. Tell himthat fromne. But best tell himno nore. You follow?"

The boy nodded, "Good night, Ms. Thonmson. Good night, Jane. And good night to
you too, sir. I'mglad to have been of sone service."

"Good night, WIlly," said Thomas, raising his right hand and sketching the
Sign of the Bird over the boy. "Peace go with you."



Pots saw WIlly to the door, w shed hi m Godspeed, and then rejoined the others.
"If you're to be clear away before norning, friend Thomas," he said, "there's

no tine to lose. You'll have to be off the Reach by daybreak or some sharp
eye's bound to spot you and the hunt will be up on the other side. How cone
they be so hot on your heels, anyway? Sure they can't still be hoping you'l

lead themto Gyre."

Thomas shook his head. "I have two things which Brother Andrew craves: ny own
carcass, and sonething far nore precious which was entrusted into ny keeping
by Gyre hinself." He touched the |l eft shoul der of his sea-stained |eather
jerkin with the fingers of his right hand. "W Kinsnen know it as 'Morfedd' s
Testanment.' Gyre has bound ne on oath to deliver it to the Sanctuary at Corl ay
in Brittany."

Pots' eyebrows rose. "Brittany, eh? Then that trading brig you scuttled aboard
in Wales wasn't quite such a blind chance as you made it seem | ast night?"

"Believe ne, potter, she was not the vessel |I would have chosen," said Thonas.
"But | take your point."

The sickle moon had just crept over the shoul der of the eastward Mendi ps when
t hree cl oaked and hooded figures emerged fromthe potter's cottage, and after
a whispered farewell to Susan made their way silently along the grassy track
that followed the contours of the hill above Tallon. A breeze was already
stirring among the gorse and the dead bracken fronds and nuting the hush of

t he breaking waves. Jane who was the last in the line edged up close to Thomas
and whi spered: "This breath will surely carry us across the Reach before cock
crow. Truly the Bird favors us." As if to |l end substance to her words a
hunti ng barn o chose that nmoment to ghost down, huge and sil ent above their
heads, before swoopi ng away over the huddl ed roofs of the village.

Twenty mnutes |ater Pots produced the Iighted | antern he had been carrying
conceal ed beneath his cloak and | ed the way down the steep zig-zag track into
the cove where Jane's boat was beached. He set the |light down on the stones
and flung off his cloak. "We'd best rig her at the water's edge,"” he nuttered.
"Take the other side, Thomas. You bring the lantern, lass.”

Her keel bunping and grinding over the danp shingle the little boat was haul ed
down the beach to where the ebbing waves were breaking in faint |ines of
starlit foam Pots swiftly hoisted the yard of the brown |lugsail and cleated
the haul fast to the mast. The canvas hung dark agai nst the star-pricked sky
and trenbled |ike a batswi ng. Jane slotted the rudder home on its pins and set
the oars in the crutches. Pots heaved the boat out until the water was washi ng
about his thighs. "In you get," he said.

The Ki nsman scranbl ed aboard and Jane foll owed him Pots noved back toward the

stem "l reckon the tide turn will shove you into Cul mstock Cove by daybreak
Janie," he observed. "But if you're finding it doesn't, head straight for
Keardl ey Point. Whichever it is we'll expect you back for supper unless the

weat her breaks."

Jane put her arm around his neck and ki ssed him

Pots turned to Thomas and thrust out a hand. "Well net, Kinsman," he said
gruffly. "Let's hope this voyage is luckier than your |ast, hey? God speed,

man, and good fortune, attend you. Here, take this. It may cone in useful." He
produced a | eather purse and thrust it into the Kinsman's hand. " 'Tis not
much but it will buy you a neal or two. Perhaps we'll neet again one day-live

to laugh about it all, eh? Now, away with you!"



"God's bl essing and ny thanks, potter. If ever nan deserved them you are he."

"What's ours is yours, Thomas. Grab those oars, man! You're off!" Pots stooped
and thrust the little boat bouncing out over the waves, watched it for a
m nute, then turned and waded back to the shore.

Thomas soon | ost sight of the potter in the shadows but he saw the wi nk of the
| antern and guessed that he was still gazing out to sea after them Then the
breeze plunped out the sail and he was able to ship his oars. "You are indeed
fortunate to have such a father, Jane,"” he nurnured. "I have never net a

ki nder man. How came he to Tall on?"

"By boat, Thomas," she said and | aughed. "Dad was born in Lutown in the Fourth
Ki ngdom H s dad and his grandad were both potters. He canme to Tallon five
years before | was born."

"And when was that ?"

"My birthdate? The first day of this century. The first mnute, Dad says. Me
don't remenber a thing about it."

"So you drew your first breath just as the Boy was drawing his last."

"Aye, so it seens. Truth to tell |'ve sometines wondered if Tom knew nmuch nore
about his end than | did about ny beginning. | nean no sacril ege, Thonas."

The little boat bobbed over the swells buoyant as a duck. Thomas rested his
back against the quietly creaking mast and gazed up at the rocking stars.
"Wuld that | had ny pipes with me," he murnmured, "for ny heart is full of
musi ¢ at this nmonent-the selfsame song that led ne into Kinship all those
years ago."

"And where are your pipes?"

"Who knows, Jane? Swi mming around in the Sonmersea as |ike as not. The sailors
woul d have flung , themafter me for sure. But no matter, | shall fashion

anot her set as soon as naybe. Meanwhile | amfree to play themin ny own head.
Ghost piping is sonetinmes better than the real thing."

"Have you heard Gyre play?"

"Indeed | have. Many tines."

"Is it as wonderful as nen say it is?"
"Gyre plays well-sometines very well."
"But.. . ?"

"Ah, you see through nme too clearly, Jane. | can hide nothing fromyou. Once,
when | was a year or two younger than you are now | first heard A d Peter
telling the Tale of the Boy, and Gyre played with him And that was wonderf ul
The White Bird hovered over ny head all that soft summer night. | felt | could
do anything I set ny heart to, and nost of all | wanted to stretch that nonent
out to the end of tine -beyond death even-just as the Boy had done. | knew the
supreme joy of possessing sonething that can only exist in the giving. The
next day | knelt before A d Peter and received ny baptismat his hands. For
three years | followed themthrough the length and breadth of the Seven

Ki ngdons and then, one winter's night right up along the northern Borders,
Gyre was taken sick and could not play. Od Peter asked me to take his place



even though there were two other pipers in our conpany nore experienced than
nmysel f he could well have called upon. | knew everything by heart and yet that
night it was as if | was hearing it all for the first tine. And when Peter
reached the point in the Tale where the Boy plays for the farner and his young
daughter the pipes seemed to cone to nmy lips of their own accord and the Boy
pl ayed through ne, was in ne, was ne! Thomas of Norwi ch no | onger existed-had
no being of his own and wanted none. | knew then that though Gyre lived for a
t housand years he would never play like that." The boat, now running free, had
drawn cl ear of the Quantock shore, swooping and sliding over the long, slow,
dark swells in the open Reach. Behind them faintly phosphorescent in the pale
nmoonl i ght, the wake bubbl ed and glinmered and was | ost.

"When | first saw you," said Jane, "down in the hold of the 'Ki ngdom Cone' and
tried to reach your soul, | found sonething which | have never found before in
anyone. It was |like a strange, bright snoke, and yet | knew it was sonething
to do with the Boy. That was when | thought you rmust be Gyre because it seened
to ne that only someone who had known the Boy in life could have had that sort
of feeling of him But now | can see that for you he does live, and he lives
in you."

"The Boy lives in all of us, Jane. Perhaps in you even nore than in ne. W who
drink fromhis cup know that it is always full to the brimand spilling over."

"To ne those are just pretty preaching words, Thomas. The Boy can't really be
in you-not |ike Carver is."

"I know not hing of that," said Thonas.

"But Carver is there, Thomas. | know he is. Doesn't it worry you?"
"It mght, if | could really believe such a being exists."

"But it was you who told us that you owed hi myour lifel"

"I owe so many people ny life, Jane. You and your father anong them"

"You know that's not what | nean. Carver made you go on |living when you wanted
to die. That's what you said."

"Well, perhaps he did. But | did not ask himto."

Jane shook out a little nore sail, then deftly nmade the rope fast again to its
wooden cl eat. She turned her head and peered back at the dark hunmp that was
Quantock Isle then forward to the other |ine of |oom ng darkness that was

Bl ackdown. "We nust be about over Taunton now," she said. "Wien | was little,
out in the boat with Dad, | used to nake believe | could hear the bells
ringi ng down bel ow. "

"And coul d you?"

"Sometines. But only in nmy own head. Day says that any bells down there would

have rusted away long since. But | still wonder about it sonetinmes. About what
it must have been like in the Od Times, | nmean. Do you believe it's true they
fl ew about the sky in netal birds and had carriages pulled by invisible

hor ses?"

"Yes, Jane. It's all true."

"Then why couldn't they save thensel ves fromthe Drowni ng?"



"But many of themdid. If they hadn't you and | wouldn't be here today."

Jane pondered this in silence for a while, then she said: "Do you think it had
to happen, Thomas?"

"What ? Qur being here now?"

"Everything. The Drowni ng: the Seven Kingdonms: the Boy. Al of it."
"What do you think?"

"That's just it, Thomas. | don't know what to think

Do the things | huesh happen because | huesh them or do | huesh them because
they' re going to happen?"

"But am |l not your living proof that they don't always cone true?"

"That's what | can't understand, Thomas. It's the only time in ny life that a
huesh hasn't happened. Yet | saw you being tunbled there naked in the
sea-wreck as clear as |'ve ever seen anything. | was so sure |I'd find you that
| even went back twice nore on my own to | ook for you."

"I't could still happen."

"Don't say that!" she cried with sudden passion. "It's all past and done with
now. It has to be."

"I"'mvery glad to hear it," he replied with a snile. "I have had quite enough
of drowning for one lifetine."

"You | augh because you do not believe in huesh!" she said.

"Not so," he replied. "I |augh because | amstill alive, Jane. And because you
are here with me. And because the stars are | aughing over ny head. And because
I amonce again on ny way to Corlay. When | can no |onger laugh I shall know
that the time has come for ne to die.”

"Those are good reasons," she said, "but you still haven't told nme if you
believe in huesh."

"I believe in you, Jane. And | know you believe init. WII that not suffice?"

"Yes," she said. "It will suffice."

Chapter Six

THE | NTENSI VE CARE Unit was situated in the North Wng of the Cenera
Hospital. Fromits fourth floor wi ndows those patients capabl e of |ooking out
had a view westward across the Vale of Taunton to the Brendon Hlls and
northwards to the Quantocks. Few took advantage of it, for in June 1986 the
vi sta which should have lifted the spirits served only to depress them

Rachel Wl d was no exception. She gazed with bl ank eyes at the sodden

| andscape while the raindrops pattered agai nst the w ndowpane of Ward No. 3
and trickled downwards in slow, interminable tears. On the bed behind her the
man she loved lay like a corpse while the saline and gl ucose drips suspended
above himmnimcked in slow notion the weeping on the wi ndowpane. Only the
nmoni tor screens, flipping out their indifferent inpulses, insisted that

M chael Carver was still technically alive, three days after being brought in



fromthe Livernbre Research Center

Rachel turned away fromthe w ndow, wal ked slowy over to the bedside and
stared down at the inpassive face. "Were in God' s name are you, M ke?" she
whi spered. For all the response her words evoked she mght as well have been
addressing an effigy on a tonb. She | owered her head until her |ips were just
touching his and felt, faint as a moth's wi ng brushing her cheek, the mnute
exhal ati on of his breath. Then, hearing footsteps in the corridor, she

strai ghtened up and returned to her station by the w ndow

The door opened and a staff nurse cane in. She flashed Rachel a bri sk,
antiseptic smle, rustled crisply over to the bed and checked the state of the
dri ps. Then she unhooked a clipboard fromthe foot of the bed and consulted
the nmonitor dials. "lIsn't this just terrible weather we're having?" she

obser ved.

Rachel agreed that it was.

"They say the floods are reaching right up to Nynehead. You can hardly credit
it." The nurse jotted down sone figures in a rapid scribble and hung the
clipboard back on its hook. "And now | think it's tine we did a little tidying
up, " she remarked. She bent over the bed, produced a battery razor from her
pocket and began buzzing it around the unconsci ous nman's cheeks and chin.

Rachel watched her with a sort of horrified fascination. "lIs that really
necessary?" she asked weakly.

"Dr. Phillips will be on his rounds in five mnutes,"” the nurse informed her.
"W woul dn't want our M. Carver |ooking scruffy, would we? There. Isn't that
better?"

Rachel found herself in the grip of a mild hysteria. "Christ," she spluttered.
"Ch, Christ, it's too macabre. Haven't you forgotten his fingernails?"

The nurse flushed faintly and slipped the razor back into her pocket. "I'm
sorry if you find it anusing," she retorted frostily. "I'"monly doing ny
duty.”

"I know, | know," whispered Rachel. "lI'msorry. It's just that it seems so-oh

| don't know. "

Slightly nollified the nurse snmoot hed down the sheet. "You' re Doctor Carver's
fiancee, aren't you?"

"We've lived together for three years," said Rachel |eadenly. "Three years in
May. And |I'm expecting his child in October. So what does that make ne?"

The nurse straightened up and gl anced professionally at the slimfigure before
her. The tight lines around her |ips slackened perceptibly. "Ch, he'll cone
round,"” she said. "It's just a question of tine-of being patient. W' re doing
all we can, you know. "

"Yes, | know," said Rachel. "I really do. It's just that | haven't slept so
well this last few nights. |'ve .been having the nost diabolic dreans.”

"Haven't you got anything you can take?"
"Not hi ng that seenms to nake any difference."

"Come along to the office with ne and I'Il find you some Sieston. It's the



best there is. | daresay we could nanage a cup of tea too, if you' d fancy it.'

It was then that, quite unable to prevent herself, Rachel burst into tears.

Shortly after eight that evening the tel ephone rang in Dr. Carver's flat.
Rachel wal ked out into the hall and picked up the receiver

"I's that you, Rachel ? George here."
"Ch, hello, Ceorge."

"Have you had supper?"

"No. Not yet."

"So if | picked up sonme exotic concoction fromthe Chinese take-away and
brought it round | might persuade you to share it with nme?"

"You mght."
"Excellent. Switch on the oven and expect ne in about twenty mnutes."

The Iine went dead. Rachel replaced the receiver, wandered through into the
ki tchen and turned on the cooker alnmbst wi thout realizing she was doing it.

At eight-thirty precisely there was a ring at the front door bell and she

opened it to disclose Dr. Richards standing on the threshold with a dripping

unbrella in one hand and a paper carrier in the other. From beneath the arm
which held the carrier a wapped bottle protruded. "Chicken and prawn
chop-suey and sweet and sour pork with selected trimm ngs," he announced.
"Here, catch hold of the bottle."

Rachel led the way into the kitchen and while she decanted the food into the

hot di shes, CGeorge found a corkscrew and set to work. "I called in at the
hospital on the way," he said, "and had a chat with Phillips. | gather you
were up there this afternoon.” "Yes," she said. "I was there."

"They really do seemto have everything under control, don't they?"

Rachel gl anced at hi mbut said nothing. The cork emerged with a quiet "plop.'

Ceorge poured a little of the wine into a tunbler, tasted it, swallowed it,

and then filled the two gl asses. He handed one to Rachel, lifted his own and

touched it against hers. "Cheers," he nmurnured. "To Mke."

Rachel 's |ips noved but no sound emerged.

"I know," he said. "Conme on, let's cart this ot through into the other room'

They sat opposite each other with the tray of food on a | ow tabl e between
them "1 put through a Transatlantic call to Pete Kl orner this afternoon,”
sai d George, spooning chop-suey on to a plate and handing it to her

"Who?"

"Pete Klorner. The chap | net when | was over in the States. At Stanford. |
told you about him didn't 1|?"

"Did you? Ch, yes, | believe you did. Wll?"

"He's conming over."



"Ch, is he? Wy?"
"He thinks he might be able to help."

Rachel laid down her fork and took a sip at her wi ne. "Hel p?" she repeated
vaguely. "Help M ke?"

"That's right."

"But how can he?"

"I"mnot sure he can, Rachel, but | think there's just a chance. So does he."
"And who's paying for this? You?"

"The Departnent, naturally. | spoke to the Prof about it this norning. He's
all in favor."

Rachel nodded. "And what does your M. Kl orner think he can do?"

"Primarily he believes he can help us establish the nature of Mke's O O B.
contact."

Rachel stared at him "You don't mean that."
"Ch, yes, | do," said George. "And so does he,"
"And what then?"

"Pete's pretty sure there's a direct causal connection between that contact
and M ke's coma. He believes he knows a way of resolving those patterns we
taped off the pineal area. | know it sounds incredible, Rachel, but Klorner's
not the kind of chap who'd say that if he didn't nmean it. Al right, so naybe
it's a hundred to one shot, but what else is there?"

"I don't know," she said listlessly. "Wat about that drug you were using?"

"M ke cleared the last trace of Y-dopa fromhis systemnore than thirty-six
hours ago. | checked with Phillips."

Rachel speared a norsel of chicken and chewed it in silence for a while. "And
just supposing, for the sake of argunment, that Klorner's right," she said at
[ ast. "What happens then?"

"I just don't know, Rachel. We're all groping in the dark. But | suppose it's
possi bl e-just possible-that if we can manage to track down M ke's
contact-track it down in the flesh I nean-then ..."

"Then what, Ceorge?"

Dr. Richards spread his hands helplessly. "At least it'll be something," he
sai d.

"Yes, you're right, of course, George," she said. "At least you'll be doing
something. It's better than sitting around here till it's tine to craw up to

the hospital for another session in front of those bl oody nonitor screens.™

"Come on, you're not eating,
good. "

he said. "Try sone of this one. It's really



Rachel allowed himto put some nore food on her plate, "These OO B.'s," she
said. "What are they really, George?"

"We don't honestly know. Ex-corporeal mind to mind contact seens the best bet.
That was M ke's theory anyway."

"So this 'contact' he had-or you think he had-that nmeans what? That he was in
soneone el se's nmind?"

"We think it's possible.”
"I's it, George? Really?"
"Well, Mke thought so too, you know "

She nodded. "And if you do succeed in tracking down this-this 'contact'-this
ot her person-what do you expect to find? Mke's nmnd for Christsake?"

Dr. Richards' face was expressive but he only shrugged.

"And what then? Do you say to himor her or God knows what: 'Got you, Mke! I
claimmy ten thousand pounds in Eurobonds!' or is it: 'Release him | hereby
exorci se ye in the nane of Beel zebub!' ?"

"You know," said George with a wy grin, "I believe | mght even do that if |
t hought it would get himback to us."

"I"'msorry, George. Honestly | don't nean to be bitchy. It's just that you
can't inmagine how useless | feel-futile. Tell me, when do you expect Kl orner?"

"On Friday."

"WIl he be staying at the Center?"
"He's booked into the V.I.P. wing."
"Can | get to nmeet hinP"

"OfF course. | think you ought to anyway. Wy don't we make a date for lunch on
Saturday? That'll give himtime to get over the worst of his S.S. lag."

Rachel was late for the |lunch appoi ntnment. Flood water had underm ned the
foundati ons of a bridge just outside Petherton and the road was tenporarily
closed for repairs. Forced to make a wandering detour through a |abyrinth of
unfam liar | anes, she arrived at the Center, hot and bothered, twenty ninutes
adrift, and | earned from Reception that Dr. Richards was waiting for her in

t he | ounge.

She found George standing at the bar with his back to her, apparently deep in
conversation with a gray-haired, mddle-aged man, who was dressed all in black
-or at least in a suit of so dark a gray as made no difference. He caught
sight of her immediately and murnured somnething to George who turned round,
smi | ed, and waved her over. "l was just beginning to wonder where you' d got
to," he said. "Wat happened?"

Breat hl essly she expl ai ned and apol ogi zed, while Kl orner smiled benignly and
told her how he had been surprised by the extent of the flooding around
Bristol. "Fromthe air it's beginning to ook |ike the Everglades,"” he
observed. "Your farmers must be getting pretty worried."



Rachel all owed George to supply her with a Canpari-soda and set about naking
hersel f agreeable. "Ceorge told ne you'd once been at Hanpton, M. Klorner,"
she said. "Wen was that?"

"The late '60's, Mss Wld. Along tine ago."

"And you haven't been back to Engl and since?"

"Ch, yes. Several tines. But only on vacation. | still have famly living in
Yorkshire."

Rachel was surprised. "Then you aren't a real American?"
"I amnow," he said. "But | was born in Sheffield."

Ceorge said: "If no-one objects | think we mght well be advised to take our
drinks through into the dining roomwhile there's still sone food left."

Over lunch Rachel plucked up the courage to ask Klorner directly how he
t hought he could help M ke.

"I"'mnot sure that | can, Mss Wld-I wish | were-but it just so happens that
I amthe possessor of certain technical data that we researched in Hanpton in
'68-data which, for a variety of ethical reasons, have never been expl oited.
My hope is that they may help us to analyze the nature of Doctor Carver's
cona. "

"And what sort of data are they?"

Klorner laid down his fork, dabbed at his lips with his napkin and took a
t houghtful sip at his Reisling. "Basically they are concerned with a techni que

we di scovered for displaying encephalic voltages-'brai nwaves,' if you like-in
different planes. We called it the 'Encephal o-Visual Converter'-E-V.C. for
short. 1've got Dr. Richards' teamworking on it right now"

"And what does it do?"
"Hopefully it will enable us to see what Doctor Carver was thinking."
"See?" Rachel was totally astounded. "You don't mean really see?"

Kl orner sm|ed and nodded. "It sounds fantastic, doesn't it?" he said. "But
that's just what | do nean."

"Not just squiggles and dots and what not ?"

"Ch, no," Klorner assured her. "The real thing. If he was thinking of

Bucki ngham Pal ace then we'll see it-or, nore precisely, we'll see his own

vi sual concept of it. Enough, anyway, to give us sone indication of what was
on his mind."

"A thought - seei ng nmachi ne,"” she nurnured.
"You could call it that,"” he adnmitted.

"Then why hasn't it been devel oped?" she demanded. "There nust be a fortune in
it."

"Ch, yes," he said. "I'mquite sure there is."



"Vell, then?"

Kl orner pursed up his lips and slowy shook his head. "The nman | worked on it
with at Hanpton alerted ne to sone of its problens-principally, the ethics of
the thing. In the wong hands it could prove far nore destructive than any

H bomb. It's only because | sincerely believe that he'd have given ne the
go-ahead in this particular situation that 1'm here today. The Doctor was a
truly remarkable man."

"Was?" interjected George "lIs Dunpkenhoffer dead?"

"I really don't know," said Klorner. "I conpletely lost touch with himback in
'69 when | went to the States. But if he is still around | guess |'d have
heard by now. He'd be well on into his seventies."

"How long will it be before you can get this thing working?" asked Rachel

"Tonmorrow or the day after, given we don't run into bad snags. It's mainly a
qgquestion of wiring up a heap of involved circuits. Al the materials we need
are here to hand."

"And can | be there when you switch on?"

"I would consider it a privilege," said Kl orner graciously. "lIndeed, if past
experience is anything to go by, I'd say that having sonebody on hand who has
a close enotional relationship with the subject is pretty well essential when
it cones to interpreting the precise nature of the signal displayed."

"That's me," said Rachel. "Floods or no floods | promise I'll be there just as
soon as you give nme the word."

Chapt er Seven

THE LONG ARM of the Sea of Dee which linked the Irish Sea to the Sonersea and
di vided Wales fromthe Fifth Kingdom was arguably the nost dangerous stretch
of water in the Seven Kingdons. At Hi gh Springs the tidal rise in the Mdland
Gap was close on thirty nmeters and if a south-westerly gale had piled up the
seas in the Severn Reach the consequential clash of raging waters in the
narrow defil e known as the Jaws of Shrewsbury was utterly awe-inspiring. Not
for nothing was the fine white sand which supplied the gl ass-bl owers of
Montgonery with the raw material for their crucibles known |locally as "Drowned
Man's Bone."

Living their lives in such close proxinmity to death had bred into the Wstern
Borderers a contenpt for authority which was al nost | egendary throughout the
Ki ngdons. For generations nost of the |ocal popul ace had suppl emented their
meager livelihood with casual piracy and regul ar scavengi ng fromwecks. A
line of granite forts which stretched from Stoke in the north to Cheltenhamin
the south on one side of the channel, and from Gswestry to Hereford on the
other, testified to the strangl ehold which for centuries the Borderers had
exerted on this vital trade route. Indeed, well within living menory, there
had been a period during which no unescorted tradi ng vessel had been all owed
passage t hrough the narrows unless it had first paid tribute to the
self-styled "Lords of the Isles."” It had taken the comnbined action of King
Dyffed and the Earl of Stafford, a force of a thousand nmen and a canpai gn

whi ch had dragged on for the better part of two years before the area was
officially declared safe in 2997. For two nonths the headl ess body of "King"
Morgan fed the crows froman army gibbet on the walls of Wl shpool Castle-a
gruesone tribute to the force of royal arns.



In the twenty odd years which had el apsed since Mirgan's summary execution
the narrows had remmi ned nominally free. Fast Wl sh | ongshi ps now crui sed up
and down the channel fromtheir strongly fortified bases at Wenl ock and
Gswestry and the passage dues whi ch had previously gone to swell the | oot of
the "Lords" on Black Isle now filtered down into Dyffed's granite vaults at
Carmarthen and the tithe chests of the Church Mlitant.

Havi ng had anpl e opportunity to appreciate its strategic value, Dyffed had

al l owed Morgan's own stronghold to remain virtually intact. Fromthe squat
wat cht ower perched on the shoul der of the granite outcrop, still known locally
as "Morgan's Mount," the ensign bearing the scarlet gryphon on the Sixth

Ki ngdom now streamed in the wi nd which blew so steadily off the scarp of the
Long Mynd some thirty-five kilometers to the south-east. Northwards the great
Sea of Dee gleaned in the spring sunshine, dotted with the sails of fishing
smacks and coastal traders and patched purple with the shadows of scurrying
clouds. So clear was the April air that the watchman's powerful glass could
just distinguish the | ower peaks of the far distant Pennines standing sentine
al ong the westward flank of the Fifth Ki ngdom

One of the boats which the watchman woul d have observed putting in to

Wl shpool harbor carried anong its passengers that same Advocate Sceptic whom
Ar chbi shop Constant had set upon the trail of the Boy Thomas, shortly before

i ssuing his Edict against the Kinsnen. By pure chance, unofficial news of the
Edi ct had percolated through to Brother Francis on the very day that he had
first received word that Kinsman Gyre was upon Bl ack Isle.

H s i mmedi ate reaction on hearing the news of the Edict was to assune that his
interimreport to the Archbi shop had m scarried. A nonent's further reflection
was sufficient to convince himthat his personal situation was now extrenely
precari ous. The prudent course woul d undoubtedly be to hurry back to York and
take steps to safeguard his own reputation. He did not doubt that he could do
it. And yet he hesitated. In so doing he provided el oquent testinony to the
hol d which the heresy of Kinship had established over his imagination. As he
cast feverishly about for sone course of action which would enable himto
fulfill his quest and yet avoid the sin of disobedience, casuistry came to his
ai d.

The Edict was runored to have been issued fromthe Eastern Fal conry which
woul d place its execution firmy within the jurisdiction of Sinon of Leicester
and the Gray Brotherhood. But Archbishop Constant's fiat overrode the
authority of the Brotherhood and he, as the Archbi shop's personal envoy, was
carrying upon his person the sealed letter of authority which Constant had
given himto assist himupon his travels. His original termof task still had
alittle while to run and he had as yet received no overridi ng sutmons of
recall fromthe Archbishop. Until he did so, could he really be adjudged to
have any significant option other than to remain bound by his original oath to
pursue his quest with all the zeal and ingenuity at his command?

That same evening Francis had taken ship at Barrow praying in all humlity
that he mght, by Divine favor, be permitted to reach Gyre before the

em ssaries of Bishop Sinon ran the Kinsnman to earth and haled himoff to
Notti ngham for an official inquisition ad extrem s in the castle dungeons.

Wthin half an hour of stepping ashore at Wl sh-pool, Francis was once again
afloat, this tine aboard a | ocal crab boat whose two nman crew were nore than
willing to ferry himacross the narrows and round the sout hern point of Black
Isle for a silver quarter. The tide being unfavorable they were obliged to

di senbark himon the jetty at Stone Cross, a cluster of tunble-down sheds and
hovel s by the water's edge sone two kil oneters fromthe village of Cwndul a



whi ch was his destination.

He scranbled up the rusty iron |ladder to the top of the sea-wall and found he
was the object of curious scrutiny froma group of ragged urchins. He sniled
at them nurnured a greeting, and sketched a perfunctory blessing. At this
nost of them dropped their gaze, but one, the eldest, stared back at him
boldly and then, with insolent deliberation, raised his own grubby hand and
made the Sign of the Bird, his extended forefinger tracing the outline of a
sprawing letter "M.

Francis' heart skipped a beat. "Am | anong Kinsfol k?"

Six pairs of eyes regarded hi mopaquely and then the | eader said sullenly:
"What's that to en, priest?"

On the point of framing a reply Francis becane painfully conscious, of the
pitfall underlying the deceptively sinple question. Qut of the nouths of
babes. "I come fromthe far north seeking Kinsman Gyre, ny son," he replied
gravely. "WII you take ne to hinP"

There was a nonent of hesitation before the child nuttered: "Us knows of none
such,"” and the rest of the little group, taking their cue fromhim obediently
shook their heads.

Casting about for sone way to reach them Francis had an inspiration. Having
caught sight of a bedraggled gull feather lying on the jetty he stooped and
picked it up. Holding it as high above himas his armcould reach he said: "I
am Brother Francis. | come in peace. By the Wngs of the White Bird of Kinship
| beseech you to conduct ne to Kinsman Gyre."

For perhaps the length of a count of ten they stared at him then at a
murmured word fromtheir | eader they retreated behind the di snenbered skel eton
of an abandoned fishing boat and conferred together. Francis was |eft
clutching his frail synmbol of Kinship and feeling extraordinarily foolish.

Finally one of the children emerged and approached him "I's Megan," she
piped. "lI's to tak en to Dai's place. En's to bide la till us cone for en
Dost git?"

Franci s nodded whereupon the urchin skipped off ahead of hi mdown the causeway
and along the rutted track that clinmbed toward OQwndul a. G anci ng back over
his shoul der as he stunbled to keep up with her the Advocate Sceptic was

ast oni shed to observe that all the other children appeared to have vani shed
clean off the face of the earth.

Bl ack Isle, Western Borders

Day of St. Mark. April 3018

"My Lord,

"Your servant's travels in your service have brought himto the Western
Borders-a strange, wild |l and of great tho' savage beauty whose inhabitants

seem scarce tane and speak anong thensel ves a tongue as far renoved fromthat
of Cumberl and as that of Cunberland is foreign to that of York.

"As you will know I came hither in quest of the Kinsman Gyre, believing himto
be in possession of the document which the Kinsfolk speak of as 'Mrfedd' s
Testanment.' It is my hope that before this night is out I will have had sight

of it and will be in a position to comunicate to you the gist of its contents



if not the actual docunent itself.

"No word having yet reached ne fromyour hand, ny Lord, | have no neans of
knowi ng whether ny interimreport (dispatched to you fromthe Sanctuary of
Kentmere) mscarried. However, the nessenger to whomit was entrusted seened
suitably sensible of its inmportance, and having no reason to doubt his
integrity, | nust assume that you are now privy to the substance of ny
inquiries to date."

Havi ng got thus far Brother Francis laid down his pen, read through what he
had witten, and groaned al oud. The style in which his report was couched with
its verbal hunm ngs and hawi ngs, its | ongw nded circum ocutions and
backtracki ngs, reflected nothing as much as the withings of his own tornented
conscience. It was inconceivable that an eye as cold and as clear as
Constant's would not see through it.

He got up fromthe stool, wal ked across to the wi ndow and stared gluny out
over the junble of roofs to where, across the intervening waters, the distant
si gnal beacon of the North Mynd wi nked through the gl oam ng. H s oppression of
spirit manifested itself in the formof a dull physical ache in the pit of his
stomach while the potent question which the child on the jetty had directed at
himreturned with redoubled force. "Ch God," he whispered. "Sinner that | am
use me for Thy Divine Purpose.” And few prayers he had ever uttered had been
nore heartfelt or nore angui shed.

Si ghing, he turned away fromthe wi ndowto where a cheap tallow candl e
sputtered on the trestle table and set shadows jigging across the griny wall
above the straw pallet. He picked up the sheet of parchnent and read through
the final paragraph for the third tine. "What is it you're trying to hide,
Franci s?" he nuttered. "In God's nane, man, why can't you speak plain?" And

al nost as though it were a separate voice lisping at his ear he seened to hear
the words: " 'Tis fromfear, Brother. Sinple fear." Hearing them he recogni zed
them In that instant he learned the bitter truth that the |ast eneny to be
faced was not Death itself but the fear of Death. As he raised his head and
gazed into the heart of the candl efl ame before himthere cane a gentle
scratching at his door

Rapidly he rolled the parchnent into a scroll, thrust it under the pallet and
opened the door. The boy who had questioned himon the jetty was standing

hal f - hi dden in the shadows. "Come en wi' mne, priest," he whispered. "An' do en
as | say."

Pausing only to snuff the candle, Francis stepped out on to the boarded
| andi ng, closed the door quietly behind him and felt his way cautiously down
the unlit stairs.

Voi ces were com ng fromthe tap-room but the door was shut and they slipped
past unnoticed to energe froma narrow slit of a passage into a small yard
roofed with stars and piled with dimbarrels and enpty crates. There the boy
signed to himto halt and pulling out a dark cloth frominside his |eather
jerkin he whispered: "lI's to hood en, priest."

"I's that necessary?" Francis protested feebly, then, sensing that the boy
m ght cheerfully abandon himthere said: "All right. | agree," and bent his
head.

There foll owed a stunbling, bruising journey which |lasted for perhaps twenty
m nutes until Francis was warned of steps downwards, felt stone slabs grate
underfoot, and heard a door open then close behind him Finally, to his
profound relief, he felt the hood being tugged from his head.



He found hinself standing in what appeared to be a sort of crypt-a w de room
whose stone ceiling was supported by stout granite pillars. In a raised recess
at the far end a fire of driftwood was snoldering sulkily. On the wall which
formed the chimey breast soneone had sketched in white chalk the i mage of a
bird hovering with wi de wi ngs outstretched.

"Bide en here, priest," muttered his guide and di sappeared into a passage

whi ch, until that nmoment, Francis had not realized existed. He wal ked slowy
forward hol ding out his chilled hands to the fire and gazing up at the inmage
of the bird. As he did so there cane unbidden into his m nd a phrase of
Katherine Wllians': "for he took nmy heart fromnme and breathed his nusic into
it and gave it back to nme . " He felt a curious tightening of the skin over
his scalp -a sort of electric tingling of apprehension and excitenment which
was unlike anything he had ever known. Then, hearing the sound of approaching
footsteps, he turned, just as a young worman canme into the room

She wal ked toward him hol ding out her hand in greeting. "Well net, Brother
Francis," she said, smling at him "W were beginning to think you m ght
arrive too late."

In spite of the charcoal brazier glowing in the corner of the roomand the
thick fleece covers piled on the bed, the man could not stop shivering; it was
as though his whol e body were a bowstring trapped for ever in the vibrant
instant foll owing upon the release of its bolt. Sunk deep in their bony
sockets his dark, fever-haunted eyes wandered restlessly frompoint to point
while a faint, chill, dew of sweat pricked out across his deeply |ined
forehead and glistened waxily in the candlelight. Every now and agai n he woul d
jerk his head forward fromthe piled pillows and his face would set itself in
an expression of intense concentration as though he were straining to catch
some sight or sound detectable only by hinself. At such noments one of the

ot her people in the roomwoul d approach the bed, bend deferentially over the
sick man and ask if there were anything they could do for him Mre often than
not he woul d gaze back at themblankly as if unable to conprehend the
guestion, but occasionally he would shake his head and then sink slowy back
again. Once he was racked with a fit of coughi ng which dragged on and on to be
ended only when an om nous froth of pink spittle bubbled on his Iips and was
wi ped away solicitously by one of the watchers.

After this the man cl osed his eyes and appeared to subside into a fitful doze,
t hough ever and again his eyelids would flick open and his eyes, dark and
alert, would glance avidly round the roomas if searching for someone who was
not there.

It was into this roomthat the boy who had guided Francis slipped noisel essly.
He sought out one of the watchers, noved across to her and nurnured sonething
into her ear. She nodded, glanced swiftly round at the figure on the bed, then
rose and left the roomas quietly as the boy had entered it.

No sooner had she gone than a dramatic change came over the sick nan. He

si ghed deeply and those nearest to himnoticed that the palsied trenbling to
whi ch they had grown so accustomed that they scarcely remarked it, had
suddenly stopped. Hi s hands rose to his head, thrust back the | oose strands of
gray hair that had fallen forward, and then with crooked fingers he began
conbi ng through his tangled beard. "Wuld soneone open a w ndow?" he said.

An old woman started to protest that the night air would be sure to start him
coughi ng again, but a man silenced her with a glance, rose fromthe bench on
whi ch he was sitting and unfastened the retaining hook on the casenment. At
once a breath of cool night air surged into the stuffy roombringing with it



t he soothing rmurrmur of distant surf and the unm stakabl e iodine tang of
rotting seaweed. The sick man smiled and nodded his thanks. "Shall we drink a
cup of wine with our guest?" he enquired.

The man said: "Surely, Kinsman," and signed to the old woman who nade a
gesture which said plainly: "I think you're all crazy," before rising to her
feet and shuffling off through a curtained doorway, nuttering to herself.

"Gwn?" said the sick man.
The boy approached the bedside. "Aye, Kinsman Gyre."
"Fetch ne ny pipes, boy. You know where they are."

The boy nodded and ducked away through the same door that the old wonan had
t aken.

A moment | ater the young wonan re-entered the room saw at a gl ance that the
sick man was not as he had been when she had left him and said: "Kinsman
Gyre, | bring you Brother Francis."

Francis followi ng a pace or two behind her heard the words but could not as
yet see the person to whomthey were addressed. He knew Gyre by repute to be
t hat ex-Fal con whose sure aimand deadly bolt had ended the life of the Boy
Thomas hi gh up on a nmakeshift scaffol ding upon the walls of York citadel al
of eighteen years before. Since then the man had becone part of a living

| egend as, in conpany with Od Peter the Tale Spinner he had roaned the

hi ghways and byways of The Seven Ki ngdons, telling the Tale of the Boy and
preachi ng the gospel of Universal Kinship. Francis' feelings as he stepped
over the threshold were a piquant bl end of apprehension, curiosity and awe.

H s first thought on seeing Gyre was that he could have spared hinself his
fears that Sinon of Leicester's inquisitors would ever put the Kinsman to the
rack. He knew instinctively that this man was living on borrowed tine and that
the debt was likely to be recalled at any nmonent. He noved forward to the foot
of the bed and bowed. "Kinsman Gyre," he murnmured, "I amnost sorry to find
you unwel | ."

Gyre chuckl ed sardonically. "A close run thing, eh, Brother? Tell ne, howis
nmy Lord the Archbi shop these days?"

"He prospers," returned Francis.
"For alittle while only, Brother Francis. Hi s race, like nine, is nearly run
But we both have sone work to do yet, he and I." He turned his head and

beckoned to the young woman who had brought the priest. As she approached the
bed he murnured: "Light another candle and place it so that | can see his face
nore clearly. It is |like speaking to a shadow. "

Whil e she was carrying out his instructions the boy Gwn returned bearing a
sl ender case some half a neter in length nade of tooled | eather. He handed it

to Gyre.

The Kinsman sniled his thanks. Taking up the case he ran his fingers dreamly
over the lacings, then said to Francis: "You shall carry these to Thomas of
Norwi ch for me, Brother. They are his by right." He cocked a quick eye at the
priest. "Know you what they are?"

"Pi pes?" hazarded Francis, wondering at the strange turn the interview was
t aki ng.



"Aye, pipes," said Gyre with a sigh. "But not just any pipes, Francis. These
were fashioned for Tomby Mrfedd the Wzard of Bowness. There are none |ike
themin the living world. Wuld you care to hear thenP"

"Very much," said Francis. "I have heard tell of themoften on ny travels."
" '"Tis not the sane as hearing them These pipes speak a tune |ike none
other." He raised his eyes again and stared hard at the priest. "lIs that not
why you are cone, Francis? To hear what they have to say to you? Speak, man.
You are anong friends now. "

And once again the voice of Katherine WIlIlianms was there whispering inside
Francis' head: "He cane to show us what we have it in ourselves to be

For the first tine since entering the roomhe felt the angels' w ng caress of
real fear; it brushed by himand |l eft behind a chill |ike melting snowfl akes
on his skin. The Kinsman's eyes held himfixed and would not | et himgo. Dark,
sardonic and glittering with the know edge of inpending death they seened

al nrost to be regarding himfrom across the threshold of another world.

Francis ran the tip of his tongue around his dry lips. "I came hither to ask
if I mght be allowed to view Morfedd' s Testanent," he said huskily. "It was
for that | have sought you all across the North."

Gyre nodded. "Aye. Think you we know not that? But your quest for the
Testanment was but to buy you the time you needed fromyour master. Wat you
are seeking lies in here, Francis," and so saying the Kinsman lifted the case
cont ai ni ng the pipes, unfastened the | aces that held it closed, and fromit
renoved the curious, tw n-stenmred instrunent, part whistle, part recorder
that O d Mrfedd of Bowness had contrived for the Boy Thonas all those years
ago.

Francis | eaned forward to see themnore clearly and, as he did so, the pipes
twi sted between the Kinsman's fingers allowing the candlelight to wink from
some tiny crystalline facet set deep within the shaft of one of the tubes.

Gyre stroked his ringers slowy all down the Iength of the gl eam ng barrels.
"You never heard Tom play, did you, Brother?"

Franci s shook his head.

"So you will hear only the echo of an echo. And | have not one hundredth part
of Tom s skill. But now and again he cones to speak through ny fingers as one
day he will surely speak through the Child and through Thonmas and through
you." Raising his head abruptly the dying Kinsman gazed up at the vaulted
ceiling and cried with a voice so strong it seened alnpst as if it must be
com ng fromsome other throat than his: "Boy, show now at the end that | am
forgiven! You know that | shot in ignorance of what | did! Speak you now

t hrough ny darkness that his darkness may becone light!"

He drew a deep, panting breath, raised the twi n nouthpieces to his |lips, and
fixing the Advocate Sceptic with an unwavering gaze he began to pl ay.

Beti, the old wonman who had been sent to fetch the wi ne, was on her way back
bearing a | aden tray when she heard the sound of music coming fromthe

Ki nsman's chanber. By her own reckoning she had lived for seventy-seven years
and her life's rhythmwas far ol der than the turbul ent sea channel s anong

whi ch her days had been passed. Birth, death, hardship and hunger were the
fixed stars in her cosnps. Universal Kinship was a concept beyond her conpass.
She tolerated it because her son and his wife w shed her to. And yet sonething



reached out to her in that dark passage beyond the dying Kinsman's room
reached out and held her heart in thrall. Hearing Gyre play she forgot who she
was and why she was there. She stood as if transfixed, listening with ears she
had | ong since forgotten she possessed-the ears of a child who hears for the
first time a nmusic which speaks of all the infinite possibilities lying within
the grasp of the unshackled human spirit. Tine held no neaning for her then

Li ke a down feather adrift on the dark tides she felt her soul being swept
this way and that at the behest of forces immeasurably stronger than herself.
In a series of flickering lightning flashes she re-lived nonents |ong since
forgotten, when she no | onger had an identity to call her own, nonents when
her girl's heart had seened to wing out fromher body to share another's
angui sh and she would willingly have given her own |life to ease sone other
creature's pain. She did not even associate her own ecstasy with the sound of
the Kinsman's piping. For all she knew a nagi ¢ key had suddenly unl ocked a
casket buried so deeply within her that she had | ong since forgotten its

exi stence, yet fromit a fountain of pure joy come welling up to spill over in
unregarded tears upon her cheeks.

At last the spell broke. She shuffled on down the passage, el bowed open the
door and the curtain beyond it and re-entered the room She set down the tray
she was carrying and peered about her. Dimly she sensed somethi ng new and
strange rippling anmong the shadows, as though the roomitself were stil
faintly awash fromthe departure of an invisible presence. She shivered
involuntarily and in a gesture born of a lifetime's superstition, crossed
hersel f.

Gradual ly, like sleepers coming awake, the other people in the roombegan to
stir. Only the bl ack-robed priest standing at the foot of the bed renai ned
un-movi ng, his hands hanging linmp at his sides, his eyes staring w de open yet
unseeing at the figure of the Kinsman before him

The young woman noved forward and | eaned over the bed. "Ki nsman?" she
whi spered. "Ki nsman Gyre?"

The Kinsman's dark eyes seemed to swmup toward hers as if from sone
unconsci onabl e depths. His forked tongue noved slowy along his lower lip. "He
cane, " he whi spered. "The Boy cane."

She nodded. "Aye, he cane," she said, and gl anced over her shoul der to where
the old wonan stood. "The w ne, Mther."

Bed filled a cup and brought it to her. The young woman held the earthenware
goblet to the Kinsman's lips. He sipped a little, nodded, and then indicated
that he wi shed to be noved higher up on the bed. The woman's husband st epped
forward and together the two of themdid as he w shed.

Gyre drank some nore of the wine and a faint touch of col or came creepi ng back
into his ashen cheeks. Nursing the goblet in both hands he peered up over the
rimof it at the silent priest and nodded his head slowy. "Your soul has been
on a long journey, Francis," he said gently. "Wl come back to us." Nursing the
goblet in both hands he peered up over the rimof it at the silent priest and
nodded his head slowy. "Your soul has been on a long journey, Francis," he
said gently. "Wl conme back to us."

Franci s opened his nouth as if to reply but no words cane.

"Aye," murnmured Gyre. "I know how it is with you, Brother. Once | ong ago on
the road to York |I heard that self-same song. The door is already open but
some of us have grown so to love our iron cage that we nmust needs be taken out
of ourselves before we can bear to leave it."



The young woman coaxed the priest over to a bench and sat hi m down. Then she
fetched another cup of wine and handed it to him "Come, Francis," she said.
"Let us drink wine in Kinship."

Francis took the cup fromher and nodded abstractedly. He heard her words as
he had heard Gyre's but it was as if he were overhearing voices in another
roomtal king of things which did not really concern him Like a sleep-wal ker
he wandered, |ost in wonder, through a | andscape that was both strange and yet
fam liar, conscious only that his life's search had suddenly ended, that the
Grail he sought had been delivered into his hands, and that this dim
candlelit room contained the Rone to which all the wi nding paths of his life
had | ed.

At | ast he found his voice again. "For how | ong have you known that | would
cone?"

"For many years," said Gyre. "Are you not that Black Bird for whom we have
been waiting? It has all conme to pass as it was witten."

"And now that | am here?"

"My owmn life's work is done, Francis. | can tell you only that you nust seek
out Thomas of Norwi ch and give these pipes to him"

"And where am!| to find hin?"

Gyre's voice was growing faint, his breath a rapid fluttering. "I have sent
himto Corlay in the Isle of Brittany. He was to await the com ng of the one
Mor f edd speaks of as the Bride of Time. It is all witten in the Testanent. So
go now, Francis. Go to Corlay, and take ny blessing with you."

The Kinsman lifted the pipes and nade as if to hand themto the priest, but
even as he reached out they slipped frombetween his fingers and his head fel
back against the pillows. A second later the wine cup rolled off the bed and
shattered into fragments upon the stone fl agged fl oor

Chapt er Ei ght

THE POTTER HAD judged the wind and tide correctly. Shortly before dawn the
flood surging up Taunton Race swept Jane's little boat through the channe

whi ch separated the westernnost point of Blackdown fromthe three rocky islets
known as the Hag's Teeth and on round into Cul mstock Cove. As the cliff of

Bl ackdown Head was drawn |ike a sable curtain across the sky cutting off her
vi ew of the faint mound of Quantock Isle Jane I et out her breath in a long
sigh of relief and patted the side of the boat in affectionate acknow edgnent.
"Wake up, Thomas," she called softly. "There is work to do."

Crouched at the foot of the mast with his head sunk upon his bent knees the
sl eeping Kinsman did not stir. Jane reached out with her foot and prodded him
gently. "Wake up, Thonas."

He cane to with a gasp, jerking back his cow ed head, while his frightened
eyes seenmed to | ook all ways at once. "Rachel ?" he whispered hoarsely. "In
God' s nane where are we?"

"Cul nst ock Cove," said Jane. "Were you dreani ng?"

The Kinsman peered at her then up at the yard-arm swayi ng above his head. He
put out a tentative hand and touched the oaken thwart as though he expected it



to dissol ve beneath his fingertips. "Jane?" he whispered. "You are Jane?"
"Who el se should I be?"
"I am not dream ng?"

"You fell asleep out on the Reach," she said. "I had not the heart to wake
you. "

Thomas dragged hinself to the side of the boat and hung his head over. Then he
di pped a hand into the gliding sea and spl ashed water against his face. The
sudden chill made him catch his breath.

Jane watched him a puzzled frown crinkling her brow "Wo is Rachel ?" she
asked.

Thomas shook hinmself |ike a wet dog and then shivered violently. "Soneone in
my dream" he said. "I know no one of that nane."

Li ke a wi sp of thistledown a recollection ghosted across Jane's nenory. She

reached out, caught it and drew it in. "Her hair?" she said. "Rachel's hair?
Is it dark red, |ike chestnuts?"

Thomas froze. "How can you know t hat ?"

"She is part of Carver's life," she said. "Hs wife I think. | saw her when I
reached you that first time. Your dreamwas Carver's dream”

"She is with child by him"
"1s? O was?"

"I know not what to think, Jane. Who is this man? Sone | ost soul set wandering
for penance who has found lodging in ny mnd? Am| Carver and he Thonas?"

"He's lost," said Jane. "That's all | know. "

"Did you not say that you had found hin®"

"Only in you, Thomas. As a part of you." She peered ahead into the darkness of
the cove and murrmured: "I could try and reach himagain if it. would help. But
only if you will let ne."

"What do | have to do?"
"You have only to want ny help."

"Nothing is nore certain,” he said. "Such dreanms as that will surely destroy
ne el se.”

Jane nodded. "Perhaps Carver dreans of you as you dream of him He neans you
no harm Thonmas. That at |east | amsure of."

"Nor | him" said Thomas norosely. "But | care not for Kinship with a ghost
however friendly."

Jane reached forward and touched his hand. "Be not afraid, Thomas," she said.
"Before we part | shall do nmy best to read you." She sat back and strained to
fathom the shadows. "I recall a beach hereabouts where a brook runs in under
the trees. W'll lay the boat up there while | set you on the road for



Si dbury. "

A few mnutes |ater she pointed ahead to where a Iine of paler shadow
glimered faintly in the wan, pre-drawn light. "That's the place," she said.
"We'| | drop the sail and row in. There's a sand-bar we have to cl ear and
can't call to mind how the channel runs. WIIl you slack off the haul ?"

Thomas busi ed hi nmsel f about the mast and the wooden yard suddenly descended
wi th an unprofessional rush, snothering himin danp canvas.

Jane | aughed and hel ped himto extricate hinmself. "I've seen it done worse,"
she said, "but not often. You're better at the oars.”

They cl eared the sandspit w thout trouble and made their |andfall under the
shelter of a group of waterside oaks just as the first fingerings of dawn
touched the sky. Thomas scranbl ed ashore and between themthey dragged the
boat up the gently shelving sand and nade it fast to an exposed tree root.

Jane stowed the sail and the oars. "I'll have till noon to catch the ebb," she
said. "That should give us all the tinme we need."

"You do not have to come with me, Jane. Just point out the way and | eave the
rest to nme. It would go ill with you should the Falcons find you in ny

conmpany. "

"They'll not find you," she said firmy. "The Magpie will see to that. So | et
us be on our way, Thonas. W have a clinmb ahead of us."

Dawn found themwell away fromtheir |landfall and sonme three hundred neters up
into the Blackdown hills. The breeze which had carried them across the sea
from Quant ock had di ed away wi thout clearing the mst fromthe valley. It
gathered in chill drops along the twigs of the scarcely budded trees and fel
with a nmel ancholy patter on to the drifts of dead |leaves in the gulleys. Once
they heard a dog howing in sone invisible farnstead to the north but they saw
no one and energed at the top of the conbe just as the first wel come sunbeans
cane |l ancing in over the distant, nist-cloaked wastes of water separating them
from Salisbury and the far-off coast of the Second Ki ngdom

They paused for a nonent and | ooked about them Their breath rose in warm
panting plumes in the clamy air and all away to the north-east the plunging
hills thrust their hunped backs up through the fog Iike a school of whales.
"Sidbury's down there," said Jane, pointing to the south, "but it's best you
skirt round by Yarconbe. That way you'll keep water between you and the Fal con
post at Upottery."

Thomas nodded. "And what of this nman you call the Magpi e? Does he live at
Yar conbe?"

"He lives nowhere special," said Jane. "He has a house on wheels and travels
about all over. But when he's on Bl ackdown he lives with his nother."

"A peddl er is he?"

"He's a bit of everything," she said. "He nends things and makes them and he
buys and sells. Dad did hima good turn once and he's never forgotten it. Some
fol ks say he's touched but he's not really. He's just different."

"I's he Kin?"

"No," said Jane. "Like | said, he's different. He's huesh,"



Thomas darted her a quick | ook and nodded his head slowy. "I shall [|ook
forward to neeting him" he said with a faint snile

"Ch, you'll neet him Thomas. You have to. But | can't tell you when."

"Where then?" he asked curiously.

"I don't know that either," she sai d. "It was strange." She shut
her eyes tight, kept them shut for sone seconds and then opened t hem agai n,
pulling a face as she did so. "I saw you crouched down beside him He was

staring into the distance. And | think there was a pile of old stones or
something. It was just a bright flash. But it's like that sonetinmes. You want
to see nmore and you can't. The harder you try the I ess you hold. It's no use
straining after it."

They set off again making their way over open noorland with their | ong dawn
shadows trailing after themthrough the sparkling dew. An hour later they
topped a rise which gave them a view out over Yarconbe inlet. Jane shielded
her eyes and pointed out the wiggling white line of the high road which
followed the spine of the hills, running southrwest to Sidbury. "You can't see
Chardport from here," she said. "It's on the other side of that hill between
us and the Wndwhistle Isle. Dad sells pots to a man there call ed Sam Moxon
who has a shop down by the quay. Samis Kin like us so he'd surely help you on
your way."

"Best not to trouble him" said Thomas. "The fewer the fol k who help ne the
better for their own sakes. Now |l et you and | break our fast together, Jane,
bef ore we go our separate ways."

He unshoul dered the | eather knapsack the potter's wi fe had given himand I ed
the way to a sheep shelter of woven bracken. There he spread out his cloak in
the sun and beckoned Jane to join him "By the Gace of the Wite Bird," he
sai d, breaking bread and handing it to her. "Cone. Don't | ook so sad. See,
your nother has given us a veritable feast."

Jane smled dutifully and hel ped herself to cheese and salt. "I w sh you had
not |ost your pipes, Thomas," she said. "I would dearly |ove to have heard you

play."

"I promise | shall come back to Tallon and play for you on your weddi ng day,
Jane. A tune for you alone. That which | heard [ ast night out there on the
Reach when ny heart was full of stars. | have it in here." He touched his
forefinger against his tenple. "Safe under |ock and key."

“I'I'l not wed in Tallon," she said.

"No? Then how does the w nd bl ow?"

Jane gl anced at him and then away. "Qut of Quantock," she said. "I
know no nore than that."

"You have not net himthen?"
She snil ed but said nothing.
"Well, what is he |like? Is he a fishernan?"

"You could call himthat, | suppose. A fisher of sorts."



"A sailor of some kind then?"
Again she smled. "A very poor one."

Thomas brushed sone crunmbs from his beard and nosed hungrily back into the
satchel. "So how | ong has he been paying court to you, this sort of
fi sher man?"

"Who said he had? Not |."

Thomas lifted a snoked mackerel fromthe bag and sniffed it appreciatively.
Holding it by the tail he levered it carefully apart and handed half to Jane.

"You keep it," she said. "You have a hard day's |eggi ng ahead of you."
"His brother is in here too," said Thomas, "and you'll not eat again til
nightfall. Come. Take it."

Jane took the fish and nibbled at it with her white, even teeth. "Wiat is this
pl ace you are traveling to, Thomas?"

"Corlay? A great castle. Lodged high up in the hills. It was given to AQd
Peter by Queen Elise of Brittany when she becane Kin. She wished it to becone
a second York."

"And will it?"

"Yes. One day. Wen the Child is born there." He plucked a fish bone fromhis
lips and flipped it into the bracken

"And when will that be?"

"No one knows. That is why | amcarrying the Testanent there. The sages wl|l
study it and be able to prepare thenselves for the comng of the Bride of
Time."

"The Bride of Time," whispered Jane and shuddered so violently that she al npst
dropped her fish

Thomas blinked at her. "Wy, yes," he said. "lIt's witten in the fifteenth

ver se-

W | der ness of woman's woe,
Heart's hurt, griefs groan
Fashi on thy birth bed,

Child chosen, Tine's Bride."

Jane stared down at the ground. When she spoke her voice seened to conme from
somewhere far away. "Two ni ghts ago, Thomas, just before you told us about
your drowning in the Sonersea, you fell into a swon. Do you know what made
you? What it was you saw?"

Thomas frowned. "I know not," he said. "Tis often thus. But why do you ask?"
Slowy she lifted her head and turned her eyes to his. "You do not recal

asking ne about the dark flanme and how | came to know of it?"



He nodded. "Yes, that | renenber. But no nore."

"And if | took you now by the hand and | ed you back to that nonment, would you
agai n take refuge as you did before?"

Thomas felt his heart trip and stunble in its beat. "I know not, Jane," he
nmuttered. "Such things are not mine to conmand. "

"You are afrai d?"

"Yes," he said sinmply. "I amafraid."
"OfF nme, or of yourself?"

"OfF | know not what. Sonething in you, nmaybe. Perhaps that strange gift you
have. | cannot trust it as | should."

"But | trust you, Thomas. And | trust your gift. Are we not Kin, you and |
both in word and spirit?"

Thomas appeared about to say sonething and then, seem ngly, checked hinsel f.
"Aye," he nodded. "In word and spirit both, Jane. Wat would you have nme do?"

"Help me to read you."
"That we agreed upon. So? What nust | do?"

Jane flung her half-eaten fish into the open satchel, w ped her fingers on her
cl oak and said: "Lay your head in ny lap."

Thomas pivoted round so that his back was toward her and | owered hi nsel f by
his elbows. " '"Tis a softer pillowthan ny last," he said with a grin. "There.
Is all well?"

"Most well," she said. "Now close your eyes."
He did so obediently.

She rested her right hand Iightly upon his forehead and nmurmured: "Let your
spirit wander to the borders of sleep, Thomas. There is nothing to fear."

Gradual |y his breathing becane deep and regular; the tense lines around his
eyes and nmouth softened and faded; his heart-beat slowed to a quiet, even
pul se.

For a count of a hundred she gazed down upon him and then she too cl osed her
eyes and, like a swinmer |lowering herself into the water, slid to join him

Wandering through the di mand echoing sea caverns of the Kinsman's m nd
calling a nane. Menories pluck at you like fingerweed as you drift past,

si nki ng down, down, ever deeper into those cold, dark |evels beyond conscious
recall. Were are you hiding, Carver? Cone hither. Cone. Sail down like a
white sea-bird and settle on ny shoulder. Rise up like a silver sal non and
leap into ny arnms. Through tide drift and tinme drift | have come seeking you

-Rachel ? Ch, thank CGod ...

-Cone to ne. Be not afraid.



-You're not Rachel! Who are you?

-1 can be your Rachel if that is what you wi sh.
-Ch ny God! What sort of a creature are you?

-1 amyour friend. Did you not dream of ne?
-The boat! The girl on the boat!

-1 found you once before but could not hold you.
-Am | dead?

-1 only know you are fromthe AOd Tinmes before the Drowning.
-l1"mdelirious.

- How cane you to Thomas in the Somersea?

-Crazy. Crazy.

-Do you not renenber?

-The contact! You nust be the contact!

-1 know no nore than you. | found you within Thomas. Your name is Carver. |
heard them calling you that.

- Thomas?

-The Kinsman. Thomas of Norw ch.

-The OO B.E.! Sweet Jesus Christ!

-Is Carver your only nane?

-This is insane!

- Does Rachel call you Carver?

- Rachel ?

- Does she call you Carver?

-She calls ne Mke ... Mchael.

-Mchael. M chael Carver. How old are you M chael ?
-ad d? Twenty-eight.

-Is Rachel your wife?

-What? No. Well, yes. Yes, she is. Wiy don't you tell me where | an?
-You are on Bl ackdown.

- Bl ackdown? Near Taunton?

- Yes.



-Sweet God in Heaven! Bl ackdown!
-\Where did you think you were?
- Hol mmood. Near Petherton.

- Under the Sonersea?

- What ?

-Under the sea

-The sea! . . . The man in the seal . . . The white bird . . . WHAT YEAR IS
TH S

- Three thousand and ei ght een.

So the bl ack wave of his despair lifted you up, swept you away fromhim far
beyond his reach and beyond your own, till you rose like a dark bubble through
the bright, tunbling cascade of the Kinsman's nenories and surfaced at last in
the fam liar haven of your own self to find that self in tears.

"What is it, Jane? What happened?" Thomas heaved hinself on to one el bow and
peered up at her.

She shook her head and scuffed the tears fromher cheeks with the heel of her
hand. "It's all right," she gulped. "It often makes nme cry. There's nothing to
worry about."

"That's all you can tell me?"

"He's there," she said flatly. "H s nanme's M chael -M chael Carver-and he's
twenty-eight years old. O a thousand and twenty-eight . . . He's from before
t he Drowni ng-a place he calls Petherton.™

Thomas stared at her in blank astoni shnent. "You nean you tal ked with hin®"
"Dreamtal k. He thinks he's dead."
"lIs he?"

"No. I'msure he's not. He's still hinmself, and that must nean his body's
alive somewhere. |'ve never yet read a spirit after the body's died."

"Alive? And from before the Drowni ng?"

"I know," she said. "But I"'msure |I'mright." She heaved an enornous,
shudderi ng sigh and shook her head. "Tell me, Thomas. \Wen you dreaned of him
| ast ni ght what was your drean®"

The Kinsman spread his hands. "It's gone," he said. "All | can renenber is the

girl telling ne she was with child."
"And where were you when it happened?”
"Wal king with her sonewhere. Was it beside a river? A | ake perhaps. It was

raining. | renenber watching the raindrops nmaking rings on the water. She was
worried lest | should be displeased.”



"And were you?"

"No. | was overjoyed."

"Was it then you woke up?"

"Yes. For a nonment | was sure you were her."

"I think Carver may have thought the sane. He knows nme as the girl on the
boat . "

Thomas rose to his feet and stood gazing into the distance. "Wat can you make
of it, Jane?" he said. "lIs it not nost |ike one of the A d Tale Spinner's
yarns? Matter for an ale-house tap roomon a winter's evening? O are we

per haps bewi tched?" He tensed, and lifting his hand to shield his eyes from

t he sun, squinted down at the distant road.

"What is it, Thonms?"

She scranbled to her feet and, standing at his side, saw the sun wink fromthe
pol i shed steel casques of the three horsenmen who were cantering, tiny as toy
sol diers astride toy horses, over the hill toward Chardport. She reached out
for the Kinsman's hand and gripped it tight in hers.

"Time | was on ny way, Jane," he said, "or our story may well end before it
has even begun.™

"Sure they cannot be seeking you," she said. "Who could have alerted them so
soon?"

"Perhaps not for ne, but the Edict was issued a nonth ago. None of us is safe
now. "

He ducked back into the shelter, picked up his cloak, shook the bracken from
it and hitched it over his shoulders. Then he stooped for the satchel, caught
sight of a half-eaten nmackerel and proffered it to Jane with a grin.

She shook her head. "Those bl ack birds have taken ny appetite with them" she
said, "and left a stone in its place."

Thomas dropped the fish back into the satchel and | atched fast the |eather
toggle. He straightened up and | ooked at her. But now, when he nbst wanted
fresh, bright words he could find none that were not already tarnished. He
stretched out his right hand, and laid it gently upon her shoul der and turned
her face toward him "So," he said. "It is farewell, Jane."

Her lip trenbled. She nodded and | owered her eyes.
"You have ny bl essing. You know that."

She shook her head fiercely and suddenly she had ducked forward and flung her
arnms around him hugging himto her so hard that he could feel her quick life
trenbling all through his own body. He | owered his face and pressed it briefly
agai nst the soft, brown helnmet of her hair. "Ah, Jane, Jane," he rmurnured.
"What a splendid song there is in you. One day | shall sing it for all the
world to hear. So weep no nore: go in peace: and let the Wite Bird wing you
saf e back hone."

He eased her gently fromhim touched her downcast cheek with his fingertips,
and then turned and strode away down the green hillside toward the Sid-bury



Road.

She rai sed her head and, watching himgrow smaller in the distance, felt as
t hough all her insides were being drawn out of her. "Wite Bird, oh, Wite
Bird," she prayed fiercely, "bring himback to me. Let himbe the one."

She saw himgain the road then turn and | ook back up the hillside. H s hand
rose and waved. She lifted both her arms, spreading them w de as though she
could will theminto wings and swoop down to him But nothing happened. Wth a
final salute he turned away, swung off along the white road, and within a

m nut e had vani shed behind a di stant hedger ow.

Lost to sight in the fathom ess April blue, skylarks spilled their silvery
songs down upon Jane's head as she made her |onely way back al ong the noorl and
path toward the cove. The norning m st had vani shed and the sunlight sparkled
fromthe dew spangl ed cobwebs. Away to the north Quantock Isle was a
heart-1ifting wonder of emerald green and purple and blue. But Jane had eyes
for none of it. She noved |ike a sl eep-wal ker, conscious chiefly of a nunb,

| eaden weariness of body and spirit, while the sentient part of her trotted in
her inmagination at the Kinsman's side down the |long white road to Sidbury.
Hardly aware that she had reached it she found herself at last in Cul mstock
val | ey and began the descent to the sea.

Using a fallen tree as a nmakeshift bridge she crossed the gurgling brook and
pi cked her way down the steep track to the shore. The tide was al ready ebbing
and had left a line of sea-wack scribbled across the wet sand to mark the
limt of its advance into the cove. Were the snmall waves were cream ng across
the bar a cluster of sea birds scavenged for shrinps, wheeling and diving,
silver-white in the bright, early nmorning sun. Far to the west the slopes of
Dart moor | oomed tawny as |ions agai nst the cloudl ess sky.

She paused for a nonment to recover her breath, then follow ng the track of her
own footprints along the margin of the brook she rounded a towering branble
clump whi ch had screened her fromthe boat. It was still |ying where she had
left it, though the tide had since shifted it slightly to one side. She wal ked
forward and was about to untie the rope which held it fast to its nooring when
she noticed hoof marks on the sand.

For an icy nonent she stood staring down at them rigid with shock. Then she
rai sed her head and scanned the beach. The tracks of two horses di sappeared
round a little pronontory no nore than fifty paces from where she was
standing. The prints were still sharp and clear in the sand, in one place only
a matter of neters fromthe retreating water's edge.

Wth her heart racing painfully she bent over the rope and struggled to | oosen
the wet knot. Just as it began to yield, her anxious ears caught the
unm st akabl e crack of a breaking twi g. She jerked her head back

On the bank imredi ately above her, half hidden in the dappling shadow of a
huge oak, a man dressed in a tunic of black |eather was staring down at her

She felt as if a cold net had been cast into her stomach and drawn in tight as
a clenched fist, yet sonehow she contrived to snile and say: "Ch, you startled
ne. "

The words had scarcely left her |ips when she noticed a second nman | owering
hi nsel f down the bank by the pronontory. In his left hand he grasped the
deadly little crossbow of black metal called the tal on which the Fal cons
favored. It was fully drawn, cocked and ready to fire.



The man above her started to whistle tunelessly between his teeth then he too
| aunched hinself down the steep bank. He landed anmid a tiny aval anche of dead
| eaves, twi gs and pebbles no nore than a dozen paces from where she stood,
cutting off her retreat to the brook. Still piping his chill, hissing whistle
he beat the soil fromhis tunic. Then, staring directly at her with a cold and
cal cul ated insol ence, he unbuttoned his breech flap and began to urinate on
the sand before her.

Jane wenched the rope clear of the root to which it was fastened and flung it
aboard. Then she hurried round to the stern and began draggi ng the boat down
to the water. She had noved it less than its own | ength when the second Fal con
shouted: "Hey, hold it there! What's all the tearing rush?"

"The tide's running out fast," she panted. "I don't want to miss it."

"Ch, you'll catch it all right,
headed for?" "Quantock."

he called. "W'Il see to that. \Were are you

"Quant ock, eh?" The nman | aughed. "Hear that, Onen? Qur little birdie's a |long
way fromits nest."

The Fal con addressed as Owen sauntered over and | eaned his wei ght against the
side of the boat, effectively anchoring it. "Your nane, wench?" "Jane," she
said. "Jane Thomson." "Well net, Jane," said the man with the bow cheerily.
"Al'l on our |onesone, are we?" Jane said nothing.

"I"'mRow ey," he said affably, "Sergeant Row ey to you, Jane. And now |'m
goi ng to ask what brings you to Bl ackdown."

"I"ve been to see ny aunt," lied Jane desperately. "She's ill.

"I"'msorry to hear that, Jane. Really sorry.’
solicitously. "Aren't you sorry, Oaen?"

Rowl ey clicked his tongue

Onen bared his teeth in a cold smle

Sergeant Rowl ey paced slowy around the boat. He was a head shorter than his
conpani on and had a stubbly bristle of a reddish gold beard which glinted when
it caught the sun. Hs face seenmed to be creased into a permanent, fatuous
grin. "Quiet place this," he observed. "Very quiet. Just the spot to slip
ashore if you didn't want all the world to know what you was about. Like
visiting a plaguey aunt, say." He had conpleted his circuit of the boat and
now stood within an arms length of Jane, his head tilted slightly to one
side, eyeing her speculatively. "All right, lass,” he said. "Tine's up. Were
is he?"

Jane gazed at himin feigned i nconprehensi on
"Where's who?" she said

"The Kinsman you slipped ashore last night."
"I don't know what you nean."

"No? Then whose are the prints?" He gestured with his bowto the tracks left
by Thomas's feet. "Auntie's, maybe?"

Jane shook her head, repeating: "I don't know 1 don't know "

Sergeant Rowl ey stared at her wi thout saying anything, then he gl anced back at



Onen and gave a little upward jerk of his chin.

The second Fal con rose fromthe boat, noved round behind Jane's back and

sei zed her by the arns. She started to trenmble uncontrollably. "Please," she
muttered, "please don't," and winced as she felt a | eather thong bite into her
snared wrists.

Row ey reached out and tweaked open the toggle of her cloak. She jerked
backwar ds defensively and the garnment slipped fromher shoulders and slid to
the sand. "Conme on now, |ass," he said. "Be sensible."”

Jane shook her head wildly. "There was only ny cousin," she gasped. "He cane
down to nmeet nme. There wasn't anyone else.”

"You're lying, Jane," said the Sergeant. "And that's very silly of you. W
don't take kindly to liars. W don't like themone little bit."

He took half a pace forward and-with his right hand smacked her hard and very
deliberately across the face, first one side and then the other. Her head rung
like a smithy and her eyes filled with tears.

"So where is he?"

She shook her head hel pl essly and whi spered through swelling lips: "There was
no one. No one. Let nme go. Please let ne go."

"Come on, girlie," said the Sergeant. "You'll tell us in the end and we're
bound to pick himup anyway. So let's just be sensible, hey?"

He reached out, pulled undone the bow which held the |acing of her bodice and
twi tched the panels aside to expose her breasts. Then he caught hold of her
chin in his hand and tilted her face upwards. "You know what you've got coning
to you if you don't," he murnured.

Jane's eyes were wide with terror; her bruised Iips trenbled; but no words
energed fromthem Suddenly she felt Oven's arnms grip her round the waist. She
was swung of f her feet and flung down backwards on to the hard sand beside the
boat so that all the breath was knocked out of her. Dark against the bright
sky the Sergeant stooped and ripped her dress apart all the way down to her
ankl es.

A sound nost |ike the harsh screamof a gull rose from sonmewhere deep within
her and curdled the air. Blind with terror she kicked out wildly only to have
her ankle gripped and then ground down into the sand beneath the Sergeant's
spurred boot. Omen reared up over her, one hand funmbling at his breeches flap
the other grasping her free |l eg. Then he was down upon her, crushing her into
the sand. She felt his yard jab brutally against her cringing belly and a pain
like a hot iron drove burning into her left breast. Dimy she heard the
Sergeant shout and then the crushi ng agony of his boot on her ankle was
suddenl y gone.

Onen lay sprawed full length upon her, his hungry stubbled face pressed fl at
agai nst hers, his eyes, grotesquely enornous, staring w de open as though in
supreme astoni shment. She felt one trenendous spasnodi ¢ shudder ripple through
hi m and she shrieked aloud fromthe fire in her breast.

There was a heavy thud agai nst the boat; a scrabbling scratching of nails
agai nst wood; and a long, low spluttering, bubbling sound. Then, nercifully,
she [ ost her hold upon her sw mmng senses and drifted off into dark oblivion



She came to just as the dead Fal con was being dragged fromon top of her. The
steel tipped bolt which had pierced his back protruded half a finger's length
beyond his chest. It was his own dead wei ght which had driven it down into her
breast. Wth the point wthdrawn the wound began to ooze bl ood.

She felt rough but kindly hands draw ng her ravaged dress together over her
brui sed nakedness and then she was being rolled over on to her side and the
t hongs were being slashed fromher wists.

Three paces away the Sergeant was |ying sprawled with his back to the boat.

H s booted | egs were spread wide, his startled eyes gazing blindly up at the
sun. Dark blood dribbled fromhis mouth in a thickening stream and a feathered
bolt jutted out of his neck just where it joined his shoulders. Seeing him
thus Jane felt her stomach suddenly contract and before she could prevent
hersel f she had vomited violently on to the tranpled sand.

The ragged, gray-haired man who had rel eased her unhooked a | eather flask from
his belt, unstoppered it with a deft finger twi st and, having coaxed her up
into a sitting position, held it to her lips.

She swal | owed, choked, and then at his urgent bidding, swallowed again.
"Bravely, lass," he nurnured. "And now |l et's see what those bl ack devils have
done to you." He drew the torn and bl oodstai ned dress aside and made a little,
worried, clicking sound with his tongue. Unwi nding a cloth fromaround his
neck he splashed brandy on to it fromthe flask and gently sponged the bright
bl ood fromthe wound. "Ah, you'll live, Janie. Tis but a nasty scratch. 'Twas
wel | | hueshed this when | did though, hey?"

Jane | eaned agai nst hi m shuddering while the tears coursed down her pale
cheeks and dri pped unheeded from her chin. He waited until her trenbling had
abated a little then patted her shoulder, rose to his feet and fetched her

cl oak. "We nmust away from here, |ass," he said, draping the garnent over her
shoul ders and fastening the toggle. "There's no way we can stay and face this
charnel out. Qur best hope is to sink the carrion in the channel. That way
we' |l maybe buy ourselves a day or two's grace. Come, help ne get this

cockl eshel | afl oat."

He pulled her to her feet and together they dragged the boat to the water's
edge. Then he ran back and lugged the corpse of the Sergeant down to her. "Run
and fetch me a big flat stone, Janie," he panted, westling the barbed bolt
free fromthe Falcon's neck. "Hurry now, |ass."

Jane seenmed to cone awake at last. She ran back to the bank, prised | oosed a
slab of sandstone and carried it down the beach to him

"Aright Christian tonbstone that," he grunted. "Now help ne get the bastard
aboard. "

Jane lifted the corpse by its booted feet and between themthey contrived to
tumble it over the gunwale. "Shall | conme too, Magpie?" she asked.

"No. I'll manage. Go you and find another pebble like that last." He thrust
t he boat out, scranbled aboard and seized the oars.

Jani e hurried back up the beach and began hunting for a second stone.

In half an hour the job was done. The Fal cons' tethered horses had been turned
| oose and their erstwhile nmasters, lungs and bellies thoughtfully paunched by
the Magpie's knife were lying five fathonms deep feeding the crabs in Cul mstock
Cove.



The Magpie laid his crossbow in the boat, hel ped Jane aboard and then hoi sted
the sail. "If our luck holds the next tide'll wi pe all clean and none the
wi ser,"” he said. "How fares the boson?"

"It aches."

"Aye. 'Tis only to be expected. But we'll soon have that put right." He shook
out the sail and settled back at the tiller. "So tell me. Wat brought you
hi ther, |ass?"

Jane told him By the time she had concluded they were clear of the cove and
the boat was heeling to the nid-day breeze which bl ew down of f the distant
Dart moor slopes. "He'll be lucky to get away to sea from Sidbury," said the
Magpi e. "They're conbing every ship in the port."

"You'll find him" said Jane. "Like you found ne."

He cocked a quizzical blue eye at her. "Ch, so that's the way it is," he said
t houghtfully. "I had wondered."

"You haven't hueshed him then?"

"No, but there's still time. | only picked you up yesterday. It had to be

Cul nst ock. "

"You were waiting there?"

"Aye," he said. "For an hour or nore. You passed within an arms length of ne
down by the brook."

"Then why didn't you ... ?"

"I durst not break the spell, lass. I'd hueshed the carrion upon you. It began

and ended there. Had they but known it they were dead before they ever rode
out this norning."

"Does it always cone true for you?"
"Always. Sure you nust know that."

Jane drew her cloak tight about her and shook her head. "I hueshed Thomas
drowned, Magpie. He was to be washed up in The Jaws. That didn't happen.™

"It will,” he said. "If you saw it truly it will. There's no power on earth
can alter it."

"I thought that too," she said, "until | found Carver. Now |I'm not
sure about anything any nore. Not death, or life, or huesh, or anything. It's
all fallen apart.™

"And hi n? The Ki nsman? How does he fit in?"

"I hueshed himw th you, Magpie. Before we |eft Quantock."

"Where's it to be?"

"l don't know. On the nopors sonewhere, | think. Nowhere | knew. "

"That's all you saw?"



She nodded. "There was a pile of stones. Gray stones. It was just a flash.”

The Magpie chewed his lower lip. "Little enough," he said, "but |I've known

less. And it seens we'll get to himbefore they do." He stretched out his
hand, laid it across Jane's shoul der and gri pped her confortingly. "Don't fret
over it, lass. W'll find him Sooner or later, we'll find him"

"Let it be sooner," she said.

Chapter N ne

THE BLINDS IN No. 5 lab at the Post-G aduate Research Center had been drawn
down shutting out the dismal noontide prospect of |owering clouds and

i ncessant drifting rain. Internal illumnation was provided by one bl ui sh neon
strip and the amber cones of three strategically placed bench lights. Rache

cl osed the door quietly behind her, blinked to accustom her eyes to the gl oom
and then made her way carefully toward the group of men who were gathered
around one of the lights at the far end of the room Al nost at once she
snagged her heel on one of the heavy-duty electric cables that snaked across
the floor, and her nuttered, "Dam" drew their attention upon her

"Ah, there you are, Rachel," said George affably. "3 ad you could nake it."

She greeted them collectively, picking her way gingerly up the littered aisle
bet ween t he ranked benches. "I'mnot too | ate then?" she inquired.

"No, no," Peter Klorner assured her. "W've had a dry run over the first phase
just to check things out and now we're all ready to go. So far everything
| ooks good."

"You haven't discovered anythi ng?"

"We've discovered that the E-V.C s feasible," said George. "You' re |ooking at
t hree converted skeptics."

"What did you do?"

"W gui neapi gged Tan and were treated to a very interesting tour of the night
life of Amsterdam It really does work, Rachel. You'll be astonished."

"But how can it work for Mke if he isn't here?"

"We got all his last session down on tape. Pete's linking it in now Sit
yoursel f down here. If anything does show up it'll be on the big center
screen.”

CGeorge pushed another chair into the sem -circle. Awmare of a tightening
sensation in the pit of her stomach, Rachel sat down obediently. "Does anyone
mnd if | snmoke?"

"Go ahead," said CGeorge.
Rachel unzi pped her shoul der bag and went through the famliar calmng ritua
of extracting a cigarette fromthe pack and lighting it. As she clicked the

lighter shut lan said: "All clear here, M. Kl orner."

"O K ," said Peter. "Well, | guess this is it then. Let's have the other
lights off."



Ken, the second technician, flicked off the switches |eaving Peter Klorner
pool ed in the amber glow fromone bench light. "Here goes," he said, and
pressed a button on the consol e before him

Wth a faint, dry whisper the tape began to unreel fromits spool. As it did
so the cathode ray tube came to life, glowing with a cold, bluish light.
Rachel stared at the screen and felt the skin all down her back and shoul ders
craw i ng into goose flesh

"We picked up our first clear trace just after twelve," said George. "That
woul d be about forty seconds in fromhere. W were recording only from our
four P. points and it's possible the inpulse may not register at all."

"I suspect it will," said Klorner

The screen flickered and di med precipitately, then just as their eyes were
adjusting to the new gloom it blossoned into a myriad tw nkling points of

[ ight which danced and qui vered and rocked up and down in an inconprehensible
swirl of chiaroscuro. The coruscation |asted for precisely thirty-two seconds
and then faded away.

"Coul d anyone make anything of that?" inquired Klorner
No one coul d.

"The second trace showed up about an hour after the first,'
"There wasn't anything in between."

sai d George

Kl or ner nodded and slipped the recorder into rapid forward. It hunmed on
snoothly until the screen once again jerked into brightness. Then he stopped
it and back-tracked a little, allowing hinself a ten second overlap. "Well
here's nunber two," he said. "Let's hope it's nore conprehensi bl e than nunber
one."

A shape, vague and yet curiously famliar, filled the upper right quarter of
the screen. It seemed to advance and recede and then suddenly it lurched into
sharp focus. As it did so the hooked beak opened in a silent squawk of alarm
the powerful wings lifted and spread and the gull swept away to vani sh agai nst
the blinding white glare of the sun.

Li ke a camera panning slowy round, the screen next became a quiver of
jostling images of waves, then a dimline of coast, and finally, just before
the picture lapsed into darkness once again, there came a vivid close-up of a
man's forearm a section of a spar, and far away beyond it sonething that
could just possibly have been a sailing ship.

Kl orner stopped the tape. "W'I|l take another look at that," he said. "Does it
nmean anythi ng to anyone?"

Ken said: "That first trace we saw coul d have been the sun refl ected off
water, couldn't it?"

"I don't understand any of it," said Rachel. "Is that supposed to be what M ke
saw?"

"What el se could it be?" said George.

"Well, a dream or sonething. For Christ's sake, George, M ke was here-lying on
that trolley over there. He wasn't floating in the sea, was he?"



"I don't know, Rachel. Let's have another look at it. Maybe we'll spot
somet hi ng we' ve missed. "

The pictures reformed upon the screen. The gull's cold eye peered into theirs;
the waves glinted and sparkled in the April sunshine; and flickering far away
on the northern horizon the coaster "Kingdom Cone" di pped and rose as it cane
beating up into Taunton Reach

As the inmages faded and died for the second tine lan said: "If | didn't know
it was inpossible I'd swear that those were the Bl ackdown Hills. |'ve stared
at themfromnmy bedroom w ndow for the past fifteen years."

"He's right, you know," said Ken. "That could well have been Staple Hill."

"Ch, cone off it!" said George. "It could have been anywhere! And since when
has Bl ackdown been a seaside resort?"

"Do you want another | ook at it?" said Klorner. "Or shall we press on to the
next ?"

"Let's go on," said George. "W can always cone back to it again."

The third and final vision was, if anything, even nore inconprehensible: a
brief but extraordinarily vivid close-up of an old man with white whi skers and
wi nd- bl own hair | eaning down toward them and reaching out to trace sone
nmysterious mark upon themw th the extended index finger of a right hand that

| oomed so huge as to conpletely bl ock out the sky.

Over lunch in the canteen the four men tried to make sense of what they had

seen. Rachel listened to their talk of psycho-kinetic fields, pineal points
and OO B.E's while she pecked dispiritedly at her plate of egg mayonnai se
Finally, when there was a lull in the conversation, she said: "I don't know

whet her there's any point in nmy nentioning this but I'msure |'ve dreaned of
that weird old man."

The others eyed her speculatively. "Well, who is he?" asked George.

"I don't know," she confessed. "All | knowis that for the first two nights
after Mke went into his coma | had the sane extraordinarily vivid dream |
was sitting with a ot of other people on a hillside somewhere and we were
listening to that old man. He was telling us a story about a nysterious white

bird that woul d sonehow change us all into sonething el se-sonething

marvel ous.” | know it sounds crazy but it wasn't. It was-1 don't really know
how to describe it-as though everything suddenly nmade sense for the first tinme
inm life. | knew what | was for-who | was." She flushed, shook her head in

confusion and nmuttered: "Sorry. God knows what nade ne tell you about it."

Peter Klorner frowned. "You're quite sure it was the same man?"

"Ch, yes," she said. "Quite sure. | couldn't be ni staken about that."

"And you' ve never seen him apart fromthose dreans?"

"Never. Until just now, that is.

Kl orner plucked his lower lip thoughtfully. "Wll, there nust be a connection
somewhere. The question is where?"

"Inside M ke, presumably,"” said George.



Kl or ner nodded. "Have you checked to see if he's still registering in the
pi neal area?"

"No," said George. "Do you think we shoul d?"
"Yes, | do. Presumably the hospital will cooperate?"

"I"'msure they will. After all, JimPhillips is at |east as concerned about
M ke as we are.”

"Then | suggest we nmake arrangenents to take a specinen recording for an

E-V.C. processing. If he's still registering we could see about transferring
our set-up to the hospital. It shouldn't be too difficult."
"O K ," said George. "I'll go and phone Jimright away."

Wien Dr. Richards had |left the canteen lan said: "You know, the nore | think
about it the nmore convinced | becone that those were the Bl ackdown Hills."

"And how do you explain the sea, |an?" demanded Rachel

"Yes, | know," he said. "But did you by chance see that 'Forecast' program on
the telly last week?"

"No," she said. "What about it?"

"Cal der and Wnkl ey and sone others were doing an extrapol ation of climatic

changes. They had this big relief nodel of the British Isles in a huge tank

They turned on the tap to show what would happen if the ice-caps nelted. One
of the first places to go under was Somerset."

"So we'd be under the sea, wouldn't we? And Bl ackdown woul d be the new
coastline."

Rachel smiled. "It's an ingenious idea," she said. "But you're forgetting one
thing. It hasn't happened.”

"Not yet," he agreed. "But it might. The point they were making was that it's
beginning to look as if we're on the brink of sone pretty dramatic weat her
change. "

"Are you trying to suggest that Mke's O O B. experience-if that's what it
was-i s sonme sort of future contact?"

"I don't know what it was," he retorted. "Do you?"

She stared at him and for a nmonent her eyes were wi de with specul ation
Finally she turned to Peter Kl orner who was listening to their conversation
and was not smling at all. "Does it make sense to you. Peter?" she asked.

"The climatic change certainly does,” he adnmitted. "There's been a | ot of
specul ation along those lines in the States recently. As for the rest, let's
just say | prefer to keep ny options open till we've got nore data to work
on."

Rachel was astoni shed. "You mean you can conceive it as a possibility? | don't
believe it!"



Kl orner regarded her sonberly. "Frommnmy experience |I'd say that what takes

pl ace in the pineal zone of the human cortex is beyond the present scope of
our natural philosophies. It's aland with laws of its own. | rnust confess
that I can conceive of our tidy linear tine scale being of little or no
consequence there." He pernmitted hinself a quiet snmle. "Has it ever occurred
to you that we are the virtual prisoners of our acquired perceptions? Anything
that doesn't fit we prefer to discount or ignore. It's very easy to say it
can't happen, therefore it doesn't.”

"But tine . protested Rachel and then faltered to a stop

"Yes?" he pronpted gently. "What about it?"

Rachel swal |l owed. "Yesterday: today: tonmorrow. For ne that's tinme."
"And how about ' Now ?"

"What do you nean?"

"l suggest that Now is no nore than our projected awareness of the inmmedi ate
future, extrapol ated fromour nenory of the past. In fact Now does not exist.
It is an abstraction. A philosophical concept. W live in a perpetual state of
becom ng and having been. It is perfectly conceivable that all forns of tune
are but one and the same time observed fromdiffering viewoints."

"Not to me it isn't," Rachel averred stoutly.

"And how if that old man of your dream should prove to exist only in the
future or the renote past?"

"Ch, that's inpossible."
"But not inconceivabl e?"

"Al'l right. Hypothetically he mght. But not really. And the sane goes for
lan's sea."

Ken | aughed. "Be sure to have a good | ook at Sedge Mbor when you're driving
back to Bristol. It might make you change your mnd."

"Whose side are you on?" she retorted. "lI'mbeginning to think I"'mthe only
sane person here."

lan grinned. "You're forgetting that we outnunber you three to one, Rachel. In
guestions of sanity the mpjority view constitutes the norm If you can't beat
'em join 'em"

Twenty-four hours later they ran the second tape through the E-V.C. It yielded
two indi sputabl e contacts spaced approximately three hours apart. The first
was a glinpse of a star-enbroidered tapestry of a night sky agai nst which the
dimMy shadowed figure of a girl could be perceived sitting at the helmof a
sai ling boat which rose and di pped over a plumdark sea: the second was a
curious amal gam of two intertw ned visions; one of Mke hinself wal king with
Rachel in the rain beside the river Avon; the other of the girl in the boat

| eani ng over himw th anxi ous eyes. Neither contact |lasted for rmuch nore than
a mnute, nevertheless, in Kl orner's opinion, they constituted sufficient
evidence to justify transferring the E-V.C. equiprment to the hospital and

mai nt ai ni ng a constant nonitor program

Chapter Ten



AT NOON THREE days after taking ship from Wl shpool, Brother Francis stepped
on to the quay at Chardport having successfully conpleted the first stage of
his journey to Corlay. Cbeying the instructions he had been given by Kin at
New Bristol he inquired the whereabouts of Mpxon's shop and was directed down
a cobbl ed alley beside the fishmarket.

He found the Harbor Stores easily enough and guessed, rightly, that the gaunt,
| eat her - aproned man who was stoopi ng knee-deep amid a litter of straw
unpacki ng pottery froma wooden crate was Sam Moxon in person. As Francis
approached, the shopkeeper straightened up and eyed himcuriously.

"M . Mxon?"
"Aye, sir. The same. What can | do for ye?"
"Awrd in private with you, sir, if it is not inconvenient."

Moxon hesitated for a second and then nodded. "If ye'll just step inside the
shop I'Il be with ye directly."” He took a charcoal stick frombehind his ear
made a check mark against a list, then picked up four earthenware rmugs in
either hand and followed the priest into the shop. He kicked the door to
behi nd him set the nmugs down on the counter, glanced round to make sure they
were not overheard and said: "Your servant, sir."

"I come in Kinship to ask your help, M. Mpxon. Your nane was given to ne by
M stress Peel in New Bristol. | was directed to her by Sarah and David Ll oyd
of Black Isle on the Wstern Borders."

Sam Moxon's eyes flickered over the priest's black habit. Hi s doubt was plain
to see. "The Western Borders,"” he murrmured. "And what was a gentleman of your
calling doing in those parts, if ye don't mnd ne asking?"

"I went there in search of Kinsman Gyre."

Al arm scrawl ed angui shed |ines across the shopkeeper's face. "Wsht, man!" he
hi ssed. "Speak lower if ye must. Know ye not that the whole of Blackdown is
under Fal con curfew?"

Franci s shook his head. "I stepped ashore but ten m nutes ago," he said.

"Apart fromny inquiry to seek you out I have spoken to no man."

"The Bird be praised for that," muttered Moxon. "The G ay Fal cons are stooping
everywhere and their beaks are red. You see those pots before you? The nan who
made t hem was hanged by the neck on Quantock just two days back and his house
fired for the crine of harboring a Kinsman. Speak of Gyre and, priest or no
priest, ye're like to find your tripes dangling froma drawi ng knife."

It was Francis' turn to stare. "Gyre is dead, M. Moxon," he murnured. "It is
for that I amconme here.”

"God rest his sad soul,"
will it all end?"

si ghed Moxon. "A d Peter gone, and now Gyre. Were

"The Falcons did not find him" said Francis. "He died of a fever on Bl ack
Isle. Hs last act was to lay upon ne the task of seeking out Kinsman Thonas
of Norwi ch and delivering into his hands the Boy's own pipes. | have them here
with me in ny satchel ."

"Then you are indeed true Kin?"



Franci s nodded and with one accord the two nen enbraced. As they did so Sam
Moxon gave vent to a deep, pent up sigh of relief. "Faith, Brother, but ye had
me sorely perplexed," he confessed. "How cones it that ye still wear the

bl ackbi rd' s pl umage?"

"I have served the Church all ny life," said Francis, "and woul d be serving
her still had she not been struck blind. Now | nust use what time | have |eft
to undo the wrongs which are being done in her nane. | must to Corlay in
Brittany and you nust speed ne on my way."

"Corl ay?" echoed Moxon. "Wy Corl ay?"
"Gyre dispatched Thomas of Norwi ch there a nonth ago."

Moxon frowned. "So? Then sonething has surely gone am ss. It was for
sheltering the sane Thomas that the good potter was hanged on Tallon | ast
Tuesday. Runor has it that the Kinsman ye seek is now in hiding here on

Bl ackdown. It is for that the birds of prey have been flocking in this past
two days."

"You are sure of this?"

"Aye. The whi sper which reached me was that the potter's daughter ferried
Thomas of Norw ch across from Quantock two nights back. Since then a coupl e of
Fal cons have seem ngly vani shed clean off the face of the earth. Their horses
were found wandering up on the hills above C ayhidon, but of the riders not a
trace.'

"But surely they cannot be laying that at the Kinsman's door?"

"Any stick will do to beat a dog, Brother, and sorcery has served the Church
wel | enough in the past.”

Franci s nodded. "You have no idea where he m ght be?"

"Well clear of Blackdown, | trust. |I'd not give himnuch |onger for this world
else. 'Tis said there's close on a hundred Fal cons out scouring the hillsides
"twi xt here and Sidbury. They've nailed a price of thirty royal crowns on his
live head."

"Thirty crowns!"”

"Aye. | heard themcrying it in the market yesterday. They must want him
badly, poor fellow Dos't know why?"

"The Ll oyds told me he carries a precious relic to Corlay."

"No doubt that would explainit,"'
gold in our part of the world."

said Moxon. "But thirty royal is a |lot of

“In any part, M. Moxon."

"It won't tenpt the Kinsfolk," said Moxon, "but they're scattered thin

her eabouts. M nd ye, there's little enough love felt for the Fal cons either
so Il'd lay he still has a chance."

"And you' ve heard no whi sper of his whereabouts?"

Moxon shook his head. "Only what |1've told ye, and that came to me direct from



Tal | on on Quant ock."
"What about the girl-the potter's daughter?"
"Vani shed |ikewi se it seens."

Franci s picked up one of the mugs fromthe counter and turned it over
abstractedly in his hand. "So what can you advise, M. Mxon? Were should
go to seek hinP"

The shopkeeper plucked a straw fromhis apron and set it between his |ips.
Then he took the charcoal stick frombehind his ear, cleared a space on the
counter and drew a rough outline of the Bl ackdown coast. "My guess is that
he'd try to slip across to Dartrmoor hoping to ship out to Brittany from

Tavi stock or Buckfast. He'd surely have guessed that Sidbury would be seal ed
off. So he might well be making for one of the coast villages over here to the
west - Broadbury, say, or Orway. There's Kinsfolk in both. Mst |ikely Broadbury
because the coasters call there regularly."

"And how would | get there from here?

"Ye mght find a boat to take you, but | doubt ye'd get passage till tonorrow
Your quickest way woul d be along the high road to Yarconbe, then on to
Upottery and fromthere due west to Dunkeswell. From Dunkeswell it's

even-stevens to Broadbury or Oway."

"How far is it?"

"Ye'll not have much change out of thirty kilometers. But the Brass Bells,
hard by the Wst Gate, will hire ye a nag to Upottery and |like as not ye'l
get another fromthere on to Dunkeswell. Wth luck that'll see ye in Broadbury

afore curfew "

"Ah, the curfew, " said Francis. "I had forgotten that."

"Your garb will surely shield ye fromany trouble of that sort," said Mxon
"Now when you come to Brdadbury seek out Saul Jenkins the shipwight. He's Kin
like | said and naybe he'll have heard sonething."

"Saul Jenkins," Francis repeated. "Very well. You place me in your debt, M.
Moxon. | amtruly grateful for your help."

As he turned to the door the shopkeeper laid a restraining hand,on his arm
"Before ye go, Brother," he nurnured, "would ye allow me just a glance at the
truepi pes?"

Franci s unshoul dered his satchel and laid it on the counter. Fromit he
wi thdrew the | eather case that Gyre had given him He untied the | aces and
fol ded back the tooled flap to expose the gleam ng instrunent lying wthin.

Moxon wi ped his hand on his sleeve and laid his forefinger reverently on one
of the stops. He held it there for a few seconds then removed it. Gazing upon
his fingertip with a ook of wonder he raised it slowy to his lips. "Thank
ye, Brother," he murmured. "I am deeply beholden to ye."

Francis smled, retied the |aces and restored the case to his pack. "Is it far
to the West Gate?" he asked.

" '"Tis scarce a hundred paces past the church," said Mxon. "Cone with ne.
"Il set ye on your road."



A kil onmeter beyond Yarconbe Francis encountered an inprovised barrier of
hurdl es drawn up across the road. He reined in his horse and awaited the
approach of the helneted sol dier who glanced fromthe priest's cow to the
post horse and back again. "CGood afternoon, sir," he said civilly. "My | ask
whi t her ye're bound?"

"For Upottery," said Francis.

"And your business?"

Francis stared at himcoldly. "By whose right do you ask?"
"Lord Sinmon of Leicester's," returned the soldier

"Know then that | travel on the personal service of Archbishop Constant. His
busi ness is no concern of Lord Sinon's,"

"Your cl apper, priest."”
"What ?"

The sol di er opened his mouth, stuck out his tongue and pointed to it as though
he were making signs to an idiot. "Show us yours," he said, "or your journey
ends right here."

Franci s gazed across at the grinning Fal cons who manned the barrier, then
protruded the tip of his tongue between his |ips.

"Further, man! Are ye shy or something?"
"Your name and rank, soldier?"

Their eyes net and the soldier was the first to | ook away. "Open up for his
reverence!" he yelled and sauntered back to his post while the hurdles were
dragged apart and the priest rode through

The experience was repeated once nore with minor variations before Francis
eventual ly topped a rise and | ooked down upon the narrow creek which separated
himfrom Upottery. His sole consolation lay in the reflection that Thomas of
Norwi ch nust still be at |arge. Gazing across at the hills he would have to
cross before he reached Broadbury he saw sunlight w nking from polished stee
as a mounted patrol conmbed through the wi |l derness of gorse. The far off

yel ping of dogs was carried to himon the back of the breeze. He shivered

i nvoluntarily and breathed a prayer for the Kinsman's safety.

As his horse clip-clopped over the wooden bridge at the foot of the hil
Francis saw a posse of nounted troopers, uniformed in gray |eather, cantering
toward him In their mdst rode a red-bearded nonk clad in a gray habit. He
drewin to the side of the road and waited for the troop to pass, but as they
cane abreast the nonk reined up his horse and raised his right hand in
greeting. "Wither away, Brother?" he called, then, screwing up his eyes
cried: "Francis! By the holy powers!"”

Francis raised a hand to shadow his brow. "Andrew?"
"Who el se? And what brings you to Bl ackdown of all places?"

"Do you need to ask?"



"What ? Has his Lordship sent you scanpering all the way from York?"

"Is Leicester so nmuch nearer?"

Br ot her Andrew grinned and shrugged. "And how was it up in Cunberland?"
"Wet," said Francis concealing his astoni shnment as best he m ght.

"You stay in Upottery?"

"Passing through only. And you?"

"I have sonme Edict business to conclude here. It won't detain me |ong. \Wich
way are you headed?"

"Dunkeswel |, if | can get horsed."

"We'| | neet again for sure then, Francis. | ride that way tonmorrow. A safe
journey to you."

"And to you," responded Francis, lifting his hand in farewell.

Br ot her Andrew | aughed, sl apped his horse's hindquarters with his | ooped reins
and clattered off in pursuit of the soldiers.

Francis stared after him conscious of a coldness lingering |like an invisible
eddy on the sunny air. For a nmonent he was noved to wonder at the notion of a
man bei ng condemed to dwell for ever in a strange, silent world of his own
where he read nen's speech fromtheir .lips. Did that perhaps help to explain
Brot her Andrew s passi onate persecution of the Kinsfolk to whom nusic and song
were the very key to life itself. And how, in Heaven's name, had the nonk
known of his mission to Cunberland? Could it nean that Constant hinself was
under secret surveillance? O had his interimreport from Kentnere been
intercepted on its way to York? If that were so then he hinself nust surely
have been picked out as suspect by the Secular Arm

The tonb-like chill left by Andrew s presence found a lodging in Francis's
bones and nade hi mshiver. For the first time since |eaving Black Isle he saw
the path he had been chosen to follow stretching out before himin an
unwavering line direct to the inquisitorial rack and the martyr's pyre. But
even as he contenplated it stonily he was suddenly overwhel med by a fl ood of
whol Iy irrational happi ness whose lifegiving springs welled up froma
candlelit death chanber far away on a rocky islet on the Wstern Borders. He

| aughed al oud, shook up his horse into a |lunbering canter and headed for the
town gate.

Chapter El even

JANE NEVER hueshed her father's murder. The news of it was gl eaned by the
Magpi e. After lying low in Dunkeswell for forty-eight hours he had gone down
to Broadbury in the afternoon to seek out a fisherman who could be trusted to
carry a confidential nmessage to Tallon telling the potter that Jane was safe
and woul d be returning in a day or two. It so happened that the first likely
man he set his eyes upon in the waterfront tavern was "One-Eye" Jonsey,

ski pper of the "Ki ngdom Cone."

The Magpie paid for two nmugs of ale and carried themover to the high-backed
settle where Jonsey was sitting gazing despondently out across the harbor. He
set a nug down in front of the coaster. "VWat's up, old friend?" he asked.
"You | ook as if you've bought yourself a bellyful of vinegar."



Jonsey's one eye sw vel ed round and focused on the Magpie. "Ch, it's you,
Patch," he grunted.

The Magpi e eased hinself down into the settle at Jonsey's side. He touched his
own tankard against the one he had set before the coaster and raised it to his
lips. "Well met, One-Eye," he murnmured. "Fortune's kind to ne."

"Then you're the only one," responded Jonsey norosely.

"I"'msharing it with you. Drink up, man. Your health."

Listlessly Jonsey lifted the mug and swal | owed a token nout hf ul

The Magpi e gl anced around then put his lips close to the coaster's ear. "Dos't
make for Tallon, friend?"

Jonsey shook his head. "W were there yesterday. Haven't you heard?"
"Heard what ?"
"The Grays hanged Pots Thonson on Tal |l on quayside."

The Magpi e's hand descended on the coaster's wist and gripped it like a stee
vice. "Wat?"

"It's true, Patch. They swung him for harboring a heretic-a poor, drowned
bugger of a Kinsman Napper and nme fished out of the Reach | ast week."

The Magpie felt as if his skin was shrinking all about him "Are you sure of
t hi s?" he hissed.

"Sure?" echoed One-Eye. "Man, we found the poor sod dangling there when we
docked. 1've not slept a wink since. It's like |I noosed his neck nyself."

"And Susan? VWhat of her?"
"They fired the cottage with her init. It was still snmoking when we tied up."
The Magpi e groaned aloud in an agony of inpotent rage. "Wo bl abbed?"

"They screwed it out of sone youngster who'd gone down to tip Pots off that
the birds were on the way."

"They didn't find their Kinsman then?"

Jonsey shook his head. "The whisper is he's here on Bl ackdown. And the wench
too."

"What wench?"

"Pots' lass."

"Pots told them that?"

"He told them nothing," said Jonsey. "He kept themstalled for six hours till
they gave it up as a bad job and strung hi mup. They've bought thenselves a

| oad of hate on Quantock by that day's business. He was a real good man was
Pots, as brave as they cone."



The Magpi e nodded while his thoughts darted off in all directions. Only the
know edge .that Jane had hueshed himw th the Kinsman had kept himchained to
Bl ackdown. Now that her own |ife unquestionably depended upon his getting her
away, Thomas woul d have to take his own chance. "Where's your next port of
call, One-Eye?" he asked.

"Buckfast. But we've missed our tide. There should have been a cargo of cider
waiting for us in Todd' s warehouse but it isn't there. Napper's away now
trying to find out what's beconme of it."

"Have you steerage room for a passenger?"

"Aye. OF a sort. Wat of it?"

"Hold it for me, old friend. And set a steel l[ock on your tongue."

Jonsey turned his head and scrutinized the Magpie's face with his single,
shrewd eye. \Whatever he read there he kept to hinself.

The Magpi e raised his tankard, touched it once nore agai nst Jonsey's and
murmured: "To Pots Thomson and his |ass.”

Jonsey stared at himhard and | ong. "Aye, Patch," he responded, "I'Ill drink
deep to that. I'Il hold passage till flood tide tonorrow eve. WIIl that do
you?"

"It'"ll have to," said the Magpie. He swigged off his ale, gripped One-Eye by
t he shoul der and slipped out of the tavern by a back entrance.

On his way back to Dunkeswell the Magpie glinpsed a Falcon patrol riding down
to the port he had just left and he nmade a wi de, |ooping detour which took him
up through the hangi ng woods and out over the brow of Wndhover HII. It was
an area of scrub |l and, of gorse, branbles and bracken, with a scattering of

wi nd-twi sted thorn trees which somehow contrived to cling to the thin soi
despite the ceasel ess efforts of the prevailing westerly gales to uproot them
Hundreds of years ago a priory had stood there but it had vani shed | ong since
and nost of the stones had been pillaged for sheep shelters. A few obstinate
scraps of ruin still remained providing nesting sites for the buzzards which
circled high in the turbulent air currents above the hill crest.

The Magpi e was about to stride on past when sonething nade hi m pause. He stood
still for a nmonent, peering uneasily about himand then, w thout quite know ng
why, began noving toward the nost substantial fragment of the ruins. As he did
so he suddenly knew what it was that had reached out and drawn himto this
desol ate spot. "A pile of stones,"” he murrmured. "Gray stones.”

No sooner had he recalled Jane's huesh than he was gripped by it. At that
nmonent he could no nore have turned and gone back than he could have willed
his own heart to stop beating. He ghosted forward to where a patch of branbl es
all but conceal ed an opening in the crunbling masonry and called out softly:
"Are you there, Kinsman?"

A jackdaw squawked froma cranny high up in the ruin; the wind droned fitfully
round a broken corbel; but that was all. He tried again. "It's the Magpi e,
Ki nsman. The potter's daughter hueshed you with ne."

A di sl odged pebble rattled faintly in sone invisible cavern and a voice
whi spered hoarsely: "Are you al one?"

"Aye, man, there's no one but ne."



A hand appeared at the opening, gripped the Iichened stone, and then the
Ki nsman' s apprehensi ve face was peering put at him

"Come on out, songster. I'll not harmyou."

Thomas dragged hinself up and crawl ed out from under the branbles. "The dogs,"
he muttered. "Were are the dogs?"

"Drawi ng the woods away bel ow Cotleigh," said the Magpi e, reachi ng down and
pulling the Kinsman to his feet. "How cane you to hole up here?"

"I doubl ed back and swam the creek bel ow Upottery last night. | hoped to throw
them of f ny scent. |'ve been here since before dawn."

"Did you not nake Sidbury, then?"
"No," said Thomas and shudder ed.

"They'd have nailed you for sure if you had," said the Magpi e cheerfully.
"Your only chance now lies to the west. God man, you stink like a rutting
pol ecat!"

"So would you if you'd bedded where | have,"” retorted Thomas with a flicker of
spirit. "I"'msorry if it offends you."

The Magpi e | aughed. "We'll find you a change of garb presently. Till then I'd
hold it a kindness if you'd keep downw nd a pace or two."

As they emerged fromthe shelter of the ruins the Magpie called out softly:
"Hey up! Hold still, man!"

Thomas dropped to all fours. "What is it?" he whispered.

The Magpi e edged past him and stared down the eastward slope of the hill to
where a solitary, black-robed figure was riding up the dusty road from
Upottery. "A lone blackbird," he said. "He'll not harmus, but we'd best keep
our heads down till he's past."

He nade his way back to Thonmas and, squatting down beside him plucked a | ong
grass stemand chewed at the stalk. "My lighting upon you will naybe help to

ease the burden |I'm bearing back to Jane,"” he murnured. "That |ass thinks the
world of you."

"Jane?" echoed Thomas. "ls she not on Quantock?"

The Magpi e shook his head. "The crows were lying in wait for her at the cove.
Had | not hueshed it she'd |like as not be as dead as they are by now. "

Thomas made a | ow noani ng sound deep in his throat. "Wat happened?”

The Magpie recounted it w thout enbellishnent and then added: "But there's
worse to follow, " and told himwhat he had | earned from Jonsey.

The Kinsman sat conpletely stunned with horror. "I amto blane," he groaned.

"I't was | who killed them | carried their deaths within ne."

"Nay, Thomas," said the Magpie. "Take it not upon yourself, man. What will be,
will be. The pattern is drawn and none of us has the power to alter it. 'Tis
Jane we rnust be thinking on now. "



Thomas raised his bowed head and stared bl eakly up at the buzzards wheeling
bel ow the high, thin tissue of cloud. "The pattern was altered," he said
dully, "and now the innocent are being called upon to account for it. Had I
been left to drown none of this would have happened. ™"

The Magpi e gl anced at himout of the corner of his eye. "She told nme she'd
hueshed you washed up in the Jaws," he said curiously. "I thought she mnust
have dreaned it. It does sonetines happen that way."

Thomas made no response. Wth a shake of his head the Magpie rose to his feet
and ascertained that the coast was clear. "Conme, Thonas," he said. "Bestir
yoursel f. W've half an hour's brisk |egging ahead of us."

Jane was hel ping the Magpie's ancient nother to prepare a meal against her
son's return when she heard the sound of voices com ng down the track toward
the cottage. The ol d woman cocked her head on one side and grinned. " '"Tis ny
boy," she said. "Don't fesh yourself, pet!"

"There's soneone with him"

"What of it? But ye'd best set out another bow and scrape a few nore
tatties."

Jane nodded, picked up a basket and turned toward the door. As she opened it
she saw the Magpi e and Thomas wal ki ng toward her down the garden path. The
basket dropped from her hand and she flewinto the Kinsman's arms |like a bird
toits nest. "I knew he'd find you!" she cried. "Didn't | say so? Didn't I?"

"You did, Jane. It all came true just as you said it would."
"I prayed to the White Bird to bring you safe back," she said.

"And here | am"

"But what happened, Thomas? \Were have you been?"
"Ch, scanpering about like a fox. Up hill and down dale."
"Was there no boat from Si dbury?”

"I never got to Sidbury. There were Fal cons everywhere. | all but ran head
first into a patrol an hour after we parted.”

He felt her shiver against him "W're both safe now," she said. "That's al
that matters."”

Unseen by Jane, Thomas caught the Magpie's eye and shook his head to signify
that he could not tell her now "lIs there a punp handy?" he asked. "I am
sorely in need of a wash."

"There's a pool yonder," said the Magpie. "Jane will show you. I'll see if |
can't scratch you up sone clean traps."

He vani shed inside the cottage to re-energe a nonent later with a lunp of soap
whi ch he shied toward them

Jane retrieved it and |l ed the Kinsman by the hand down the flagstone path to
where the brook had been danmed up to form a washing place. "Did Magpie tel
you what happened?" she asked.



"Yes," he said, unfastening his cloak and dropping it to the ground. "Do you
want to tell me about it?"

"No, not really. It was like a nightmare and | coul dn't wake nyself up
Everyt hi ng seened to happen so slowy."

"And t he wound?"

"It doesn't hurt any nore. Mdther Patch sewed it up for me. Look." She dropped
the soap on to the stones at her feet and untied the bow on her bodice.
Drawi ng asi de her dress she exposed the outward sl ope of her left breast. In
the center of a livid purple and yellow bruise the lips of the wound made by
the bl ade of the Magpie's bolt had been drawn together by three neat little
knots of black horse hair.

Jane contenplated it wistfully for a few seconds then pulled her dress
together and retied the laces. "There'll hardly be a mark when | get back to
Tallon," she said.

The nane jerked Thomas back to the horror of what he knew. It was as though a
hand gri pped himby the throat and was squeezing the breath out of him

Her al arned eyes scanned his face. "Wiat is it, Thonas? Are you ill?"
He shook his head dunmbly. "Sick at heart, Jane," he whispered. "I don't know
how to tell you. | have no words."

"Somet hi ng' s happened." Her eyes were huge with apprehension. "What is it,
Thomas?"

He reached out and took her trenbling hands in his. "They came for your father
the norning after we fled," he said. "There's nothing left for you at Tallon
any nore, Jane. Nothing at all."

Her lips parted and a little faltering sigh crept out between them "Ch no,"
she whi spered. "Ch no, oh no."

I f Thomas coul d have died at that noment and spared her such pain he would
have done it a hundred times over. Hi s aching heart reached out to her and he
drew her to himand held her close and cherished her, murmuring he knew not
what to confort her. But it was as if the finger of the Ice Spirit had touched
her on the breast and she could feel nothing. Her eyes were dry, wide with the

shock of irreparable loss, and she lay as stiff as a wooden doll in his arns.
"Fly with me to Corlay, little bird,” he murnmured. "There will be no nore
pain there; no nore fear. There everyone will love you and | will sing ny

songs to you all the day long."

She spoke then, quite calmy, but in a strange, dead little voice. "Wre they
both killed?" ,

"Yes," he said. "And your house is burnt to the ground. There is nothing there
for you now.'

"Then | must go back and bury them"
"You cannot, Jane. You are a fugitive like me. They would only kill you too."

"They' ve done that," she said. "Wat nore could they do?"



The Magpi e energed fromthe cottage with a bundle of clothes under his arm As
he cane down the path toward them Jane |oosed herself from Thomas's arms and
turned to him "Is it true?"

Magpi e's eyes flickered to the Kinsman's strained face and then back to the
girl. "Aye, lass,"” he said. "It's all true. |I had it fromthe lips of
' One- Eye' Jonsey this afternoon.”

"You did not huesh it?"
He shook hi s head.

"Nor |," she whispered. "Ch, Magpie, why not . . . why not that?" Her face
crunmpl ed and she sank to the ground and snothered her pain in the Kinsman's
di scarded cl oak, shuddering and whinpering |like a wounded animal with the
angui sh of it.

Thomas crouched down beside her and laid his hand upon her quivering shoul der
prayi ng as he had never prayed before in his life. As he did so he discovered
words upon his lips that no conscious thought of his had placed there:

W derness of woman's woe: Heart's hurt, grief's groan . " The world rocked
all around himand in one single, pulsing, inrush of awareness he renenbered
what it was he had glinpsed in the |anplight of the potter's kitchen an
eternity ago. Al becanme fused, inchoate, glow ng as though the evening |ight
inthe little valley were rushing downwards, draining into them both, |eaving
behi nd a wack of insubstantial sBadow. The burden of the nystery was lifted
and the still air all about his head becane awash with the tumultuous sighing
downrush of huge invisible wings. For a tineless nmoment they hovered all about
himand then slowmy, slowy faded away, to vanish far off anobng the

i npercepti bl e reaches beyond the stars.

Beneath his hand he felt Jane stir. Qpening eyes he scarcely realized he had
cl osed he saw her lift her head and turn it slightly to one side as if she too
were |istening.

"Jane?"

Her tear-streaked face turned slowy and her wondering eyes met his. "It
cane, " she whispered. "The Wiite Bird cane."

Thomas nodded. "Yes," he said. "It came for you."

After supper that evening the Magpie told Jane all he had | earned from Jonsey.
She listened to himin silence then rose fromthe table and wal ked out into
the cottage garden. Thomas half made as if to follow her but the ol d wonman
waved hi m back. "Let her weep her fill, Kinsman," she said. "She'll ha' need
o' thee presently."

The Magpie fetched a jar of strong spirit and poured it out for them

"Jonsey's hol ding the 'Kingdom Cone' till night tide tonorrow," he said. "I'lI
l[ift you both down to Broadbury in the van and slip you aboard at dusk. He's
bound out for Buckfast. You'll surely find a Frenchie there who'll ship you

both to Brittany. Jonsey might do it hinmself if he can find a cargo to carry."
"You think she'll cone with nme?"

"\What ot her choice has she, poor |ass? They'd burn her to ashes the nonment she
set foot on Quantock."

"It's not Jane they want," said Thomas. "It's ne."



" g2

"So if | gave nyself up to them.

The Magpie's nouth dropped. "Are you crazy, nman? Dos't think to strike a
bargain with the devil? And even if you did, what's to becone of her after?
What sort of life could she Iead in Tallon? She saved your skin, Thomas, but
not to buy back her own. She needs you alive, man-alive and warmin her bed."

"He's right, Kinsman," chirped the old woman. "Ye owes her all o' that."

Thomas flushed. "But she already has a sweetheart. She told ne so herself."
"So now she has another," said the Magpie, jerking back his head and

swal  owi ng off his liquor at a gulp. "Better a bird in the hand any day. Sure
you rmust know that it's you she's sweet on, man! Go, seek her out. Heal her
hurt and let her know it hasn't all been in vain."

Thomas | ooked fromthe son to the nother then picked up his own cup and
drained it off. The harsh bite of the raw spirit made his eyes water. He
t hrust back his stool and stood up

The old woman grinned and lifted her clawlike hand in an archaic | ove-sign
"There's all the sweet hay ye'll need in the barn, Kinsman. An' us'll not be
bot herin' ye."

Thomas stepped out into the fast-gathering dusk and cl osed the cottage door
behind him To the west, behind the distant noors, the sky still glinmrered
with a few, faint, coppery-green streaks of dying day. Among the dark trees

hi gher up the valley an owW hooted derisively and bats flickered to and fro
like falling |l eaves in the still air. He wal ked slowmy down the path toward
the stream peering about himinto the shadows, until finally he caught sight
of Jane sitting crouched beside the edge of the pool. Her head was resting
upon her bent knees, her fingers |aced behind her neck so that she appeared as
if folded in upon herself like a sleeping flower. So poignant was her attitude
of grief that for sone nminutes he stood still, not daring to intrude upon it,
until above the faint bubble of the water he heard her muffled sobbing. As

t hough rel eased froma spell he ran forward,, knelt down beside her and took
her into his arns.

For a noment or two she remnmined, passively weeping, then he felt her
face turning toward his. The taste of salt came sharp upon his tongue as her
warm wet nouth sought and found his own.

Hours | ater Jane opened her eyes, saw the crescent noon shining in through the
slit wi ndow of the barn and felt a sigh like some enornous, |eft-over wave of
her storm of grief, rise shuddering through her to ebb away upon the quiet

air. Thomas's right armlay diagonally across her pal e nakedness. Gently she
touched his shoulder with the fingers of her left hand, dream |y tracing the
line of slack muscle down to the el bow and then on along the scarred forearm
and wist to where his fingers lay cozily bedded down between her thighs. She
spread her own hand to cover his and stroked it softly, whereupon he stirred,
munbl ed sonething in his sleep, and opened his eyes.

They lay and | ooked at one another by the di mnoon-gl ow then she | eaned over
himand pulled his cloak across to cover themboth. "I did not nmean to wake
you, love," she murnured. "Go back to sleep.”

H s answer was to seek her nbuth with his own. Nor was she averse to his



finding it.
Chapter Twel ve

CONSI DERI NG THE COWPLEXI TY of the operation the transfer of the
Encephal o- Vi sual Converter fromthe | aboratory in Hol mwod House to the
Intensive Care Unit of the General Hospital was effected remarkably snoothly.
The equi pnent was housed in a small ward which adjoi ned the one in which

M chael Carver was |lying. Peter Klorner supervised the installation which was
conpl eted al nost exactly forty-eight hours after the initial nonitoring of the
second tape. The first unm stakable "contact" was obtai ned and vi deo-recorded
at 16.52 hours, a bare fifteen minutes after the circuit went |ive.

It soon became apparent to the rapt observers that an alteration had taken
place in the nature of the signal. The new "direct"” inage had a quality of
depth that was wholly remarkable. None of the watchers doubted that the girl,
whom they all recognized as the one they had seen on the boat, was in sone
manner contributing to the change. They first saw her enmerge froma cottage
doorway carrying a basket. As she turned to face themthe basket dropped from
her hand and she scanpered toward them At the instant her |aughing face
filled the screen, two curious aspects of the vision struck all the watchers:
the first was her remarkabl e facial resenblance to Rachel Wl d: the second a
faint but unnistakable attenuation of the atnosphere i mediately surroundi ng
her. This latter feature alnpbst.nmade it appear as if she were sheathed in sone
strange, refractive aura whose effect was slightly to distort the i mediate
background agai nst whi ch she was being seen

No sooner had Peter Kl orner observed this than he announced: "I think we'd
better watch out for p.k. backlash."

"You've met this before, have you, Peter?" asked Dr. Richards.

"Something rather simlar," said Klonmer. "Be ready to throw the main swtch
the nonent | give the word. How s Doctor Carver, |an?"

"Just the same,"” called lan fromthe next ward.

"No sign of RE M?"

"None that | can see."

"Why aren't | a lip reader?" said Kenneth. "Wat do you suppose she's sayi ng?"

"God, he's right!" exclaimed George. "Wy the hell didn't | think of that? It
m ght give us just the |l ead we need. Where can we get hold of one?"

"Soci al Services maybe?" suggested Kennet h.
"By the way, where's Mss Wl d?" asked Klorner. "I think she should be here."

Ceorge glanced at his watch. "She said she had an appoi ntnent at the
ante-natal clinic for 3:30," he said. "She ought to be along at any mnute. Do
any of us recognize this place?"

"I suppose that could be Dartmoor in the distance," said Kenneth.

"'"What intrigues nme is their clothes,"’
nowadays? Hey! What's the kid up to?"

said lan. "Who wears that sort of gear

St andi ng besi de the pool Jane was funbling with the |aces at her throat,



t uggi ng open her dress to expose the wound in her breast.

"How about that?" nmurmured lan, sipping in his breath with a painful hiss.
"Has she been stabbed or sonethi ng?"

"It looks like it," said George. "And not so long ago either, |I'd say."
"What do you suppose happened, Doc?"

"God knows," said Dr. Richards. "All | can assune is that we're seeing this
t hrough the eyes of Mke's O O B. contact. But who is he? And where is he?"

"And when is he?" supplenmented lan. "If this is supposed to be happeni ng now,
| just refuse to believe it."

"Then what's your alternative? Some sort of archetypal nenory of M ke's?"
"I hadn't thought of that," lan adnmitted. "l suppose it could be."

"I"ve been thinking along those lines," said George. "I was reading up one of
Wal ker and Sutherland' s papers last night. They're working with deep hypnosis
up in Newcastle. They've cone up with sone pretty inpressive evidence of
historical inmprinting."

"She | ooks pretty upset about something, doesn't she?" said Kenneth. "Hello.
Here cones that other bl oke again."

At that noment there was a tap at the door of Mchael's ward and Rachel cane
in. "l see you've got it working," she said. "Has anythi ng happened?"

"It certainly has," said George. "We're in continuous contact. Conme and tel
us what you make of this."

Rachel made her way past the foot of Mchael's bed and entered the room where
the four nen were gathered around the E-V.C. screen. She stared at the picture
in astonishment. "Wo is she?"

"You don't know?"

"No," she said. "She does look a bit |ike ne though."

"Except for the hair 1'd say she could be your twin," said George

"Was she the one who was in the boat?"

"W think so."

"And where is she? Were's it happeni ng?"

"W've no idea. W thought maybe you'd know. "

"I haven't a clue," said Rachel, shaking her head. "What's going on there?"

"We've no nore idea than you have, but he's obviously said sonething to her
whi ch has upset her. Good Lord! Look at... \What on earth-?"

"Cut it!" cried Klorner. "Quick!"

As George snatched at the main switch there was a dull report fromone of the
nmet al servo-cabinets and the screen died. At the same instant they all heard



M chael Carver cry out in sudden pain.

In the two hours it took themto replace the blown inductor and to nake the
necessary repairs and nodifications to the circuit, Dr. Richards succeeded in
| ocating a teacher at a school for handi capped children, who was an expert

lip-reader. She was perfectly willing to co-operate and, shortly after six, he
fetched her to the hospital, sat her down in front of the video-recordi ng and
switched it on. "It's a long shot, Ms. Huddl estone,” he said. "For all we

know t hey may be tal ki ng Angl o- Saxon. "

She nodded, adjusted her spectacles, and gazed at the screen before her. As

t hey wat ched Jane running yet again into the Kinsman's arns, Ms. Huddl estone
said clearly: "I knew he'd find you. Didn't | say so? Didn't |7?"

"Marvel ous!" cried Dr. Richards. "That's just what we've been hoping for! Do
pl ease, carry on."

The interpreter nodded. When she reached the words: "Was there no boat from
Si dbury?" George stopped the filmand said: "Sidbury? Are you sure of that?"

"Not absolutely,” said Ms. Huddl estone. "But | don't think I was m staken."

"Whul d you mind taking another look at it?" he said. "It's just the kind of
clue we're after.”

She scrutinized the re-run and said firmy: "Yes, Sidbury. No doubt about it."
She took themright through the whol e sequence, faltering only occasionally
when Jane spoke with half-averted head. By the end Dr. Ri chards had gl eaned
the two names "Sidbury” and "Tallon" and a word which Ms. Huddl estone thought
m ght be "hesh."

"Hesh?" he repeated. "Does it mean anything to anyone?"

The ot hers | ooked bl ank, and lan said: "If that's Sidbury near Sidnmouth in
Devon, | don't really see how he coul d have caught a boat fromit. It's about
three miles in fromthe coast."

"And what about Tal |l on?"

"Never heard of it."

"Still we do seemto be getting sonewhere at last," Ceorge insisted. "Ms.
Huddl est one, could we possibly prevail upon you to sit in for alittle bit
| onger ?"

"Why, of course, Dr. Richards," she said. "I confess |I'mfinding the whole
t hi ng absolutely fascinating."

"Spl endi d. How nuch longer will it take you to fix things, Ken?"
"Any nonent now. "

lan said: "You know, Doc, | have a feeling we've just, seen your archetypa
nmenory hypot hesis shot down in flanes."

"I don't see why," said George.

"Well, | could be wong, of course, but | suspect the catching a boat from
Sidbury ties in with Blackdown being on the edge of the sea. Sonerset wasn't



the only place they sank in that 'Forecast' program The whole of the Exe
val l ey was under water. Devon and Cornwall were an island."

"What | don't understand," said Rachel, "is what happened when everything bl ew
up. What is p.k. backlash, Peter?"

"Psychoki nesis invariably manifests itself through the pineal area," said
Klorner. "Wth a direct link fromthe contact to Dr. Carver's mind there was
nothing to prevent it breaking out."

"I's that why the picture went out of focus just before it happened?"

"It seens likely."

"And she was responsi bl e?"

"There's no way of telling," said George. "But Peter recognized the aberration
phenonena as soon as the girl appeared.™

"That sort of glow, you nean?"
He nodded.

"Do you think she's somehow connected with it?" asked Rachel. "Responsible for
M ke's coma?"

"I wish | knew, Rachel. The fact that M ke responded physically to the p.k.
di scharge woul d certainly seemto indicate sonething of the kind. A
psychol ogi cal affinity maybe. The truth is we're all still groping around in
the dark."

"You can say that again,"” grunted I|an.

Rachel wal ked t hrough into the adjoining ward and | ooked down at the man whose
unconsci ous head was now encapsul ated within its studded pl exi gl ass hel net.
That there could be any direct connection between himand the scenes she had
just witnessed demanded an act of pure faith. And yet in sone odd way she
sensed that it was true, that the cry she had heard had been wung from hi m by

the intensity of his involvenent in the anguish of that unknown girl. "It was
like a nightmare and | couldn't wake nyself up," she nurnured, quoting Jane's
words down at him "lIs that howit is, Mke? Or is it that you don't want to
wake up?"

Cont act was reestablished at 1903 hours. The picture was |ess sharp but stil
perfectly adequate for Ms. Huddl estone's purposes. Soon she was retailing
details of the conversation which had taken place in the cottage just after
Jane had wal ked out. The nanes "Broadbury,"” "Brittany" and "Quantock" nade the
men | ook at each other with a wild surm se. What followed shortly after nade
them not | ook at each other at all; their attention was wholly absorbed by
what was taking place on the screen. There was little for Ms. Huddl estone to
interpret but a great deal for her to observe. "Well | never!" was the only
comment she pernitted herself. Perhaps fortunately, once Jane and Thomas had
transferred to the barn the picture becane too dimfor |ip-reading. Kl orner
swi tched over to record and they all trooped down to the hospital canteen

On the way they passed through the Qutpatients' waiting room One wall was
decorated with a large scale relief map of the whole area surroundi ng Taunt on
I an wal ked over to it and contenplated it thoughtfully. "Look here," he said.
"Just supposing this area was all flooded, the Quantocks woul d be an island
and so would the Bl ackdown Hills."



"He's right, you know," said Kenneth. "And damm it, Broadbury would be on the
coast! And so would Sidbury!"

"\What about Buckfast?" asked George.

"Assuming it's Buckfastleigh it's too far over to the west,"” said Jan. "Qut
here somewhere. But 1 don't see why it shouldn't fit. It's on the edge of
Dartmoor, isn't it?"

Rachel stared at themincredulously. "Wat are you trying to say?" she
demanded. "That all this is supposed to be happeni ng sonewhere out there in
the future?"

"That's right," said lan. "What's nore |I'm al nost prepared to take a bet on
it."

"You're crazy, lan!"

tt t: ft t

"'Tinme present and tine past,'" said George,

"'Are both perhaps present in tine future
And tinme future contained in time past.'"
T.S. Eliot. Unquote."

"Don't say you've joined them GCeorge."

"No," he said. "It's just another hypothesis so far as |I'mconcerned. | don't
think it's possible."

"Thank God for that," she said. "It's bad enough having to think that M ke
m ght be making | ove to soneone else, |et al one soneone who hasn't even been
born yet! Has it occurred to you that he mi ght not want to cone back?"

"No," said George with a snmile, "I confess that hadn't occurred to ne."

"Well, this evening it occurred to nme," she said. "And frankly, George, it's
scaring me to hell."

Chapter Thirteen

A BELT OF rain drifting eastward fromthe Irish Sea crossed over Dartnoor and
reached Bl ackdown by the middle of the afternoon. Standing just inside the
barn doorway the Magpie surveyed the sagging clouds and grunted with
satisfaction. "This will keep the crows caged,"” he said. "We'l|l take the coast
road round. It's an hour longer but there's |ess chance of fouling a patrol
Jani e, you shall ride up front alongside ne. Thomas nust keep his nose down

wi thin. Wien we get to Broadbury 1'll run the van straight down to the quay
and into Jenkins' yard. We'll lie up there till dusk and I'Il slip you aboard
when Jonsey gives me word. Are you with nme?"

Jane and Thomas gl anced at one another and nodded, whereupon the Magpi e spat
for luck, hefted the leather scuttle of his cape over his head and squel ched
of f through the rain to harness up the horse.

Jane wandered over to the nest of hay and gazed down at it wistfully. "Do you



renmenmber how you promised to play for me on nmy weddi ng day, Thomas?"

He turned to her and sniled. "Aye, love," he said. "Wen you were spliced to

that certain poor sailor you would not nane. Well, so | shall. | have tunes
singing within me which will set the very stones skipping. Corlay will have a
weddi ng to remenber all its days."

"Corlay," she murnured. "Corlay can never be so sweet to nme as this has been."
"Far, far sweeter," he insisted. "W have but fingered a prelude to our joy.
The best is yet to cone.”

He noved across to her, put his arms around her and ki ssed her softly on the
back of the neck. "My love," he whispered. "My own true |ove. Sweet bride of
tinme."

She shivered and clasped her arns tight across his own, inprisoning them "Wy
do you call ne that?"

"Because that is what you are. My pride for eternity. | shall inmrortalize us
bot h! You have unl ocked ny soul, Jane, and set it wi nging free! Even the Boy
hi nsel f coul d not have sung the song that | shall sing for you! You have given
me the power to set the whole world freel™

"Do you truly mean that?"

Thomas | aughed. "Mean it? | shall prove it to you! Ah, Jane, do you not fee
it trembling in the very air about us? WAs it not for this that the Bird
brought us to one another? Wy, even the very ship which carried me to you is
waiting nowto waft us both in triunph to Corlay! The 'Kingdom Cone'! Qurs is
t he ki ngdom Jane, and we are come to claimit!"”

He lifted her off her feet and whirled her round in the air like a child on a
May swing until she surrendered to his infectious happiness and the barn rang
with their |aughter.

Twenty mnutes |ater the Magpi e had shackl ed the last trace to the shafts of
the covered van and Jane .and Thormas had said farewell to Mther Patch. Just
bef ore she cl anbered up to take her seat beside the Magpi e Jane saw the old
worman beckoning to her fromthe cottage doorway and ran back to her

The crone nodded her cl ose and whi spered: "Last night | hueshed ye a bonny
boy, ny pet, wi' all the stars a' crowdin' round his cradle. Sure he shall be a
m ghty wonder to the world."

Jane ki ssed her inpetuously on the winkled cheek and ski pped back through the
puddl es to the van with her heart singing. The Magpi e reached down, pulled her
up beside him and a nonent later they were away, bunping and | urchi ng down
the rutted track to the coast road.

He gl anced at her bright eyes and grinned. "Mamtold you, did she?"

Jane nodded and flushed to the tips of her ears.

"And what shall you call hin®"

She | aughed. "Do you need to ask?"

"Lord save us! Not anot her Thomas?"



"There's no better name in all the Kingdons," she averred stoutly. "And
could not call him'Mgpie' could I?"

"l have another nane," he said. "For what it's worth it's Jack."

Jane put her head on one side. "I never knew that,'
use it then?"

she said. "Wy don't you

"Twas ny pig of a dad's," he said, "and | want no nore part of himthan he did
of me." He turned his head and spat as though the nere thought of his father
had left a bitter taste upon his tongue. "Shall you wed at Corlay?"

"Yes," she said. "And you, dear Magpie, shall be Guest of Honor at our weddi ng
feast. You shall sit at ny left hand and drink fromny own cup. And Thonas
shal | compose a special song in praise of you and everyone will sing it."

"That sounds too good to miss," he said with a grin. "Wien is it to be?"

"Soon," she said. "The sooner the better. Ch, Magpie, it will happen, won't
it?"

He flicked a quick glance at her. "Aye, Janie," he said. "OF course it will.

Just |ike Mam hueshed it."

"Did she huesh that too, then?"

"Why, yes," he said. "You nean she didn't tell you?"

"No. Not a word. Only about the child-our boy."

"I't nust have slipped through her old sieve. Wy, all last night she was
brimmng over with it."

Jane sighed a deep sigh of happiness. dosing her eyes she tilted back her
head and rmurrmured: "Ch, blessed Wite Bird, | thank you with all ny heart."

As he heard her quiet prayer the Magpie silently absolved hinself fromthe sin
of his kindly little fiction.

They reached the outskirts of Broadbury w thout having had sight or sound of a
Fal con. The only indication of the official presence lay in the black flag
flapping wetly fromits pine standard above the stone fort which overl ooked
the little harbor. But as the van turned down toward the quay, Jane plucked at
the Magpie's sleeve and pointed to the road which Ied over the hill to
Dunkeswel I . A band of five, gray-clad troopers was joggi ng down toward the
harbor. The off-sea wind came curling across the waterfront houses and carried
the cold jingle of nmetal with it.

"Fear not, lass," nuttered the Magpie. "Mark ny words, they'll be bound for
the shelter of the keep."

And so it proved. The troop reached the point where the road forked and
trotted briskly over the cobbles toward the gates of the fort.

Jane let out her breath in a long gasp of -relief. "The bl ack ones are bad
enough," she muttered, "but those gray ones . . ." She shuddered and left the
sent ence unfi ni shed.

"They're but nmortal nen," said the Magpie, grimy. "And if needs be they can
die to prove it."



"I don't want themto die," she whispered. "Just to | eave us al one. W' ve
never hurt them"

"There's hurt and hurt," said the Magpie. "In their world it's eat or be
eaten. These days the crows are flying in fear of their black souls. They know
their time to quit the roost is nearly up.”

The | eather curtains behind themparted a fraction and Thomas peeped out.
"What is it?" he whispered. "Have you seen sonet hi ng?"

"Keep your head down, man," growl ed the Magpie. "Do' st seek to spill the cup
before you've even tasted it? I'd not put it past those vermn to have a gl ass
trained on us this mnute."”

Thomas vani shed precipitately and the iron shod wheels of the van squeal ed and
rattl ed on the wet stones. Jane huddl ed down inside her danp cl oak and
clutched at a rope stay to steady herself. As she did so she was granted a
sudden brilliant vision of a golden castle set high anmong brown and purple
crags. She knew at once that it must be Corlay even though it was trenbling as
t hough she were viewing it through a shifting |ens.

Whol Iy captivated by her huesh she was blind to the two Fal cons who broke away
fromthe group approaching the fort and came gall opi ng back al ong the road on
the far side of the harbor. Unfortunately the Magpi e was concentrated upon his
driving and did not notice themeither.

"One- Eye" Jonsey and his brother were swi nging barrels of cider aboard the
"Ki ngdom Conme" using a prinmtive w ndlass they had set upon the edge of the
quay. They | ooked round as the Magpie's | eather-covered wagon cane bounci ng
over the cobbles toward them but neither brother did nore than give the
newconers a covert nod as they rattled past and on down the quay to the yard
owned by Saul Jenkins the shipwight. There the Magpie reined up his steam ng
horse, junped down fromthe driver's seat and set to work draggi ng open one
of the huge tinber gates.

He had just wal ked back to the horse's head and was about to | ead the ani nal
into the yard when he heard the staccato clatter of steel-shod hooves on the
di stant cobbl estones and a bawl ed command: "Stand, carter, on your lifel™

The Magpi e was caught in two minds. H's cocked cross-bow was |ying bolted up
and ready to hand behind the | eather curtain in the van. To attenpt to
retrieve it now could only nean disaster for themall. As though ignorant that
t he command had been neant for himhe lugged at the horse's bridle and was
rewarded with a bolt which hunmred past his ear and buried itself in the
timbers of the gate. "Are ye mad?" he yelled. "Wat need ha' ye to shoot at an
honest, God-fearing tradesman?"

"So do as ye're bid!" cried the trooper who had | oosed the bolt. "Stand neans
stand still, ye fool!"

He reined up his snorting horse and swung hinmself to the ground. Then he slid
a fresh bolt into his bow and cranked the | ever back to cock it. "Who's the
wench?"

"My niece, Patty. My sister Betsy's lass."

The soldier grunted. "What are ye carryi ng?"

"A load of chairs, master. Al of a long winter's honest toil."



"Show ne. "

The Magpi e touched his tenple with an obsequi ous finger and cl anbered up on to
t he wagon. "Cone, Patty," he said. "Look sharp! Let the gentl eman see what
fine goods we carry to Master Jenkins."

Jane nodded and began to funmble with the toggles on the curtain. The Magpie
twi tched aside the |ower portion of the flap, groped inside, and dragged out a
bent wood chair which he thrust toward the soldier. "I have a round dozen of
‘"em here, Master," he whined. "All alike as podded peas. Do'st wi sh to see the
[ ot ?"

The Fal con gl anced round doubtfully at his conpani on, seened about to clinb
back on to his horse, then changed his mnd. "Aye, nman," he grow ed. "Open

up. "

The Magpi e handed Jane the chair he was hol di ng, unfastened the rest of the
toggl es and pull ed back one of the flaps. The soldier placed a booted foot on
the step, pulled hinself up with one hand and peered in. "Aye, well," he
muttered, " 'tis as ye say." On the point of clanbering down he took a cursory
prod at the second flap with his cradl e bow and knocked it just far enough
aside to disclose the Magpie's own weapon. He frowned, dragged the bow out and
called to his compani on: "Keep an eye on these two, Brad. I'mgoing to take a
poke around inside."

The second trooper ordered Jane and Magpie down on to the quay. As they stood
staring up at himthey heard a yell fromw thin the wagon foll owed by the
triunphant cry: "W've struck gold, boy! I've got me a live snake!"

Brother Francis was returning froma fruitless expedition to a famly of

Ki nsfol k who lived in an outlying farmhigh in the hills behind Broadbury when
he saw two arned and nounted Fal cons riding slowy along the harborside road
toward the fort. Stunbling between them their wists bound behind them and
their necks shackled by a Ilength of stout cord, were two nen and a girl. A few
curious bystanders had braved the steadily falling rain to watch the

nmel ancholy little processi on wend past, and Francis hastened to join them

Sel ecting a woman who appeared synpathetic he murmured: "Who are they?"

"They do say as it's the Kinsman they've been hunting for all over, sir. The
other man's the Magpie."

"And the girl?"

"Reckon she'll be the potter's lass from Tallon. They hanged her dad, poor
wench. "

"A sorry sight," nmuttered Francis. "But no doubt '"tis God's will."
The wonman stared at him noted his priest's habit and murnured a grudgi ng:
"Aye, no doubt," before moving away down the street.

Francis waited until the prisoners and their escort had left the waterfront
and were ascending the distant incline toward the fort, then he hitched his
knapsack up on his shoul der and set off after them He had no particul ar plan
of action other than sonehow to keep hinself on hand and, hopefully, attenpt
to intercede on their behalf should an opportunity present itself. He thought
he m ght just possibly contrive to buy thema little time by the judicious use
of Archbi shop Constant's seal reinforced by threats of his Lordship's grave

di spl easure. But he did not delude hinself that these would prove nore than a



token shield to set against Brother Andrew s inplacable fixation and the G ay
Br ot her hood's pragmatic |icense, backed up, as they were, by the whole grim
machi nery of the Secul ar Arm

The iron studded doors of the stronghold had been shut and bolted by the tine
he reached them He hammered at the wi cket gate until the shutter behind the
metal grille was drawn aside and a pair-of suspicious eyes stared into his.

"Your busi ness?"

"I travel in the service of ny Lord, Archbishop Constant. | seek inmediate
audi ence with your conmander."

"Your namne-sir?"
"Brot her Francis of York."
"Let's see your authority."

Francis delved into his satchel and produced the | aisser-passer to which was
affixed the primatial seal. He unfolded it and held it up, guessing that the
door keeper could not read. There was a pause, then the shutter was cl apped to
and he heard the sound of a bar being withdrawn fromits brackets. The wi cket
opened and Francis stepped through into the arched gatehouse. As he did so
there was a shout of "Open up there, man!" fromthe inner courtyard and a

hel met ed Fal con cane running toward them |l eading his horse by its bridle.

The door keeper hurried to drag back one of the doors. Wth a curt nod of
acknow edgnent the trooper vaulted up into his saddl e and gal |l oped away down
the road.

Francis stood to one side as the keeper shoved the door back into place,

t hunpi ng at the huge bolts and cursi ng nmonot onously under his breath about the
soddi ng Gray who seened to think they owned the whol e soddi ng world and every
sodding creature in it. Wen the |ast bolt had been ramed home Francis asked
the man where he could find the officer in charge.

"Across the yard yonder and through t'other arch. Cap'n Arnold' s the second
door. "

Pi cking his way anmong the pungent litter of horse droppings, Francis crossed
t he cobbl ed courtyard. Four steam ng horses were standing tethered to iron
rings along one wall. An ostler emerged froma stable doorway bearing an
arnful of hay which he began thrusting into a bracket manger. He was foll owed
by a trooper carrying two wooden buckets. OF the three prisoners or their
escort there was no sign.

As Francis gained the arched entrance to which he had been directed he heard
rai sed voices coning frombehind the first of the two doors on his right. A
nonent | ater the door swung open and a stocky, gray-haired nman wearing boots
and breeches but no jacket storned out, baw ing back over his shoulder: "Those
are ny orders, dammt, and don't you forget it!"

"Captain Arnol d?"
The man's head jerked round. "Yes? |I'm Captain Arnold."

Francis bowed fromthe neck. "Permt me to introduce nyself, Captain. Brother
Francis, envoy privatus to ny Lord Archbi shop Constant of York."



"Cardi nal Constant?"
Francis' eye flickered in nomentary astoni shnent. Then he nodded.

"I"mdelighted to make your acquaintance, sir. WIIl you step into ny office?
Forgive this undress. Everything's got a bit out of step today."

Francis nade a little, open-handed gesture indicative of synpathy and

under standi ng, and followed the Captain into a surprisingly confortable room
A wide mullioned wi ndow | ooked out across the harbor and a log fire was
burning brightly in the grate. Hanging on the back of an inner door was
somet hi ng whi ch | ooked renmarkably |ike a woman's petti coat.

"A glass of wine, sir?"

"Thank you," said Francis. "That is very kind of you."

The Captain produced two gl ass goblets and a green bottle. "Bojerlay," he said
with a smrk of pride. "I trust it's to your liking?"

Franci s nodded and smniled. "You have an excellent cellar, Captain. Your

heal th. "

"And yours, sir. Now, how can | be of service to you?"

Franci s sipped his wine and prayed desperately for inspiration. "I amhere on
a matter of some considerable delicacy, Captain Arnold. However" (here he

gl anced about him, "I am convinced that | can count upon your absolute

di scretion. My Lord the Archbishop-that is to say Cardinal Constant..."
Captain Arnold nodded and tapped his forefinger against the side of his nose.

"Cardi nal Constant has entrusted me with a confidential mssion concerning a
man who passes under the alias of "Thomas of Norwi ch,' a nmenber of-"

The Captain's glass had paused on its way to his lips. H's nmouth had opened.
He was staring. "Wo did you say?"

"Thomas of Norwi ch. Needless to say that it is not his real name. He is, in
fact, a menber of my Lord's private intelligence service who was infiltrated
privily into the Kinsnman's sect several years ago. For reasons which
unfortunately, | amnot at liberty to divulge-much as | would like to-it is
i nperative that this nman should not be allowed to fall into the hands of the
Gray Brotherhood. "

"Go on, sir.

Francis hesitated just |ong enough to recall the nuttered inprecations of the
gat ekeeper. He took a wild chance. "My Lord the Cardi nal considers that the

Br ot her hood has exceeded both its terms of license and its secular authority.
These want on excesses are bringing the whole of our Secular Arminto

di srepute, throughout the Kingdonms. We are soldiers of Christ, Captain Arnold,
not butchers!”

The Captain nodded. "Ah, true, sir, true," he nmurnured. "The Grays do indeed
exceed all license."

"So, Captain, if you should by any chance happen to | earn the whereabouts of
this man, my Lord Cardinal would certainly consider it an act worthy of the
hi ghest esteem of secul ar pronotion, indeed-if you could do your utnost to see



that no harmbefalls him The nman is to be transferred direct to York under ny
per sonal supervision."

Captain Arnold noistened his lips with the tip of his tongue. "And what woul d
you say, sir, if | were to tell you that a nman answering to the description of
this very Kinsman had been brought in here as a prisoner not above a quarter
of an hour ago?"

Francis acted out a delicate little pantoni ne of utter astonishment,
concluding with: "Alas, you see fit to jest with me, Captain.”

"Not |, sir, upon ny faith! Two of the Grays w nkled himout down by the
har bor yonder along with a couple of his conpani ons-a Quantock wench and a
| ocal peddler. W have all three locked up in a cell against the arrival of
Bi shop Sinon's chief inquisitor.™

"Br ot her Andr ew?"

"Aye, that's the chap. Do you know hi nP"

"W have net," said Francis. "And you say he's coming here?"

The Captain nodded. "One of his own nen has just ridden off to Dunkeswell to
fetch him | gave orders that none of the prisoners was to be interfered with
in any way until he arrived."

"You have acted both wi sely and humanely, Captain. My Lord Cardinal shal
certainly hear of it fromny own lips. Now perhaps the best and sinpl est
course would be for ne to sit down and wite you out the official receptum
which will relieve you of all further responsibility. But first ny
credentials.” He produced his letter of authority and held it out.

The Captain gave it a perfunctory glance and nodded. "It all seens perfectly
in order," he said. "But hadn't you better make sure he's the right fellow
first?"

"Yes, of course. Aword with himin private will suffice. It should not take

nme nore than a noment."

The Captain drained off his glass, banged it down and strutted briskly to the
door. "If you'll be good enough to follow ne, sir," he said, "I shall be glad
to conduct you to himpersonally."

Chapt er Fourteen

FOUR GRAY FALCONS were sprawl ed around an oak table throwi ng dice froma

| eat her cup. A stone flagon of ale was warming in the enbers on a raised
hearth and bread and cheese were scattered on a bench beside it. As the door

opened and Captain Arnold strode in foll owed by Brother Francis the troopers
gl anced up then continued with their gane.

The Captain's face turned puce with rage. "On your feet, you insubordinate
dogs!" he roared.

Slowy, with calculated indifference, the |ounging soldiers heaved thensel ves
up and stood eyeing the two men insolently.

"The key."

The Fal cons gl anced at one another and the man who had been responsible for



capturing Thomas said: "They're our prisoners, Captain. Not yours."

Captain Arnold did not argue. He was a full head shorter than the trooper but
he ski pped two rapid paces toward himand smashed the man stunningly across
the mouth with his fist. "The key, you dog!" he snarl ed.

The Fal con licked his split Iip then slowy reached inside his tunic and
produced an iron key. He held it out to the Captain.

"Open it!"

The man wal ked over to the inner door, thrust the key into the | ock and
twisted it. Then he raised a booted foot and ki cked the door open with such
vi ol ence that it crashed thunderously against the stone wall of the cell.

Captain Arnold chose to ignore this. He gestured to Francis. "They are down
bel ow, sir," he said. "Have a care for the steps."

Franci s nodded, squeezed his way past the trooper and stepped down into the
dimy lit cell. He peered about him "Which of you is Thomas of Norw ch?" he
whi spered. Then, as his eyes grew nore accustoned to the gl oom he saw that
they all had strips of rag bound across their nouths.

"They are gagged and bound, Captain,"”
this."

he called. "I cannot question themlike
"I gave no such order," said the Captain. "You have ny pernission to rel ease
them™

Franci s unknotted the cloth fromthe girl's nmouth and then noved to the first
of the two nmen. "I amKin," he whispered urgently. "I amcome to save you.

Whi ch of you is Thomas of Norw ch?"

The Ki nsman opened his freed mouth and flicked apart the two hal ves of his
strange tongue. He did not say anything.

Francis bent over him "My name is Francis,"” he nurnured. "I come from Gyre.
have persuaded the Captain that you are a secret agent of Cardinal Constant's.
Once | have positively identified you he is prepared to release you all into
nmy custody."

"From Gyre, you say?"

"Aye, Thomas. | watched himdie on Black Isle four days ago."

"\What proof have you?"

"The pipes. The Boy's own pipes. Gyre gave themto nme in trust for you. | have
them here with nme."

"Can' st free ny hands, Francis?"
"l have no knife."

The Magpi e shuffled cl ose and as Francis tugged off his gag he whispered: "In
nmy left boot. Quick man!"

"Well?" called the Captain. "Are you satisfied, sir?"

"One monent, Captain." Francis seized the knife, sawed desperately at the



Ki nsman's bonds and felt the ropes begin to part.

Thomas jerked his wists free. "The pipes, man!" he hissed. "G ve ne those
pi pes! And if you hear me play stop up your ears."

Francis thrust the knife into Thomas's hand and westled with the latch of his
satchel. "I have to go and sign an official receptumfor you," he whispered.
"l shall be back anon."

"The pi pes!"

"Aye, they're here." He dragged free the tool ed | eather case, dropped it into
the Kinsman's shadowed | ap and scranbled to his feet. "This is certainly the
man, Captain," he called. "W can proceed."

"Very well, sir. WIIl you come with nme?"

Francis clinbed the steps to the cell door and pulled it shut behind him

The Captain turned the key in the lock then renoved it and placed it in his
own breeches pocket. As the two men | eft the guardroomthey heard the Fal cons
nmuttering anmong t henmsel ves. "Mitinous dogs," growl ed the Captain. "If | had

themin my own troop they'd soon be yelping to a different tune."

Whil e Captain Arnold poured them each another glass of w ne Francis dipped a

quill and scrawl ed: "I, Brother Francis, envoy PRIVATUS to his Lordship
Cardi nal Constant of York, do hereby undertake full charge and responsibility
for-he paused and recharged his quill-Brother Roger known as 'Ki nsman Thonas

of Norwi ch' and the two prisoners taken into custody with him" He dated it,
signed it with a flourish, sprinkled sand over it and shook it dry. Then he

lifted his glass to the Captain and tossed it off in a single gulp. "I shal
make it nmy business to see that you receive due recognition for your service,
Captain Arnold. Renenber, | have the Cardinal's ear."

The Captain started to grin then changed it into a sober frown. "I try to do

my |loyal duty, sir. But | confess that | have always striven to tenper justice
with mercy."”

"I can well believe it, Captain." Francis briskly rolled up the receipt and
handed it over with a smle. "Consunmmatum est," he said. "Now shall we
conclude the formalities? | amcertain you nust have far nore pressing duties
to attend to."

He picked up his satchel, slung it over his shoul der and foll owed the Captain
back into the guardroom

The first thing Francis noticed on entering was that the troopers were no
longer at their dice. Two were stationed beside the outer door, while the man
with the bruised and swollen |lip was standi ng al ongsi de a compani on and had
his back to the hearth. Both nen were nursing crossbows.

If Captain Arnold was aware of the change he gave no sign. He marched up to
the cell door and thrust the key into the |lock. As he was about to turn it the
ri ngl eader said: "What are ye up to, man?"

The Captain pivoted slowmy on his booted heel. "Man?" he whi spered. "Did you
call me 'man'?"

"Aye," replied the Falcon sullenly. "And ye'll not filch ny prisoners though
hang for it."



"Ch, you'll hang all right," the Captain assured him "Though | have to rope
your neck nyself, you'll hang." So saying he wenched the key round in the
| ock, thrust open the cell door and cried: "Come out here, you three!"

"The first one who sets foot in the doorway dies!" shouted the trooper. "I
know ny orders."
"This is nmutiny." Captain Arnold spoke the words very slowy and deliberately
but with an undertone of quiet savagery which was truly inpressive. "You
realize that all four of you can swing for it. This holy priest is Cardina
Constant's personal envoy. Take good note of that, you treacherous dogs!"

"Let it be, Jan,"” nuttered one of the Falcons. "Us'Il all be crucified, man."
"We'll not be crucified, boy, nor hanged neither. A d Stone Lugs'l| see to
that. He'll be here directly. Shut that door, lads. W'Ill all stand fast and

sweat it out till he cones."

As the outer door banged shut there cane drifting up fromw thin the shadowy
throat of the cell a sound so ineffably sweet and pure that at first Francis

could only suppose that he nust be imagining it: a single, sustained, trilling
note of an insufferably exquisite, crystalline clarity. Another followed, and
anot her, each as pellucid as a dianond drop, till his whole head seened to

vi brate in nmaddening, trenmbling synpathy. At the sane nonent he becane aware

t hat somet hi ng extraordi nary was happening to the light in the room Each tiny
pi npoi nt of fireglow or reflection had begun to branch and sparkle like a
filigree of rainbow frost on a wi nter w ndowpane; |eaping outwards in slim

twi nkling spearshafts of subtle scintillation till every person and every
object in the roomwas clothed in a shinmering web of bejewelled brilliance.
As the intensity of the illum nation increased, so the agony in his head
multiplied until it had crossed the threshold of measurable pain and becone

transmuted into an ecstatic anguish, a sensation so purely elenmental that he
knew he was about to disintegrate and becone one with the air and the fragile
tissue of the light and the very stones of the walls. No | onger consciously
hearing or seeing anything he yet heard and saw everything. Untethered his
entranced soul soared up like a hawk, swi nging outwards in w der and ever

wi dening circles, ranging further and further abroad until, incredibly, he
found himsel f back once again upon Black Isle watching the flickering fingers
of the dying Gyre beckoning himforward al ong the path of the Song of Songs
toward the paradi se of Eternal Kinship where there was no nore fear

Franci s recovered consciousness to find the girl bending over himand shaking
him He seemed to float up toward her as though from some uni nagi nabl e depth
and then, unable to prevent it, continued insanely on until he had drifted
right into the cal mgray ocean of her own eyes. There she held himfor a
nmonent, quietly suspended, before she gently released him " 'Tis all as he
said, Thomas," she called. "WII| he be able to wal k?"

Hands grasped Francis by the upper arms and he becane aware that he was being
dragged up into a sitting position. Though he was barely consci ous of any
physi cal sensation he knew that his back must be resting agai nst the rough
stone wall of the guardroom

"Can you stand, man?" inquired a brusque mnal e voice.

By an i mense effort of will, Francis succeeded in lifting hinmself an inch or
two off the stone flagged floor and then sank back

"Again, man," urged the Magpie. "Try again. Up! Up!"



The grip on his arnms tightened, his feet scrabbled vaguely at the floor and
somehow he was standi ng, rocking drunkenly and gapi ng about himin dazed
astoni shment. The two Fal cons who had been stationed before the hearth were
still standing there, but gazing upwards with vacant, idiot eyes at the
raftered ceiling. Captain Arnold was stretched out, apparently asleep, upon
the floor beside the cell.

"Try to wal k, Francis," urged the girl. "W'll help you. Cone."

Francis willed his wooden legs to nove himforward, managed a single, |urching
step and woul d certainly have pitched on to his face had not Jane and the
Magpi e steadi ed him

"Again."
He essayed a second step, and then a third.
"Good. Good," she encouraged him "It's com ng back to you."

Wth a tongue that felt like a swollen bladder he contrived to ask what had
happened.

"Why did you not stop up your ears like Thomas told you?" she said. "Had you
not heard Gyre play you would surely be as they are now "

Their shuffling progress brought themup to the two Fal cons by the door
Francis peered at themand saw that their eyes were focused on sone distant
point that only they could see. "WII . . . they? . . . Are . . . they?" he
forced out.

"W do not know," she said. "Thomas has only done this to animals before. He
thinks they will recover by and by."

In the distance a door banged, followed by the harsh clatter of steel-shod
boots on stone. The girl-jerked round and all but |ost her grip on Francis'
arm "Thomas!" she called. "They're com ng!"

"Fear not, love," replied the Kinsnman. "Look you to him™"
Chapter Fifteen

DR RICHARDS ARRIVED at the I.C. Unit with Rachel and Ms. Huddl estone to

di scover that news of what was happeni ng had | eaked out and that at |east half
a dozen unfam liar, young, white-jacketed figures had crowded into the side
ward and were clustered around the E-V. Converter. "Wat is this?" he
protested. "Who gave you people pernission to cone in here?"

Sheepi shly they shuffled back, still with their eyes fixed on the screen, and
one said: "ls it a fact that this is a genuine OQOB.E, sir?"

"We don't know what it is," said George, "and unless you | adies and gentl enen
clear out and let us get on with our work we're not likely to find out, are
we? So, with your kind permssion ..."

"Couldn't we just stand in at the back, sir?" pleaded one. "I prom se no one
will know we're here. After all it isn't every day we get a chance to see
medi cal history in the making."

"Qut!" growl ed George, and held the door open until they had all trooped



through it. Then he called the spokesman back. "Go and find ne a 'Strictly No
Admi ttance' notice for this door," he said. "If you're back with it inside two
mnutes |I'll allow you inside. But only if and only you. Understand?"

As the young intern scuttled off down the corridor, George said: "Have there
been any new devel opnents, Peter?"

"The three of them were picked up by sone soldiers down on the quay," said
Kl orner. "They've been brought in to a sort of fort and | ocked up in a cell
The light's very dim"

"Ms. Huddl estone won't be able to help us nmuch either,"”
all been gagged."

said lan. "They've

"Good Lord! Really?" George peered into the screen. "Still no sign of any
REM fromMKke, | suppose?”

"Not a thing."
"How about aberration?"
"Just that sane trace on the girl."

Dr. Richards nodded. "lI'"mgoing to try out sonething which occurred to ne | ast
night," he said. "Rachel, | want you to go through and touch M ke- take hold
of his hand or something. Careful you don't dislodge the drip."

Rachel entered the second ward and wal ked across to the bed. "Now?" she asked.
"Now, " said Ceorge.

She lifted Mchael's wist and held it lightly in her hand.
"Right," called George. "Now |l et go."

"lI've done that."

"Again."

She picked up the inert hand for the second time and heard George say: "Am|
imagining it, or is that trace .aberration fluctuating?"

"Yes, | think you could well be right," said lan. "Can you try it once nore,
Rachel ?"

The action was repeated and this time everybody who was wat ching the screen
agreed that the faint, hazy aura around the inmage of the girl's head di med
perceptibly for as Iong as Rachel was in direct physical contact with the
unconsci ous man. Before they had a chance to di scuss the significance of the
ef fect the ward door opened and the young intern reappeared. Sinultaneously
Klorner said: "Hello. It |ooks as if something' s happening at last. Wo's
this?"

Ms. Huddl estone did her best to enlighten them but with Francis talking to
the prisoners in a whisper and the light so dimin the cell, she was unable to
do nore than offer a few specul ative words and phrases. However, it soon
becanme clear that at |east one of her guesses was correct, for no sooner had
Francis left the cell than they all saw the instrument in Thomas's hands.

"Yes, those are pipes right enough," said George. "But what on earth are they
all so excited about ?"



They wat ched fascinated as Thomas freed first the girl and then the other nman
and then sat down cross-1egged on the floor directly facing the cell door and
set the pipes to his lips. Fascination turned to utter inconprehension as the
pi cture suddenly flicked to one side to show them Jane and t he Magpie
squatting down with their fingers apparently janmed into their ears.

For a minute or two nothing happened then.they saw the cell door sw ng open to
reveal Captain Arnold standing at the top of the cell steps. H s |lips noved.

"Come out here, you three," relayed Ms. Huddl e-stone distinctly.

They saw the Captain turn to one side, apparently addressing soneone who was
invisible to them Ms. Huddl estone was begi nning to apol ogi ze for being
unable to read what he was sayi ng when the whol e surface of the screen began
to trenble as though they were viewing it through a heat haze. At the sane
instant the figure of the Captain seened to flick frompositive to negative as
if all the shadows and the highlights had suddenly transposed thensel ves. The
screen itself brightened precipitately and then bl acked out al nost conpletely,
t hough they were still able to make out the dimfigure of the Captain in the
doorway. As they stared at himthe man appeared to buckle slowy at the knees
and slide to the floor

"\What ' s happeni ng, Peter?"

"I"mabsolutely baffled,"” said Klorner. "But we're picking up strong traces of
p. k. Nothing the torus can't handl e though."

"I don't like it," said Rachel. "Are you sure Mke's all right?"
"Not hi ng unusual registering anywhere," Kenneth assured her
"Then why's the screen gone so dark?"

"I't nust be something to do with the contact's own physical perception," said,
Ceorge. "Yes. Look. It's changing back again."

As he spoke the picture brightened, reverted to nornmal and swung around. They
saw the two crouching figures rise to their feet and make for the steps. As
the scene transposed into Thomas's vision of the guardroomlan said: "I'm
pretty sure those two by the fireplace are the ones who brought themin, Doc."

"What's the matter with thenP" asked George. "Are they drunk?"

No one was in a position to enlighten him They watched Jane and t he Magpie
reviving Francis, but whatever words passed between them were too far away for
Ms. Huddl estone to interpret. Suddenly the door flew open and another sol dier
strode into the room Imrediately the same extraordi nary transposition effect
took place on the screen. This tine it lasted |l ess than a mnute. As the
picture cleared they observed that a second figure had energed fromthe
shadows. Dressed in a gray nonk's habit he was standing just inside the
doorway and in his hands he was hol di ng what appeared to be a cross-bow. It
was pointed directly at them

Thomas heard the cold command to cease piping and glanced up to find hinself

| ooking directly along the shaft of the tal on which Brother Andrew held

trai ned upon him The fifth Fal con was already standing as still as if he had
become one stone with the flags beneath his boots.

"Rel ease themfromthis spell, mage."



"They are your birds, priest, not mine. '"Tis for you to whistle them hone."

The nonk took a pace further into the room and caught sight of Francis. "Well
well," he said. "I nmight have guessed what brought you scanpering to
Bl ackdown. Your naster never did choose his epithets lightly."

Francis stared at him blankly. "Epithets?" he echoed. "I do not follow"

"No? Then let me enlighten you. Constant penned one word across that report
you sent himfrom Cunberl and. Apostata!" The word dripped |like venomfromthe
monk's |ips and hi ssed anong the shadowy corners of the room "lIndeed you have
much to answer for, Francis."”

"That may be," returned Francis calmy. "But not to you or Lord Sinon."

"We shall see. W shall see,"” said the nonk. "These are friends of yours, |
take it?"

"They are."
"Devil's spawn!"
"Nay, Andrew, as Christ is our judge you wong themutterly."

"I do? Then how, pray, do you explain this?" The nmonk gestured round with his
bow at the mesnerized Falcons. "Is that not the devil's own handi work,
Franci s? O has he offered you sone other plausible explanation?"

"The only devil here is within you, Andrew. This sacred m ssion of yours is
but a conpensation for your own infirmty."

The nmonk's lips tightened into a thin, pale Iine. "Ah, but you shall pay
dearly for that, Francis," he whispered.

"Do you fear the truth so nuch, Brother? Look into your own heart, man. Wat
nourishes it if not the norbid pleasure you derive frominflicting pain upon
t he i nnocent ?"

The nmonk had begun to trenble as though he were afflicted with a sudden pal sy.
"Have a care," he chattered. "Have a care.”

But Francis was relentless. "You are sick, Andrew. Sick unto death. The pl ague
rages in you not in the Kinsfolk. Can you not see that it is yourself you are
striving to destroy?"

The nonk's face had contorted itself into a truly horrifying grimce of pure
hatred. He leveled his bow at Francis then, even as his knuckles were
whitening on the trigger, he half turned. There was a sharp, netallic twang; a
flicker like a trace of black thread on the air; and a cry of anguish from
Jane. Before anyone el se could nove a nuscle the Magpi e had | aunched hi nsel f
full length across the room He struck the nonk just above the knees and
brought himcrashing to the ground. A knife blade glinted briefly in the
shadows; there was a choking cough, and then nothing nore.

Francis struggled to his feet, found hinself once again in effective command
of his own body, and turned to the Kinsman. He saw that he was | eani ng back
against the wall with Jane beside him H's eyes were closed and his right hand
was cl asped across the left side of his chest. "Are you hurt, Thonas?"



"Aye. Sorely. | fear he's just wit anmen to a prayer he penned in Newbury."

"Hi s black soul snokes in hell for it," said the Magpie. "W'I| get you aboard
shi p, Thonas, and doctor you there."

"I"mpast all doctoring, friend. | durst not draw the bolt." Thomas groaned in
sudden, w enching agony and gasped: "Ah, Jane, love. Has it come to this after
al | ?"

"No, no," she whispered passionately. "Carver will save you, Thomas. Only | et
me reach him"

Thomas | et go of the feathered shaft, gazed down ruefully at his bl ood bright
fingers and nuttered: "Your knife, Magpie,"

"Nay, man!" The Magpi e was aghast. "I cannot do it. Do not ask ne."

"In this shoul der,"
Cut!"

panted Thomas. "The Testanent is sewn here. Quick, nan!

The Magpi e stepped close and pricked the knife point along the seam of

wax-t oughened threads till the stitching on the shoul der of the |leather jerkin
gaped apart. Thomas funbled inside the rent and with scarlet fingers drew out
a slimpacket sealed in oilskin. H s eyes sought for Francis. "Speed you to
Corlay with Jane," he panted, thrusting the packet into the priest's hand.
"Take Tom s pi pes and the Testanent and guard all three with your life. Away
now, all of you."

"Il not go!" cried Jane. "You cannot make ne!"

The Kinsman's |life tide was ebbing fast, the color draining visibly fromhis
face as he turned his pain-darkened eyes to hers. "Did you not huesh it,
little witch?" he whispered with a ghost of a smle. "Wiat will be, will be."

She took his face between her hands. "All | beg is that you let me try to
reach him" she pleaded. "Ch, my love, ny own love, let ne try."

Thomas | ooked down upon the face that was so dear to him saw through the
fast-gathering shadows that her eyes were aswmwth tears and could not find
it in his heart to deny her anything. He nodded. "Help me, friends," he
muttered. "Lay nmy head in her lap."

Francis and the Magpi e managed it between them wi ncing inwardly as they saw
the Kinsman's face go ashen gray with pain.

Jane stroked the | ank hair back froma forehead already chill with the cold
dew of hurrying death and, |eaning over him cried soundlessly into the
shadowfilled depths with all the force of her terrified spirit: Help us,

M chael! Help us! Do not |let himdiel

The ward was so silent that the faint hum of the video-recorder sounded al nost
intolerably intrusive as the E-V.C. screen becane filled with the brilliant

i mge of Jane's face and the wonderstrack watchers found thensel ves seem ngly
drifting upwards inperceptibly into her eyes. As the pupils grew ever nore
huge and lustrous Rachel suddenly cried out: "Stop her! Stop her!" and

wr enchi ng hersel f away stunbl ed through into the ward where M chael |ay and
flung hersel f across his unconsci ous body noaning: "Don't, Mke! Don't!
Don't!"

In a second the surface of the screen had dissolved into a slomy swirling



vortex whi ch deepened and darkened until it was reachi ng upwards and outwards
-a weird, interm nable tunnel of shifting shadows anong which faint points of
light could be perceived twinkling like far-off stars in sone renote and
unfam |iar heaven. Around these points drifting waiths of cloudy shade seened
to coagul ate, fornming and dissolving like figures in a fevered dream faces
became ani nal s becane nount ai ns becane castles becane ships becane birds, but
none held their shape for nore than a monent. They formed and refornmed with no
apparent purpose, no real substance, and drifted past and away |i ke ragged
tatters of dark mst.

At last all sense of novenment ceased; the light dimed to an al nost total

bl ackness apart from one mi nute needl epoint of brightness far off in the upper
right hand corner of the screen. The stillness became a pregnant nonent of
trenbling, rocking indecision, and then, quick as a fish darting, they were
flickering off toward the solitary light point. An instant later there was a
concerted gasp of astonishnent as he observers perceived in the depths of the
screen before them a nebul ous shape distilling itself into the spectra
outlines of the face of the man who was at that very nonent |ying unconscious
on a bed ten feet away in the adjoining ward.

-M chael ? M chael ?

- Rachel ?

-Help us, Mchael! Help us!

-You' re not Rachel

-l am | am

-You are The Bride of Tine.

-Save him Mchael. Don't let himdie.

-1 cannot save him

-You can. You did before.

-1 had no choice then. The Bird ..

-Ch, Mchael, you nust help. | need him so,

-You al ready have him

-1 need himalive, M chael

-He is alive within you.

-No, no. Not like that.

-He's in the child. | have done what | had to do.

-1 Tove him M chael

-1 know.

-Must he die?

-W nust all die. Even you



-And you?

Sil ence. Darkness. Her heart bled Iike a wound.

The Kinsman's eyelids fluttered |like weary wi ngs. Overcome with despair Jane
| et her forehead sink until it was resting upon his. Through her sobs she
heard hi m whi sper faintly: "Nay, love, it's right we let himbe. W owe hima
death. I'Il not cheat himnow "

He shivered violently in her cradling arns, opened his eyes for the last tine
and nurnured: "Sweet bride ... Qur song is sung," and lay still.

Chapt er Sixteen

AT TEN M NUTES past seven in the evening, Mchael Carver opened his eyes to
find Rachel bending over him As he did so the E-V.C. screen next door becane
filled with the inmage of her own face.

"M ke?"

The screen flickered and for a bew | dering monment Rachel's face seened to
nmerge into Jane's and then slowy resolved into her own again.

"M ke?"

"Hi, there," he whispered. "It really is you, isn't it? W finally made it."
She bent down and ki ssed himon the nouth. At the sane nonent she felt the
child in her wonb kick lustily and she cried out in sudden ecstatic delight:
"Ch God, God, | thought 1'd never see you | ook at ne again!"

The others came crowding in and clustered round the bed. Dr. Carver blinked up
at their smling faces until gradually it dawned upon himthat he was not
lying on the trolley in the lab. He dragged hinself up on to his el bows and
gave a yelp as the taped drip needle pulled itself free fromhis arm "Wat
the hell's going on?" he demanded hoarsely. "Were am]|?"

"In the General Hospital," said George. "You' ve been out a long tine."

"How | ong?"

"The best part of a fortnight."

"A fortnight!"

"Just about."

"Jesus!"

"Sonme O OB . E, eh?"

"You know t hat ?"

Ceorge turned to Peter. "Mke," he said. "Let nme be the first to introduce you
to a genius-Peter Kl orner."

"Kl orner? Klorner from Stanford?"



"How do you do, Doctor?" said Peter,
man by the hand. "May | say that
tine traveller in the flesh."

M chael

gaped at him

"Let's just say we know enough to have guessed some of the rest,”
a whole lot nore for you to tel

Klorner. "But there's stil

"But how ...?"

"We picked up your O O B.
thing on video."

cont act,

"On video? | don't get it."
"Nor will you till you see the E-V.C."
"E-V. C.?"

"Encephal o- Vi sual Converter," said |an.

Fantastic!"

M ke fl opped back on to the pill ow and
really did happen? That it wasn't just

"Al'l we've got
wait till you see it,

is what we took off your
M ke.

M ke, " said Ceorge.

"Then you do know?"

"I't's out of thi

cl osed his eyes.

an incredi ble Y-d.

P. points," said

If that's a Y-d. hallucination,

reachi ng out and shaking the bew | dered
it's a unique experience to neet

a bona fide

said
us. "

"We've got the whole

s world, Doctor!
"Are you telling me it
trip?"

George. "But just
what's reality?"

"You mean you know about Jane? And the Kinsmen? And the Drowni ng?"

"We' ve pieced sonme of it together. But

The young intern who had been hovering on the fringes of the crowd said:
. He |l ooks just about all

thi nk we ought to let himget some rest

There were imedi ate nurnurs of contrit
bed | eavi ng Rachel isol ated.

M chael

he whi spered. "Do you know?"

"You're Mke Carver," she said. "And |

opened hi s haunted eyes and | ooked up at her

not nuch."”

ion and they al

| ove you."

"So who the hel

"y
into ne."

backed away fromthe

am | ?"

As the rain clouds drew away eastwards fromthe high moors they |eft behind

them a swat he of sky as clear as gol den wi ne.
"Ki ngdom Cone" young Napper gl anced back over

hills of Blackdown and raised his right
defi ance.

The waves sl apped agai nst the heeling hul

his shoul d
in a tunele
and

fist

Standi ng at the hel mof the

er at the purpling
ss gesture of silent
fell back in a hush

of spray. The wake becane a long glimrering line drawn further and further

backwards till it nelted and was | ost

in the shifting currents of the channel

The boy drew a deep breath and began to sing one of the songs which it was no

| onger prudent to sing when ashore:

"Ch, white w ngs, strong white wi ngs,

Ye'll bear ny heart across the sea ..

The sound of his cheerful
Jonsey sat with Francis and Jane.

he |

voice carried down into the hold where his brother
"He can sing al

kes out here," said



Jonsey. "We're well clear of Blackdown now " And he called out: "How s that
sky, boy?"

"Sweet and coming up clear fromthe west!" cried Napper

"Seens like luck is starting to favor us all again," observed Jonsey. "W'lI
have a star to steer by, and if this wind holds up we mght even count on a
sight of the French coast by dawn."

"You hear that, Jane?"

Jane nodded.

"From St. Brieuc it is but a day's ride up to Corlay," said Francis.

"Is it safe to go up on deck now?" she asked.

"Aye," said Jonsey. "There's naught to fear now, |ass."

She pul | ed her cl oak about her and clinmbed up the conpani onway steps. As she
energed on deck Napper grinned at her. "You're wi ser than they are, Jane. It's
fresh up here.™

"That song," she said. "WII you sing it again?"

"Wi ch one?"

"White Wngs."

"Ah, you know it, do you?"

She nodded.

"Then do you sing it along w' ne, lass. Two's better than one. Cone, sit you
here beside ne."

She shook her head. "I can't, Napper,"
hurt. You sing it and I'll listen."

she whi spered. "My heart is too full of

She nade her way forward past the creaking nmast and sat down on the very net
where, though she did not know it, her dead | over had once |l ain. Resting her
achi ng head upon the gunwal e she murnmured: "Wy did you not take nme with you?
Why? Why?" and the tears she had not thought she had left in her to shed, rose
scalding in her eyes while the boy's clear voice sang-

"Ch, white w ngs, strong white wi ngs,
Ye'll bear my heart across the sea,

Ye'll bear ny heart across the nmountains,

To where ny true love "waits for ne.

In the second week of May a gale began to blow fromthe north. For three days
and two nights it howl ed down the Sea of Dee through the Mdland Gap to burst
out scream ng across the wi de wastes of the Sonmersea. Low over the cowering
Mendi ps the flayed cl ouds streanmed unbroken while bel ow themthe rain squalls
| ashed i ke bl ack whi ps and cl awed handful s of spume fromthe backs of the
waves in Taunton Reach. They flew like tufts of fleece to | odge anong the
thorns and scrub oaks of Bl ackdown and skein the seaward forests on the North



Dorset shore. By the evening of the third day the clouds began to break and,
as night fell, stars could be seen pricking through the flying rents and
tatters. Later the nmoon arose and the wi nd dropped abruptly. But the seas
still ran high, raging blackly under the fitful noonshine and roaring anong
t he groined caverns of Quantock Isle.

At dawn, as the tide withdrew, the conbers crept out fromTallon to scratch
for gl eanings anmong the high-piled wack and sea-drift which littered the
coves. In a rock-fanged gulley known as "the Jaws" they stumbled upon the
naked, weed-shrouded corpse of a Kinsnman. He had been dead for weeks and the
splintered stunp of a cross-bow bolt protruding frombetween his ribs
testified as to how he had net his end.

As was their customthey dragged himdown to the water's edge and cast him
back into the wayward currents. For what use is a drowned body to any nman?



