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Introduction

Thisisagory set in Bronze Age Britain, ¢.1500 BC, when the great circles of standing stonesthat were
such afesture of the Neolithic Age were aready more than athousand yearsold, yet il in use as sacred
temples. Hundreds of stone circles have been found throughout Britain, the most famous today being
Avebury and Stonehenge in Wiltshire. That such ahomogeneous culture flourished in communities so
widely separated by dense and dangerous forests, mountains, and wild and stormy sess, is extraordinary.

The Tall Sones beginsin astone circle in Scotland where ayoung girl, Kyra, finds that she has psychic
powers usudly only possessed by the Priesthood. Sheisthrust into asituation of great danger in order to
attempt to rescue her community threatened by adark and menacing evil. Sheisforced to ‘ spirit travel’
before sheis ready, to seek the help of the mighty Lords of the Sun.

Chapter 1
The Discovery

Karne and Kyralay on their belliesin the long grass within Sght of the tall stones of the Sacred Circle,
but well hidden from view themselves. They were about to commit an act of blasphemy. They were
about to spy upon apriest.

Behind them, some distance to the east, was the straight slver line of the sea, from which liquid
strangeness the sun came each day to watch over them.

TheSun!

It was said that men of power had built a Temple to the Sun in the south that contained within its
circumference the answer to al the secrets of the universe. It wasto this Temple Karne longed to go; it
was these secrets he longed to learn.

But first there were mattersin his own village that needed explanation.

* * % %

The priest of their community knew many things. He stood done within the circle of stonesand learnt
answers to questions that most ordinary people never dared to ask. Karne dared to ask, but Karne was
aboy among other boys supposed to work the fields and not question the ancient mysteries. He did not
know why hefelt compelled to question. The other villagers seemed content enough to follow the daily
routine and accept whatever the priest told them, but Karne always found himself discontented, wanting
to know more.

Therituds satisfied the others. They chanted the words, beat the drums, lit the fires, did everything the
priest commanded and found that that was enough for them. But to Karne therewas an invisible part to



the ritual which he knew was the most important part of al, understood only by the priest.
Why?
Why were these things kept from him? His mind felt capable of grasping much more than he was given.

‘These things are no concern of ordinary people,’ hisfather told him. ‘Maal is specid. Hewas choseniin
the ancient days and born to bear the burden of knowledge for our people. It isnot an easy way. He has
nothing of the love and companionship we ordinary people have among ourselves. He lives aone and
carriesdl our lives upon his back. See sometimes how he bends with theweight of it al.’

Karne thought about the priest. He was old, bent and shrivelled like awithered fruit. Surely Death itself
walked not far behind his back. But —and now another picture of the priest came to the boy’smind —on
holy dayswhen he walked the processional way towards the standing stones upon the hill his back
straightened and he carried himsdlf tall and steady, like ayoung man. He entered the Sacred Circle and
he was transformed. Karne had seen him, his eyes burning with a sudden fire as though he saw things
they could not see that made him young again.

Karnewas slent, thinking on these matters, but on another day Karne asked hisfather, ‘What if Mad
dies? Thereisno onein our village or in the land asfar asany of us has ever travelled who istrained to
be a priest. What will become of uswithout a holy man who knows the mysteries?

‘These matters are not for usto think about,” hisfather replied. ‘1t will be taken care of I’
And hewould say no more.

‘It will betaken care of!’

How that sentenceirritated Karne.

How?

How would it be taken care of ?

By whom?

When?

Inwhat manner?

Karne fet hishead would burst if he did not get some answers.

Mad lived done and, as he aged, hardly ever spoke except on holy days. When it was the turn of
Karne sfamily to provide food for the priest, Karne volunteered to take it to him, hoping to have an
opportunity of conversation. But the old man was not at home and Karne was forced to leave the food
and go back to his chores before Maal returned.

But one day when Karne had forced himsalf between the adults crowding beside the processional way to
see Mad pass during one of therituds, he fancied he caught Maa’ seyelooking into his. Hehad a
strange fedling that the eyes of the priest could seeright into his head, see what he was thinking. He
fancied the priest’ slips moved dightly in asmile, but it was dl so fleeting and so quickly past that Karne
could not be sure he had not imagined it. All he knew was that he was trembling and hishead felt as
though it were buzzing.

It wasjust after thisthat he first noticed there was something unusua about his sster Kyra. Up to that



time he had been aware of her as one of hisfamily, two years younger than himself, female and therefore
of not much interest to him. His brothers were more fun to be with, companions on hunting expeditions,
helping him by taking his place when he wanted to escape some planting or some ploughing, coming with
him when he explored beyond the village to thefar hills or the forests, even helping him with the building
of aboat of wood and hide which he was planning to take down to the sea one day in an attempt to find
the fabled Temple of the Sun. He did not believe it was asimpossible asthe Elders said it was, and he
had managed to persuade at least two of hisyounger brothers to be companionsin the adventure.

It was on one of the days when he was working on the boat by himsdlf that the thing happened with
Kyra She camelooking for him with some bread she had baked and, while he finished what he was
doing, she sat on alog and watched him, breaking off pieces of the bread bit by bit and popping them
into her own mouth.

He had told everyone he was making the boat to go fishing. Only J and Okan knew what it wasredlly
for and he had forced them to draw blood and swear they would tell no one. He did not want his
handiwork broken up by someirate Elder on the groundsthat it was againgt the will of the Holy Ones
that he should go looking for the Temple.

Karne pulled one of the hide thongstight with dl his strength, binding it again and again round one of the
ribs. Hetried to hurry, smelling the delicious hot bread and feding annoyed with Kyrafor breaking off so

many pieces.
‘The journey to the Temple of the Sun requires more than just a boat, you know,” she said suddenly.
‘What do you mean?

Hefinished thelast knot hastily and shot out his hand for the last piece of bread before it vanished down
hislittle sgter’ sthroat.

‘Itisajourney on many levels, shesaid camly.
He stared at her astonished. Her face had a strange expression.
“You know | amright,” she continued patiently. ‘ There is no need for you to pretend.’

He swallowed alump of bread unchewed and it stuck in histhroat. He choked and thought bitterly about
his two younger brothers. But even as he thought up suitable punishmentsfor their betrayd of his
confidence, he knew there was something more to Kyra s knowledge than it was possible for the boysto
have given her.

Shewas staring at him camly and for a second he had the same peculiar fedling that he had had when he
had met the eyes of the priest.

Kyracould seeinto his head!
She aso knew thingsthat he did not know.
Hewas horrified and dismissed theideaimmediately.

‘Go away!” Hewas angry with her. *What do you think you are doing interrupting me like this?1 am
busy! And besides,” he added with extremeirritation, ‘you have eaten al my bread!’

He picked up astick and pretended he was going to throw it a her. She laughed and jumped lightly to
the ground. As he watched her running and legping acrossthe field she looked just like an ordinary little



girl again and he was sure he had imagined that she could seeinto histhoughts.
He returned to hiswork disturbed and disgruntled.

Somehow it no longer went so well. He lost confidence that the boat was ever going to be able to sall
acrossthe sea. The hides, however taut and oiled, would not withstand the buffeting of the redlly big
waves. He had seen sea-going boats. In fact he had modelled this one upon them, though hiswas
smaller, and knew this one was not good enough.

Perhapsthat iswhat Kyra had meant.
No, it was not what Kyra had meant.

‘Thejourney to the Temple of the Sun requires more than just aboat,” she had said, and she had said it
with authority asthough she had secret knowledge.

‘Nonsense,” he said loudly, packed up hisbelongings, pulled his boat under the awning of leaves and
branches he had built for it and |eft, marching and striding back to his home as though he were being
watched by someone hewastrying to impress.

* * % %

Some days passed without much of note happening. It rained agreat deal. He saw Kyrabut she seemed
such an unexceptionablelittle girl that he thought more and more he had been mistaken about her.

And then on the next ritual day something happened to renew his suspicion that his Sster was not quite as
she seemed.

The people gathered as usua aong the processiona way on the night of the full moon to watch the priest
tread his dow measured way to the sone circle at the top of the hill. They bowed their heads as usud as
he passed, whispering softly the names of the gods so that their voices sounded like wind through the
leaves and the air vibrated gently to akind of rhythm. Thiswas not to be the spring ritua when they
brought the branches of blossom, nor the winter ritual of fire, it was the moon ritual when the priest
stayed done with the spirit of the full moon and listened to the messages of night. For the Rising the
people stayed with him, the vibrations of their voicesimportant for hiswork.

‘Why isit so important? Karne thought defiantly. ‘What are these sounds that they matter so much?

He knew they were the names of gods, but there were many gods and these were only afew of their
names.

‘“What would happen if | whispered different names?
‘Do not,” Kyrawhispered in answer to histhought. ‘It would be dangerous for him.’

He spun round and stared at the dark shape of her face. The moon had not yet risen and it was too dark
to see clearly, but he had the feding her eyes were upon him and that she could * seeinto hishead.” A
chill ripple passed under his skin, but he said nothing. He made sure he whispered the correct words.

At moon rise the momentum of the vibrations changed and finaly stopped. With thefirst glint of brilliant
light the whispering became chanting which grew louder and louder, faster and fagter, until the time when
the enormous disc of blazing light wasin full view, itslower rim resting on the horizon. At this point the
priest raised hisarmsin a sudden splendid movement, and with that the immense vibrating sound of the
chanting cut, stopped, utterly ceased. In dead silence the visible counterpart of the invisible moon spirit



lifted clear of the horizon and sailed mgegticdly into theream of the dars.

The villagers watched with an awe that never grew less no matter how often they took part in this
ceremony.

After atimeless moment of watching, of worshipping, the priest moved again, hisarmslowered to
shoulder height, cutting the air Sdeways with a sharp movement. The villagersturned to go, leaving their
priest to communicate with the spirits and the gods.

In the morning, when they gathered again at the coming of first light, Karne noticed that the priest, who
normally walked lightly asthough he felt no sirain, sumbled dightly on the path, and as he did so looked
up swiftly to seeif anyone had noticed. No one except Karne and Kyra had, and the priest’ s eyes found
them out immediately. His sharp eyes penetrated Karne' smind briefly and blazingly, daring him to repesat
what he had seen, and then turned to Kyra's, where his gaze stayed, and Karne could sense a shaft of
consciousness |egp between them like lightning in astormy sky.

But even as heregistered it, it was over, and the old priest was gone, surrounded by the Elders.
Thistime Karne was determined to find out what was happening with Kyra.

‘I did not imagineit, hetold himsdf and followed her closdly. But she was walking with her mother, their
arms linked, and there was no way he could talk to her alone.

It was not till late that afternoon that he managed to corner her.

‘I must talk to you,” he said urgently, knowing that it was only amatter of moments before their baby
sster would tire of playing in the mud puddie and demand Kyra s attention again.

She knew at once what he meant and nodded.
‘Where? he asked tersely.

She thought about it serioudy for amoment.
‘Near the boat?

She knew thiswas ardatively secret place and a place he went to often to get away from people. J and
Okan werefar away this afternoon helping their father in the forest, so they would be no bother.

‘Good,” hesaid. ‘When?

She shrugged and looked at the baby covered in mud from head to foot. It grinned up at her withitslittle
toothless gums black with the mud it had been stuffing into its mouth.

They could not help laughing.
“You had better get it cleaned up,” Karne said. ‘1 will be at the boat. Come when you can.’

Hewas glad he did not have the task of cleaning the baby and he wondered how much mud it had
swallowed and whether it would be sick asit had been the last time. Poor Kyra.

Poor Kyra?

The priest had looked at her in away he had never seen him look at anyone el se.



The priest had smiled & her.
Why?
He had looked at Kyra as though he knew her in some way.

Something was beginning to happen out of the ordinary, and Karne wasfinding it very intriguing and
exating.

He waited impatiently for Kyrato cometo him. If she did not hurry they would have no timeto talk; it
would be time for the sun to set and the setting sun meant family prayers and then the evening medl. By
rights he should be hel ping now with the animals, but with any luck therest of the family would manage
and hewould get away with amild reprimand from hisfather. For al his questioning he would not like to
miss the evening prayers. The dark was not athing to face unprepared.

Kyracameat last.

He pounced on her.

‘What isgoing on? he demanded.
She hesitated amoment.

‘I do not redly know,” she said dowly, her face thoughtful, but it ssemstome. . . sometimes. . . |
know things. .. | mean| fed asthough | know things. . . | cannot possibly know . . . like. . . like
people sthoughts. . . before they say something ..

‘I knew it,” shouted Karne triumphantly. * Y ou can seeinto my head!”
‘I cannot!” Kyraanswered indignantly and vehemently.

‘Well, sometimes you look as though you can!”

Kyra s expression was distraught.

‘| do not meanto,” she said miserably. ‘It just happens.’

Karne was very excited and was waking up and down restlessly.

‘Itisgreat! It isthe most wonderful thing! Why on earth are you looking so miserable? Hewastalking
faster and faster as he walked about. ‘ There is no end to the things we can do with ataent likethat . .

‘We?
Kyralooked astonished, but Karne took no notice of her.

‘The priest Maal can do that. | know he can. He looked into my head in just the same way as you did the
other day. Wewill be ableto find out al kinds of thingsthisway. We may even be able to find out what
heisthinking. ..

‘Karne,” Kyrabegan to beredly darmed. ‘What are you saying? Y ou will be stricken by the godsfor
such blasphemy! A priest’ sthoughts are sacred. All hisways and his knowledge are secret. They must
besecret ..’

‘Why must they be? Karne chalenged, his eyesblazing at the thought of al the power they could have if



Kyraredly could seeinto peopl€ sthoughts.
‘It has always been so, since the ancient days!’ she cried.

‘Well, these are not the ancient days! And why do | fed in myself such urgency, such desperation to
know the thingsit isforbidden to know if the time has not come to know them?

Kyralooked at him with wide eyes. He seemed inspired. Possessed?

‘Karne,’ shewhispered, afraid for him. ‘It cannot be! Calm yoursalf! Besides. . .’
She hesitated.

‘Besdeswhat? Hefound himsdlf shouting.

‘Besides. . . | do not have this great power you seemto think | have. . . only sometimes. . .
occasonally | get glimpses. . . only bitsand pieces. . . nothing one could rely on. And besides. . .’ she
sadagan.

‘Besdeswhat? He shouted again, his voice amazingly loud and unlike his own.

‘Bedides. . . evenif | had the powersyou think | have | would not use them the way you want meto use
them. Only the priest can know the High Secrets. It is not fit for usto know them.’

‘“Why not fit? He chalenged her angrily, but she held her ground bravely.
‘Wdll, not safe then.’

‘How not safe?

“We cannot know the whole, and to know only the parts can be mideading.’

He thought about thisfor awhile, somewhat sullenly. He sat on the grasswith his head in his hands,
thinking deeply.

‘Yousee’ shesaid at last in avery smdl voice, ‘1 cannot see what you are thinking now. | can never
make it happen. It just seemsto happen . . . by itsdf . . . sometimes. .

Hedill sad nothing.
She dtrained to catch histhoughts, ‘to seeinto hishead,” but she could not.

Shefdt miserable and wished that she had never told him. She wished that it had never happened to her
inthefirst place. Before this day she had found it disturbing, but not frightening. Now she was wondering
if it was an evil. She had never seen Karne in such amood.

But his mood was changing even as she was thinking this.

‘Kyra,’ hesad, raising hishead from his hands and looking at her more camly, but with something in his
eyesthat had not been there before. ‘| am sorry. | did not mean to frighten you.’

She noticed that there was a hint of respect in hisvoice, and affection.
Shelooked a him uncertainly.

‘This matter isimportant. We must think about it. The gods must have given you thisgift . . . surdly to



some purpose?

She il looked doubtful and unhappy.
‘Think?

She shook her head sadly.

He could see there was no point in pushing her further at the moment. Her pace was not his pace. He
would have to be patient with her, but he would not let the matter rest forever.

They waked home together, and yet not together, two very smal separate figuresin a huge landscape,
the gigantic red sun god that ruled over their lives diding past them into the dark regions of the west, the
tall stones on the hill growing taller asthey grew darker and sharper in outline againgt the brilliant
luminosity of the sky

Kyrashivered dightly as she looked at them. They had aways seemed holy before, protective, the
priest’s concern and none of hers. But now it camein to her mind that somehow her destiny was crossing
theirsand her lifeasalittle girl minding babies and grinding med for the family was going to change. She
stopped walking and stared at them. They grew longer and longer, dark shapes reaching great distances
into the universe, the light behind them growing in intensity of pale yellows and greensto anincredible
white. It seemed to her that she was staring into the heart of Light and it was blinding her.

She dropped her face into her hands and squeezed her eyes shut to avoid the hurting of the light, but she
could fed it ill.

The light and the circle were both within her in some way, and yet, at the sametime, outsde her,
encompassing everything that existed.

She encompassed everything that existed?
She was the circle encompassing everything that existed.

Nothing existed that was not within herself.

* k % %

Karne was shaking her.
‘Kyral Kyral" hewas calling, hisface astudy of anxiety. ‘What isthe matter? Kyral’

The vison disappeared and she was left a shaken and shuddering little girl in the growing dark, her
brother’ s rough hands upon her shoulders, hisworried face, very much outside her own, taring at her in
congternation.

Still shivering, shelooked around her. The light was gone and the sky was dimming rapidly. The stones
on the hill looked very ordinary and were dmost fading from sight. A last straggling string of birdswas
trailling off to the forest in the south, some of them caling mournfully. Friendly smoke from home fireswas
risng beyond the barley fidd.

‘OhKarne,’ she cried, tears streaming from her eyes, but laughing at the same time with the sheer
pleasure of the ordinariness of everything. ‘ That beautiful, beautiful smell of wood smoke!’

Karne dropped his hands from her shoulders and took her hand. They ran towards their home together,
looking at nothing but the ground benegth their feet.



Chapter 2
TheMind of Madl

They did not refer to this again for some time, but both thought a great dedl about it. They had touched
on something they had not understood, about themsalves and about the world they lived in. Although
there was no outward sign in their daily livesthat anything had changed, they both knew there was no
going back to where they had been before.

* k * %

One day the Elders called ameseting of the community.

There was some murmuring and grumbling from many of the villagers. It was not convenient to leave the
work they were doing at this point, but a command from the Elders could not be disobeyed.

AsKarne hurried from the fields in answer to the call he found Kyra carrying their baby sister on her hip.
Hewalked beside her.

‘Do you know why thereisto be ameeting? he asked.
She shook her head.
At that moment they were joined by others asking the same question.

The village gatherings were aways held beside an enormous flat stone that formed akind of natura
platform. It was heavily striated from north to south, scratched and gouged in the ancient days by some
forcethe villagers did not dare to contemplate.

While the people were arriving the Elders walked with measured, dignified stieps around the outside
circumference of the Sacred Circle on the hill, and when everyone was present and the expectant
chattering had died down, they took their places on the platform, each one standing in aposition echoing
the position of one of the mgjor stonesin the Sacred Circle. They formed akind of living circle, their chief
spokesman nearest to the people.

The ordinary members of the community never entered the Sacred Circle of standing stones. The seven
Elders were permitted under special conditions at specid times, but otherwise no one dared to go within
range of its powerful influence except the priest who had been trained for many yearsto work safely with
its secret energies.

There was something very awesome about the stones. They had been chosen in the ancient daysin ways
the villagers did not understand, for purposes they did not understand. They were content to leave them
well done.

Karne was beside Kyra and they put the baby on the grassto play. He noticed that as Thorn, the chief
Elder, began to speak, Kyra stiffened dightly and began concentrating on hiswordsin away that gave
Karne the impression that she was hearing more than he was saying. He was so interested in her
reactions he missed the whole first part of the message. When he became aware at last of what the man
was saying it was something about change . . . and adjusting their lives. . .

His attention was riveted at once. Was something actually going to change in their settled ways at last?

‘What . . . what isgoing to change? he whispered urgently to Kyra



Sheraised her hand to stop the interruption of her concentration and he fell silent immediately. Thiswas
not the gesture of hislittle sster, but of some stranger with authority.

‘... he has been chosen by the gods and will serve us with the dedication that the Lord Maa has shown
throughout histimewith us. Nothing will be disturbed. It isthe naturd timefor change’

For the first time Karne noticed that the priest was not present in hisusua place.
Was he dead?

Asthe Elder stopped speaking, akind of movement went through the crowd of listenersthat Karne had
seenin abarley field on awindy day. The hillsde did not seem to be covered with individuas but with a
kind of composite being that reacted, sighed and moved as one. Only Karne, seeing it, felt himsalf

Separate and apart.
Heturned to Kyra. Shetoo stood aone.

‘Isthe Lord Maal dead? he asked.

She shook her head.

‘No, but heisabout to die,” shesaid camly.
‘Isheill?

Karne remembered seeing the old priest ssumble.

She shook her head again, but said nothing. There was aline between her eyes and he could see that she
was deep in thought. He tried to keep from asking her questions, but he found he could not hold the
Slence between them for more than afew moments.

‘“Who will be the new priest?

Kyra had picked the baby up and turned to go. She did not reply.
Karnefollowed her indgsting on an answer.

‘A new priest iscoming to take Mad’ s place?

‘That iswhat hesaid,” she replied, but there was something in the flatness of her voice that made him
know that there was more to the story.

‘What do you mean “said’? he said. * Do you think he will come?
Kyrawaked on thoughtfully for awnhile.
‘Kyra?

‘l do not know,” she said impatiently at last. ‘ He said there would be anew priest coming from the
Templeof the Sun, but . . . | do not know . . . | sensed something else. . . somethingwrong . . .’

‘“What do you mean?

‘| cannot be sure. . . but Thorn seemed not to be speaking thetruth . . . anditisastrangething . . .’
Here Kyra seemed to be staring at something Karne could not see. ‘| do not see anew priest coming to
us...



‘Perhaps Mad will not die?
‘Mad will die..
‘Perhaps he will die before the new priest has arrived and there will be a period when thereisno priest.’

‘The godswould surely not dlow that,” Kyrasaid firmly, but she sounded more like her ordinary self
when shesadit.

Karne had taken to distinguishing two peoplein Kyra, the child sster and the stranger who could ‘ see
into heads' . The stranger had been there a moment before, but aready the child was taking over. There
was no point in questioning her any longer. He moved off and went back to his duties with much to think
about.

* * % %

The priest in the community was the guardian of the Mysteries, the messenger of the gods. He
communicated with a network of priests across the world and spirits across the universe, so that their
community could develop in harmony and peace as part of agreater whole.

Mad had served them well for many years, attending to their sick, presiding at birth and degth, guiding
them on good and evil, on rain and drought. They were sorry histime had come to move on to other
dutiesin the hierarchy of the spirit world, but they accepted it.

It was the way.

* * % %

Whiletherest of the village was anticipating the arrival of the new priest with pleasurable excitement,
Karne was worried and intrigued by what his sister had experienced.

It wasto find out what was behind that experience that he and his Sster cameto belying on their bellies
inthe long grass within sight of the circle of Sacred Stones, unseen but seeing, asthe priest Maal came
aone and without the ceremonia crowds to commune with whoever he communed with, within the circle.

Asthey watched he seemed not to be aware of their presence. His face was thoughtful and withdrawn as
he walked evenly and camly between the entrance stones.

They had never been so near the sacred place before and Karne could hear his heart beating loudly. At

first he thought it was the earth pounding with akind of deep rhythm, but then he redlized it was coming

from insde himsdlf. Hewondered if Kyra s heart was doing the same, but she looked calm enough. Her
head was raised dightly and her expression was one of concentration and intensity.

The priest walked to each stone in turn, touching it with his forehead and pausing as though he were
sensing something from the stone through hisforehead, and came to stand at |ast before the huge
recumbent one in the southwest quadrant that was a different shape to the others and was flanked by the
tallest pair of stlanding stones. He stood for along timein front of it, his head dightly bowed, thinking . . .
or wasit lisening? Then he put hisback to it, lay againgt it, with hisarms spread out on either Sde, the
tips of hislong and sengitive fingers stretched towards the two uprights on either side. He tipped his head
back to lie upon the stone with asigh, and the two watchers noticed the sun was & its highest point of the
day and blazed down upon hisface.

They dared to creep a shade nearer the circle the better to observe hisface and were startled to seea
strange palor upon it, the muscles relaxed in away that made them think of dead people they had seen.



‘Heisdead!” Karne whispered in horror. ‘He has come hereto die!’

But Kyraheld up her hand and her inner senseswere alert. She shook her head amost imperceptibly and
with the gesture of her hand prevented Karne making any further movement or sound. Her face was
strained and she was leaning forward as though she were trying to catch some minute breath of sound too
small for norma earsto catch. He recognized the stranger in her and waited patiently, watching her more
than the priest now, admiring the concentration of her attention, the tillness of her body. She scarcely
seemed to be breathing.

Asthetime went on every musclein his body ached and itched to move. He dared not and yet he could
not stop himsalf. He sensed there was dmost athread asfine as a spider’ sweb from the girl to the priest
and any movement on his part would snap it. But he could bear it no longer. They seemed to have been
therefor hours and asfar as he could see nothing was happening. He moved at last and as he had feared
his movement cracked the girl’ s delicate and subtle concentration.

An expression of loss, followed by irritation and amost didike, flitted across her face as she turned to
him. She seemed at first bewildered as though she had forgotten where she was and looked as though
she were about to say something. He seized her shoulder and pulled her lower in the grass, at the same
time indicating with ajerk of hishead the danger of their Situation so close to the Sacred Circle, spying on
the priest.

Her face registered recognition, quickly followed by panic. He flung hisarm around her comfortingly and
they lay flat in the grass. They could hear the priest moving in the circle now, but were too frightened to
raisetheir heads. Karne could fed hissster’ s body trembling under hisarm. He suddenly wished they
were far away and had not done this blasphemous thing. It seemed to him the footsteps were coming
nearer and nearer and he braced himsalf for some terrible blast of wrath.

But nothing happened.

Mad waked camly out of the circle between the two entrance stones and steadily and quietly down the
path as though he knew nothing of their presence.

‘He knows,” whispered Kyra, tears streaming down her cheeks. ‘He knows!’ She was very much the
litle girl again.

‘Nonsense!” he sad, feding bolder now that the priest had moved off. * He would have said something to
us. Comeon, let usleavethisplace!’

Hewas longing to ask her what had been happening when she had been concentrating so intensely. He
was sure something had been going on that was beyond his senses, but the place had become oppressive
for him now and he wanted to get asfar away as he could fromit.

Shefdt the same and before the priest was safely out of sight the two were scrambling down the hill and
running and tripping and diding down into the valley where Karne kept his boat.

Once there they flung themsel ves panting down on the grass and tried to collect their thoughts. After
giving her what he considered enough time to recover, Karne asked her what had happened in the circle.
She was along time answering and then spoke dowly as though she were trying to find wordsfor an
experience that did not redly have wordsto expressit.

‘Strange,’” shesaid. ‘Very strange. He seemedto.. .l mean...heseemedto...goaway ...

Karnewas saring at her intently, anxious not to missaword.



‘“What do you mean? Asthough he were dead?

‘No. Not like that. Asthough he had gone away . . . somewhere else. At first when | wastrying to reach
histhoughts | could not get anything . . . but it was different to the other timeswhen | try to see people's
thoughtsand | cannot. Thosetimes| cannot because there are too many thoughts crowding . . . making
too much “noise” somehow . . . Thistime there was nothing there . . . asort of absolute blank . . . asort
of dlence. . . asthough there were no thoughtsto see’

‘Helooked dead.’

‘At first | thought hewasdead . . . asyoudid. . . but | knew hewas not. | could not make out what was
happening . . . and then it seemed to me | wasinside his head looking out.’

Karne sat bolt upright at this.

‘What did you see?

Shewassilent, struggling to find the right words.

‘I did not seewhat | expected to see,’ she began dowly.

‘What did you expect to see, for the gods' sake!” cried Karne impatiently. She was so dow!

‘The Sacred Circle, the sun, the hillsand fields al around us here. . .” She swept her amsinanarcto
indicate everywherein every direction they could see.

‘What did you see then? Darkness? Karne prompted.
‘Sort of. At first.
‘And then?

‘Andthen. .. | saw other people. .. very dimly ... | could not make out their faces. . . standing round
himinacircledl touchinghands. . .inacircle.. .

‘And?
‘ And beyond them, standing stones. . .’
‘Ours?

‘No. Much bigger . . . different ones. . . the circle seemed to be enormous. . . and beyond the stones
there seemed to be akind of hill . . . | suppose abank that went right round behind the stones. . . you
could not seeover it . . . therewas no landscape beyond . . " Her voicetrailed away.

‘What else? he cried impatiently.

‘l an sorry,” she said miserably, putting her head in her hands, ‘1 antrying. .. butitwasal s0...s0..
. drange. . . and aready | cannot believel redly sawit ...

‘Youdid. You did seeit! Try and remember.’
She shook her head.

‘That wasall.’



‘Werethey saying anything . . . the other people?
‘No...ldonotthinkso...
‘What werethey . . . priests? Elders? Ordinary people?

‘Priegts| think . .. | am not sure. . . but they were inside the stone circle and they were trying to
communicatewithMad ...

‘Communicate? Y ou said they were not saying anything!”

‘They werethinking . . . they weredl thinking the samething . . . that was why they were holding hands
inacircle. They wereredly trying . . .’

‘“What were they thinking?

‘I do not know.’

Karne gave an exclamation of disgust.
‘Think!”

‘l am! | am!’ shecried, ‘but it isso hard. My head is hurting!” She rocked backwards and forwards
holding her head in her hands.

Karne pulled himsdlf together.

‘All right. I am sorry. Let us see now what we have. Maal entersthe Sacred Circle, our Sacred Circle,
goes round touching the stones with hisforehead . . . goesinto akind of . . . akind of degth ... or ...
deep. .. and inthat deep he travels somewhere else to another, larger Sacred Circle. . . leaving his
body behind here. Y ou somehow get into his head and go with him. Other priests ‘think’ inacircle round
him . . . but you do not know what they are thinking. Isthat right so far?

‘ YS_’
‘What happened then?

‘I do not know. | was suddenly in my own body again and you seized me and pushed me down in the
grass!

Karnewas slently cursing himself for having moved when hedid. It was hisfault she had jerked back.
He sat, thinking hard, his hand automatically stroking Kyra s hair. He could see from her eyesthat she
had a very bad headache. She had become very important to him and must be looked after. The germ of
an idea began to grow in hismind but he had sense enough to see that Kyra had had enough strain and
worry for the day and would not take kindly to hislatest scheme, which was even more dangerous and
daring than the last. How he wished he did not have to work through Kyraal thetime. If only he had
these powers himself! He wondered if she could teach him, but he knew she did not redlly know how
they worked, nor even how to control them herself, dthough it seemed to him they were certainly
growing. What she had done this day was so much more complicated than what she had ever been
capable of before.

‘Kyra,’” hesad gently, ‘how do you doit?
Shelooked at him questioningly.



‘ mean . .. canyouexplan...what doyou do to get into someone' s head?
‘Nothing,” shesaid sadly. ‘It just happens.’

‘But surely you notice something . .

‘No,” shesaid firmly. ‘It just happens.’

And she would say no more. He decided to leaveit for the day and led her home. Their mother watched
them coming dowly aong the path and was ready with a sharp and voluble stream of abuse for their
lazinessin leaving her to do dl their chores for awhole afternoon. They would not be drawn on where
they had been and eventually she gave up trying to find out and settled for doubling their evening duties as
punishment.

Karne, seeing that Kyrawas near to dropping with fatigue, took over some of her tasks and let her crawl
into her warm straw bed early.

Although he wastired too, when he cameto lie down he could not deep for along time. There was much
to think about. A shaft of moonlight came through the doorway and fell upon Kyraas she lay deeping,
one pae arm outside the fur rug, lying beside her on the stamped clay floor, her face hollowed with
shadow but curioudy beautiful and peaceful.

‘Sheisgrowing up,” he thought. ‘1t will not be long before she will be givenin marriage” And he began
to fed the urgency of what he wanted to do with her pressing upon him. But he knew that if he rushed her
too much, worked her too hard, he could get nothing from her. 1t was like watching a plant grow, nothing
would hurry it beyond its natura pace, though watering and care would help alittle.

Chapter 3
The Experiment

The next day Kyrawould not talk of the matters of the previous afternoon. She avoided Karne and
worked very hard and very close to her mother. He decided not to push her but to work on the
background to his new plan by himsdlf. When J and Okan called him to work on the boat he said he had
more important things to attend to and that they could have the boat for fishing sometimesif they were
prepared to spend time on it by themselves. They were overjoyed and rushed off to it a once.

He sought out one of the Elders of the community, Faro, and set about questioning him as much as he
dared. He wanted to know all there was to know about the Sacred Circle and the priest, and how often
the priest vigited the circle. He redly wanted to know when it would be safe for him and Kyra at the
circle. He also wanted to know if Faro could throw any light on the mystery Kyra had sensed
surrounding the arriva of the new priest.

No one knew when hewould arrive, Faro told him, but he was expected soon. They al hoped Maal
would not die before the new priest appeared.

‘He does not seemiill,; Karne said as casudly as he could.

‘That is because he is a brave man and knows how to hideit,” Faro said. ‘ Thorn saysheisvery ill and
very near to death.’

‘“How doesthe new priest know when it isthe timeto come?

‘Thegodstdl him’



‘Where does he come from?
‘From the Temple of the Sun in the south.’
‘What isthis Temple of the Sun?Isit for men or for gods?

‘Itisfor both. It isaplace so holy that families of importance come from al over the world to worship
and to bury their dead within sight of its Sacred Circle. But it isused for training aswell, and initiates from
thisland and from beyond the seas come to learn the mysteries from its powerful priesthood.’

‘It sounds a place of great wonder. How | would love to go there!’

‘No one of our community has ever been there except the Lord Maal,” Faro said. ‘He was trained there.
Hehastold meof it

‘What did hetdl you? What isit like? Karne s voicewas eager.

‘There are many templesto our godsin our land but none so grand as The Temple of the Sun upon that
southern plain. It isnot just one circle, but severd. Oneis so filled with magic that it controls the sun and
moon.’

“How can that be? The sun and moon are gods! No man, however holy, can command obedience from
them!’

Karne' sface registered his amazement and old Faro was ddlighted at the attention he was getting.

‘Ah, but in thisholy place the stones are tdler than you have ever seen, and there isa god-like priest who
commands the moon to disappear —even when it isfull in the ky, blazing in dl itsglory, he commands it

and it disappears’

By the end of this sentence Faro’ s voice had risen from the low, hushed note of awe to a crescendo of
triumph. He was enjoying impressing Karne.

The boy was truly shaken. These were wonders indeed.
‘And from this place our new priest will come? he asked, impressed.

‘Not the very same. Thereis another grest circle, part of the same Temple, but aday’ s hard walking
fromit. A circle so gresat that we cannot conceive of it. | believeit hasawall of earth surrounding it that
took athousand men athousand daysto build.’

‘A wall of earth surrounding it? Karne dmost shouted, remembering Kyra' s description of her
experiencein Mad’ s degp-mind. ‘ And many standing stones, much bigger than the oneswe have?

‘Yes,’ Farosad, surprised.
‘And many priests, not only one like ours?
‘Y es, many priests and many acolytes, initiates and students of al degrees.’

Karne was sure thiswas the place. He was wildly excited and had grest difficulty in stopping himsalf
dancing about and hugging the bony old man.

‘Has Maal ever been back there? he asked, trying to restrain himsdf. ‘I mean . . . snceheleft asa
young priest to come here’



‘Itisajourney of many, many moons. Seasons of planting and of reaping would go by and till one
would not arrive there.”

‘I know. | know itisalong way. But has he ever said he has been back there?

‘He has not | eft this village sSince he arrived here when | wasyoung,” Faro said with conviction.
Karne tried another tack.

‘From whom does he receive hismessages? he asked, trying to sound casudl.

‘From the gods, of course,” old Faro said impatiently, as though any fool would know that.

Karne thought about it for awhile and was shrewd enough to know that he would not find out anything
more from Faro. Faro, athough along-established Elder, did not know dl there was to know.

Karne decided to speak directly to Madl.

During the next few days Karne watched for an opportunity to spesk with the old priest every moment of
hiswaking time. He volunteered to dig a certain field strip that had not been dug for years and
consequently was particularly difficult, because it overlooked Mad’ s house. He broke many a sturdy
digging stick and antler pick and worked until his back was aching. Hisfather was amazed, but said
nothing.

‘Perhaps my prayers have been answered,” he thought, ‘and Karne will settle to being agood farmer
yet.

The boy’ s determined effort gave him some rewards. He learnt something of the priest’ s movements.
Sunrise, sunset and midday seemed particularly holy times. Maal was often at the Sacred Circle then. He
had heard from Faro, and indeed he knew from his own experience, that certain rituas had to happen at
night, but the times of these he could not figure out without the star knowledge possessed by the priest.
He decided againgt the night for his plan. The priest’s movements were too unpredictable then and the
darkness, faced done, too full of danger. There were nights when even the moon did not shine and on
those nights the wolves and the spirits of darkness prowled freely.

Onthethird day of work on thefield there was atime when Karne might have approached Maal directly.
He could see the old man standing between the wooden entrance columns of his house, looking over the
land to thefar line of the sea. Karne fancied that he looked once or twice in hisdirection, and he could
fed the old priest’ sgaze dmost like atouch upon his skin, amost like an invitation.

The second time this happened Karne put his digging stick down and prepared to run the distance
between them, his heart pounding strangely, because what he was about to do was contrary to rule and
custom in their community. But even as he took the first step the priest took a step back into the
shadows, and Karne was unnerved. It would mean he would have to approach in full view of the old
man, but Maa himself would not be visble to him. Karne hesitated, but he till might have dared to go
ahead had he not seen Thorn gpproaching the house from the direction of the village. It must have been
the sght of him that made Madl retrest S0 suddenly into the shadows.

Karne abandoned his plan, picked up his stick again and dug so vicioudy with it that he snapped it in half.
He flung the pieces down with irritation, turned on his hedl and strode back to hisfather’ s house.

‘Kyral’ he said in acommanding tone that surprised even himsdlf. ‘ Come!’

Heled her away from the place where she was scouring some earthenware bowls with sand and ash.



‘What isit?
She had to run to keep up with his striding pace.

‘Thereis something | want you to do for me,” he said with such determination that there seemed to be no
question but that she would obey him.

‘Not spying on the priest again!” she cried.
‘No, not spying on the priest again.’
Shewasrdieved, but not for long.

‘Karne, where are we going? She realized suddenly they were making for the Sacred Circle again and
approaching it from the side away from the village so that they could not be seen. *We are not going to
the Sacred Circle?

‘Yes, weare. And thistimeyou are going indgde!’
Kyrastopped immediately, horrified.

‘Karne!” she gasped. ‘ You cannot mean it!’
‘Yes, | do.’

She turned to run, but he wastoo quick and too strong for her. He held her arm so tightly that she cried
out with the pain.

‘Karne, you are hurting me!’

Herdeased hisgrip dightly, but did not let her go.

‘Now listen, | have worked it al out. There will be nothing to fear.’
‘Then why do you not do it yoursaf?

‘Because | do not have the powersyou have!’

‘I have no powers!” she cried miserably.

“Y ou have. We both know you have. Think for amoment and stop crying like ababy. Would the gods
have given you these powers, dmost those of apries, if they did not intend you to use them for their
benefit?

Shewas slent, knowing unhappily that he was somehow going to trap her into doing something she knew
she should not do. He had always had this power over her. She loved him and she hated him at the same
time and somehow he always won.

Y ou said yourself when you were listening to the message about the new priest that you felt there was
something wrong. No new priest iscoming. The Elders believe heis coming. The community believe that
heiscoming. Mad even believesthat heiscoming. But you know heisnot. Thisisimportant. Y ou must
find out what isgoing on. Y ou are needed. Y ou are our only hope of finding the truth.’

‘But | may have beenwrong.’

‘1 hope you were. But we must make sure’



‘But Maal’ s powers are great. He would not be mided or mistaken.’

‘How do we know that? Heis an old sick man. We saw how hisflesh hung loosely upon his bones, how
pale hisface, how he sumbled after the long night of messages. His powers may not be as strong asthey
used to be. He may need our help.’

‘Thisis blagphemy!’

‘No. Believe me, we do it for the gods' sake, for Madl’ s sake. | have seen him look at you. He needs
you.

Kyrawas slent. It was true he had looked at her in away that was no ordinary way of looking. It was
true that hewas old and probably ill, otherwise there surely would be no talk of anew priest for their
village. It was dso true that she had the strangest fedling that she could not see anew priest coming. But
how could she know if thiswasimagination or not? When she was having these strange ‘fedings she
was sure she was not imagining them, but once they were past she was not so sure.

Karne could see that she was hesitating, and he released her arm very gently. She rubbed it
absent-mindedly where his grip had reddened her skin, but her attention wasfar away.

‘But it isforbidden to enter the circleif oneisnot aninitiate of the priesthood or an Elder,’ shesaid at
last, but her voice had no more serious protest init.

Karne smiled, rdlieved, knowing that he had dmost won.

‘No one hasforbidden us. It isjust an old custom. | admit it would be wrong to go to a sacred place to
play, but to find the truth to help one’ s people.. . . that must surely be alowed!’

Kyraalowed hersdlf to be led to the very rim of the circle —and there she stopped.
‘No,” shesad, ‘| cannot.’
“You saw what Madl did that day. Do thesame. . . seeif it works. Try.’

She seemed to be pulled from every direction now. She was standing close to the tall stonesand she
could amogt believe shefdt them pulling her towards them. She wasin many ways as curious as Karne
to explore her capacities and find out more about the Mysteries, but she had a stronger respect for law
and custom than her brother and feared the consequences of meddling with forbidden things.

Hisvoice was soothing and his arguments convincing.
‘Would it redly harm,” she thought, ‘to try?

Still hesitating, she put her hand upon the nearest stone, tentatively, compelled by curiosity. The stone
itsdlf wastaller than the tallest man she had ever seen. As her hand touched it her eyeswere drawn to
study it. The surface seemed cold and hard at firg, like ordinary stone, and then began strangely to * hum
through her fingers, asthough it were forming a deep relationship with her which shewould find hard to
break. It had seemed grey from a distance, but when she looked at it closdly it wasamass of crystas
pressing together, black, white, Slver and grey, their myriad surfaces glinting light in different intengties,
from different angles, and through them dl, running from earth to sky, from sky to earth, long intricate
passages of crystd, ribs and paths and channd s of crysta of dazzling whiteness. Her finger traced one of
the lines upwards and she had the strangest feeling for amoment as though she hersalf waswithin the
stone and somehow flowing upwards.



She withdrew her hand hastily and took a step back. Karne was close behind her and very gently, but
very firmly, propdled her forward. Her shoulder rubbed againgt the stone as she passed into the circle
and she noticed that her flesh tingled dightly. She fancied for amoment that the stone could fedl her
presence as clearly as she could fed the presence of the stone. But she did not think about thisfor long
because she became aware that she, Kyra, was within the Sacred Circle and committed now beyond
recal.

Shewastrembling and her heart was pounding with the enormity of the sacrilege she was committing, but
somehow she was hdd within the circle and could not have left even if she had tried.

Karne was outside, watching her anxioudy, afraid now that he had gone too far, but she was not aware
of him. It seemed to her shewasdonein dl the world and no one could help her.

And then she remembered dimly Maa’ s movements on the day they had watched him, and dowly,
tentatively, she went to the first tone and placed her forehead close againgt it as she had seen him do.
She closed her eyes and waited, not knowing what to expect. She had chosen to start with the one she
had already touched. Somehow she felt there was aready arapport there between them that would be
lessfrightening than with the others. At first her own body was reacting so violently with fear she could
fed nothing but the racing of her blood and the pounding of her heart. But gradualy the stone seemed to
take over and she quietened down, restful peace began to seep through her, and as she went from stone
to stone repesting the ritua she grew camer and camer, till when she reached the find stone shewasin
such astate of peace she had no recollection of her former doubts and fears and leaned, as she had seen
Mad do, asthough it were the most natural thing in the world and she had done it often. Shelay, relaxed
and till, her arms stretched to their limits, but not straining. At first she felt nothing but peace and
well-being, dmogt as though she were faling adeegp on agrassy bank in the sunshine.

Karne, watching, had noticed the change in her and was frozen to the spot with interest. From being a
frightened little girl hissster had become a dignified and e egant woman, treading the ritual round of
soneslike an initiate. He could see the cam confidence with which shelaid hersdlf in the last posture and
was full of hope that the experiment would succeed. He noticed how still she became, how pae, but he
reminded himsdf of the priest and refused to worry about her condition.

He sat on the grass outside the circle and waited patiently for her to ‘return.” He enjoyed the sun, the
song of birds, the seaglinting and winking far away to the east. From time to time he looked back at his
gster. She had not moved. The same still palor was upon her. Helonged to know what was
“happening’, but there was no way he could until shetold him.

Suddenly he was shocked to see her jerk ‘awake” with tremendous force, her face distorted with fear.
She half tumbled, half scrambled off the leaning stone and dmost fell out of the Sacred Circleinto his
arms. She was sobbing and clinging to him, at the same time beating him with her fists. He did not know
whether to hold her off & arm’ slength, or hold her tight and comfort her.

‘“Why did you not help me!’ she screamed. ‘Y ou just |eft methere!’
‘What? What!" He tried to ward off her blows. ‘How could | help?

She sobbed and sobbed and he could get no sense out of her. But she stopped hitting him and he drew
her down beside him on the grass and held her in hisarms and tried to cam her.

‘| want to go away from thisplace,” she said, thelittle girl again. He decided not to say anything, but to
help her to her feet and lead her away. When they were well away from the circle and out of sight of it
they sat down side by side and he tried to make her tell him what had happened.



“You just seemed to lie there. Y ou looked peaceful enough. | did not know you werein any kind of
trouble’

‘It was horrible,” she said, shuddering. ‘| thought | was dying.’

‘Madl looked as though he was dying, but he was not,” Karne said. ‘ Did you not think of that?
‘1 could not think of anything! It was so horrible!’

‘What happened? Tdll me abouit it.’

‘Atfirgtitfdtdl right,” she said, sniffing dightly, ‘asthough | wasjust faling adeep. But | did not fdl
adeep. | sort of died!’

‘How do you mean?

‘Wdl, one moment | waslying there just the same as usud and the next moment my body waslying there
but somehow | wasnotinit.’

Heraised his eyebrows.
‘Were you in the place you saw when you were with Maa ?

‘No. | was till here, inthiscircle! | could see you as clearly as anything looking at the seaand some
birds and not paying any attention to me, and | could see my body asclear as| could seeyou. .. only |
was looking at it from outside and it looked dead. | tried to move my legs and arms but nothing would
move. | tried to scream out to you but no sound would come. | even tried to open my eyesthinking that
would make me wake up. But my eydidswould not movel And anyway | was not adeep. | really was
awake, but | was not in my body’

‘Areyou sure you did not go anywhere else? Karne asked, visibly disappointed.

‘No!" she screamed. ‘Y ou do not care about me at dl! You just want your stupid questions answered. If
| could not have returned to my body | would have died”

‘How did you get back? Karne asked with interest.

‘I do not know. | just tried and tried to get back in and suddenly there was asnap and | was in and
everything was norma again except that | am never, never going to try that again!’

‘l ansureitisabeginning, Karne said thoughtfully. ‘1 mean . . . we could not expect you to do too
much thefirgtime. ..

‘Itisnot a beginning,” shesaid vehemently, ‘itisan end!” And with that she stood up and marched off.
Karne remained gtting for along time thinking about it al.

Chapter 4

TheMidsummer Festival

Not long after thisthe chief Elder, Thorn, ordered the construction of Mad’ s burial mound. Maal asked
for it to be sited on the line of earth power that ran invisible but straight as a spear throw from the Sacred
Circle, dong the processiond route, through Maa’ s house, beyond and through an older burial mound,
to the horizon where anotch had been cut in the skyline to lead the eye to sunset on Midsummer’s Day.



Karne was among those deputed to gather stones of the right shape and size to line the tomb and the
path leading to it. The actua congtruction was |eft to men who had the skill of building, the boys gathered
the stones and piled them near the Site. They worked in pairs and chatted cheerfully as they worked, not
redlly thinking much about the purpose of their work.

* k% k% %

Midsummer’s Day was near approaching and there was much talk of the ceremonies and festivities that
accompanied it. Dawn was dways something specid. Everyone brought flowersto the circle and Maal
prayed and made obeisance to the Sun. There was singing and music and the whole day was holiday and
pleasure. A great ded of barley ale was drunk, and there was dancing from the oldest to the youngest.
By the evening they weredl grestly tired and when the sun cameto set directly into the notch onthe hill it
was avery solemn moment. The evening ceremony was a quiet one, and afterwards they wandered
contentedly hometo rest.

Thisyear there was the added poignancy that it was Maal’ slast midsummer ceremony. Kyrawent far
into the forests in the south the afternoon before to gather some specid white lilies she had set her heart
upon. The forests were always considered dangerous places by the villagers because of the wild boars
and other beasts and they did not venture there aloneif they could help it. But Kyrawas determined and
she dipped away without anyone seeing her.

From the bright hillsides near her home it was as though she had entered a cave of dark and sinister
green. It was much denser than the light woods she had known before and she could not help amoment
of hestation and fear. But the lilies hunters had once brought to the village from deep within the forest
caled to her, and she plunged into the shadows trying to shut her mind to the dangers. Sometimes she
heard the leaves rustling and twigs crackling as though creatures were lurking and moving in the
undergrowth. She kept her attention sharp and moved quickly, making sure to note unusua things so that
shewould be ableto find her way out again. After along time searching she decided, tired, discouraged,
filthy and scratched, to abandon the search. Hearing the whisper of water running she pulled aside some
heavy and dangeroudy thorned branchesto find atiny stream picking itsway carefully over moss
covered stonesto fal and disappear into acleft in therock. Drinking thankfully from it she could hear that
it continued underground and longed to follow the intricate passage of its course, wondering what secret
and beautiful delights of crysta and moss frond she would uncover. As shelifted her head from the water
she met face to face the ddlicate, glowing whiteness of the very lilies she had been seeking. Breathlesdy
she stared a them, half afraid they were avision and would disappear. But avery practical bee appeared
and busied itsaf with one of them and that gave her courage to believe in their redity. She picked some,
careful to leave enough behind for them to fruit and seed and reproduce themselves. The ends of the
stems of those she had picked she wrapped in damp mossy earth to keep them fresh, and then she set off
to find her way out of the forest again.

When she returned home just before nightfal, exhausted and very much muddied and scratched by
thorns, but clutching triumphantly in her handsthelilies of her choice, her family redized where she had
been and she was treated to a severe lecture on the dangers of the forest. But when she had finished her
harangue, her mother hugged her close, gresatly relieved that she was safe, and bathed her scratches
hersdf asthough she was alittle child again, muttering many atender phrase and name.

Karne brought rushes from the marsh in full flower and astal ashimsdf. Most of therest of the family
just picked the wild flowers from the hills and fields around. Even the baby had alittle crown of daises
tied to itsbald head. Karne could see it with its chubby hand trying to pull it off asthey walked together
asafamily inthedim light just before dawn towards the standing stones.

Maal wasthere dready. It is probable that he had been there all night. He was standing now in the dead



centre of the circlefacing east, hisarmsraised, hisfull ceremonia robes giving him a stature he did not
normaly possess.

One by onethey arranged their offerings of flowers around the outsde of the Sacred Circle. Kyra
climbed to her specid stone, the one she had first touched, the one with the ribs of crystal pointing to the
sky, bowed dightly and put her lilies at the foot of it. As sheraised her eyes she met those of the priest
looking directly into hers. She stood very 4till, feding hismind closng in on hers. Hewastrying to tell her
something, but the ‘noise’ of al the other minds around was getting in the way. He was appedling to her,
asking for her help, searching her for some way out, as though he were caught in some kind of trap.

She stood amazed. This could not be. She must be misinterpreting. She strained to catch something more
gpecific but she could not. As more and more the genera hubbub of the minds around intervened and
pulled them gpart she thought she caught theword * Thorn’ severd times and then something that
sounded like ‘take care’, and strangely she had amental image of the sunset through the notch in the hills,
but this time there seemed to be something iniit . . . something dark. She could not makeit out.

Someone pulled her back. She was too close to the Sacred Circle. It was against the custom for ordinary
peopleto go so near to thetal stones.

‘| seeyou put your lilies next to your sone,” Karne whispered to her as she joined him. Her face was
troubled and she did not reply.

‘What isthe matter?
She shook her head.

‘It will not belong now,” her mother said and they al began to turn towards the East. By the timethe first
running point of blazing gold appeared above the distant liquid line, the whole community was avare of it.
A kind of gasp that seemed to come from one throat, but came from al in unison, greeted the god of fire
and life. Madl lifted up hisvoice and the most beautiful hymn in theworld, the hymn affirming life and the
renewal of life forever, burst and rose upon the clean, clear air of theland. The gasp the people had given
was the first note of the hymn and the last note was the peopl€ stoo. Their voicesrose above the priest’s
and seemed to fill the land from horizon to horizon. Tears cameto Kyra s eyes. It was the most moving
ceremony of the year and somehow thisyear it meant more to her than it ever had before. Somehow she
was part of life smyderies, life' srenewd, life smagic. Lifewould never again be for her ahumdrum and
meaningless daily routine of waking, chores, eating and deeping. There was something moretoit.
Something she did not yet fully understand but which she knew would unfold to her as she grew,
reveding with every unfolding something new and magnificent.

When the hymn was over and the sun fully risen one might say the secular festivities began. The women
hed prepared a specid festiva breskfast, the communa egting of which took up most of the morning.
Karne stask was to help move the smooth, hot cooking stones from the fire into the hollowed log filled
with water in which aspecial broth was boiling, and back again to the fire when they had started to cool .
He liked the way the water bubbled and boiled around the hot stones. But it was atiring task and he was
not sorry when hewas relieved by his brothers.

After the medl there were the competitions— the log chopping, the pole climbing, the spear throwing, the
steer catching, the dancing, the sSinging, the reciting of heroic poems handed down from their forefathers
and extended by themselves.

The priest was not part of dl thisand Kyradid not see him again until he arrived for the sunset ceremony
when everyone was more or less over-fed and worn out.



Karne was drunk on rough de and impossible to talk to. He kept following one of the girls around, the
one caled Mia, the villageflirt. She giggled at everything he said and Kyrafelt sick that her brother
looked at her with such eyes when there were girls like Fern present, tall and beautiful, thoughtful and
dignified.

At the end of the afternoon the Elders gathered first and stood in front of their particular stones very
impressively. Thetardy and somewhat dishevelled villagers gradually gathered themsalves together for the
last big event of the day, the sunset.

Mad gpproached with dignity.

The sky had become somewhat overcast without anyone paying it much attention. Now, however, there
was some speculation that they would not be able to see the sunset in the specid place because of the
ominous black cloudsthat were gathering in the west. In fact the gpproaching storm lent dramaand
splendour to the scene. The clouds were broken enough for the dazzling light of the dying sunto
illuminate them in strange and roya ways. Purple and crimson were the predominant colours, where gold
and slver and mother-of-pearl had been the gentler colours of the dawn.

Where the sky was not black and sullen with the weight of brooding storm, it was rent with blazing flame
and flagged in purple and red. Directly above the notch on the hill there were no clouds at dl, but aweird
and sckly green.

The villagers grew very quiet asthey turned to look at the west. While the morning sun had lifted up their
hearts to joy and hope, the evening one was causing depression and despair. Kyracould not see Mad’s
face, but she wasthinking of the experience of the morning and was watching for the sunset with some
anxiety. Thewarning she had felt she sensed from Maal had something to do with the sunset. Perhapsit
was the storm. Perhaps the storm would do great damage to their crops and houses. A rumble of distant
thunder disturbed the air that had become so thick and silent. The sun sank blood red into the holein the
hill. Mad’ s voice, degper than usud, droned the incantations of the evening, and for amoment asthe
great orb touched the hill they saw slhouetted againgt itsfiery furnace asmal but distinct black figure.

Kyraremembered the vison of the morning in aflash. Strange. Strange. A man standing in the sun!

How shelonged to talk to Karne. This once when she would have liked to discuss matters with him he
was incgpable of it. She looked for him despairingly and he was standing as she had thought he would be
with hisarm round Mia, who was s mpering and not even looking at the sunset.

How could it be!
Shelooked back to the hill but the figure had gone. The sun itself was sinking fast.

After it was over everyone started talking at once. It seemed most people had seen thefigure, but some
refused to believe that it had been there. Others believed, took it as an omen, and were afraid.

Thorn, the chief Elder, lifted hisimpressve armsfor slence, and when he had obtained it spokein aloud
and awesome voice.

‘The man you saw walking in the furnace of the sun isthe priest for whom you wait.’
A stunned silencefollowed hiswords.

Kyralooked beyond Thorn at Maal. He seemed to have shrunk in size. Thorn had spoken in his place,
with hisauthority. No one seemed to notice it but Kyra. She remembered the half-formed warnings of
themorning: ‘take care’ and * Thorn', and the vision of the black mark in the setting sun.



There were things she needed to understand.

Chapter 5

The Arriva of Wardyke

The coming of the new priest brought agreat ded of excitement to the smal community.

Midsummer’ s night had been, as the sunset foreshadowed, anight of violence and scorm. After the
dramatic disclosure by Thorn that it was indeed their new priest who stood upon the hill, a deputation of
villagers was sent to wel come him and guide him safely through the night to his new home. Thefather of
Karne and Kyrawas one of those chosen and the two young people stood beside their mother watching
the flickering torches asthe smal group set off into the rapidly spreading darkness. Asthey reached
certain high points on the track they lit beacons and the Sacred Circle itsdf was ringed with flametill it
looked to Kyralike the flickering spectre of the Sun god itself.

Usudly when darkness came to the land and the seathe people were safely in their homes, but this night,
wild asit was, saw the whole community still upon the hills. At first the numerousfires upon the earth
made up for the lack of stars and moon but as the wind rose that was the harbinger of the storm the
flameswere whipped every way, pulled and torn by the demons of the night, till some of them could hold
their own no more and were extinguished. The villagers were afraid, but hesitated to leave.

Mad stood 4till within the circle asthough in trance. They could see hisfigure with its giant shadow
intermittently as either the flames or the growing frequency of the lightning illuminated it.

Thorn and the other Elders stood at the entrance to the circle and exhorted them to put more wood upon
thefires

Karne, sober now, worked energeticaly, Kyraat hisside.

Thewomen and smaller children were sent back to the huts and Kyra could see them as a sudden sheet
of lightning lit the valey, scattering like leaves before the wind, wailing with fear.

She hersalf was very much afraid, but was determined not to give way toit. Aslong asMad isthere, she
thought, heisin control. Concentrated in his body, through the circle, through the inexplicable forces she
had sensed in the standing stones, was a power that held chaos at bay. Around them, moving darkness
was ripping at the trees, tearing the very roots from the soil, shaking and pulling and whirling, trying to
reduce their ordered community to ascattering of usdless fragments. But the centre held, the circle held.
Somehow they were held together. They were stronger than the demons of the air.

Was the power, the magic, that held them still working against the forces of disorder and disintegration, in
the sonesthemselves, in the shape of the circleitsalf — the divine and perfect shape—or wasit inthe man
within the circle holding them together with the powers within himsdlf, the powers of which she had only
recently become aware?

Shefound hersdf amiling, in spite of the situation, thinking that she was becoming as curious about things,
as questioning about the hidden mysteries, as Karne himsalf. Her brother would be proud of her.

Even as she thought of him he looked up from hiswork at her.
‘Comeon, hesaid, ‘ stop standing about and give me a hand with thislog!’

She bent to thework willingly. Moving logs was certainly easier than trying to answer questions.



They expected rain any moment, but strangely rain did not come. The main weight of the slorm seemed
to fdl dsewhere and the wind, the weird flashing of lightning over the hills and the growling of the thunder
in the neighbouring valleys showed that the night demons were satisfied with the role of warning and
frightening for the moment.

Asthe storm moved off to the south, their fires grew stronger and the stone circle stood up clear against
the immense blackness of the sSky. Their hearts began to lift and there was talk amongst them about the
coming changes. All were curious about the new priest. Maal had been with them so long it was almost
impossibleto imagine how it would be with adifferent priest.

‘Of coursetherituaswill bethe same,’ someone said.
‘Will there be new Elders chosen?

Kyrapricked up her earsat this. She had never realized it before this day, but she had never redlly liked
Thorn. It would be no bad thing if new Elders were chosen.

‘No,” someonereplied. ‘ Elders are chosen for life.” Kyra's heart sank. ‘ Only death or disgrace releases
them from their duties’

‘Besides, who would we choose? Those dready chosen are the best men we have!’

‘Ay,” murmured someone ese. * Thorn knows the ways of this village better than the priest does.’
‘That isblagphemy,” came avoice from the shadows.

‘It may be blasphemy,” one of Kyra suncles said with alaugh, ‘but it also happensto be true!’
Ay

There seemed to be genera agreement on this.

* k * %

Kyrathought about what she had heard and she thought about Thorn. Aslong as she could remember he
hed ruled the village. Everything that had been done had been on his command. It istrue he dways spoke
asthough he was only delivering amessage from Maa, but what proof had they that Maal’ s messages
were being ddlivered honestly? She was shocked at hersdlf for daring to think such athought and looked
round hastily, worried that someone might have caught it from her mind. But she need not have worried.
Her kind of talent was very rare indeed.

What did she know of Maal? He was an old man, very much revered and honoured. So much so that no
one dared spesk to him, except Thorn and the Elders. She had seen him walking about the place from
time to time. When he passed, the villagers bowed and kept silent. No one spoketo him. Asfar as she
knew there was no law that said they could not speak to him, it was just a matter of respect and
diffidence. Even when he cameto their homes when there wasillness, Thorn came with him and Thorn
did most of thetalking. But it was Mad who put hislong gentle fingers on the ailing person and it was
Maal who did the hedling.

Kyrahad seen such ahealing once. A friend of her mother’ swasin great pain. Her husband brought
Madl to her and the priest stood quietly by her for awhile and then placed his hands upon her, bowed his
head and closed hiseyes.

The woman looked up for the first time as though she were awvare of someone esein theworld. She



looked into his eyes and Kyrawould never forget the dawning trust and peace that spread over her face.
After heleft she stood up and went about her chores.

Kyraremembered thinking that of al the powersin the world, the power of hedling was the one she
wanted most.

* * % %

It was dmost sunrise before the new priest arrived. Kyraand Karne were with the group of villagers il
tending the fires and so were present when he and the deputation that had been sent to meet him arrived.
From timeto time they had taken it in turn to doze off so they were not too weary. Kyrawas still aseep,
curled upinasmall hollow of grass, Karne sfur jerkin tucked round her, when the shout went up that
greeted hisarrival. She legpt up immediately, somewhat dazed, momentarily having forgotten where she
was and what was going on. She wasin time to see the new priest, immensdly tall and broad, striding up
the processiona way done, long cloak flowing, head held high, eyes blazingly fixed upon Mad il
standing in the dead centre of their Sacred Circle. Above and behind him, as though his presence had
disturbed them and his power was caling them from the secret places of the earth, an immense flock of
crows was beating across the sky. Kyralooked up in darm and in the haf light of dawn, the crows, the
flowing cloak, the hugeness of the man, al served to make her shiver. Karne put hisarm around her.

‘Cold, little sster? he whispered gently. But even he could sense something did not feel right and he was
cold too. They stood very close together trying to take warmth from one another.

‘Ishe not huge? Kyrawhispered.
‘Morelikeawarrior than apriest,” Karnereplied.

The man had reached the circle and Maal stood like a standing stone himsdlf challenging him with his
eyes. The man paused as though for amoment he had encountered an invisible barrier. Kyraand Karne
hardly breathed, they were watching with such fascination. They no longer dared even to whisper. Karne
increased the pressure of hisarm on hissister’ swaist and she nodded. Y es, she had noticed. Yes, she
was trying to find out what was going on.

Thorn now stepped forward beside the man and together they stood confronting Madl.
Kyra put her handsto her head, pain searing throughit.
‘No!" she cried within hersdlf. ‘No, | cannot!’

Maal was caling her to stand beside him, to add her strength to his. But shewas afraid. Afraid shewas
not redlly hearing the call but imagining it, afraid of what she could sense but could not understand, afraid
of getting involved in something beyond her capacities. Even afraid she might make afool of hersdlf.

‘What isit? Karne' s brotherly voice broke through the roaring of her inner voices. He shook her dightly.
‘Kyral Areyou dl right?

Her face wasfilled with fear and pain. Her armswere over her head as though she was fending off
something.

‘Oh Karne,’ thetension broke with tears and she clung to him. ‘Oh Karne. . . | cannot . . . he cannot
expect meto. .. hecannot . . . | would not know whattodo ...l amnotready . ..

‘What isit? Tdl me!’



Hetried to lift her face and look into her eyes but they were obscured by tears and she could say nothing
but ‘1 cannot’ and try to hide her face. He held her close, bewildered, but knowing that she needed
comfort. He turned his head to seeif anything in the scene before them would give him aclueto her
behaviour. Much had changed since he had last |ooked.

‘Kyra,’ he gasped, ‘look!’

The new priest was within the circle now, in the centre, facing east, his arms raised to the ocean where
the sun would soon berising. Thorn and the Elders with heads bowed werein their rituad places by the
stones. Maa had disappeared.

‘Kyral’
Kyralooked and saw.

She spun round and looked back aong the processiona way, tears forgotten now. The figure of Mad,
ignored by al hiscommunity, small, stleps somewhat unsteady, was making its way towards the pile of
stones that had been gathered for his burial mound.

She began to run.

When she reached him he was sitting on one of the larger stones, contemplating the pile, looking no
longer like apriest, mighty in magic and mystery, but like avery tired, old man who had decided to give
up trying.

Out of breath she arrived and stood alittle distance from him, watching. He did not seem to notice her

but went on staring at the pile of rocks, his head turned from her. They stayed o, in that configuration,
for sometime,

Then he said, very digtinctly and calmly, without turning his head, without apparently having seen her
approach, ‘Come, my child,” and he indicated another stone beside the one that he wason. ‘ Sit awhile’

She approached like a shy fawn, step by step, watching him, ready to take off at any sign of anything
untoward. He did not turn his head towards her until she was seated near him, and then helooked at her
with great gentleness and tenderness. As her eyes met his she opened her mouth and tried to say dl the
thingsthat were hurting in her heart. The regrets, the fears, the apologies.

He held up his hand and stopped her before one word could leave her lips.
‘I know, my child,” he said quietly. * Y ou were not ready. | should not have asked you.’
So she had not imagined hisvoice caling to her!

She dropped her head and sat very quietly, gradually becoming more relaxed and peaceful in his
presence.

It seemed to her now, asthefirst rays of the sun crept across the landscape and rested upon hiswhite
hair, that she had known him aways. Thiswas no strange god-like creature, remote from her everyday
life, thiswas someone she knew. Shelooked up with the redlization and met hiseyes again. They were as
old asthehills. .. But so were herdl

Chapter 6
The Questioning



The new priest took over vigoroudy and from the time of hisarriva not much was seen of Mad in public
places.

The younger man strode about in the village and in the fields beyond, surveying the narrow strips of
cultivated grain the villagersworked, the cattle they owned, the wood and straw houses they had
congtructed. Hewas interested in finding out al he could about their ways. And wherever he went Thorn
followed him, explaining things.

Wardyke (for that was his name) nodded imperioudy at the people he passed but did not speak to them.
Wherever he went, whomever he met bowed the head and knee to him and did not dare to look into his
eyes. It waswell known that if you looked directly into the eyes of a priest-magician he could see your
inmost thoughts and had power over you.

The villagers were ddighted with the novelty of change and there wastalk of little ese in the evenings
when the families gathered from their work to enjoy the evening med. Karne and Kyra sfamily were no

exception.
‘Hewill beagood priest, Karne sfather said.

‘“We had need of achange.” Karne' s eldest brother Thon spoke boldly, aware that he was offering atacit
criticisam of Maal and that this normally would be construed as blasphemy. He was aware dso thet the
tide had imperceptibly turned against Maal and he would not now be called to account for it.

Kyra spoke up suddenly.

‘Why?

Everyone looked at her.

‘I mean . . . why do we have need of achange? Maa has aways served uswell.’
‘Heisvery old, dear,” her mother said soothingly, sensing aquarrel building up.
‘Itisnot just hisage,’ Thon said. ‘Hewasincompetent aswell.’

‘| do not agree,” said Kyrafiercely.

‘“What about the drought last year? We lost most of our grain.’

‘And the stcorm this spring,” her father interjected.

‘Hedid his best! The gods do not always give what the priest asks. We do not know the ways of the
gods. There may have been areason why the harvest should fail last year.’

‘What reason? Thon jeered.

‘Perhaps. . . Kyrathought desperately for a possble reason, but it was Karne who unexpectedly gave
her one. He had been listening very carefully to the talk while he was esting.

‘If the grain had not failed,” he said thoughtfully, ‘we would never have learned that those plantsin Fern’'s
garden were so good to eat.’

‘And if we had not had that storm in the Spring,” Kyra cried triumphantly, ‘we would not have had those
giant trees blown down in theforest to use for building.’



‘Nor the animalsto eat that were driven out of the forest by the storm practically onto our spears,” Karne
added.

‘Nor the houses blown down . . .” Thon said sourly.
‘Well, the houses that we rebuilt are much better than the old ones .. . . Kyrawas il defiant.
‘Nor the water-logged earth that spoiled our first planting . . .” Thon persisted.

‘Weplanted again . . . Therewasno real harm done. . . and besides, Bera and Finn would not have
fdleninlove and married if they had not been trapped together for so long duringthestorm.. .’

‘But that isnot the point, Karne sfather intervened here. * The point isthat a competent priest would not
have |et those things happen!’

‘Madl isacompetent priest,” Kyrainssted. ‘ There are just some things that have to happen, priest or no
priest. There are reasons for everything. It isjust that we cannot always seethem.’

‘But the priest should see them and it is histask to explain things he cannot avert!” Thon said.
‘No, | do not agree with that,” Karne' s mother interrupted.
‘“What do you not agree with? Her husband looked at her sharply.

‘| think the priest should see the reasons even if we cannot, but | do not think he has any duty to explain
themto us’

‘I wish there was more explanation of things, Karne said regretfully. ‘ There are so many things | want to
understand.’

‘Itisnot your place to understand,’ hisfather said. *Y our placeisto work for your family and worship
the gods. It is enough that Maal, and now Wardyke, understand things. | must say | fed Wardykewill be

good for thevillage’

‘Mad used to come amongst usmore,” Karne' smother said musingly. ‘1 remember when my children
were born he came to bless them and talked quite abit to me.’

‘What did he say? Karne asked eagerly.
‘Oh, I cannot remember . . . it issuch along time ago. He hardly said aword the last time he came.’
‘Please try and remember,’ begged Kyra.

‘ Something about new life being precious, coming from the past, going to thefuture. . . everything linked
insomeway . . .tied...soeverything. . . even my scrawny little baby howling itshead off . . . isof vita
importance to the Whole. | did not listen much, I must admit. | wasfedling so embarrassed that he wasin
our humble house and everything wasin such amess.’

‘Oh mother!” cried Kyraimpatiently.
‘Did he say much when | was born? Karne asked.
His mother thought for awhile.

‘He stood looking at you for along time and then made the blessing sign. Then he said, “ Thischild has



the strength to be aleader anong men. Pray that before he leads he may bewel led.”’
‘And 1?What did he say when | was born? Kyraasked anxioudly.
‘I remember when you were born,” Thon said. ‘| was hungry and | thought Maal would never leave’

‘Y es, that iswhen he did most of the talking about everything being important and everything being
dynamically —you see | remembered that word! —dynamicaly part of everything else. He went on and
on...

‘What did | do? Kyrawas passonately interested in every detal.

“You just howled and howled as though this was the most miserable experience of your life. Y ou were
such asickly, mewling creature | wasnot at al sure you were going to live. Maal said you were. And you
did’

Y ou see heisnot so incompetent after al!” Kyrasaid, pleased.

‘Oh, in those days we had no complaints,” her father said. ‘ But lately he seemsto have withdrawn himsdlf
more and more from the people. He staysin hishouse most of the time or walksin the hills by himsdlf.’

‘He performsadl theritudswell,” Kyrasaid quickly in Maal’ s defence.
‘True. But he used to do more.’

‘He used to speak comfort to us on daysthat were not ritual days,’” her mother said. ‘ But now he never
seems to know when we need him.’

‘He came when Nidav waskilled by the boar.’

‘Big things he still knows about. But before he used to know about the little thingsaswell. He just
seemed to know and care. . . about everything.’

‘Well,” said Kyradefiantly, ‘1 will be interested to see if Wardyke knows and cares about the little
thingd’

‘“Why are you so against the new priest? Kyra s mother asked worriedly.

‘l amnot againgt him. Itisjust thet | like Mad. Thereis something about him | trust.’

‘But surely you trust Wardyke? He was chosen by the gods and specidly trained for our community.’

‘Yes, that may betrue. .. Kyra svoice carried no conviction.

‘Enough of thistak!” The head of the household remembered his position. ‘ Next we will be criticizing the
gods!’

Kyra s mother threw up her handsin horror at such athought.
‘Thenwe are surely finished!” shesaid.

* * % %

The next day Kyratook Karne aside and told him al that had transpired between Mad and herself on
Midsummer’s Day and the following dawn.



“What happened then? he asked with curiosity. She had stopped talking when she told him how she had
fdt that she and Maa were as old as each other and that she had known him before.

‘I do not know,” she said sadly.
‘What do you mean?

‘| just sat there. . . feding thosethings. . . and | could not think of any wordsto say themin. .. and he
just sat there not speaking . . . so after atime. ..’

‘Yes?

‘I just walked away.’

Karne looked annoyed and disappointed.
“Youwould!’" he sad bitterly.

‘Do not be angry, Karne,” she said miserably. ‘1 have no one but you to tell these thingsto .. . . no one
but youto hdpme. ..and besdes...” and here her voice took an upward turn with a hint of
resentment init, ‘besides. . . it was you who got meinvolved in the first place!’

‘Nonsense!’ He denied it vigoroudy as hefdt atwinge of guilt. “Y ou were involved by just being born . .

She sighed deeply.

There was slence between them for awhile as they both tried to work the situation through in their own
way.

Kyrawas thinking how much she would like to spesk to Maa and ask him outright the answversto dl the
guestions that were now bothering her as much asKarne.

‘I think our next move,” Karne spoke dowly and with deliberation, ‘isto try and see Mad privately,
without Thorn around, and talk to him, ask him outright the things we want to know.’

‘Oh Karne, do you think we can? Kyrawas relieved he was making the decisions.

‘Yes, that iswhat we will do,” Karne continued hisline of thought, amost as though Kyrawas not there.
‘| should have donethisyearsago . . . it was just that he seemed so difficult to approach . .

| know. | think mother isright. He has withdrawn himsdlf the last few years more than | remember when |
wassmdl.’

| tried to talk to him alittlewhile ago . . . the time when Thorn announced that a new priest would be
arriving and you said you felt that there was somethingwrong . .

‘“What happened?

‘| wasjust about to goto hishouse. . .
‘Karne!’ Kyrawas shaken at the daring of this.
‘... When | saw Thorn on the path.’

‘And then?



‘Andthen . .. nothing. | thought | had better leave’

‘| wonder about Thorn . . . thereis something about him . . .” Kyra svoice was puzzled.
‘He seemsto have organized everything . . . thenew priest . . . everything . .’

‘And he talks about Madl’ s degth asthough it is pre-arranged!’

‘I noticed that, Karne said thoughtfully.

‘And Wardykefrightensme,” Kyrasaid with ashiver, her mind running on.

‘| think,” Karne said dowly, ‘I would have accepted Wardyke quite happily if it had not been for the
strange things you have been feding. He seemsright enough asapriest. | mean, helooksas| imaginea
priest to look. I cannot sense anything wrong with him. Everyone dse seemsto like him.’

‘There issomething, Karne, | am sureof it,; Kyrasaid worriedly, ‘ Or rather, sometimes | am sure of it.
At other times, | do not know. Oh Karne. . . | am so confused!’

Karne put hisarm around her shoulders.

‘All right, little Sster, calm down. We will go and see Madl about it.’
‘Now?

Shelooked up, darmed.

‘“Why not? While we are in the mood.’

‘I do not think we should . . ." She had lost all her conviction and courage.
‘I think we should,” said Karnefirmly.

‘But what are we going to do?

Kyraran aong beside her gtriding brother, still flustered with anxiety about the whole project.
‘We cannot just go in to his house and demand to speak with him!’
“Luckily that will not be necessary,” Karne said.

Shelooked questioning.

‘l saw him set off for the hillswhen we left home. If we hurry we may be able to come upon him as
though by accident.’

Kyrawasrdieved. Thiswas certainly easier than braving the mysteries of the dark interior of hishouse,
but she had her doubts that they would come upon him ‘ by accident.’

The day was hot and pleasant, the birds busy about their songs, the villagers peacefully pursuing thelr
age-old tasksin the valey, content that they were well protected from al harmful spirits by the
minigtrations of their new and magnificently tal guardian-priest.

* k * %

The hillsto the north of their village were rocky and wild, but there was quite awak before one even



reached them. Karne began to wish that they had brought some refreshment with them. He stopped
when hefound alittle brackish stream running through the heether and had a drink, and then he plunged
hiswhole head into it to cool himsalf and shook the water from his hair like adog. After her drink Kyra
sat on the bank with her sandaled feet dangling in the water, her eyeson the hills, thinking . . .

Oncethey started climbing they were soon above the spring line and there was no more water to be
found, but the views around them were dmost as refreshing as drink to Kyra.

Karnewas just about to say that they must be prepared for along hard day asthey had no way of
knowing exactly where the old priest had goneto find his solitude, when he noticed that Kyrawas
walking purposefully as though she knew exactly where she was going. Having faith in her srange
powers, athough not understanding them, hefell back so that he was walking behind her, following her
lead.

At firgt she cut straight across the rough heether and their legs were sorely torn by the tough little
branches. At one time she even disappeared to her shouldersin asudden hole, the heather having hidden
it from her Sght, but Karne, after laughing at her discomfiture, soon had her out and on her way again.
After that experience she went dower and picked her way more carefully, but she showed no sign of
being uncertain of the direction to take.

She found atrack and followed its meanderings for along way. In the distance, further to the north, a
lakewas gleaming like ajewedlled clasp in the folds of asoft blue cloak.

About noon they found Mad dtting on agranite boulder gazing into the distance. He turned to them as
they arrived but showed no surprise that they should be there.

The two young people flung themselves down at hisfeet, exhausted and somewhat out of breath. No
words were spoken, but even Karne could fed they were not unwelcome.

The slence went on for so long that Karne began to wonder if the other two were communicating in
some way without words. He looked hard at both of them, but he could not notice anything. They were
both sitting, relaxed and peaceful, gazing & the beauty of the ever receding lines of hillsand valeysthat
stretched away through every shade of blue to the northern horizon.

He decided it was up to him to take the initiative.
He stood up.
‘We have come,’ he said firmly, ‘to ask you many questions.’

Mad looked at him with his piercing eyes, but they were not unfriendly. Karne remembered how he had
been warned when he was asmall boy never to look directly into apriest’s eyes. He was haf afraid, but
his own determination to find out al that he wanted to know sustained him in his purpose.

‘What isit that you wish to know? Maa asked quietly.
Karne hesitated. Where to begin? There was so much he wanted to know.

‘To phrasethe right questionsis as difficult asto provide the right answers” Maa amiled quietly ashe
spoke.

Hewasright. Karne had never realized it before. Somehow he had never had difficulty asking questions
in the past, but that might have been because they were not so important or, if they were, that there was
not much chance of their being answered.



He knew now the old priest would answer his questions and the answers might change the course of his
life. He must be careful what he asked.

In that moment, as he stood upon the hill, with the rocks and the wild plants around him, the lake now a
shining eye staring blankly at the sky, he knew the answer to at least one of his questions. He knew why
it was that the community was content to let the priest carry the burden of knowledge, the mystery of
Mysteries, by himsdf. They were afraid that, if they knew what he knew, more would be required of
them than was required by the comfortable round of daily chores, thefriendly chat, the warming hearth
fire. They were deliberately preventing their own development, afraid of what the next step would
demand of them. By facing the priest, asking to enter his secret knowledge, he, Karne, wastaking astep
from which there would be no going back. The way to deeper and degper understanding was through
deeper and deeper commitment.

Asthese thoughts came crowding upon him he felt shaken and bresthless, dmost as though they had
entered hismind by physicd force. He took a deep breath and looked first at Kyraand then at Maal.

They were both sitting quietly looking at him, and it was as though they were together and hewas a
stranger.

‘What shall | do? he asked helplesdy, as though he had spoken his other thoughts aloud and they knew
what they were.

‘It hasto be your decison, Maal said.

Karne turned away from them and strode about on the rough hilltop, trying to sort out in hismind this
new development. All the time he was doing thisthey sat very 4ill. It was dmost as though they were
part of the hill, the rock, the growing things, the air. And he, the intruder, was stirring things up, bringing
change and discord.

At last he stopped and faced Madl, his decision made. He wanted to know. No matter what happened.

And as he made this decision dl the sense of being torn gpart by discord ceased. He joined them in their
cam acceptance of what must be.

Mad lifted his hand and made a gesture for Karneto sit. Karne sat.

“Your first question? Maa asked with agmile.

‘Who isWardyke, Karne said immediately, ‘and why are we afraid of him?
‘“Two questions, Mad said mildly.

‘They are connected,” Kyra spoke up for Karne.

Maal smiled again, sadly thistime.

‘Yes, they are connected,’” he said, and was silent so long that Karne was beginning to think he would
not answer. Kyraand he looked at each other, uncertain what to do, wondering if they should repeat the
question. But they need not have worried. The old priest was preparing to spesk at last.

‘I do not know who Wardykeis, but | know heis not the priest who was chosen and trained for you.’
Kyratook asharp bresth at this. This confirmed her impressons.

“Y ou mean heis not from the Temple of the Sun?



‘He has been there. He knows much of the mysteries that are taught there, but he does not carry with him
thefina mark of the priest.’

‘What isthat? Kyraasked quickly.
Maal looked at her closdly.
“You will know that mark one day.’

‘Why not today? Karne's curiosity had made him bold, but Maal was not to be drawn on matters he
had decided were not yet for them to know.

‘Did you know that anew priest was coming before Thorn announced it? Kyraasked.
‘Yes, | have known for sometime. It istheway.’

‘Isit because you are getting old? Kyratried to soften the harshness of the question by the gentleness of
her voice and expression.

Mad bowed his head in affirmation.

‘Thorn saysyou areill?

‘| amtired and I must move on. Thereis other work that | must do.’
‘ Another community? Karne asked.

‘No.’

‘| thought yousaid. ..’

‘I did not.’

‘But . .. but surely that iswhat you meant?

“Y ou cannot know what | meant until you know agreat deal more than you do now.” Maa’ s voice was
sharp. Karne was momentarily silenced.

Kyra spoke up.

‘Please,’ shesad, ‘1 know we should not be questioning you like this. But you did cal for my help. . .
and | needtoknow . ..

Mad’ s face softened. He looked affectionately at her.

“You areright, my child. I owe you much and will owe you more before the sunisback to itsfull height.
But | cannot tell you now everything | have taken many yearsto learn.’

‘Tdl usat least more about Wardyke and how we can help.’
Maal was slent again & this, thinking hard.

‘I think,” he said at last, ‘ the way you can help me most isfor Kyrato go once more into the Sacred
Circle. ..

At thisKyraflushed dightly. So he had known of their trespass!



‘... and,” he continued, ‘take a message for me to the Lords of the Sun.’
‘But how? Kyrawas bewildered and frightened. ‘How can 17

‘And who are the Lords of the Sun? Karne asked breathlessly.
‘Acrossthe world, in places beyond even your imaginings. .

‘Beyond the sea? Karne interrupted.

‘Y es, even beyond the sea and beyond the lands on the other side of the sea. . . there are people
believing aswe do in the Sacred Mydteries, and amongst them some have been chosen as Lords of the
Sun. Their training islong and arduous, but they have great powers and can see much that is closed to
even the mogt highly trained priest.

‘But surely,” Karne said, noticing Kyra sterrified face. Y ou should be in touch with them. How can
Kyraposshly...?

‘Wardyke knowsthisiswhat | want to do. He will not let me near the Sacred Circle.’
Maa spokewith conviction.

It wastrue. They had noticed and remarked that Maa had not been near the Sacred Circle since
Wardyke had arrived.

‘Bt .. . itisnot guarded. Perhaps you could get in some time when Wardyke is not there.’
Maal smiled and shook his head.

‘Itisnot so easy, my children. Wardykeis a powerful magician and has cast an invisiblering of force
around the stones so that they will not admit me.’

Kyragasped.
‘But what about me?
‘Wardyke does not realize you could be athreat to him. Thereis no ring of force cast to keep you out.’

Kyralooked miserable. It became clearer and clearer that somehow agreat deal was expected of her
and shedid not fed at dl confident that she could fulfil Mad’ s expectations.

‘But . .. Karneresalized her predicament. ‘ Even if she does manage to pass unnoticed into thecircle. .
‘Asshedid before, Maal said with asudden twinkling smile.

‘Asshedid before” Karne admitted. ‘But last time shetried to travel in the mind as you had done. She
could not manage it and nearly died.’

Maa nodded.
‘l know,” hesaid. ‘1 would not ask if there were another way.’

‘Besdes,’ said Karne with sudden inspiration, ‘if Wardykeisamagician, so areyou! It ispart of being a
priest.

‘Yed!’ cried Kyrajoyfully, thinking she saw away oLt.



Maal shook hishead sadly.

‘1 have been neglecting the magic aspects of my priesthood for many years now, and could not compete
with Wardyke

‘But why? Kyracried accusngly.
‘Because, my child, | found something more important.”

What could be more important than magic! Karne would have given hisright arm to be ableto practice
magic effectively.

‘| used to think, as you do, that the practise of magic was of great importance and gave me great power.
Oneday | tried to use my magic on atraveler from afar-off land, he was amerchant bringing flintsfrom
the south, asmple man | thought. We met on these very hillsand fell into conversation. He chalenged me
aspriest to perform magic for him. Being foolish | chose to accept the chalenge and said | could ring him
with aninvisblewall of force through which he could not step. It was very smilar magic to the one
Wardyke now haswrought on me. | know | should not have used my priesthood knowledge for anidle
trick, but he was mocking our religion and the ancient mysteriesand | wanted to prove him wrong. |
performed the rites perfectly and confidently expected him to be trapped within the ring. But he was not.
Hewaked out of it with asmileand said, and this| will never forget, “Y our magic isworked around my
body. You forget | am spirit and am everywhere.”

‘I sat till it was dark upon these hills and thought about it.
‘Hewas right, and what he had said | had always known.

‘Indeed, this | had been taught in the Temple of the Sun, but somehow it had become overlaid by al the
ritual and the magic tricks so that they had become the most important part of my religion to me. It was
asthough | had been given agreat and precious Truth wrapped in layers of dry straw, and | had cometo
believe the straw wasthe Truth.

‘“Much of what he had said in criticism of our religion began to make senseto me. | resolved to throw
away the straw and find the inner gift of Truth.

‘But in doing this| made yet another mistake,

‘1 was so continualy searching into the depths of my own Being to find “the spirit thet is everywhere,”
that is more powerful than magic, and that nothing can cageif it hasthe will to be free, that | sought
solitude, | resented the intrusion of people, of duties, of anything that distracted me from my purpose.
Before, | had neglected the inner life by concentrating on the outer; now | neglected the outer by
concentrating too much on the inner. To me the whole of materid existence became unimportant. Only
Spirit mattered.

‘But thisisnot asit should be. Spirit and matter are part of the same whole: different manifestations of the
same God. The same source. Each devel ops because of the other, not in spite of the other.

‘| seethisnow, but it istoo late.

‘“What do you mean —too late? Kyrasaid. She had strained to understand what he had been saying. It
was not easy, but she thought she grasped some of it. The rest she stored in her mind to think about later.

‘I have had my chance asyour priest and | havefailed.’



They both opened their mouths to protest but he raised his hand to silence them. It was strange to think a
priest could make mistakes like any common man.

‘If I had my time again, knowing what | know now, | would be a better priest to your community. No.
Say nothing. Time, an ambitious Elder and an unscrupulous impostor-priest have forced me to see where
| waswrong. | |eft agap which Wardyke could fill. I should have taught this community to rely on the
living truth and the individua power of their own eternd selves so that no one could come and take them
over as Wardyke has done.

‘But my timeinthislifeisused up. | can pursue the matter further only in another life’
“Y ou mean you are going to die? Kyraasked in ahushed voice.

“Youmay cal it dying if youwish.’

There was Slence between them for awhile.

‘ And you cannot use magic any more?

‘I cannot and | will not.’

‘Butif itwouldhelp .. .?

‘It would only help theimmediate future—if at al. We must not defest Wardyke with magic; it istoo
temporary ameasure. We must defeat him by growing in oursalvestill we are greater in inner strength
than he, till hismagic circleswill have no effect upon us, asthey did not upon that flint merchant.”

‘But it hastaken you years and you sill have not managed it!” Kyra said wonderingly. ‘What chance
have we?

‘Every chance. Y ou have not made the mistakes | have made. Y ou come fresh and strong to the task. |
will help you and necessity will give you wings’

‘But if wecannot ..

“Y ou forget we plan to call upon the Lords of the Sun.’
Karne decided that it wastimefor practicalities.

‘What isthe first move we should make? he asked.

‘I may be able to pass within the circle without his seeing me,” Kyraremembered her terrifying tasks,
‘but how do | reach the Lords of the Sun?

‘1 will have to teach you many things. It will not be easy, and it will not be safe, particularly for someone
who has had no training in the Temple of the Sun.’

Kyralooked even more miserable, and even Karne was beginning to think the whole thing was becoming
too difficult.

‘Would it not be possible.. . .7 Kyragtarted tentatively and then stopped.
‘Would what not be possble, my child?

‘I mean . . . how do we know Wardyke isrealy bad? Doesit matter very much that he has not the fina



mark of the priest upon him?

‘Thefina mark is put upon a priest when he has passed the most stringent moral tests. Without that mark
itispossible the priest has dl the powers of priesthood, but there is no guarantee he will use them for the
good of the people. If Wardyke has been refused the fina mark, that meansthe High Priest of the
Temple of the Sun thought he was capable of the misuse of his powers, and that meansthat your people
areindanger.’

‘The very fact that he put up that ring of force to keep you out of the circleisabad sign,” Karne said.
‘Certainly itis. | think we should start Kyra straining as soon as possible. She hasmuch to learn.’

She looked so wretched and so smdll, he put his hand on her shoulder and through hisfingers she felt the
warm flowing of hisown confidencein her, hislove and need of her.

She bowed her head. So beit.
At least shewould try.
Chapter 7

TheTraining of Kyra

Asthe weekswent by Karne and Kyra became more and more deeply involved in the new knowledge
they were gaining from the priest. Maal arranged to meet them secretly at certain timesin the hills, where
they had met before, but one day he suggested they meet at the home of afriend of his, remote from the
village and yet not as remote asthe hills. Karne and Kyra had been finding it difficult to dip avay
unnoticed for quite the length of time required for visiting the northern hills. They were surprised when he
mentioned afriend and thought perhaps he meant another priest or maybe even one of the Elderswho
was not totaly loya to Wardyke and Thorn. But they discovered it was Fern, agirl they had known
dightly for years, ayear older than Karne, living someway from the village in a beatiful leafy glade. On
ceremonia days she came quietly to the village but on the whole she kept hersalf separate from the
community. The richness of the plant growth around her homestead was well known and in times of
drought the villagers had fed on food grown by her.

It was her father who had introduced the seed that gave the community the best whest crop they had
ever had and now it had become common practice to grow it year after year. Travellersfrom other
communities had been astonished at the prolific yield and had bartered various goods for some of the
seed.

Fern’s parents were dead now and she lived done, sill keeping the land lush and green around her.
Some of the villagers worried about her.

‘It isnot good for ayoung girl to be dways so done,” Karne' s mother often said.

And some thought her strange.

‘Shetalksto the spirits, Thon said. ‘ Thera saw her the other day talking to that tree next to old Faro's
grip.”

‘Thereisno harm in talking to the spirits,” Kyrasaid. ‘“Wedo it every time we pray.’

‘But such talking, such prayer, isat the right time and the right place. We use the words of our fathers, at



the times our fathers have chosen . . . the priest isour channdl.’

Karne said nothing but he thought a great dedl. It seemed to him in thelast year he had become
increasingly impatient with the round of prayersthey had to chant each day. No matter how he
concentrated on theritual he could fed nothing flowing back from it. He had no sense of the spiritshe
wastaking to hearing himin any way or even being aware that he was there and trying to communicate.
He had not dared admit even to himself that at times he wondered if the spirit world existed at dl. He
thought about Fern and wondered if she had found away to communicate that was better than the one
that they were using.

Mad firg took them to Fern on aday when rain had falen, but the sun had followed soon afterwards.
Everything was fresh and smelling good. In Fern’ s garden raindrops were trapped on leaves and shone
with sudden splendour asthey passed. Kyrafound herself gazing at one caught and poised on thetip of a
tall grass spear, itsweight dightly pulling the leaf towards the earth. She felt herself being absorbed into its
luminosity and somehow becoming aform of light which shone upon thewhole Universe. . .

‘Kyra,’ Karne shattered the precious experience and brought her back to the limitations of being
contained within ahuman frame. * Did you ever see such flowers?

Kyralooked and marvelled. Every flower she had ever seen growing in the fields or in the forestswas
growing in Fern’s garden, but somehow larger, richer, more magnificent. And flowers she had never seen
were there in great profusion too. The colours, from the degpest crimson to the paest cream and white,
midnight blue and mountain shadow purple, wove together in an intricate and dazzling pattern of ddlight,
al sstinrich and varied green.

Fern led them to agrassy bank and afalen log and they sat surrounded by the garden. It was so beautiful
and peaceful it was awhile before they could bring themsalvesto talk and in the sllence Kyra could
amost fancy she heard the secret, intricate processes of growth going on al around them, roots pushing
gtrongly but infinitely dowly through the rich black earth, branches lengthening, leaves unfurling, buds
opening. Bushes of every kind of green surrounded them, some laden with berries. Fern saw Karne
looking at them and asked if he were hungry.

His expression was answer enough.

Fern smiled, and then to Karne' s amazement stood very ill in front of the bush with the most berries,
not moving and not touching them. She seemed to bein akind of slent communication with the plant
world. After amoment or two she opened her eyes and picked the berries gently.

Karne seyes met Kyra's.
When they had eaten their fill and al their mouths were stained with purple, they settled down to talk.
‘How isit that your plants grow so well? Kyraasked. ‘| have never seen such profusion of growth.’

No one Kyra had ever met cultivated plantsfor beauty or for pleasure one. The villagers grew cropsin
the strips that were dlotted to them outside the village, but never had she seen adwelling house
surrounded by flowers.

Fern was shy and seemed uncertain what to answer.

‘Fern has specid powers, Kyra’ Maa spokefor her. *Not unlike yours. Sheisin tune with the earth,
sensesitsinner needs and works with the flow of lifewithinit.’

“You seemed to betakingtothatbush.. .| mean...inyour head. ..’



‘| was asking for the berries;” Fern said smply.
Maal noticed Karne' s expression.

‘All lifeisanimated by spirit,” he said. ‘We should treet al things with respect. Our relationship with the
plant world should be arel ationship between two life forms, each respecting the other, different asthey
may be’

Karnelooked at the bush. He remembered with shame how often he had walked through afield with a
stick, absent-mindedly knocking off the heads of flowers and grasses.

‘The earth has forces flowing through it, lines of power through which renewa and regeneration come;’
Fern said gently. ‘1 work with these, and the fedings of need | get from the plants themselves.’

‘My brother says you talked to that old tree next to Faro’ s plot. It used to look as though it were dying,
but now | seeit hasnew leaves’

| know,” Fern flushed dightly. ‘I did not mean to talk aoud. The words themsalves mean nothing to the
plants. It isthe feding inside one, whether oneis genuinely concerned for itswelfare or not, that matters.
Itisakind of communion through loving. Sometimes | use words just to help myself concentrate. But the
plant cannot hear them, of course — unless perhapsit respondsto the tone of them . . .

“Y ou mean whether your voice sounds angry or loving?

‘Yes. | supposethat could have an effect. Perhapsthe resonance . . . But it isredly the feding that
matters.’

Karnewas gtill curious about the renewal of Faro’ stree.

‘But how did you make Faro’ stree grow again?

‘It wasnot “Faro’stree,”” Fern said firmly. ‘No man can own atree. A treeisafree pirit, like man.’
‘Sorry. But anyway . . . how did you make the tree grow again?

‘I did not makeit grow,” Fern said patiently. ‘It grew, like man, when thelife force, the spirit flow if you
like, was not impeded any more by fear and anger.’

‘Thetree“feared!”’ Karne was bewildered.

“Y ou could say that. Faro had cut many of its roots and branches, brutally and without warning, to
extend hisgrowing gtrip. If atree hasto be cut there are ways of doing it, with preparation and with the
flow of nature, that does not harm theliving creature or make it angry or afraid.’

‘Where doesthisflow comefrom? Kyraasked with interest.
Mad held up hisarms and looked around him. He indicated everywhere, everything.
Kyraremembered the feding of wholeness, of identity with the Universe she had experienced recently.

‘Inasense’ Mad said, ‘it does not come from anywhere or go anywhere. It isaflow that iswithin us
and within everything e se which makes us dl part of the same Whole. The flow iswithin the Whole and
S0 consequently within us’

‘Asthough we aredl in aclosed circle with the flow going round and round within the circle? Karne



asked.
‘Something like that.
‘Isthat why our templeisacircle? A sort of symbol of the greet circle in which everything is contained?

‘Something like that, Maa said again. ‘ Our little stone circle concentrates power by trapping abit of it
withinitself and then asit follows round and round within thecircleit gainsstrength . .

‘But that in asenseisimpeding its free flow through everything and you said that was bad.’

‘Ah; Mad sghed. ‘Itisal so complex and we have so little time. But | will try and explain. To capture
the force within the circle and to use it for your own purposes should not be done lightly. That iswhy only
the priest isalowed within the circle. Only he hasthe training and the strength to use the power the circle
has generated creetively. An unwary and untrained person might be destroyed by the concentration of

power.’

Kyralooked horrified. She had not forgotten she was expected to go within the circle and use its
powers.

Fern saw her expression and put her arm around her and kissed her gently on the forehead. She had
been informed by Maal of the Situation asit stood and was prepared to help them in any way she could.
Shewas sengtive to the earth and dl itslife forms but she could not leave her body and travel in the
spirit, which iswhat Kyramust do to reach the Lords of the Sun.

There was sllence for amoment asthey dl looked at Kyraand thought about her ordedl.

‘Come,’ Mad sad, taking her hand, ‘we will go away from Karne and Fern and practice what you must
do’

* * % %

Heled her degper into the leafy wood and found asmall clearing ringed with fronds of fern and feathery
white flowers. The rocks lying scattered around were beautiful with lichen and moss. Sunlight flickered
and skittered through the leaves of the trees high above them, their trunkstall and straight, forming a
circle of living columns around them, awooden circle of power.

Kyralay down in the centre, her head to the east, her body aligned a ong the path of the sun. She looked
straight up to the roof of interlocking branches above her and noticed the intricate patterning of leaves,
subtly changing moment by moment aslight breeze stirred among them but did not penetrate to where
shelay in gtillness on the earth. Mad sat beside her and waited for the frightened hammering of her heart
to quiet down. Shewould not be ableto travel far without the concentration of power from the Sacred
Stones, but at least she could learn something of the technique.

He had questioned her again and again about every detail of her last experience and he was convinced
that the most cogent reason for her failure was that she was afraid. He talked to her now quietly, gently
caming her fears, trying to get her to relax, limb by limb. At last he could sense every bit of her body was

lying limp.

‘Fed asthough your body isheavy . . . snkinginto theearth . . . sinking into theearth . . .” Hisvoice was
Soft, repetitive, hypnotic.

‘Sinking ...’



Helet her liefeding thisfor awhile. Then he as quietly fed her other suggestions.

‘Now fedl asthough your body isexpanding . . . fed it Sretching . . . your legs are growing longer . . .
your ams. .. youaresweling. .. growing. .. becoming lighter and lighter . . . you arefilling withair . ..
you arefloating . . . floating . . .’

She had her eyes shut and she could fed everything he suggested she should fedl. Hisvoice came as
though in adream from along, long way away.

The solidity of her body was no longer there. She could make it become whatever she chose. But
somehow shewas dill ‘ingde it. Shewas not travelling.

“You are separate from your body . .. Maal’svoice droned on and on. * Separate.. . . You, Kyra, are
not your body . . . your body is nothing but a dress you can put on or take off . . . put on or take off . . .
adressyou can put on or take off . . .’

She could fed hersdlf dipping, floating, separating . . .

Strange, now she was with the leaves, the brilliance of their flickering was hurting her. Far below her she
could see two figures, an old man and ayoung girl. They looked familiar, but she wastoo comfortable,
too relaxed to bother to work it out. She just kept drifting . . .

She could see so much more now, therich profusion of Fern’s garden, Fern and Karne sitting very close
side by side on the log, deep in conversation. She could see beyond them, beyond Fern’slittle house, to
the path that led to the village. Momentarily she seemed to drift off to deep and lose her bearingsand
when she became conscious again she was not in the clearing with Maal, but beside the heap of stones
that had been gathered for Maa’ s buria mound. She looked around her in some confusion, wondering
how she came to be there, and then she noticed that she was not a one. Wardyke and Thorn were
standing quite near, talking.

‘He cannot haveit here Wardyke was saying. ‘We will put it over beside the clump of trees” He
pointed.

‘But . . ." thought Kyra, ‘but . . ." She knew there was something wrong with this but she could not think
clearly enough to decide what it was. She dill felt half dazed and could not understand how she cameto
be there.

‘Do you till want amound built? Thorn was asking.

‘Oh, yes” said Wardyke, ‘we will give him amound, but it will not do him any good over there.’
That wasit! She knew what was wrong.

Before she could stop hersdlf she cried out.

‘But that is not where he wantsit. It isnot on the alignment!”’

Her voice seemed loud to her and she was not standing far from the two men, but neither of them
seemed to hear her. Wardyke half turned his head and listened as though something had disturbed him,
but Thorn waslooking right at her and yet did not see her.

He did not see her!

As sheredized this a shockwave of fear passed through her. She felt aterrible jerking and heard a



snapping sound and suddenly she was back in the clearing with Maal, shaking with fear, very much the
ordinary little Kyra. As she came back she had cried out and Karne and Fern came running to see what
the matter was. Maal had his arm around her and she was crying.

‘I had such ahorrible dream,” she sobbed. ‘| heard Wardyke and Thorn plotting to move your buria
mound away from the place you have chosen, and then when | called out to them they did not hear me or
seeme!’

Maal looked very interested.
‘Where did they say they were going to put it?

‘By that clump of treesto the left, right acrossthe field, nowhere near the dignment you wanted with the
midsummer sunset mark and the Sacred Circle.

‘Never mind your dream,” Karne said impatiently, ‘what about the travelling? Did you do any?
‘I do not know,” she said miserably. ‘I think | went to deep.’

‘I think not, Madl said quietly.

‘“Youmean...?7 Kyraopened her eyeswide.

‘I mean. . . | think you made your first journey. Now tell me everything you felt and saw.’

* * % %

They returned to the log as Kyrawas anxious to get away from the clearing where she had had such a
strange experience. Under Mad’ s skilful questioning shetold them every detall. They weredl very
excited and even Kyracould not help feling akind of nervous eation and pride at her achievement.

‘You see;’ Mad said, patting her on the head, ‘it was not so bad after al.’
‘| cannot believeit redly happened!’

‘Will you believeit if Thorn and Wardyke redlly do move the grave to the very place you described?
Karne asked.

‘Of course. But surely it will not be so?
‘Weshdl see; Mad said thoughtfully.
‘Butif itisso, Fernsaid, ‘that will be bad for you surely?

‘In oneway, yes. In another way, no. It will mean we are making progress with Kyraand we are that
much nearer to being able to contact the Lords of the Sun.’

‘Why isit soimportant where you have your burial mound? Karne asked. ‘What did they mean by it not
doing you any good beside the trees?

‘Itisal connected with the channels through which the earth powersflow,” Fern said. ‘Where Mad
choosesto place himself at the moment of death isvery important.”

‘1 want my dying to be a conscious and deliberate act, Mad said.

Karne and Kyralooked horrified. Fern seemed to understand.



‘| have chosenthisway,” Madl said camly.
‘I do not understand!” Kyracried. * Are you going to kill yourself?

‘Not quite. When | know | am about to die | am going to compose myself for death, useit as| have
been trained to do, to influence the direction of my journey through the spirit worlds, maybe even thetime
and place of my rebirth on thisearth.’

Karne and Kyrawere |ooking astonished. They had been told in ritual words many timesthat thislife was
only one of many, but until thismoment neither of them had redlly thought about it.

‘Youmean...?

‘S0 you seeit isimportant that he should meet his deeth while heis on theline of maximum lifeforce,’
Fern interrupted eagerly, * o that he can have dl the help he can in the difficult task of transference from
oneleve to another.’

‘Wardyke knowsthis;” Maa said, and there was atrace of bitternessin hisvoice, ‘and that iswhy he
wantsto move me off theline of maximum power.’

Kyra gasped.

‘“Wemust not let him do it! We must stop him!” Karne cried angrily.

Maal raised hishand.

‘Not so hasty, my friend. Y ou are dealing with avery powerful magician.’
Karne was silenced for amoment and then muttered, ‘ There must be away!”’

‘Therewill beaway, said Madl confidently, ‘but wewill not find it when our minds are dl muddied and
disturbed by anger.’

‘If we gt dill and let our mindsflow naturdly,” Fern said, “the solution to the problem will probably just
float up from deep insde ourselves. | have noticed that. There seemsto be another “me” somewhere
deeply insdethat | hardly ever notice, but when | do it seemsto make more sense of things than the
outsde“me.” | think it isthis one that communicates with the plant world.’

‘Wdll, | an no good at dtting sill,; Karne said impatiently. ‘ Things cometo mewhen | am active!’

‘That may be your way,” Mad said, ‘but it isnot ours. Bear with uswhile wetry to find our hidden
Sdves. You yoursdf might be surprised if you wereto join with usinthis’

Silencefdl between them and dmost immediately the other three began to look remote and calm. Karne
could not still hismind. The more he tried the more his angry thoughts churned and turned within him.

At last he could bear it no longer and burst out with the suggestion that the only way out of the Situation
wasto kill Wardyke.

Kyrawas horrified.
‘If you killed Wardyke you would be just asbad asheis,’ she said indignantly.

‘One must try to reroute . . . not to destroy,” Maal said patiently.



‘Buit killing him would be re-routing him!” Karne called out triumphantly. ‘I would re-route him straight
out of thislifeinto the next!’

Maa could not help laughing, but Kyraand Fern were even more indignant. The old priest would have
preferred to change the subject, but he had to say something more to soothe the girls and prevent Karne
rushing off and carrying out his hot-headed threet.

‘Weare dl part of the same pattern,” he said. ‘ We are dependent on each other in subtle and
complicated ways and no man dare decide the fate of any other man. The mysteries of life and desth are
beyond our understanding and are meddled with only at our peril. By our interference we may bring
about greater harm than that which we had hoped to cure. There will be ways of stopping Wardyke that
do not runthisrisk.’

‘1 wish we could think of something,” Kyrasaid sadly.

‘Wewill,; said Mad with conviction.

It wastime for them to separate.

Mad went firgt asit wasimportant that no one saw them together.

Asthey watched hisdightly stooping figure disgppear around the curve of the hill, Kyrasaid, ‘We are not
even sureif any of thisisgoing to happen. | may have dreamed the whole thing.’

‘| am certainitisgoing to happen,” said Karne. ‘1 have no doubt!’
Kyrasighed.

Her brother had aways had more faith in her powers than she had hersdlf.
Chapter 8

The Retreat

During the next few days nothing was said in the village about the changed site of Mad’ stomb, and even
Karne was beginning to think Kyra' s experience might have been adream.

They saw Wardyke once or twice but Maal had warned them to avoid him if possible and certainly not
to meet hiseyes. Their plan would only work if Wardyke' s suspicions were not in any way aroused.
Karne helped in the fields as usua and aso spent some time gathering stones for Maal’ s burid chamber.

It was on thefifth day after Kyra' s experience that Faro came to the place where they were piling the
rocks and asked the boys to move them towards the clump of trees. He pointed out exactly where he
wanted them.

‘Why isthat? Karne asked, trying to keep hisvoice as unemotiond as possible.
‘I do not know,” Faro said. ‘ Thorn told meto tell you. It must be a better place for some reason.’
Karne could not wait to tell Kyra.

The other boys grumbled bitterly at the extrawork involved, but Karne worked silently and as he
worked he began to think of a plan. Fern’ swood was on the line of alignment from the Sacred Circleto
the midsummer sunset notch. What if they dug another burid place in the woods behind her house,
keeping it hidden and secret, and Mad buried himsdlf in that instead of the official one?



He rushed home and dragged Kyraout to their meeting place near the boat. Asthey walked he poured
out hisscheme.

At firgt shewas confused, but when she caught the gist of what he was saying her fedings were mixed.
She was pleased that she had proof that she had started to *travel’, but shewas aso afraid of the
implications. How soon would Maal consider she was ready to enter the circle? Surdly it would be along
time before she was prepared enough for that. She had no real control yet over where she went or what
she did. She remembered with ashudder that awful jerk with which she had returned to her bodly.

‘What do you think of it? Karne asked her eagerly.
‘| am frightened, Karne. What if | cannot get back?

‘What on earth are you talking about? He was genuindy surprised. He thought she had been listening to
every word of hisexcdlent plan.

‘From the Lords of the Sun.’

‘Oh, them!” he said impatiently * That is another problem. What do you think of my ideaabout the buria
mound?

He had to explain the whole thing again. She thought it was agood ideg, but raised afew useful
objections. The burial of apriest was dways a ceremonid affair and the whole community would be
there to see him go. There was no way Wardyke would let them use their own tomb.

‘Of course not! He must not even know about it

‘How are you going to manage it then?

‘| am not sure. Therearethings | need to know from Mad’
‘What things?

‘“How long does he stay dive after the tomb is closed? If he can stay dive long enough for the crowdsto
leave and for usto dig him up again, it will be quite asmple matter to transfer him from the one tomb to
the other. He need not start his specid life transference process until we get him safely into his proper
place on the alignment of power.’

Kyrathought of something elseto worry about.
‘I hope he does not die before we have another priest in Wardyke' s place!’

‘| think that iswhy heisdriving you so hard with the training. He knows he cannot leave until he has seen
that we are safe!’

Kyraredized it was selfish of her to put up SO much resistance to the training.

‘“Wewill see him tomorrow,” she said decisively. * Y ou can take the message to Maa now and | will go
home and keep mother from sending someone out to find us’

* k * %

Mad liked Karne' s scheme and when they were once again with Fern they spent agreat ded of time
searching out the right place in the woods to dig the new buria chamber. He thought there would just be
time enough for the move from the one tomb to the other to take place if everything went smoothly and



quickly. Asapriest of the Sun hewastrained to control al hisbodily functions himsdf, including
breathing and blood circulation. He could so control hisbody that he could liein trance without accessto
air or food for along time, apparently dead.

‘Almost like a seed that liesin the ground over winter and then springs back to life when the warm
weather comes? Fern asked.

‘Something likethat,” Mad said. ‘But | could not compete with the seed.’
‘What time of day will they havetheburia,” Karne wanted to know.

‘At sunset, so the darkness that follows swiftly upon it will be aconvenienceto us, Maal answered.
Y ou must have the route well marked out so that you do not stumble or get lost. It would attract too
much attention to carry torches.’

‘Try to have the ceremony on amoonlit night and we will place white marker sonesto show ustheway.’
“Y ou may not be the only onesto follow them to their source!’
‘But we need something!”

‘Rely on your own natural skills. Train your eyes. Familiarize your memory with the shapes of treesand
rocks.’

‘Wemust go over the route severd times at night, Karne said thoughtfully.
Kyrawasworrying again.
‘Itisnot going to be easy to dip away from home at night.’

‘No part of it will beeasy, | am afraid,” said Maal, and thisreminded him that the most important and
most difficult part of dl wasthe part Kyrahad to play.

‘Come, child, we must have another lesson,” and he led her away.

* k% k% %

Whilethey were busy Karne and Fern took two sticks of equal length as sighting rods and set about
trying to work out an accurate alignment from the circle to the notch. It was not as easy asthey had first
thought, because the trees often obscured their view, but they solved the problem at last by Karne
climbing the tallest tree and Fern climbing the hill outside the wood.

Karne came down from the tree just as Fern arrived back from her work on the hill, and by swinging
quickly from branch to branch he managed to land on her with awild and frightening cry. They fell ina
heap together on the mossy, spongy ground, she laughing at the fright she had suffered and he laughing a
the pleasure of having frightened her. After awhile they stopped laughing and lay quietly side by side, her
hair spread out around her on the dark fallen leaves, like fire. They could fed the wood watching them,
caring for them, being gentle with them.

“You know, hesaid at last, Sitting up, ‘it isastrange thing but there isalmost a pathway, agap in this
wood opening up dong the line of dignment.’

She looked where he pointed and it was true. The trees seemed to form anatural avenue, interlocked
above, but a trunk leve clearly grouped to suggest akind of living tunnel leading the eye through the
wood to the stone circle on the hill to the east, and to the notch on the hill in the west.



‘We need not have goneto dl that trouble,” Karne said, ‘the linewasthere dl aong.’

Fern smiled. She had enjoyed the afternoon and was not sorry they had worked it out for themselves.
Karne caught the expression and smiled broadly. Y es, he had enjoyed it too.

* k % %

But while they were having ahappy time poor Kyrawasin trouble again. She had managed to ‘travel’
after afew fase sarts, but thistime she found hersdf in astrange and horrifying situation. She was aware
of her body lying on abeautiful golden couch but she was surrounded by a group of terrifying and
hideous figures. Each had the body of aman clad only in aloincloth that shone like metal, and each hed
the head of an animdl, grinning and jeering and leering a her. Shetried to get up but found she could not
move her body. Shetried to scream, but no sound would come from her throat. She redlized she was
outside her body again and had no control over it. She screamed and screamed, struggled and fought.
She could fed herself doing dl this, but she could see her body il lying there soundless and inert as
though it were dead.

The creatures began tugging a her body. She could see them doing it, but could not fedl their touch. They
raised her into asitting position and pointed a something on the ground that they obvioudy wanted her to
see. They were laughing in aghastly way that sounded more animad than human, laughing and pointing
and poking at her, anxious for her to see what they had for her. She got the impression it was some kind
of present. She could see, though not with her own eyes, what appeared to be arug. As shelooked at it
one of the creatures pulled at it so that it moved and what was on it became sickeningly clear to her.

Therug itsalf seemed not to be of skin like the ones she was accustomed to, but of woven cloth,
coloured and patterned in away she would not have thought possible. Rich crimsons and blues and
golds, amazing patterning of animals and birds. But upon al this beauty lay the hideous, rotting carcass of
her friend Mad.

As she recognized him she screamed and the creatures jumped about with delight.

‘Oh God! Oh God!" she cried with al the force and concentration of her Inner Being. ‘ God of Lifeand
Light, ssveme!’

She could fed the words bursting in her head and even as she finished them there was akind of explosion
of light and the same snapping sound she had heard before.

She was back with the living Mad in the clearing in Fern’ swood, the creatures of evil nowherein sight.

She was ashen and shaking and it was along time before Maal could get aclear picture out of her asto
what had happened. When he had heard the tale hisface was very grave.

‘What doesit mean? shecried. ‘Oh Mad, what doesit mean!’

Hewas silent, his expression sombre.

‘Tdl me’ sheingsted, frightened by the gloominess of his expression and hisrefusa to answer.
He shook his head.

Shejumped up and seized him by histhin shoulders and shook him fiercely.

‘I must know,” she shouted. ‘ Tell me!’



Hejust kept shaking his head. Tears of frustration poured down her cheeks and she did not stop shaking
his shouldersfor an instant.

‘Kyral’ shouted Karne and Fern, arriving to find what to them had been anidyllic, peaceful afternoon
shattered by the fury and despair they saw before them.

Karnetook hold of his hysterical sster and pulled her away from the old man. Fern put her arms about
Mad and tried to comfort him, amazed that Kyra should have attacked him so.

When at last Kyrawas slent, Stting pale and tear-stained within the circle of her brother’ s arms, and
Maal had walked away from them into the wood to think awhile and returned looking camer and more
composed, Karne and Fern were told briefly what had occurred. They were both shaken and puzzled by
the experience. Although Kyrawould dearly haveliked to ask yet again the meaning of it al, Maa
offered no explanation, and she was too weary to insst on one.

‘| have decided,” Maa said calmly. ‘ The work istoo dangerous for Kyra. We must abandon it.’
‘But, saidKarne, ‘. .. Wardyke?

‘| know. But apriest would train for years before he would take therisks | am asking Kyrato take. We
cannot do it in the time available. We must try and think of another way.’

‘“Who were those creatures? Fern asked anxioudly.

Kyrasat ill and quiet, showing no interest or emotion now, too worn out to careif he answered Fern's
guestion or not.

He paused along time, but the expression on his face showed them that he was trying to answer.
‘What | have been doing with you iswrong,” he said dowly at last.
Karne opened his mouth to deny it, but Maa stopped him with agesture.

‘Y es, wrong. Theworld you lived in before, the world the villagers see dl around them is a comfortable
world. It isnot the only world they livein, but it isthe only world they think they livein. It fitsthem like
their own clothes and they are happy with it. Only certain of their faculties are developed so they see only
certain things about the world. Because they are not aware of anything further they are quite content that
what they have is everything thereisto have.

‘But thereismore to redity than meetsthe eye of the average person.

‘There are ways of growing naturally like Fern here, or being trained like me, so that one becomes aware
of some of the other levelsto redlity. The more one grows, the more one learns, the more complex and
wonderful the world becomes, deeper and deeper levels, higher and higher levels open up to one!

Y ou have gtarted this growth with me. Y ou will never be content again asthe villagers are, with an
inadequate sense of redlity.

‘But thereisapaceto learning, to growing, to unfolding. Fern can tell you that, from watching her plants
grow and flower and fruit and fal. All should be done gradualy. Asoneisready o one moves. That way
whatever one growsto be aware of, oneisready for. | have been pushing Kyratoo far too fast. She has
come upon things sheis not ready for. They will destroy her mind.’

The three young people were silent.



Karne and Fern were thinking deeply upon what Maal had said.

Kyrawas adeep, her head fallen upon her brother’ s shoulder. As he looked down upon her face he was
moved almost to tears himsdlf at the paleness of it, the weariness and despair of it.

Chapter 9
TheTraining changesdirection

During the next few days Kyramoved about as though she wereill. She was extremely tired al thetime,
and very pale. Her mother fussed and kept her close about the house. Karne watched with some anxiety
but could do nothing for her. She did not seem to want to talk and indeed, even if he had wanted to call
her away to their talking place at the boat, there were two reasons, gpart from Kyra's own reluctance, to
prevent it: his mother’ svigilance over his sister and the presence of histwo brothers, J and Okan, almost
congtantly at the boat.

Karne watched them go off one day eagerly discussing the day’ swork plan and redlized he was fedling
like agrown man watching two children going off to play. The boat had been so important to him at one
time, but that enthusiasm seemed a hundred moons ago now, when he was achild. He smiled to think
that he had once thought he could only find the answersto dl his questions about life and desth and the
gods by sailing away across the sea. He knew now that the answersto life' s mysteries lay wherever one
happened to be. It was only amatter of the acuteness of one’ s vision whether one could see them or not.

Although he was forced reluctantly to agree with Mad that they should not push Kyra any further than
she was able to go, he was determined to continue learning from Maa himself.

Fern too had much to teach, athough he learnt from her more by watching and being with her than by
discussing things with her. Shewas not so good at putting things into words as Mad, but the way she
lived her lifewasalessonin itsdf.

Sometimes he went to see her when the others were not there and always found her quietly, gently, going
about her daily work tending the plants. She seemed to sense everything they needed and would never
alow hersdf to betoo tired or too harassed to give it to them. She paced hersalf steedlily through the
day. Karne noticed that with admiration. There were never momentsin her orderly life, astherewerein
his, of rush and bother as too much to be done became bunched up into too little time. He noticed that
when she wastired or overworked and beginning to get tense, she would stop what she was doing
immediately and Sit cross legged and ill, her head tipped dightly back and her eyes closed. When he
found her like that thefirst time, there was such a stillness about her he thought she had somehow fallen
adeep Sitting up. But she was not adeep and after only afew moments of thiskind of intenseret, this
snking into the fill point at the centre of her nature, she was refreshed and would rise up gracefully to
dart work again.

‘Areyou not lonely aways by yoursalf? he asked her one day asthey sat together.
‘| am never by mysdlf,” shesaid, smiling, ‘and | am certainly never lonely.’

He bdieved her. Around her trees and bushes and plants were swesetly growing, long tendrils of creeper
reached down from the trees to stroke her as she passed. He could fedl the love and peace dl around,
the fedling of companionship. She sat in the centre of agreen world and light both radiated from her and
to her. In some ways she looked as though she herself was of the plant world. The stillnesswith which
she sat, the quiet gleam of her red-gold hair, her eyesthe colour of dark wood flecked strangely with the
gold of sunlight, her skin nut brown and her body dim, supple and lithe like ayoung sapling. Living done
sheworked hard, doing al the chores normally shared out among afamily. She needed no wood for



cooking, as she ate only plant material and that fresh and uncooked, but for the winter she had to gather
wood and break it into reasonably sized piecesfor her smal hearth. She took only branchesthat were
aready dead, and chopped them with afine flint axe her father had left her. All summer sheworked on
thewood little by little, so that when the cold winds came howling down from the north she was well
prepared. When her house needed mending she mended it. When the earth needed digging she dug it.

Karne sometimes felt she had the strength of aboy and yet the beauty of awoman’s shape. Hefelt totally
at peace with her asthough her thoughts flowed in unison with his. He never sensed as he did with other
peoplethat he was cut off, isolated within his own skin, unable to communicate.

* k * %

Astime passed Kyra gradualy became less pale. She seemed to have decided to regard the whole
experience as abad dream, but nevertheless she was determined not to put herself in the position of
having such another one. It was a great relief to her that she was no longer expected to ‘travel,” and
Karnefound her dmogt irritating in the way she put the whole thing from her mind and in some way
returned to childhood. She played with the younger children noisily and enthusiagtically, avoiding him and
refusing to vist Maa and Fern. Indeed she was so unlike hersdf he began to wonder if her mind had
been affected dready, asMad said it might beif they continued with their experiments.

Chafing at the inactivity and lack of progress, he decided, asthey could no longer rely on her for any help
and they must be sure at least that Maal’ s secret chamber was ready for him when he needed it, that
Fern and he must proceed with the work on it by themselves. They started digging on aday after rain
when the earth wasfairly soft.

‘“Wewill have to gather stonesto line the chamber and keep them hidden somehow,” Karne said.

Luckily, the woods were very deep and lush with undergrowth and it would not be difficult to keep things
hidden.

Fern wove akind of raft of vines and branches which could be lowered over the hole they were making
so that it would totaly disappear from view when they were not actually working on it. Not many people
came to the woods as arule, but one could not be certain they would not. Children sometimes came to
gather berriesfor themsaves and their families alittlelater in the year. The wild berrieswere ill unripe
athough those in Fern’s garden were aready edible.

‘Mad seemsto beavoiding us,” Karne remarked one day. ‘ Have you noticed?
‘I anworried about him,” Fern said. ‘He seemsvery low in spirit.’

‘He evenlooksolder. | hope hewill not need this chamber until we are ready.’
‘How isthe work on the other tomb? 'Y ou never mention it.’

‘Thestones are al collected and the digging has started, but | am not involved in that. | did enough
collecting therocks. Half of them had to be brought from the hills. It was no easy task!’

‘But should you not still beworking there? Fern asked.
‘“Why? | have enough to do here and in thefields’

‘But,’ said Fern atrifleanxioudy, ‘surdly it isessential one of us should know exactly how itis
constructed? Remember we have to fetch Maal out of there, probably in the dark.’



‘I had not thought of that.” Karne was silent. He had stopped work and was frowning as he thought
about the problem.

‘Infact, not only that, but | should find away to make it easier for usto open it. We will never be ableto
move the great stone that seals the entrance. We will have to work in from the side or back somehow.’

‘Could you make atunnel?

Karne strode about restlessly. A tunnel would be the answer, but he was appalled at the amount of work
involved, and dl of it in secret. Asit was he was beginning to ache with tiredness, and in the morning
when light came he could scarcely bring himsdlf to rise and Start the day.

‘I cannot do it by mysdf,’ he said despairingly.

‘I will helpyou,” Fern said, ‘wewill work at night. | am sure Kyrawill help aswell.’
‘Kyra’ hesad bitterly.

He had told Fern about the way Kyrawas behaving.

“Y ou must not judge her too harshly, sheis very young and has been under great rain.’
‘Sheisfourteen. That isnot so young. She behaveslikeasmdl child.’

‘Sheistrying to protect hersdlf. Sheisfrightened.’

‘“How will behaving like achild protect her?

‘People do not ask children to face danger and responsibility. If she can convince us sheistoo young to
do the thingswe want her to, shewill not have to do them. | think sheistrying to convince hersef aswell,
whichisnot essy.’

‘“Why would she do that?
‘So that shewill not fed guilty.’

Karne sighed. Fern wasright, of course. But it was most irritating that Kyrawas the only one of them
who could be asked to ‘travel’ and she wastoo afraid to doit.

‘If it werel,” he thought with fierce pride, ‘I would do it without a second thought! | would give anything
to haveachanceat it"’

* * % %

Kyraagreed to help with the tunnel and indeed seemed to have recovered enough of her old spirit for her
mother to leave her done again. She would till not think about spirit travelling, but with Maad’ stomb she
was prepared to help. The one in the woods was dmost ready and Fern insisted she could finish it of f
herself. Mad had ingtructed them in its congtruction and it was of amuch humbler size than the officid
one. Because of Fern’ sknowledge of earth currents and channelsthey dug with the grain of the earth,
and the digging was easy. It was almost as though the earth was hel ping them. Worms loosened the next
layer of soil for them overnight and it was reaedy to dig in the morning.

But on the open hillside beside the clump of trees, Mad’ s official tomb was not so easy to congtruct. It
was on no natural channel of energy and the soil seemed heavy and lifelessto dig. Many men and boys
were engaged dl day in digging with antler picks and hollowed hardwood shovelling logs. The boys



carried the soil away in leather buckets, putting it aside to be replaced as the mound over the stone
chamber when the priest was laid to rest.

Thorn came occasiondly to check on progress and once Wardyke came and told them angrily to work
harder. It was as though he wasimpatient to seeit finished.

Very early in the morning before anyone ese was stirring Karne, Kyraand Fern would creep out of their
homes and meet at the tomb. They were digging atunnd and it was hard and painful work. They were
lucky in that the clump of trees beside the mound hid the entrance.

Timewent by. Maa returned to them and lifted their spirits when they were ready to collapse, answering
their questions and teaching them many things. No morewas said of ‘travelling’ but much was said of
growing in strength within themselves so that they would be strong enough to overthrow Wardyke by
themsalvesif it became necessary.

One day Karne had yet another good idea.

‘If you had help,” he said to Maal, ‘would you be able to break through the barrier at the circle?
Mad thought about it.

‘Maybe,’ hesaid.

‘Wdl then,” cried Karne triumphantly, ‘al we have to do is give you some help to get through the barrier
and you will be ableto trave to the Lords of the Sun!”

Maal looked doubtful still, but Karne, Kyraand Fern looked jubilant. It certainly seemed to bethe
solution to the problem.

But how best to give the help?
Kyrathought of something.

“You know that day,” she said, ‘the day Wardyke arrived and | thought | heard you calling meto help
but I did not know what to do?

‘Yes’ Maal sad.

‘I had the feding Wardyke was trying to drive you from the circle but that he was not succeeding when
hewas by himsdif. It was only when Thorn joined him that he began to gain control .’

‘That isso. That iswhy | was calling to you. If you had joined your powersto mine, we might have been
able to withstand them at that point.’

Karne was fascinated.

‘But could you do it now? hesaid. ‘1 mean the two of you together.’

‘Itispossble’ Maal said dowly.

‘That would beaway!” Fern cried.

‘But you would do thetravelling!” said Kyraanxioudy, haf questioning, haf stating fact.

‘Yes, | would do thetravelling.’



‘But together you could probably pass through the barrier. Particularly asit is not designed for Kyraat
dl,; Kaneinssed.

Maa began to look redlly interested.

‘Thismay be possible,’ he said with growing confidence.
Karne smiled with relief.

‘That isdecided then!” he said firmly. ‘When do we start?
Mad laughed.

‘Impatient as ever, Karne! It isnot as easy asyou think. Kyraand | have much work to do together
before we can attempt it. We may get only one chance to reach the circle and cannot afford to bungleit.

Kyrabegan to look anxious.

‘I will not haveto go within the circle? sheasked, still worried.

‘1 will try to avoidit, Maal said soothingly.

‘l am not going within thecirclel” Kyrawas aarmed now and made this announcement with grest force.

‘Of courseyou will not, Karne said hagtily. ‘Mad will do al thework. Y ou will just haveto help him
through the barrier.” And thento Mad he said, ‘Y ou do believe you can do it together, do you not?

‘Our two willstogether will makeit possible,’ Maal said with great conviction.

Kyralooked somewheat pacified.

‘All right,” she muttered. ‘ Aslong as| do not haveto do the ‘travelling’ or go withinthecircle’
‘That isunderstood,” Karne said firmly.

Chapter 10

TheFirg Chdlenge

While Maa wastraining Kyrato project her will and mind to join with his, and Karne and Fern were
working secretly upon the tunnel, new settlers began to cometo their valley.

At firgt one or two families arrived, were greeted with great warmth by the community and soon madeto
fed at home. But within weeks others came, and what had once been avery close-knit and related group
of homesteads became an untidy and sprawling collection of disparate e ements. The Srangerswere
everywhere, taking over land that since the ancient times had been common grazing land. They put up
their homes, which were no more than badly built shacks, wherever they wished with no regard to the
harmoniousflow of villagelife.

Theorigind villagers began to grumble.

‘They seem to have no sense of the flow of the earth spirit,’ Fern said.  All the other Sitesfor homes were
chosen carefully by Maa or my father, so that they fitted into the rhythm of the land. But these people
just put their houses anywhere, making everything ugly and disorderly. It isno wonder they look so
restlessand dissatisfied!’



Theorigind villagers a last bestirred themselves to have ameeting at the meeting stone. It wasamystery
to them why so many settlers had come at onetime. Over the years families had arrived from other
communities and settled in, but never more than one at atime.

These people seemed to move in hordes, and be rough and noisy. They carried themsalves with such
arrogance and confidence that the milder mannered villagers found it impossible to stand up to them.
They arrived and moved in as though they had aright, and each villager in histurn refrained from saying
anything because he thought it was his own ignorance that made him unaware of the reasonsfor their
arriva. It seemed to have been arranged in some way. But no one could make out how, or by whom.

At the meeting some of the Elders were present, but Wardyke and Thorn had been away for three days
and no one knew where they were or when they would return. It was ameasure of the desperation of the
villagersthat they had dared to call ameeting without the sanction of their two formidable leaders.

Faro wasin charge and he was particularly angry as the strangers had put up their untidy shacks closeto
his home and were encroaching on the land he had aways thought was his. No one actudly owned land
in the community, they al knew the earth belonged to the gods and the earth spirits, but certain parts of it
were by long-standing custom used by certain families. When afamily cared properly for the land no one
questioned their right to useit, but if afamily, as had happened from time to timein the past, misused or
neglected the land, it was taken by common consent from them and given to the community until such
time asthe offending family proved itsdlf worthy again to be trusted with the care of it.

The strangers were certainly misusing the land. Their rubbish was never returned to the earth to fertilize
the new crops as Fern’ sfather had taught them, but Ieft lying about in untidy, smelly hegps. They killed
animaswantonly, ate only alittle of each, and threw away the rest, again to rot within sight of the
dwellings. The winter was not far off and the meat should have been cured and hung for the long cold
months ahead when no grain grew in the frosty earth and most of the animals had moved south or goneto
deep. The strangers seemed to be making no provison for the winter. This made the villagers uneasy.
Where werethey going to get their food in winter? Where their wood and furs? The villagersfeared the
strangers were not above taking what they needed from their more circumspect neighbours, by force if

necessary.

Some villagers had even seen the strangerskilling birds, and everyone knew that birdswho flew so close
to the sun and the moon were sacred, friends of the spirit-gods and not to be harmed in any way.

It was timeindeed to meet and talk about what could be done.

Many of them fdt they should have waited till the return of Thorn and Wardyke, but many otherswere
too impatient to wait. A new family of settlers had moved in that very day and were chopping down trees
most wastefully at the edge of the south pasture.

‘strangers have away's been wel comed in our community and before thistime we have never regretted
our hospitality,” Karne sfather said.

‘They do not follow the ancient laws.” Someone el se spoke. * Not one has called ameeting of the Elders
to ask permission to live within our community. They have taken land no one has agreed that they should
have’

‘They do not seem to have aleader. There is no one among them elected to speak for them.’
‘Thorn has been seen talking to them,” anervous little man spoke up.

He had been one of those opposed to the calling of the meeting without Thorn’s approval.



‘But that isnot theway,” Karne' sfather said. * A full meeting of the Elders should settle land rights. Not
just the word of one Elder.’

‘Or apriest,” someone e se muttered bitterly.

It seemed to Karne not all the villagers were as pleased with Wardyke as they had at first been. It might
be timefor Mad’sreturn.

“Should we not cal for Maal’ shelp here,’ he said suddenly and with boldness. It was not usud for the
young to talk at meetings and Karne had never spoken before. Heads turned to look at him in surprise,
but no objection to his speaking was raised. Hewastal, nearly sixteen, and without their noticing had
become aman. It was more what he had said that called for objection.

Therewere murmurs.

‘Maa? What could that old man do!’

‘He has not been near the Sacred Circle or the people since Wardyke came!’
‘Hewaitsonly to die’

Therewas afaction who was still blinded by Wardyke, it seemed.

Karne flushed with anger at these remarks and prepared to answer them but, seeing the situation and
knowing his son well, Karne sfather spoke quickly.

‘Mad’ sadvice asonewho haslived long in our village and served uswdll . . . and here he looked
fiercely at the maker of the last remark, ‘ should certainly be sought. But heisno longer priest here and
hisword isno longer our law,” and here he looked hard at his son.

‘I mean only hisadvice, father,” Karne said mildly, redizing in time the wisdom of tact. ‘ He has had much
experience and hastravelled further than any of us. Perhaps he could tell us where these people come
from.

‘Send for him.” The man who had muttered earlier againgt Wardyke' s sole word being law spoke up
now.

Karne was off before anyone could offer an objection, and Maal wasfetched. In hurrying him back to
the meeting, Karne noticed impatiently that Maa was dow and feeble in his movements.

‘Hurry,” hecried. ‘“Wardykeis not there. Y ou may have achance to influence the people.’
‘| am not as young asyou, boy,” Maa complained, out of breath.

‘Could you not go alittlefaster,” Karne pleaded.

‘l angoing asfast as| can,” puffed Mad. ‘1 am sorely in need of anew body.’

Karnetried to swallow hisimpatience. Mad’s mind was s0 vigorous and young, he alwaysforgot it was
housed in such adecrepit body. Karne had noticed that since Kyra s last experience with spirit-travelling,
Maal had grown feebler. He remembered her description of Mad’ srotting corpse and wondered
fletingly againif it was prophetic.

When they arrived back at the meeting, everything had changed. Wardyke and Thorn were back and
were enraged to find the villagers had taken the initiative in anything without their permission.



Wardyke was standing on the flat rock that served them as a platform and his eyes were blazing with
anger. The villagers were terrified. Even those who had murmured againg the control of Thorn and
Wardyke were cowed.

Seeing the Situation ingtantly, Mad pushed Karne aside.
‘G0, boy, do not be seen with me,” he whispered with the sudden strength of command in hisvoice.

Karne obeyed and ducked into the crowd, appearing again within sight of Wardyke and Thorn, but far
fromMad.

Wardyke' s voice was like thunder as he berated them for ‘forming this unruly mob to cause trouble and
disorder in the community.’

‘Who cdled thismeeting? heroared.
There was silence. No one dared answer.

‘Who called it, | say!” heroared again, and his eyes lashed at them with fire. Not one person dared raise
his head and look him in the eye. He lifted hisarm, his hand bony and immense, pointing to the sky, his
black cloak faling from it in magnificent folds. He seemed about to cast aspell upon them when avoice
spoke up and he turned his attention to it.

It was Madl and he was standing straight, an old man sustained by determination and desperation.
‘The people of thisvillage caled it,” he said boldly, looking Wardyke straight in the face.

‘Ohyou gods! | wish Kyrawere here now!” Karne could have wept that she was not. Maal was aone,
and Wardyke was roused againgt him.

All eyeswere on Maa now and there were many who were grateful to him, and were amazed and
impressed with his dignity and courage.

‘You!" screamed Wardyke, and Karne knew he was no longer in control of himsalf, he was so angry.
The boy feared for Mad’ slife but did not know what to do.

‘Yes I

Mad strode with amazing strength towards the centre of the crowd. The people fdll back till Mad was
facing Wardyke directly. Wardyke was still upon the rock and so towered above Maal, but Mad’ s eyes
were blazing and he did not for amoment relax the beam of his concentration on the younger man.

‘These people did not meet here to cause trouble but to prevent it. Since the ancient days strangers have
been welcomed in our community. They bring new life and new skills. Where our ways are different from
theirs we learn from them and they from us. But there are some who have comein to our village who
bring nothing but disruption and dismay. They desecrate the earth spirit, taking what is not any man’sto
take. Y ou as priest should have been working amongst them, guiding them and teaching them our ways,
easing the difference between us. But time has passed and nothing hasbeen done. .

‘Enough!” bellowed Wardyke, and if his voice had been loud before, it was now morelike aclap of
thunder than ahuman voice.

‘Thesearemy people! | will not have them criticized!”

“Y our people? Does Wardyke own people now?



And Mad’slips had a curl to them that Wardyke could not miss. He seemed to rise upon the air with
rage. Hislong and deadly finger pointed straight at Madl.

‘Die, old man!’ he screamed.

There was agasp from every throat. Every eye was upon the doomed old man. Karne expected aflash
of lightning to come from the sky and devastate the land. Every musclein hisbody was tensed againgt it.

Mad stumbled and almost fell. Karne could see him crumpling as though he were apile of dust and then .
..and then. . . to another gasp from the community, he stood up straight again as though he had
received new strength from somewhere, and, dowly and with great dignity, he turned and walked away.

Stupefied the villagers stared.
Maa had not died. Maal was walking away.

* k% k% %

Karne broke from the circle and ran as hard as he had ever run, over thefieldsto Fern’swood. Kyra
had gone to see Fern that afternoon and neither of them had been at the meeting. He must know if what
he suspected had indeed happened.

Hefound thetwo girlsin the house. Kyrawas lying down looking very pae and Fern was stroking her
head.

‘What isthe matter? he cried out, bursting in upon them, swesting from the run.
Fernlooked at himin surprise.
Kyraopened her eyes and sat up reaching out her armsfor him.

‘Oh Karne, | do not know, but it seemed to me Maa was in trouble and needed me. | tried to reach him
ashetaught meto. .. and | felt the mogt terrible pain shooting through my head asthough . . . asthough
| had been hit by abattleaxe. .’

‘Or alightning bolt? Karne asked.
‘Y es, something like that. It was horrible’

‘ She kept screaming and holding her head,” Fern said, *and then she became dl cam and pale. | brought
her in here because she said the light hurt her eyes’

‘Poor Kyra,’ Karne said gently, stroking her. * But you have saved Mad’ slife.’
‘What?

The girlswere eager to hear what had been going on and listened in tense silence while he told the whole
gory.

Kyrawas awed and frightened by her own part in the drama. She knew her powers were important, had
indeed proved themsel ves without any doubt, but she was still uneasy about them.

‘I do not know what | do or how | doit,” she said miserably. ‘If only | knew what | was doing and could
contral it"’



‘It will come’ Fernsaid gently.
‘Even without knowing what you are doing, you manage dl right!” Karne said admiringly.
Kyragave adeep sigh and looked doubtful.

* k% k% %

When Karne and Kyrareturned to the village early that evening there was no outward sign that anything
waswrong. Thetangy smell of the blue smoke of the cooking fires permested the air. The boyswere
bringing the animals back to the stockades and they could hear their constant whistling as they walked
behind them. Karne ran on ahead of Kyraknowing that hisfather’ s herd was hisresponsbility this
particular evening. Hewaslate bringing it in and hisfather was not pleased, but after the evening medl the
family settled down and there was a chance to talk.

‘What did Wardyke mean,” Karne asked hisfather, ‘when he said “these are my people?””’

‘Itturnsout, his mother interrupted indignantly, ‘ al these people come from the community where
Wardyke used to be priest, and heinvited them here!’

‘But surdly,” Kyrasaid, ‘prieststrain for one particular community and stay with it for life?

‘I know,” her mother said and her children could tell that the events of the day had |eft her agitated and
anxious. ‘ But Wardyke announced it asthough it was perfectly normal. | suppose we are old fashioned
and isolated here and do not know what is going on in the rest of the country’

‘He says,’ Karne sfather spoke now and there was an edge of harshnessin hisvoice, ‘he wants usto be
“great,” to expand and multiply and take over more land from our neighbours.’

‘I think it will be good for us, Thon said. ‘We have been too small and set in our waysfor too long. | for
onewill be glad to have more land, more people around to talk to, afew changes about the place.’

‘But the land we have supports uswell. We have everything we need —food, shelter, warmth inwinter . .

‘A hedthy and aloving family around us; Karne's mother interrupted.

‘If we had more land we would have more problems. More work to be done, excess food to be stored .

‘We could barter for more things.’
‘What things? We have everything we need.’

“You have no imagination!” Thon cried impatiently. ‘No ambition! | am surethere arealot of thingswe
could do with if we only set our mindsto it.’

‘If we haveto “set our minds’ to look for them, they cannot be very necessary or urgent.’

‘And surely,” Kyrasaid, remembering something she had heard from Madl, ‘the good life isbased on
proportion and balance. We have a good baance of work to what we need at the moment. If we either
had to work harder, or we invented more needs, the balance would be destroyed.’

‘Sheisright,” her mother said, ‘ more possessions only bring more harassment.’



‘We could do with abigger house,” Thon muttered.

‘“What iswrong with this house? Kyra s mother looked around proudly at her neetly built and beautifully
maintained home. No space wasted, and no space too crowded. These little round houses built sturdily
of treetrunksfilled in with amixture of firmly packed twigs and clay, the roof thatched with marsh reeds
and covered with hides lashed firmly down against the wind, had been built thisway for generations and
she could see no reason for change. The family dept together and kept each other warm and safe. The
circle that surrounded them was the circle of the Sun, the Moon, the Sacred Stones. It gave them security
and peace. They had no need of change.

But Thon could not seeit. Since Wardyke s arriva he had felt restless. A different kind of restlessnessto
Karne' s. Karne wanted to know. Thon wanted to possess. In a sense, the houses of the two priests
summed up the difference in the two attitudes.

When Wardyke had first cometo the village he had stayed in the guest house the villagers dways kept
empty but clean for the use of travelling strangers. It was amodest circular construction Similar to the
othersin thevillage. But within days of hisarrival he had set the community to doing two things:
congructing Maal’ stomb and building his own house.

It was accepted that he would not take over Maa’ s house as it was the custom to burn the previous
home of a person who had died. The peoplefdt very strongly that the home of a person wasin asense
like afurther skin that enclosed him, that was persona to him and should die with him. After years of
living in ahouse it became impregnated with the occupant’ s persond fedings and if someone esewereto
comeand livein it, he would be troubled with the memories and concerns of his predecessor.

The villagers did not have any excess possessions. Those they had werein constant use and, in asense,
extensons of themsdves, usudly made lovingly by themsdlves or by their relations. A man’saxe, a
woman's bone needle, were steegped in persond history by the time they cameto die and these things
were not taken from them but |ft for their own usein the next life in a place where they would expect to
find them, the chamber of the buria. Sometimes pottery vessalsthat had belonged to them but were not
of prime importance to them were smashed againgt the burid mound or, in some communities, againg the
standing stones of the Sacred Circle itsdlf.

Aseach child grew up and took amate they would |leave the family home and build one of their own
which they would inhabit until their death. If parents died leaving children, the house would still be burnt
and the children would go to live with relatives. It was accepted. It was natural.

Wardyke made it known that he did not want ahouse like the villagers, or like Madl’ s. He frequently
cameto the site and drew picturesin the dust of what he wanted. But first he chose the trees with care
from the great southern forest. Some of the men were uneasy about penetrating so deeply into the forest.
It was heavy work breaking through the undergrowth and chopping down the giant trees Wardyke
chose, and there was adanger of wild boars and wolves aswell.

Wardyke' stimber was hard won and two men suffered for the rest of their lives because of it. Onelad of
seventeen had hisleg crushed by afdling tree and for therest of hislife dragged himsdf around in pain.
Another man lost an eye to asharp and deadly branch. After these accidents some of the men murmured
that the timber was cursed in some way, the spirits of the forest did not want Wardyke to haveit for his
house. On hearing this, Wardyke caled al the community together at the edge of the forest and held a
ceremony to cleanseit of any evil curse that might have been lurking there. He chose histimewell and as
he intoned the age-old words of exorcism clouds as black as night gathered above the tall trees, wind
groaned in the high branches and the people shuddered with sudden cold. His long black robes spread
out around him in the wind like the wings of abird of prey and his eyeswere the colour of lightning.



‘I command,” he bellowed into the gathering rage of the star, ‘ the thwarting spirits of the dark! Begone
and leave theforest to my pleasure!’

As hefinished the storm broke and the people were drenched in hard and hammering rain. The wind tore
at the trees and they could hear within the forest the ripping, cracking roar of agiant tree uprooted and
flung upon the ground.

Terrified they fled, their last Sght the figure of Wardyke like the pointing figure of the storm aimed at the
forest.

In the cam morning that followed this upheava, many treeswere found to be upon the ground. Wardyke
claimed that they were his, given to him by the repentant forest.

His house wasto be circular as the others were, but many times the size. Concentric rings of tall and
beautifully smoothed tree trunks held the roof of wood and thatch aoft. In the very centre the house was
unroofed so that light could penetrate, and Wardyke could walk if he so wished in sunlight within hisown
house. Channds were dug to lead rainwater out if it should fall to excess, and hangings of hide between
the inner columns kept inclement weather from the inner chambers.

‘“What does he need so many chambersfor? Karne' sfather asked. ‘Helivesaone’

‘The meetings of the Elders are held in there now,” Karne said. ‘ In secret, where the people cannot argue
withwhat issad.’

Karne sfather shook his head sadly.
‘1 do not care for such changes. The old way was the best.’

Thistime Karnewasinclined to agree with him.

* * % %

Mad’ s home on the other hand was small and compact. Kyrastood within it for thefirst time the day
after the confrontation at the meeting stone. Maa had not been seen since the moment of hisdramatic
stand againgt the magician and she was anxious about his hedth.

He did not respond when she stood at the entrance and called to him, and after afew moments of
hesitation she stepped into the shadows of theinterior. In contrast to the brilliant sunlight without, the
insgde of the house was very dark indeed. She paused afew moments and gradualy the darkness
appeared to lift and she could see quite clearly. Aswith their own homes there were columns of wood
holding up the roof. But unlike their own, these were carved with amazing desgns, mostly circleswithin
circleswithin circles, agreast many of which seemed to be built round the spindly figures of men, as
though (but she was not sure of this) they were standing with their arms raised holding a series of arcs
above their heads, the arcs amost completing themselves as circles behind and around them. Some
designslooked more like trees, each branch of which supported one of these concentric multiple circles.
Amazed, she gazed from one to the other, and had dmost forgotten the purpose of her visit when she
suddenly became aware of Madl sitting in the dead centre of the room observing her.

‘My lord Maa!” she cried with amixture of confuson and relief. ‘| was worried about you. Areyou all
right?

‘Yes hesaid quietly, ‘thanksto you.’
Sheflushed dightly.



‘Wasit redly me? she murmured, hanging her head in embarrassment. ‘| cannot believeit!’
‘Yes, it redly wasyou, and he raised himsdf to stand beside her, taking her arm lightly.

Her heart was so full she did not know what to say next. Shelooked around her and gestured at what
shesaw.

‘Itisal so beautiful,” she said with awe. ‘I have never seen anything likeit.’
Maal smiled and there was some secret knowledge in hissmile.

‘1 will show you grester wonders than these, my child.’

At alossto know quite what he meant, Kyrareturned to the carvings.
‘Did you carve them yoursdf?

‘Ves’
‘All of them?

‘Yes

‘What do they mean?

‘They mean agreat ded and one day you will understand them al.’

‘I would like to understand them now if it ispossible,” she said as humbly as she could.

‘Ah,” he smiled, ‘you remind me of Karne now, wanting to understand everything immediately. Have you
not learned that understanding isadow growth and comes only in stages and when you are ready?

‘l know...but...thereissolittletime. .. She meant until Maal wasto die but she was sorry she had
said this as soon as the words left her mouth. She could not help fedling, and Karne agreed with her, that
Wardyke would not rest now until he had destroyed Madl. It was endangering his own position to alow
someone to escape whom he had cursed.

Mad knew what she meant and |ooked thoughtful.

‘You areright. Thereisno timeto waste. Come, sit with me and | will teach you things you need to
know.’

‘ About the carvings?
‘The meaning of the carvingsisonly asmall part of agreater whole, some of which you aready know.’

‘Arethe different circlesthe different levels of redlity one can discover around one. . . gradualy asone's
understanding and awareness devel ops?

Mad amiled.
“Y ou see? Y ou do not need meto explain thingsto you.’
‘But. ..

But he held up his hand and she knew she had to stop talking.



‘Asyou sad. .. thereisnot much time. Today we must try something that | would not have chosen to
try till much later in your apprenticeship.’

Kyralooked anxious. Mad noticed.

‘Not dangerous so much as. . . difficult,” he said reassuringly. ‘If you do not succeed, no harm will come
to you. But if you do, our work together will be that much easier.’

Shewas comforted.

‘What must | do?

‘Firg, st

Shesat.

‘Now relax and go quiet within yoursdf as| have taught you.’

At first she had found this very difficult to do. Her mind seemed to be continualy chattering on and on,
going over things repeatedly, worrying at new things, even remaking old memorieswith dight dterations.
She had caught hersdlf at this several times and had been quite shocked at herself. Somehow by thetime
she had ‘remade’ amemory in wordsin her head her own part in it dways|ooked better than it had at
the time of the actua happening. Maa had been trying to teach her to control her mind so that it did not
run on and on likethis. At first he had taught her to blot out the incessant gabble by replacing it with one
image or word that was so insistently and repeatedly thought of by her there was no room for any other.
Once she had mastered this, it was her task to do away with the blocking word itself and keep her mind
poised and still ready for messages from her deeper sdif, her Real Sdif, which wasin touch with the other
levelsof Redlity.

Another trick he had suggested to her to help her achieve thiswasto choose aword and useit asakind
of magic flower from which athousand peta's of meaning and association could be plucked.

‘Thisway,” hesad, ‘you think of the word and what it suggeststo you, and then you think of the word
again and what eseit suggeststo you. Y ou repedat this again and again, coming back each timeto the
origind word, until you find somehow the word is associated with everything. Everything is associated
with everything else. We are parts of awhole and nothing is separate. As this conviction grows on you,
you will fed yourself more and more receptive to the whole. Y our own separate identity will loseits hold,
your protective wal of mind wordage will be down, and influences from outsde and beyond yoursalf will
be able to penetrate.’

It was this method she chose to use this day.
And the word she chose was ‘ stone'.

gone. .. mountains. .. sone. .. diffs...sone. .. rocksinrivers. . . rivers of water working at the
rocks of stone. . . water breaking rocks of stoneintosand. . . stonesand . . . soneearth . . . rootsin
earthsand. . . rootsin stone earth . . . roots drawing nourishment from stone earth . . . water containing
grainsof stone. . . earth . . . crushed stone.. . . nourishing plants. . . plants containing stone. . . crushed
gone. . . nourishing her and animals. . . stone. . . animals with crushed stone from the plants nourishing
her . .. she, part stone. . . part earth . . . part universe. . .

She could fed her identity growing and growing until it encompassed everything . . . shewas part of the
universe and the universe was part of her . . . and as she became aware of this she also became aware
that she was no longer Kyrain Maal’ s house, shewas Maal but Maa was ayounger man and hewas



gtanding in the thick dust of a parched country.

She looked at her feet and they were Mad’ sfeet clad in unfamiliar sandals made of hide thongs. She
noticed they were not covered in dust dthough they should have been. It puzzled her that they were not
covered in dugt. It puzzled her that she should think that they should be.

Behind her stretched a steep road curving down arocky hill into adry valey. The sun was blazing on
everything, brighter than she had ever known it, bleaching the colour out of the landscape. Beside her
was agigantic wall built of huge stones placed one upon the other, one beside the other, each onea
dightly different shape and sze and yet dl fitted neatly and intricately together with greet skill so that there
were no spaces a al between them.

Before her was a gateway 0 large one would think it was made for giants and above it two great beasts
facing each other were carved out of solid rock. She gasped, straining to lean far enough back to seethe
height of it al. But even as she was doing this she could fed hersdf impelled forward to enter the gate.
Guards were posted, wearing strange clothes and carrying tall and deadly |ooking spears, but they
seemed not to notice her. She found hersdf walking past them and facing akind of citadel or paace built
of stone.

The road from the valey continued through the gate and spiraled up the hill, the huge walls curving with
the curve of the road. She walked on unnoticed by the people who were going about their daily business.
To theright and to the | eft she saw more of the pae dust-coloured stone. She could not believe men
could do such wonderful things with stone and wondered that her own people did not build temples and
paacesinthisway.

The hill was steep but the high walls gave shade. She walked where she fancied, exploring doorways and
courtyards, confident that she could not be seen. As she climbed higher the view of the distant landscape
she occasionally caught was breathtaking. She could see aline of ocean so deep in the colour bluethat if
it had not sparkled so, she would have thought it was afidd of flowers. The paace-citaddl was built on a
high and isolated hill. To theleft there were rocky mountains, the colour of ripe whest, devoid of grassor
heather. But in every other direction for along way there was nothing but arid plains, until on thefar
horizon aline of hillsran down to meet the unbelievable blue of the sea.

‘Greetings,’” avoice said suddenly beside her —or wasit in her own head the word formed?

She spun round. Shewasin avast courtyard paved with cool stone dazzling white and so smooth that a
moment before she had stooped down to strokeit but strangely had felt no sensation in her hand. She
saw now that she was not alone. An old man clad in arobe of adeep violet colour waslooking directly
at her.

‘Greetings,’ she said tentatively, for the first timein this strange place at alossto know what to do next.
The man smiled and gpproached.
“Y ou have come along way and you are welcome,” he said kindly.

‘Thank you,” she said, but it was Mad’ s voice she heard saying it. She still could not make out if they
were speaking aloud or merdly ‘thinking’ the words.

‘Could you,” she began and hesitated, but his expression seemed so friendly she decided to take the
plunge.

‘Could you tell mewherel am?



Hesmiled.

‘You arein the paace of the King,” he said proudly.

‘Oh, shesaid, and the flatness of her voiceindicated that this meant nothing to her.
‘Come,” he said, and he gestured for her to follow.

Hetook her across the white sunlit courtyard into the dark interior of achamber and there he fetched an
object and held it up to the sunlight that came shafting through the entrance. He held it with both hands
above his head as though it were some kind of sacred object. She looked up and her eyes were dazzled
as the sunshine glanced off and spun from acup of gold of such beauty that she could scarcely breathe as
she gazed upon it. As her eyes grew more accustomed to staring into the concentrated light of its surface
she noted that there was a design beaten upon it, adesign of bulls. Two bulls charging each other. So
powerful wastheimpresson of vigorous life within their rippling golden muscles, she dmost stepped

back as though they could harm her. Her sense of scale, of what was moving and what was not, of what
waswithin her and what was without, had long since disgppeared. If she had ever thought to put alimit to
what isreal and what is not she would have abandoned the attempt now.

She knew thiswas dl happening to her. She had astrong sensethat it wasred . ..andyet...and yet . .
. it waslike nothing she had ever experienced before. The cup was red. She was sure she could reach up
and touch it, and yet at the sametime. . . asshegazed &t it, it was no longer a cup but an experience of
sun, of gold, of fear and thundering hooves and tossing horns. . . an experience of overwhel ming power
and light.

She met the eyes of the old man and in them she saw herself reflected.

But it was not an image of hersdlf. It was Mad, and Maal as ayoung man as she had never seen him.
She shut her eyesand for thefirst time she felt afraid of the strangenessof it dl.

‘Kyra, avoicesad gently.

She opened her eyes and Maal, the old man, was outside her, looking deep into her eyes with
affectionate concern. Around him the dark carved wood of the columns of his house enclosed themin
familiar comfort. She dropped her head upon her chest wesarily.

Shewastired . .. sotired. . .

‘Seep,” hesad gently, helping her to liedown. * Y ou will fed better after deep.’

‘Sotired. .. shemurmured to hersaif.

She wanted to think about the experiences she had just been through but she wastoo tired.
‘Another time. . ." shewhispered as she drifted off into ablessed dreamless deep.

* * % %

When she awoke Maal was till with her. She sat up and looked round her hastily, worried that she might
have dipped unwittingly into yet another strange place.

‘Itisdl right, hesad. ‘Y ou are herein your own village where you fed most a home.’



She remembered the experience in the strange pal ace.

‘Tdl me hesad quietly.

‘Do you not know? she asked. ‘Y ou were there’

‘Tell me, herepeated gently.

Shetold him everything.

‘What wasit? she asked when she had finished. ‘Why did | seem to be you?

“Y ou were not travelling in the way you did before when you saw Wardyke and Thorn. In asense you
were not travelling at al. Y ou were identifying with me and experiencing my memories.’

“Y ou mean all that happened to you once when you were ayoung man and you were remembering it in
thisroom now, and | somehow was inside your mind remembering it as though it had happened to me?

‘Something likethat, Madl said smiling.

Kyrawas slent for awhile thinking about the complexities of it.
‘Did it redlly happen to you?

Vs

‘I mean, did you really gothere. . . to that very place?

‘Ves’
‘Why wasit that only that one man could seeme. . . | mean, you?

Maal looked as though he did not know where to begin to explainit to her.

‘“You see. .. he began hestatingly, but sheinterrupted. She felt she must get it Straight.
‘Youwereredly there? sheinssted.

Maal laughed and threw up his hands.

‘Redl? Redlly? What do the words mean?

Y ou know what | mean by them,” cried Kyra.

‘“What do you mean by them? he said with atouch of gentleirony in hisvoice.

‘I mean...quitesmply ... that you werethereas| am here now.’

‘And how are you here now? he asked quietly.

Shewas stunned.

‘l am herel” she shouted indignantly.

Hejust looked at her, and for aterrible moment she was not sureif she wasthere now or not. After al,
the experience in the paace had fdt just asredl.



But he saw her distress and decided she had had enough insecurity for one day.

‘I will explain, he said soothingly, ‘asbest | can. | wasnot “redlly” therein the sense | think you mean.
My body that you can touch in thisroom at this moment was not there. But the inner me, the spirit me,
wasredly there’

“Y ou mean you “travelled” in theway | did when | saw Wardyke and Thorn that day?

‘Yes.

‘ And the other people could not see you because you were in your spirit body, but the one old man
could because hewas atrained priest?

‘Yes
‘That was ared golden cup he held up for meto see? she said wonderingly, her voicefilled with awe.
Vs

‘ Somewhere in the world at this very moment that gold cup still exists?

‘Very probably.’

‘OhMadl, shecried, ‘I wish | could seeit again. | wish | could hold it in my hand.’

‘Maybe you will oneday. | know thereisalong journey inyour life’

“Youmean ared journey ... meaninmy body . .. not just spirit travelling?

He smiled at the epithet ‘just.” How she had already come to take one of the greatest wonders of the
universe for granted. ‘ But then,” he thought, ‘so dowe al,” and he fingered the green and ddlicate shell of
aseaurchin that he wore on athong around his neck.

She flushed dightly, redizing what she had sad.
‘Yes hesad amiling, ‘a“red” journey.’
‘Whereto?

‘That | do not yet know.’

‘“When will you know?

“You will know whenitistime’

‘How will I know?

‘Therewill bean omen, asign.’

‘“How will | recognizeit?

“Youwill recognizeit, he said with confidence.
Shedid not ook so sure.

Hewondered if he should tdl her more about the nature of omens.



He wondered if he should tell her that omens are around us dl thetime. Everything isan omenif we
choose to make it so. What makes an omen work is something in oursaves. We sense something from
deep within us, on aleve in which we are not used to being conscious, and we choose something from
the ‘outsde’ world to project it onto, to make it understandable for us. For instance, shewould sensea
need to take ajourney, areadiness, aripeness. . . and because she was not used to recognizing such
deep ingtinctud drives she would see agiant bird flying or awind blowing atreein a particular way and
shewould believe it was an omen telling her to go. She would think the message was coming from
outside hersdf.

If she saw the same bird flying, the same tree bending, when she was not ready to go, she would not see
them asomensaat dl. It was another case of what wasredlity. The omenswerered, but not in the sense
the people beieved them to be.

He looked at her and decided she was not ready to recognize omens as part of herself. She had too
much that was new aready to cope with. It would be more comfortable for her to believe as most people
believed, that omens were messages from the gods telling one what to do. Making decisonsfor oneself
was adways difficult and it was aSign of maturity when one could take responsibility for decisons. Kyra
was maturing rapidly, but she was till along way from this point.

‘Will it tell mewhereto go? she asked anxioudly.
‘Yes' hesaid comfortingly, ‘it will tel you everything.’
‘But. ..

‘No, hesad firmly, ‘I have answered enough questionsfor one day. Y ou will know everything you need
to know when it istime to know it. Go home now, child. Relax. Everything isworking out well.’

‘| did everything right today? she asked, anxious for confirmation.

“You did." He patted her gently on the shoulder. ‘But now it istime to be Kyraagain, the daughter ina
family.

She dipped out of the priest’ s house and ran home, overjoyed to be greeted by the noisy barking of
Faro’ sdog and the crying of her baby sister wanting to be fed.

Chapter 11
TheVist

While Kyrawas having these experiences with Maal, and Karne was at work on Maa’ stomb, Fern was
disturbed in her green world by an unexpected and unwelcome visit from Wardyke. Shewas digging a
small patch of earth not far from the clearing Maal and Kyrawere wont to usefor Kyra s ‘travelling’
lessons and she was singing as she worked. The sun was warm on her back and afriendly robin was
perched on aclod of earth nearby, glad to see her disturbing the earthworms. Every time she stopped
digging for amoment to rest, he would swoop in, tug out aworm and fly off to deliver it to his hungry
family. Other birds were singing in the trees and the scent of summer honeysuckle was heavy inthe air.

Shefirst sensed something was wrong when she paused in her own song and noticed that the birds had
gone quiet. The robin who should have been back from hismission to hisfamily had not returned and
therewas adigtinct feeling of waiting and tension in the air. She straightened up her back and kept quiet,
trying to work out what could be wrong. She noticed she was no longer in sunlight and yet sunlight was
everywhere dse. The shadow of aman had fallen over her and she could fed the chill of it on her bare



arms. She spun round to find Wardyke standing afew pacesfrom her, hisarmsfolded and hisface
brooding as he stared at her. Asfar as she could remember he had never been there before, dthough she
hed heard that he had visited every one ese within the first few weeks of hisarrival in their community.
She had been glad she lived so far away from the village, so hidden by the shoulder of a hill and the cloak
of thewood. She had seen him when she went to the village and had taken the measure of him very
quickly. What she had learned of him from Maa had not surprised her but had only confirmed what she

already suspected.

She stood now as straight as she could, looking him boldly in the eye, but feding around her the plant and
bird world anxioudy poised, watching and waiting. His eyes were black and fathomless, his granite face
in shadow. She could not tell what he was thinking, but she could fed maevolenceintheair.

“You arewelcome, Lord Priest,” she said at last with quiet dignity. No one would have been ableto tell
her inner disquiet from the steadiness of her voice. ‘ Did you wish to talk with me or isit refreshment you
seek on such awarm afternoon? Y ou have Strayed far from the village’

He continued to gaze in sllence for amoment and then seemed to relax dightly under the influence of her
camvoice.

‘Refreshment would be good,” he said. ‘| hear the waters of your spring are sweseter than those from any
other inthedidrict.’

She bowed dightly. The water was good and fresh to drink at al times, and on certain days of the year
sheknew it had hedling properties. She hersdlf drank from it daily and was never ill.

‘If you will follow mel will show you whereit is, my lord,” she said politely and led him to the spring. It
was quite away into the wood and she hated bringing him among her much-loved trees. Somehow his
presence felt wrong and she could sense the growing things resented it too. The spring from which asmal
and lively stream sprang started as afiligree fall of water over moss and stone in an alcove degp with
fern. Even when she was not thirsty she spent many an hour in this shady place listening to the silver voice
of thewater over the rocks, and tracing with her eyes the satisfying and exquisite robes of mossand fern
and lichen that clothed everything inthe area.

Inleading him to the water she was |leading him away from the tomb they had built for Mad. It was
finished and ready now and skilfully hidden, but Wardyke was no ordinary man and she did not want to
risk hisfinding it. The spring would distract his attention and take him further away .

He stooped to drink at once, using the small hollowed stone cup that had aways been beside the spring
sncethe days of her grandfather.

She stood very gtraight and stiff beside him as he drank, wondering if he was sengitive to the influences
and vibrations that came from people and things. If he was, he must surely be aware that there was not a
living thing around him that was not fearing and resenting him.

If he was aware he showed no sign.

When he had drunk, he smiled. His eyes stayed shadowy but the rest of hisface smiled at her.
‘What | have heard istruly an understatement. It isthe sweetest water | have ever tasted.’
She bowed gravely again in acknowledgement, and then turned to lead the man away.

‘No, stay,” hesaid, raising hishand. * Thisisamost peaceful and ddlightful place. | would rest awhile
here. The sunishot on the long walk from the village’



She stood till, her head dightly bowed for amoment, and then moved as though to leave him.
‘No, hesaid again. ‘ Stay.’

She stopped, but did not look at him. Her whole being was crying out with dismay that thisdien,
malevolent creature was sharing her peaceful grove.

‘Sharing?No,” shethought. ‘Heishereand | am here, but we are sharing nothing.’

Inasense, o different were the waves of fedling that came to each from the surroundings, they might
well have been in totally different parts of the world. If each were to describe the place, an impartia
judge might not recognize that it was the same scene being described.

‘Areyou not londly, girl, living so far from the village?

‘No, my lord,” shesaid inalow voice, thinking of the time Karne had asked her the same thing.
‘Do you have many vistors?

‘No, my lord,” she repeated.

‘But you have one, many times,” he said dyly, pacing about on the soft mossy ground restlesdy, looking
at her closdly.

‘My lord? Shelooked up enquiringly and with some darm.
‘1 have been told that the old priest has been seen coming here often.’

So that wasit! That waswhy he had come. She was even more afraid now and the fear from theliving
things around her seemed to increase aswell.

“Y ou do not answer?'Y ou know you cannot lieto me’’

‘I did not know, my lord,” she said at last as calmly as she could, ‘ that there was any reason a priest
could not visit one of hiscommunity.’

‘Maal isno longer priest here,” Wardyke said with sudden harshness, stlanding till.

‘But he has been our priest for many years. He helped my mother when | was born. Has he done
something, my lord,” she asked with exaggerated innocence, ‘that is against the laws of thegodsand sois
banished from our company?

Wardyke drew in his breath sharply and resumed his pacing.
“He has no longer therole of apriest. He should not practise fill asone!’
‘He does not, my lord. Hevistsonly asan old man, afriend.’

‘What do you speak of when hevisits? Hisvoice was sharp and he was standing before her in an
attitude of interrogation.

‘Why, many things’
‘Whét things?

‘Mogtly about plants, my lord. My garden iswell known in the village and my lord Mad isinterested in



the methods | use.’

Wardyke studied her face, but could not see further than the smooth sun-ripened skin, the long lashes
and brown, deep eyes flecked with yellow. He noticed that she was very beautiful, young and firm and
lithe, standing like a young doe ready to take off at the dightest scent of danger.

The harshness of his expression faded and he walked round her, studying her. It was as though he had
entirely forgotten what they had been saying.

‘My lord!” She spoke with alarm.

He smiled, but continued to circle her, looking at every part of her. In spite of her dress of soft brown
bark cloth shefelt naked. She drew hersalf back, muscles tense, ready to dart away as soon as she could
seize an opportunity. She had seen thislook in men’s eyes from timeto time, indeed had encouraged it in
Kane's. .. butthistime. . .? Thistime it was not welcome.

‘How old areyou, girl? he asked, still prowling, still stalking his prey.

‘Seventeen,” shereplied but so low she had to repest it as he thrust hisface close to hers the better to
hear what she said.

‘Seventeen? he sad thoughtfully. ‘Why isit you are not wed?
‘I have not wished to be, my lord.’

‘Everyone should bewed, girl.’

Shewassilent, her heart beating very loud.

‘Only priests should not be wed.’

‘Why isthat so, my lord? Her voice was trembling dightly. She was not thinking of what she was saying.
She was thinking only of how she could escape. She knew there was no one who could cometo her
rescue. The only possibility wasthat Karne might come visiting, but although she longed for thiswith the
frightened part of her heart, she knew she would rather he did not. It would mean nothing but trouble for
him and would probably mean they would never be able to be free of Wardyke. Maa would die and the
Lords of the Sun would never know of their trouble.

‘Priests must be freeto servethe gods,’” Wardyke murmured, but it was obvious he too was not thinking
about what he was saying. ‘Women are adistraction . . . they weaken one’ sresolution . . .’

‘Then they are best Ieft done,” Fern said, summoning up the courage to speak loudly, hoping that the
sound of her voice would snap the web that he was weaving around them. But it wastoo late. Her voice
broke the web, but it was the web that was holding him back. He suddenly seized her, flung her on the
ground and, roughly and with great harshness, forced himsalf upon her.

When he was done he looked so dishevelled, off guard and tired, that it was easy to forget he wasa
priest-magician.

She pulled hersdlf away from him easily now and rose swiftly to her feet. Her eyeswere blazing.

‘Wardyke,” she said hitterly, and there was no trace of fear in the way she said it, ‘you will be cursed for
thisday’ swork. When you taste water it will be bitter. When you taste deep it will befull of dread!”

Sheturned and walked away with greet dignity.



If she had paused to ook back at him she would have seen him il half lying, haf crouching where she
had |eft him, hisface dark and twisted, his eyeslike charcodl.

Chapter 12
Thenight of therisng star

Madl arranged with Kyrain the days that followed that they would make their bid to contact the Lords of
the Sun on the night of a particular risng star. He claimed that during this night the powers of the circle
were at their greatest. At therising of the star called Magus from the sea horizon, directly over the stone
of the gtar, their particular circlewasin closer contact than at any other time with the forces of the unseen
world. At acertain point in the night when the whole star pattern had whedled silently over their dark
fiddsand hillsto liein aparticular configuration, Maa would best be able to manipulate his powersin
conjunction with the powers of the spirit world and travel greater distances and with greater surety than
at any other time,

‘Isit abetter time than even the night of the full moon? Kyraasked with interest.

‘It isbetter, Mad said. ‘ Different forces are at work. Deeper forces, more secret and hidden. The
moon’ sinfluenceis strong but it is more on the surface of things. Have you noticed how the seaanswvers
to the moon’ s call, the animal's grow restless? Even people who are not particularly sensitive can fed the
influence of the moon.’

‘But if thisnight isso important,” Karne said, ‘ Wardyke himsdf will surely bein the Sacred Circle?
‘That isso,” Maal sad camly.

Kyrawas surprised that he seemed to be showing so little concern for this problem.

‘Thewhole village will be there for the ceremony of therising star!” she cried.

‘Not dl night, Mad said.

‘But surely for the important time, the actua risng?

‘Therising of the Magus star isbut asignd. Initsdlf itisnothing. The priest will be done when the
moment of the right configuration comes,” Maal explained.

‘But how are we going to manage if Wardyke isthere? pleaded Kyra, her forehead creased with worry.

Even Karne was beginning to fed the whole thing wasimpossible. But Maa was amiling alittle secret
amile

‘What isit? Karne demanded. ‘Y ou are keeping something from us’
‘Yes, | am afraid so,” said Maal chearfully.
‘Thatisnot fair!’ cried Kyraindignantly.

Mad laughed and then, seeing that she was genuinely upset, and knowing that he indeed was being
unfair, hesad, ‘ But Wardyke has the wrong configuration.’

Kyra gasped.

‘What do you mean? Karne demanded.



‘Itisthe duty of the departing priest of every Sacred Circle; Maal explained carefully, ‘to pass on the
secret of the configuration of the night of therising star to his successor. It isa secret knowledge kept
very close within the priesthood of a particular community, asit isthe key to great powersand, in the
wrong hands, the key to great dangers.’

‘How do you mean? Kyrasaidinaarm.
He put his hand soothingly on her arm.

“Y ou know, my child, I have explained many times, nothing isgood or evil initsdf. Itistheway it isused
that makesit good or evil. Wardyke and | have great powers that we have worked long yearsto obtain.
They are the same powers. It isto what use we put them that decides whether they are good or evil. Itis
inus, intheinner drivewe cdl thewill, in the key to action we call motive.

‘The powers of the spirit world could be called upon and, if the motive and the will of hewho cdlsis
strong enough for evil, the spirit action will be evil

“Y ou mean you could cal up evil spiritsto help you? Kyraasked, not quite understanding. ‘ Eveniif you
are good?

‘ am not good, nor evil. | am Maal.’

‘But could you cdl up evil spirits? Kyraingsted.

‘Itisnot as mple asthat. Spirits are not necessarily good or evil ether!”
‘It isso complicated, complained Kyra.

‘That iswhy the ordinary person is usualy content to pursue his own life, accepting afew smple precepts
to follow and leaving the complexities for the priest or the Elders to bother about.’

‘I think that iswrong,” Karne said firmly.
Maal looked at him with interest.

‘1 think we should think about these things. There should not be one life for the priest and another for the
ordinary person. | fed the urgeto know as strongly as any priest. | want to understand! | want to make
choices and know what the possibilitiesare! | want to know myself so that | do not deceive myself by
thinking | am doing agood deed when the motive for doing it makesit bad. | want to be responsible for
mysdf! Evenif | make mistakes, | would rather do that than be akind of straw doll played with by
someonedse. . . evenif the someone eseisaspirit!” he added defiantly, looking upwards at the bland

blue sky.
Maa smiled and Kyra could see that he was pleased with what Karne said.

‘I think | agree,’ she said, ‘even though it seems so difficult at times. | would not like to go back to the
timewhen | did not think about these things. It was o boring.’

“You will not go back,” Maa said to her. *Nor,” he added, turning to Karne, ‘will you ever bethe
dightet bit like astraw doll"’

‘If | wereapriest, Kyrasad, her eyesblazing with inspiration, ‘| would set about changing the old
ways. Teach people the things you have been teaching us, let them expand and grow and flower!’

Maal smiled, partly in sympathy with her enthusiasm and agreement with her ideas, and partly aso with



amusement that she did not redlize how difficult thiswould be to carry out. But he said nothing to
discourage her. If what she spoke of could be brought about, it would be a great achievement.

‘And what,” he asked gently, ‘would you teach them about good and evil?
‘I would teach them . . " she started, and then hesitated.
‘Why do you hesitate?

‘I do not know if | want to teach,” she said, frowning. ‘It sounds a bit like the old ways where people
weretold what to think.’

‘If by “teaching” you mean “telling” then you are right not to teach,” Mad agreed.

‘| want them to think for themselves. Perhaps| should guide them abit at first . . . point out things for
them to watch out for . . . things| had noticed when | was struggling at first . . .’

‘What would be the first thing that you would want to point out?

‘That everything is not ways asit ssemswhen you first ook at it. That everything that happens hasits
roots in something €' se and the unseen roots are usualy more important than that which you can actualy
See’

Karne and Kyrawere thoughtful for awhile.

‘It isnot easy to understand things . . .” Kyrasaid at last.

‘Itisnot only the understanding thet | find so difficult, Karnesaid ruefully, ‘itisthe explaining.’
Mad smiled.

‘Aslong asyou try to understand,” he said, ‘try to explain, evenif it isonly to yourself. Always keep your
mind open and ready for exploration, ready to consider any new ideas, any new explanations. The very
act of trying helpsyou to grow. Y ou will surprise yourself one day with how much your understanding
has grown while you had thought you were making no progress.’

At this point they had to break off as they heard someone coming. As Karne and Kyra dipped away,
Kyrasad, ‘He never did tel uswhat he meant by Wardyke having the wrong configuration.’

‘Itisobvious’ Karne said impatiently. ‘It was his duty to pass on the configuration to Wardyke and
because he had his suspicions that Wardyke was not our rightful priest he took the precaution of giving
him afase one, till keeping the real one asecret.’

*So when our redl priest comes. . . after we have consulted with the Lords of the Sun . . . hewill be
given thered one and then Mad can concentrate on dying.’

‘And thiswill mean that Wardyke will bein the circle on the night of therising star but will have left it
when the time comesfor the redl configuration of power. You and Mad canthendipinand. ..’

‘Ohno!’” Kyrastopped short and her voice wasindignant. ‘Not in! Y ou promised | would not haveto go
inthecircle. ..

‘A dip of thetongue, little sster,’” laughed Karne. ‘1 meant, of course, Mad could dip into the circle with
your help.’



‘From outsde’ sheinssted.

‘From outside,” he agreed.

* k% k% %

Fern had not been with them during this discussion so at the first opportunity Karne went to visit her.
Some days had passed since he had seen her last and, impatient to make up for this, he ran most of the
way to her house. He dowed down just before he reached the curve in the path from which her garden
suddenly became visible, and because of this he came upon her quite sllently as she was stooping over a
flower. He stopped and watched her for amoment, thinking how graceful shelooked, fedling asort of
warm glow of pleasure weling up from insde himsdf as though the sunshine was coming from within his
very inmost being thislovely golden day.

But the peaceful ness of the scene did not last for long. Fern must have sensed his presence because she
suddenly straightened up and spun round, her face momentarily quite distorted with fear and didike. He
was startled. He had never seen such emotions on Fern’ s face before. She had always seemed so cam
and poised on an inner centre of happiness.

‘Fern!” he gasped, ‘What isthe matter?

As she recognized him sheingtantly turned her face away, her expression no longer the same, but ill
compounded of something Karne did not understand. She usudly lit up with pleasure when she saw him.
What had gone wrong?

‘Fern?

She turned back to him now, and this time she was composed.

‘Why, Karne,” shesaid. ‘1 am sorry. You startled me.

Hewas dill puzzled. He had never known her to be startled like this before.
‘What isit?

‘Nothing.’

Hewas close to her and trying to look into her eyes, but herswould not meet his. For the first time since
he had known her there was the shadow of something held back between them.

‘Thereissomething.’
‘No.’
Hetook her hands, but she still would not meet hiseyes.

Shetried to smile a him, to reassure him, but her smile was not very convincing. She pulled her hands
away and drew back.

‘Come, Karne,” she said brightly. ‘1 want to show you something.’

“You do not look well,” he till persisted while he was following her down the little winding path that ran
deeper into her garden, brushing aside trailing fronds of bracken as he walked. He had noticed that she
was paler than usua, the healthy bloom of her cheek considerably reduced. There was a so something

about the garden, he could not make up his mind what it was but it somehow did not ook as flourishing



and vigorous asit normaly did.

She noticed the frown in his blue eyes and took hisarm. Her composure had returned. She smiled and
kissed him lightly on hisbrown cheek and ran her fingersthrough hislong, light hair.

‘Comeon,” shesaid laughing, ‘are you going to be as gloomy asthisal morning?

Helooked at her bright face and there were no longer shadows there. He began to fed he had imagined
what he had seen afew moments before. He shrugged and smiled.

‘That is better,” she said, ‘and now | can show you something special.’

She drew him to a place where that morning she had found anew flower growing, one she had never
seen before. A tiny, spiky, defiant one, half hidden in the grass, but growing as though it meant to stay.
She cupped her hands around it and their heads were very close together asthey admired it.

‘It looks asthough it wastrying to be agtar,” shelaughed, ‘but it wastoo small so it had to settle for
being aflower ingtead.’

‘l wonder whereit came from?

She shrugged and indicated the arching sky.

‘The birds sometimes bring me presents. They fly to lands of which not even Mad has heard.’
Karnelaughed.

‘That is hard to imagine. Maal has heard of everything.’

‘Not everything,” she said suddenly, sadly, and again he fancied that he saw the shadow of secretiveness
cross her face.

‘Infact, | have brought a message from Maal,’” he said, and stood up.

Shejoined him and they walked awhilein the garden, Karne telling her about the night of therising star
and the timing of the attempt to reach the L ords of the Sun. She was grestly interested and added up in
her mind the number of days|eft. Not many. Shewas glad.

Asthey waked she was tempted severa timesto tell Karne about Wardyke but she knew that if she did
the boy would go crazy with rage and probably rush off to attack the man. Karne would not stand a
chance againgt the giant magician, and she could not bear him to be hurt or killed.

None of them knew quite what to expect from the Lords of the Sun, but Karne, Kyraand Fern certainly
expected the Stuation to be resolved immediately. If pressed, they might have admitted to expecting a
sudden thunderbolt to remove Wardyke dramaticaly from office.

Mad knew it would not be quite like that, but he said nothing of what he expected.

* * % %

During the next few days Kyra spent agreet ded of timewith Mad, learning everything she could. And
S0 it wasthat neither of them noticed the many changes that were taking place in their community.

Wardyke had doubled the workers on Madl’ stomb and it was very near completion. There wastalk that
the building of it wasto be finished by the night of the rising star and that it would be during that night, or



very near toit, that Maal would be interred. Maal was not informed of this and was surprised when
Karne, out of breath from running, told him of it.

Kyrawas horrified.

‘But how will we contact the Lords of the Sun if Maal isnot with us?
Maal looked grave and shook his head.

‘Surdly Wardyke has no right to set atime for your death? Karne asked.
‘Noright at al,” Maal said sadly and was silent, thinking hard.

At last he spoke.

‘Wasthisan officia announcement at the meeting stone? he asked Karne.

‘Ohno, Karnesaid, ‘it wasjust talk, just rumour. It may not happen at dl, but | thought you ought to
know that people were talking about it.’

‘What people?

‘Mosily Wardyke' s strangers. They have been working on the tomb with me and they are full of
confidence that they know what isin hismind. Thereis something about a prophetic dream of Thorn's
too.’

‘If itisonly rumour | do not think we should concern ourselves too much.’

‘Maybenot . .." Karne sounded doubtful, ‘but when | hear them talk like that it makes me angry!’
Mad amiled at lagt, the gravity lifting like acloud from hiskind face.

“You mugt learn to control that anger, lad, it will be the undoing of usyet!’

‘Everything growsworse and worse. . . and | am doing nothing,” Karne protested. ‘Y ou and Kyrawork
every day, but all | doiswait! Even Fern seemsto have secrets these days!’

Maal looked surprised. He had been so busy with Kyra he had not seen Fern for quite atime.

‘What secrets?

“How would | know, Karnereplied irritably, shrugging his shoulders. ‘1 cannot see into peopl€ s minds!’
Maal was thoughtful.

‘I have neglected her,” he said regretfully. There was so little time and so much to be done.

Kyrawas about to say something, but Maal raised his hand to keep her quiet. There was much he
needed to think about. His expression became more and more withdrawn.

‘Come,” Kyrawhispered to Karne, and took his hand. Quietly they started to move away.

When they were out of earshot, Kyrasaid, ‘| thought we ought to leave him. He looked as though he
wanted to think thingsthrough by himsdf.’

Karne nodded. He had sensed it too.



‘Perhaps you could go and see Fern,’” he said. Y ou and Maal have been so busy in that house of his. .
. Hisvoice dmogt carried atouch of resentment.

‘I know,” Kyrasaid. ‘But you have no idea how complicated everything is and how ddicate the bdance
is between success and failure. Sometimes,” she added miserably, ‘ | get so desperate. | cannot believel
will do everything right, and if | do the dightest thing wrong we arefinished!” She gave adegp sigh. ‘And
now . . . what will happen if Wardyke puts Maal away before we can reach the Lords of the Sun?

Karne shook his head, momentarily as despairing as Kyra And then he pulled himself together.
‘Somehow,’ he said, ‘we have to prevent that.’

‘But how?

Karne shook his head.

‘Somehow,” he repeated, frowning with determination.

* kK ok

Thefollowing day Kyradipped away to see Fern before she went to Maal.

Shefound her gtting by the spring, her knees drawn up and her head resting upon them, her whole
posture one of despondency.

‘Fern,” cried Kyrawith concern, and knelt down beside her, her arm around her shoulders.
‘Oh, Kyra,” Fern said with relief, and turned to bury her head upon her friend’ s shoulder.

‘You are crying? Kyrawas amazed, feding the warmth of the tears. Fern, who was dways so calm and
grong, was crying!

She did not ask what the matter was but held her and rocked dightly backwards and forwardsas a
mother does with aweeping child. Her cheek was upon Fern’ s bright hair and occasionally she kissed
the top of her head.

Gradudly asthey sat together Kyrabegan to fed that strange fegling of knowing something she had no
ordinary way of knowing.

‘ItisWardyke!” she said suddenly with conviction. ‘Wardyke has been here?
Fern nodded miserably.

Thetwo girlswere slent, Stting Sde by sde. Kyra sarms had falen from Fern’ s shoulders and they both
gazed into the moving water of the busy little spring.

Kyradid not put it into words, but she knew exactly what had happened to Fern. She was surprised how
camly shewas reacting. Although the knowledge had startled her at fird, it seemed that dmost
immediately she had accepted it as something that had happened and in no way could be changed. There
was no point in being shocked or moaning about it in any way. The Situation existed and they must
somehow cope withiit.

‘I have not told Karne,” Fern said quietly. She was cam now too.

‘I think you wereright,” Kyraagreed. Karne' sreaction would have been violent and angry. She



remembered Maal suggesting that it wasjust thisqudity in Karne that would be their undoing.
‘He suspects something iswrong.’
‘I know, said Fern miserably. ‘| hate keeping anything from him, but this. .’

‘Yes, this. . . must be kept. At least till we have reached safety, on the other side of the night of therising
dar.’

Fern nodded sadly.

* * % %

After awhile the two girls parted, Fern to work on her garden with greater composure now that she had
shared her burden, and Kyrato vist Maal. She fdt as though she had imperceptibly aged since the day
before. Some dayswere like that. One seemed to take alegp into further knowledge and understanding
as though alot more time had passed than could be measured by the passage of the sun across the sky.

In fact in this summer as awhole time seemed to have speeded up. She looked back on thelong dow
days of quiet routine she used to have with nostalgia. Everything had been so much easier then!

Mad had obvioudy been thinking agreet deal about the problemsfacing them since they last met, and
seemed to have worked out certain thingsin hismind. He seemed less disturbed.

Heligtened to Kyra s news about Fern quietly, his only reaction being a degpening line between his
brows and a conviction that what he had decided to do was right.

‘1 am going to bresk avery ancient and very gtrict law,” he said to Kyra, hisface grave and tired.
Kyralooked aarmed.

‘Isthat wise? she asked.

‘I have no choice,’ he said heavily.

‘| thought you said we aways had choice?

‘I did,” he said wearily, ‘and in asense now, literdly, of course | have choice. What | meanis. . . | have
chosen thisway because | think it isthe only way in which we can be sure to stop Wardykein thetime
we have avalable’

He paused.
‘What isit? What law are you going to break?

‘The law that says the departing priest should tell no one the sacred configuration of stars but the priest
who takes his place.’

‘“Who areyou going to tell”? Kyrawasintrigued.
‘You, hesad smply.

Kyra gasped.

‘Nol’



“Y ou need to know,” he said quietly and gently now, knowing that she would need persuasion.
‘Youmean. ..

‘I mean that if anything happenstome. ..’

‘But | cannot . . ." Her facewasastudy in dlarm and dismay.

‘“You can, hesadfirmly.

‘But...

‘Ligenmy child. . . lisentome. .." He put his hand upon her arm. She was beginning to protest again,
but was silenced by the soothing power of histouch. When he could see that she was camer and

prepared to listen he began to speak again.

“Y ou mention choice. | have said we adways have choice. Our ability to choose, to make decisions, is
crucid to our development in al the different levels of existence through which we are journeying. When
we reach the source of light and consciousness, we will no longer see bits and pieces among which we
have to choose, but will see the whole as amagnificent pattern in which everything fits together in
harmony. Wewill seeit and we will be it smultaneoudy. The agony of choice will at last be over.’

Kyrasighed. It was agrand idea, but she was along, long way from that kind of redization at this
moment.

‘I know . .." he said softly, sympathetically, and sat quietly afew momentsfor her to absorb what he had
sad.

‘But these choiceswe have to make,” he continued at last, ‘ are not dways made with the surface and
most obvious leve of our saves. The Kyrawhom the villagers can see when she walks among them
wants to make one decision, one choice, but the Kyrawhom they cannot see, the one that isin touch
with the deeper levels of redlity, knowsthe decision hasto fall another way.’

She knew hewasright, but shetried till to fight againgt it.
‘But | know on every possibleleve | cannot do what you ask of me!’
‘That isnot true,” he said smply, and shewas silent.

‘If it were true,” he continued, trying to give her more help, *you would not come to mefor lessons. . .
you would not ask the questions you have been asking, devel op the powers you have been developing.
Over this summer you have been gradudly getting ready for thismoment . . . | had hoped you would
have had longer . . . but no moment ever seems perfect to us. . . we can see so little of the Whole.’

‘But what if | am not ready?

“Wewill not know that until you havetried . . . but | would say the moment of crisiswill make you

ready.’

Kyraburied her face in her hands. It seemed to her that inside her head was a great space full of
darknessthat was whirling and roaring.

‘| cannot . . .” shecried, turning her head from side to side as though she was trying to escape some
physicd attack.



Maa put both hands upon her head.
‘You can,” hesaid. ‘Y ou must!’

He held her head il putting more and more pressure upon it until she cried out in pain. Then he
withdrew his hands and they sat together in sllencefor awhile.

Kyraat last lifted her face and it was pae and drawn, but resigned.
‘What must | do? shesaid quietly.

Maa moved away from her and fetched something from ashelf in one of the darkest placesin his house.
She watched him with interest as he returned to her holding something carefully in both hands. He
motioned her to Sit relaxed and he sat opposite her, putting what he carried between them. It wasasmal
parcel wrapped in bark cloth. She looked at it with curiosity and stretched out a hand to takeit.

‘No,” Mad said, putting his own hand over it to protect it from her. * Do not touch.’

She could sense that a change had come over him. Hewas no longer the friendly, fatherly figure with
whom she could talk so easily. He had become Lord Madl, the priest, and sat straight and tall, hisface
masked so that she could not read his eyes.

Shewasalittle afraid and sat Sraight hersdlf, feding the solemnity of the moment most intensdly.

When he saw that she had grasped the situation, he began to unwrap the parcd very carefully, using
ritudistic movements, his lips murmuring something inaudible to her as he proceeded. Her heart began to
beat faster and as he reached the last layer of bark cloth, she was|eaning forward breathlesdy to see
what lay between them.

It was asphere of yellowish-grey stone, smdl but exquisitdly carved, the patterning following the
curvature of the surfacein intricate spiras.

She gtared at it fascinated.

Mad folded his hands. She noticed he had touched only the wrappings, the sphereitself heleft gtrictly
done.

She looked up at him, her eyes questioning but not daring to say anything to break the impressive silence
surrounding the stone sphere.

‘Moveyour head from sideto side,” Maal said, speaking his priest’ svoice, ‘ but keep your eyes on the
sphere’

Kyrawas puzzled but did as shewastold. As she moved thelight that fell on the stone from the doorway
struck it from different angles. With sudden splendour the sphere seemed to send up shafts of green-blue
light. Kyragasped and retreated.

The sonelay till and dark again.

Maal drew her forward with agesture and again as she moved the stone seemed to come dive with an
inner luminosity. Each surface that had been carved reflected light in adifferent way. Reflected? No.
Kyrawas sure the light came from within the stone.

‘How can that be? she whispered to herself.



‘Takethe sphere, Maal said in adeep, quiet voice. ‘Hold it between your hands.’
She hesitated.
‘Hold it,” he commanded.

Tentatively and hesitatingly she put her two trembling hands forward and cupped them around the
magical sone. Thelight within it seemed to go out and it felt like ordinary cold stone.

‘Closeyour eyes” Maa spoke still with firm authority.

She closed her eyes.

‘Fed the pattern of the stone with your fingers.’

Delicately she moved her fingertips over the cold surface. Shefdt the pattern.
‘No. Do not open your eyes’

Shewasin avery dark darkness. It seemed darker within her head than it normdly did when she closed
her eyes. No images whatever came to her, not even those peculiar little wisps of shape that usualy
seemed to float upon the inside of her eyelids.

She could fed theicy bal of stonewithin the cup of her hands. Her fingers began to trace the spira round
and round the surface.

It seemed to have no end. Her finger tracing . . . thegroove. . . the spird . . . the sphere.

The spird never |eft the sphere and yet never ended . . . asthough the sphere and the spira were eternd .
.. Shebeganto drift . . . to fed only the spiral groove going round and round the sphere until at last she
lost consciousness of even her own finger in contact with it and was aware only of hersdlf the spird . . .
hersdf thespird . . .

In this sate she was no longer aware of the darkness as darkness, but as the night sky, immensdy vast
and filled with countless stars. When she had |ooked at the sky at night on other occasions she had seen
the myriad sparks of light dotted about apparently at random. Now she was aware of it as an intricate
but definite pattern.

She saw it as a pattern, each star linked with each other star in areationship that was unmistakable. It
was as though fine gold lines, as fine as spider’ sweb, were drawn between each spot of light to make an
exquisite network, complex and yet ultimately smple.

But even as she gragped thisthe vision was dtering dightly. The web was not flat but had depth aswell.
The stars she had thought were al the same distance from her appeared now to vary, some nearer, some
further away. The golden threads linked them not only sideways, but backwards and forwards aswell.

Shefdt herself moving nearer to them, somehow being among them so that the network of fine gold lines
was around her in every direction . . . starswere around her in every direction.

Asthe sensation of movement grew she redlized that it was not only hersdlf that was moving. The stars,
the golden lines, the darknessitsdf . . . everything was moving and everything was changing in
relationship to everything e sein subtle ways a every moment, and yet the overdl web of rdationship
was dtill there. . . the threads never broke. . . only adjusted, stretched and altered.

And il as she moved the vision devel oped further.



It seemed to her the points of light that were the stars were not only moving, but were growing. Or wasit
that she was gpproaching them?

They were no longer points of shapdessfire, but huge spheresrolling through the darkness, immense
balls of concentrated power.

Asthey rolled the sound of them roared in her head until sound and vison so overwhelmed her, she
found herself screaming —asmal inggnificant creature, back on Mad’ sfloor, trying to hold the full fearful
meagnificence of the Universe at bay.

She dropped the small sphere of stone and saw Maa move swiftly to catch it.
Sheflung hersalf down and best her fists upon the hard floor.
‘Itistoo much!” she cried despairingly. ‘1 cannot bear it done!’

Mad had quietly and quickly wrapped the smal spherein its coverings of bark cloth and had put it safely
asde. He could now turn his attention to the hystericd girl.

“You will not bealone,” hesaid. ‘Kyral Kyral No oneisaone’

She sobbed.

‘Wasit not beautiful? he said quietly when he could see that she had cried enough.
She nodded miserably.

‘ Areyou not excited to be part of such abeauty?

Tearfully she nodded again.

‘Wdll then, accept it. Enjoy it.’

She sat and thought about what she had just seen. Already the splendour was passed and she only had a
shadowy memory of the experience, but even that was more beautiful and exciting than anything she had
ever known before.

Enjoy it? Why not? She could no longer fight againgt it. AsMaa had said, deep insde her the forces that
were at work had dready made achoice. She was only hurting herself by fighting against them dl the
time

He saw the change in her and was glad.

“Y ou may tell methe configuration now,” shesaid camly. ‘1 anready.’
He smiled gently. The priest was gone. The man was back.

“You know it dready,” he said smiling at her.

Shelooked surprised, aline forming between her eyes.

‘Was | supposed to get it from . . .7 and she pointed at the stone sphere.
‘“Youdid, hesadsmply.

She shook her head dowly, trying to remember.



‘I think | did not.’

‘Do not worry about it} Mad said. *Y ou know it at the leve that matters.’

‘But | can hardly remember . . . | remember apattern . . . but | cannot remember exactly . . .
‘It will cometo you when you need it, Mad said confidently.

Shelooked doubtful, but if he said so, perhapsit would be so.

‘Promiseme,” he said serioudly, ‘if it becomesimpossible for meto go into the circle on the night of the
Risng Star, you will.’

She sat very dill, her heart beating painfully. How could she promise that!
‘Promise!’ he repeated, and he spoke with urgency and authority.

‘I promise,” shefound hersdf sayingin avery smdl, thin voice.

‘Louder!” he commanded.

‘| promise,’ she said, thistimewith aconviction that amazed her.
Herelaxed.

‘Good,” he said, ‘ now we can begin thelesson.’

Chapter 13

The Burids and the Promise

It was three days later that Karne and Kyrawoke to afedling of oppressive maevolenceintheair. The
sky was obscured by heavy cloud which hung, grey and discouraging, neither faling asrain nor blowing
away. Kyraparticularly felt uneasy. She wondered what would happen if the Sky was cloudy for the night
of therising star. What use would knowing or not knowing the correct configuration be if none of them
could even seethe stars? It crossed her mind that perhaps there would be ways of sensing it that she did
not yet know about, but thisline of thought was cut short by her brother J tugging at her arm and wanting
her to follow him.

‘What isit? shesaid impatiently and irritably.

‘We havefinished the boat,” J said excitedly. ‘ Come and see!’
‘Not now, Ji,” shesaid. ‘I am busy.’

“You do not look busy,” he said, disappointed.

‘One does not necessarily have to look busy to be busy,” she said grandly, and turned away. He stood
contemplating her back forlornly.

“Y ou never pay any attention to the family these days, Kyra,’” her mother said, witnessing the incident.
‘Whét isthe matter?

‘Nothing.” She wished they would leave her done. She had things on her mind.

‘| think there is something the matter,” her mother persisted.



But luckily for Kyra, Karne arrived at thismoment and J pounced on him. Their noisy exchange of
friendly blows diverted their mother’ s attention from Kyraand she could dip away.

She was sorry she had been so short tempered with Ji, and when he appeared again, somewhat
dishevelled from the roll about with Karne, she asked to see the boat. Joyfully heled her to the secret
place they knew so well, pulled back the cover of leaves and sticks, and reveded atidy, well constructed
little boat, that looked asthough it could withstand the ondaught of the waves quite well.

‘Itisgood!’ shecried in surprise. ‘1 did not know that you and Okan were so skilful!’
‘1 did most of thework,” Ji said proudly.

Sheruffled hishair and laughed.

“Y ou had better not let Okan hear you say that.’

‘| want to beafisherman,” J said. ‘We are going to try it out quite soon, will you come?
‘Oh, wdll . .." sheheditated. ‘| do not think | havetime, but | am sureKarne. .’
‘Karneisawaystoo busy thesedays,’ J said sadly.

‘l ansureKarnewill . . . evenif heisbusy. After dl, itishisboat.’

‘Will you ask him?

‘Ask himyoursdf.’

‘Headwaysligenstoyou.’

Kyralaughed.

‘Not aways.’

‘He does not seem to care about the boat now.’

‘Of course hedoed! It isjust that he has other things he hasto do now.’

‘What things?

‘dugt . . . things’

Y ou and Karne are dways going off by yourselves. He never takes us anywhere anymore.’” J’svoice
sounded miserable.

Kyraput her arm around him, full of sympathy.

‘OhJ, shesad, ‘| ansorry.’

Sheleft J lovingly covering up his prized possession, and went in search of Karne.
Shefound him looking for her. His face was worried and gloomy.

‘What iswrong?



‘I do not know,” but he looked very anxious. ‘ There is something about to happen. | canfed it. Mad’s
tomb was finished yesterday and al the strangers are talking as though the burial isto be soon. | saw
Wardyke going to Mad’ s house alittle while ago. | have been looking for you everywherel Where have
you been?

‘I have been to seethe boat. It isfinished,” Kyrasaid.

Normally Karne would have been interested in this piece of news, but today he was preoccupied.
“Y ou must comewithme,’ he said, turning towards Mad’ s house. *We must see what isgoing on.’
‘But,’ said Kyra, ‘it isimportant Wardyke does not notice our interest in Mad!’

‘I know. That iswhy | want you to come. We will hide somewhere nearby and perhapsyou can listenin
to their minds or something.’

‘| cannot doit just likethat!” complained Kyra.

‘Oh,” he said impatiently, ‘thereis no time to fuss about what you can do and what you cannot. Just do
it!’

She started aresentful reply and then thought better of it. It was important that she did what she could to
protect Maal, more important than whether she wasiirritated with Karne' s attitude or not.

She followed him and they tucked themsdlves behind some bushes.

‘IsWardyke till inside? she whispered.

He shrugged and shook his head.

‘1 have been away looking for you for ages. Can you not tdll if heisinsde or not?

She stayed very till and concentrated, but nothing would cometo her. She was sill aware of the pricking
of the grass againg her leg, the sound of Karne breathing and moving from time to time beside her. She
was gtill aware of hersalf crouching uncomfortably behind the bushestrying to get in touch with Madl. If
she had learnt nothing e se that summer, she had learnt that her powers could not work until she had
completely forgotten hersalf and somehow merged absolutely with something or someone dse.

‘Itisno good,” shewhispered at last. ‘| am trying too hard. It will not come.’
Karne gave an expression of disgust.

‘I cannot help it,” she complained bitterly.

Tryl

‘| antrying! That isthetrouble. | need moretimeto reax first.’

‘We havenotime!’

‘I know! | know.’

She looked ready to cry.

‘Ohno!’ he muttered, thumping his forenead with the palm of his hand in frugtration.



At that moment a sound from the village called their attention away from themsavesand Mad’ shouse. It
was the sound of the horn that was blown when a specia meeting or ceremony was to take place. The
sound of itsweird hollow call went out acrossthe valeys and the hills, disturbing even the animasin the
forestsand putting aflock of jet black birdsto flight from the grain fields. They whedled abovethe village,
their wings adding a strange resonance to the sound of the horn, their dark, shadowy bodiesin flight
adding atouch of the ominousto the aready oppressiveair.

Some of the villagers had started wending their way to the meeting stone, while others were preparing to
leave their fidds and their work.

Karne and Kyrawere in aquandary.

‘What shall we do? Kyraasked anxioudy.

Karne hesitated.

‘I think we ought to seeif Mad isdl right beforewe go,’” hesaid at last.

‘Wardyke will be at the meeting stone. He has forbidden us to have amesting without his presence. But |
wish we knew if hewasthere dready.’

‘Thereisnothing elseto be done,” said Karne, with sudden determination. ‘| will haveto goto Mad’s
house’

‘“Why you? Perhaps | should go,” Kyrasaid.

‘No. Y ou are the only one who can work with Maal to contact the L ords of the Sun. It is even more
important that you escape suspicion than that | do.’

Thiswastrue. She nodded, but she wished that neither of them had to go.

‘Wait here and keep watch for me,” Karne whispered and before Kyra could say anything more hewas
gone. Hewalked swiftly and boldly up to Mad’ s house as though it was the most naturd thing in the
world for him to be doing.

Kyrasaw him pause at the door to cal out and then she saw him go inside. She did not have long to wait
before he came running out. He seemed shocked and distressed and came legping over the uneven
ground amogt asthough he were flying. He flung himsdf down beside her, out of breeth.

‘What isit?

‘Maal isgone,’ he gasped, ‘and dl histhings are smashed about and strewn everywhere. It looks as
though there has been astruggle in there. It dso looks as though whoever did it was looking for
something among Maal’ s possessions!”

‘Oh, Karne!” Shewas horrified. ‘ That poor old man!”’

Shock on Karne' s face was giving way to anger. He stood up and his face was black with rage.
‘Karne!’ she cried. Shelegpt up and seized hisarm. *We must not do anything wrong now.’

‘1 will tell youwhat | will do to Wardyke!” he snarled, shaking himself free.

“Y ou must not, Karne! We dare not! We have ared responsbility now and Madl isrelying on us.’



Karne stood still, hisface still thunderous.

‘Karne!” she pleaded.

Helooked at her with smouldering frustration.

‘All right, hesaid. ‘1 will hold back for now . .. but just wait . .

She had redlized very quickly that for once she had to be in charge of the Stuation. Animage of Mad’s
specia stone sphere came most clearly and insstently to her. She knew he would not want that to bein
the hands of Wardyke. Perhaps that was what he had been looking for.

Shethought swiftly.

“You go to the Meseting, Karne,” she said decisively. ‘Keep control of yoursdlf and do nothing to arouse
suspicion. It isvery important. Promise.’

‘I promise,” hesad unwillingly.

‘Seewhat is happening. | will goto Maal’ shouseto seeif | can rescue any of hismost precious
possessions. | will take them to Fern for safe keeping. She can bury them in the wood somewhere until
we can give them back to Madl .’

She was not prepared to admit even to hersdlf that she might not see Maal dive again.

Karne nodded affirmation and was off to the villageimmediately.

* k% k% %

No one saw Kyradip into the old priest’ s house and she was not disturbed in her search. Karne was
right. The place was amess. His handsome drinking vessals and water jars were smashed to pieceson
the floor. What clothes and rugs he had were ripped and flung around. The collection of delicate sea
urchin shells he kept in orderly rows ranging from the smallest to the largest were powdered on the shelf
on which they had stood as though a hard fist had smashed down upon them.

Her heart besting loudly, shefelt in the dark corner from where she had seen Madl take the stone sphere
and, miraculoudy, it was il there. She held it close to her heart inits bark wrappings, thankful she could
rescue at least one of Maal’ s precious possessions.

Shelooked around, tears beginning to come to her eyes a the devastation of the room in which she had
spent so many interesting hours. She would have stood there indefinitely if she had not suddenly ‘felt’ the
approach of someone.

She rushed to the door and looked out. Thorn was approaching. She had not heard him for he wastoo
far away. She had ‘felt’ his approach.

A lump of fear began to risein her throat. She stood poised, uncertain what to do. Thorn was
approaching rapidly, aburning branch in his hand. Shelooked round frantically for somewhereto hide,
but the burning branch suggested he might be intending to burn the house and if she wereinsde she
would certainly be burnt with it. She had seen thiskind of house burn before. Wood and straw, twigs and
furs, turn to flamefast.

Another thought cameto her distraught mind. If he was burning the house, Maal must be dead!

Beforethe full implications of this could take effect, however, she saw Thorn pause on the path and turn



to look back at the village. He was straining his neck to see the meeting stone as though he were looking
forasgnd.

Like ashadow Kyradipped out of the house and ran for cover, clutching the small stone sphere closeto
her, some of the bark cloth wrappings working loose as sheran. Her fear sharpened her ingtincts and she
found aroute to Fern’s house that was quicker and safer than any that she had ever taken before.

* k% k% %

Meanwhile, at the meeting place, nearly al the community were gathered. Karne was hovering on the
outskirts, occasionaly looking anxioudy in the direction of Mad’ s house. Strangely, the Elders were not
on the platform in their usua formation but scattered amongst the villagerslooking as puzzled and asill a
ease asthelr fellow men. Only Wardyke was on the platform and he was in his most magnificent cloak
with atall head-dress of hard dark lesther and tall black feathersto add even greater height to his stature.
Hewas standing il asrock with hisarmsfolded on his chest, only his smouldering eyes moving
continually, scanning the faces of the cowed people below him.

Karne had the presence of mind to dip behind ataler man so that he would not be subjected to the
deadly scrutiny. He knew Wardyke would not missthe hodtility in hisown eyesif he wereto look into
them. The othersweretrying to avoid his eyes aswdll, but somehow the beam of his attention forced
their eyes up to meet hisno matter how hard they tried to avoid it. If he saw the dightest flicker of
anything but fear and awe in their expression, he concentrated longer upon them until &t last they were
forced to surrender their independence and cringe like the rest. Karne escaped only because hewas
awarein time of what was going on and kept well out of sight.

When everyone was gathered, Wardyke lifted hisleft arm to point at the grey and lowering sky above
Mad’shouse. It must have been asignd because dmost immediately alow and sombre drumming
started, and a column of smoke rose from the direction of the old priest’s house. The villagers gasped,
but had no timeto talk to their neighbours about what was happening. The drumming was growing louder
and as al heads turned from the smoke to the direction of the sound, six men, Wardyke' s men, were
seen approaching carrying abier of branches on which the body of their old priest waslying.

A murmur of dismay started, but swiftly ceased as Wardyke s burning eye fell upon them. Behind them
walked six drummers. Again, Wardyke' s men.

Karne could have burgt with the fedlings that were racing through him, but he managed to keep control of
himsalf. He had no doubt Wardyke had killed Maa and with the one act had frustrated their chances of
reaching the Lords of the Sun and so rescuing the hapless villagers from his clutches, and at the sametime
frustrated Madl in his plan to influence his passage at the moment of desth. All that they had been
working for during the past few months was now wiped out. He thought of the sweat and the backache
moving al those rocks, digging that tunnel. He thought of Kyra stroubles, trying to link her mind with
Mad's.

It was strange she had felt nothing when Maa waskilled. He had cdlled to her when he wasin trouble
before. Why not thistime?

Thebier came nearer and nearer. The drumming grew louder and louder until he could fed the vibrations
of it coming asit were from the thump, thump, thump of hisown heart.

Maal was carried amongst the crowd of villagers, who drew back in respect as he passed. Karne could
see him quite clearly for afew moments. His face was composed and white. The face of death. His body
lying straight, hands folded on his breast. There was nothing to show that he had died violently.



For amoment athought went spinning through Karne' sheart. What if Maal was not dead after dl? What
if he had managed to cheat and was doing what priests were quite capable of doing, feigning death?

With the coming of this thought everything became possible again. They would keep to the origina plan!
If Madl wastruly dead it would not hurt to move him. If he was not, his passage through the many
different planes of spirit could be made easier.

But againgt this hope he thought of the signs of violence he had seen in Mad’ s house and he knew thet if
Mad wasto feign death he would have needed along time to compose himsdlf. It could not be done
under conditions of harassment and stress.

Karne wondered about Kyra. There was no doubt that Maa’ s house was being burnt to the ground.
Thorn must have set the torch because Thorn joined the meeting from the direction of Mad’shouse
amost immediately after they had seen the smoke. He hoped Kyrawas safely away with Fern. How he
longed to be with them, but he dare not leave. He was in danger both of missing something that they
needed to know, and of drawing attention to himself.

After the bier had been carried right round the community it was lifted onto the platform to lie at
Wardyke' s feet. Thorn made amoveto step up and join him but, surprisingly, Wardyke gestured him
down. Karne saw the look of puzzled fear that suddenly passed through Thorn’s eyes. Karne felt a sense
of satisfaction at that. It looked as though Wardyke had used Thorn to cometo full power, but now no
longer needed him.

Seven men from Wardyke' s old community stepped up at this point and took their places behind
Wardykein the positions of the Sacred Stones, in the positions of the Elders of the village.

A gasp went round the confused villagers and afew men stepped forward as though they were going to
protest, but immediately there was amove from behind them and they redlized they were entirely ringed
by Wardyke' s people, armed with axes and spears.

Without their redlizing it the friendly, peaceful villagers had been taken over completely by ahostile
group.

The rest of the meeting passed like anightmare. Wardyke spoke the words of burial over Mad and the
villagerslistened to the age-old terms of respect and comfort, redlizing for the first time that they meant
nothing in themsalves. Only the feding that wasin the heart of he who spoke to them meant anything.
And in Wardyke' s heart was maevolence and greed.

After the words of burial he made a brief announcement that he had appointed seven new Eldersfor the
Community, slenced any protest with alook of such ferocity that no one even dared to think dissent, and
then gestured for the funera procession to lead off to Maa’ stomb.

The sx men carrying the bier went first. The drummers next. The villagersfollowed them in astraggling
untidy line and Wardyke' s strangers came behind as though to make sure no one strayed.

Wardyke himsdlf camelast of al and they had to wait for him at the tomb, listening to the sullen and
disturbing pulse of the drums and their own thoughts struggling to find away out of the Situation.

Karne could see Maal from where he stood and he had to admit to himself that he looked very dead. His
thoughts went round and round, trying to decide whether to risk transferring Maa’ s body to the other
tomb and wondering if Wardyke would post aguard overnight. It was fortunate that they were having the
burid ceremony so late in the afternoon for there would not be time to cover the buria chamber properly
and complete the mound. The rest of the work would probably be done over the next few days, the



whole community working in shifts.

There were no prayers said aoud while the villagers waited for Wardyke, only the insistent low throb of
the drum, but Karne for one (and he did not think he was aone) was praying privately and silently. He
had never wanted anything as much in hislife as he wanted Mad to be dive at this moment. There were
many of the villagers, even among those who had wel comed Wardyke and dighted Maal, who were now
praying for Mad’ s spirit, for hishelp in the dark daysto come.

Just before Wardyke' sarrival, Fern and Kyrajoined the crowd unnoticed. Karne' sfirst knowledge of
their presence was when he felt atouch on hisarm and Kyra s hand dipped into his. She stood closeto
him, her eyes dark with sorrow, seeking comfort in him. He kissed her forehead, thankful that she had
cometo no harmin thefire. On his other side he felt another touch. He looked around and Fern was
beside him, her bare arm againgt his. His whole body responded to it in spite of his sorrow. Her face was
asgraveand aspadeasKyras.

They had found a hiding place for the stone sphere and had hurried back to the village in time to seethe
funera procession winding along the path to the tomb Wardyke had chosen for Maal. They had paused
to weep and to compose themsalves. Now they were with Karne and the combined strength of their love
for Mad and for each other was helping to sustain them.

* * % %

Wardyke sarriva was announced with an impressive roll on the drums. The day, which had been dark
from dawn, was growing darker every moment. The magician strode between the silent rows of
mourners and took his place at the entrance to the tomb, facing the crowd, the dark cavity they had dug
for Maa behind him so that he seemed to have two cloaks, one of black fur and one of icy shadow.

A chill passed through the watching villagers. Kyracould fed it cregping dong her flesh and she
shuddered dightly, pressing closer to her brother. He put hisright arm around her and made to put his|eft
around Fern, but she had withdrawn from him since Wardyke s arriva and was standing stiffly avay
from him. She shook her head sharply at his overture and insisted on standing clear. He looked at her
closdly, hurt and puzzled. Every musclein her body was tense and taut. Kyra could see at once what was
happening and drew Karne's attention back to Wardyke.

The drumsrolled again and then cut dead. The silence was palpable. Wardyke used it to full effect and
then, sensing the tension was at bresking point, broke it himsalf with ahigh pitched and dreadful wailing
sound that reminded the villagers of nights of fear in the forests surrounded by wolves.

Trandfixed, they stared at their priest who at this moment seemed hdf-animal, haf-god. He lifted his great
arms dowly ashewailed until they were high above his head a the peak of the sound, and there he held
them until the sound of the howl that came from him had penetrated the marrow of their bones.

No one could have moved. They were locked rigid in akind of terrified fascination.
Kyrawas paralysed like the rest, but what she saw was not quite what they saw.

In an arc behind Wardyke, but crowding him closdly, were standing shadowy figures, and she knew with
adeadly certainty that she had seen them before. Their bodies were those of men, brown and strong,
clad only in metdlic loincloths. Their heads were the heads of animals and their eyes were the eyes of
demons. At their feet (at Wardyke' sfeet) the body of Maal waslying and as shelooked in horror at it it
began to change from the cam, pale priest, lying as though adeep upon the bier, to an ugly, rotting
corpse.



Inside her head she screamed.
‘No!’

No sound came from her. No movement of her body betrayed her, but she knew at this moment aforce
was working from her to blast the evil influence of their power avay from Madl.

Her eyes, if anyone had looked, were blazing with akind of vivid light. Her love for Madl, her longing to
protect him, gave her the strength. Her training gave her the skill.

Even as her will cried yet again ‘No!’ the figures behind Wardyke seemed to cringe and waver, their
eyes, no longer triumphant, seeking their enemy.

Standing among the crowd of villagers, no ordinary morta could have noticed Kyrawas different from
the others, but these creatures’ eyes ranged everywhere and it was not long before they found the source
of their discomfiture. AsKyrahed with great strain the concentrated power of her will to protect Mad,
the cringing crestures recognized her with demonic malevolence. She summoned up onelast and
desperate effort and in that moment the air around Wardyke seemed to vibrate in away Kyrahad seen it
sometimes on avery hot day, and with the vibration theimage of the creatures dissolved and

disappeared.

Wardyke was done again at the entrance to the tomb and, as Kyra s eyes fell upon him, she thought that
he too had momentarily lost strength. His arms were lowered and the oncelivid blaze of hiseyeswas
dimmed. She fancied he too was|ooking around, seeking an answer to something that puzzled him.

Aching with exhaustion from her experience, she could face no more and took a step back so that she
was hidden from his sight. Karnelooked down at her questioningly. Shelooked ill. He held her tightly
thinking that she might faint. She rested her head against him and shut her eyes. Oh, if only she could

deep!

It was fortunate for her and Karne that they were not the only onesto move at thistime or they would
certainly have been picked out by Wardyke. Kyra's power had temporarily broken the spell with which
he held them, and everyone was shifting and murmuring uneesily in their places.

Suddenly redlizing this, Wardyke postponed his search and set about regaining the attention he had lost.
He nodded sharply at his drummers and within seconds the pounding of their insistent beat had wound
the villagersto afever pitch of anxiety again. From there he took them through arange of emotions
ending with passive acceptance of whatever he wished.

Kyrawas not listening, but Karne, who was, was impressed with the way he handled the crowd. He
watched it all asthough he were somehow outside the whole scene, and when he redlized this, and that
he was not a dave to Wardyke' s power as the rest appeared to be, he was surprised. He looked at
Kyraresting againg his shoulder dso unmoved by Wardyke swill and Fern besde him il standing
straight and independent, but he could fed the strength in her that was separate from the crowd.

‘Why are we three the only ones not to fall under Wardyke' s spell? hethought. *Not al these villagers
arefoals’

Hiseyefdl upon Mad, lying quietly amost forgotten on his bier. Wardyke was using the funerd for his
own ends, for power weaving and establishing control. The ordinary human emotions of aburia had
been forgotten. Karne studied Maal’ s face, sadness returning to him. It was till calm, composed, pae as
stone. There was no way of telling how he had died, or indeed if he was dead at dl.



The key to their power to withstand Wardyke lay partly with Mad, partly with themselves. Maa had
helped them devel op certain tendencies dready within themsalves. He, Karne, had asked questionsthe
other villagers never asked before Maa knew him. Kyra had seen into peopl€e' s heads before she had
become Mad’ s pupil. Fern had talked with trees. Each of them were what they were, but Maa had

hel ped them to grow. He had not tried to change them into something they were not or could not be, but
had hel ped them devel op aong the lines they were dready going. The rest, and here Karne looked
around him at family and friends, were content to Stay asthey were, content to use over and over again
the things they aready knew, too afraid to take in new knowledge, new skills, in case their comfortable
routine would be disturbed, their comfortable view of existence have to be revised. That way they were
easy prey for people like Wardyke. They followed him blindly, until too late they redized he wasleading
them away from the very comfortable and familiar world they weretrying to preserve,

Mad wasright, Karne thought, the most important thing in lifeisto grow inwardly, to move dways
towards greater awareness, greater understanding, of al the different levelsin which things are existing
and happening Smultaneoudy.

The villagers shut off whole areas of thought as taboo, limiting themselves, stunting themsdves.

Karne remembered Kyra s description of her vison of the stars and the incredible web of constantly
changing relationship between them, and yet the overd| pattern of relationship staying the same.
Everything is moving, he thought, changing, ceasing to exist one moment and coming into exigenceina
different form the next. If one did not accept this but tried to keep everything rigid, damage would
certainly be done. One must move with the movement, flow with the flow, become new with each
renewa . . . judge each person and each incident on its own merits, from its own unique standpoint . . .
and yet seeit in relationship to the whole.

Wardyke was evil because he was reducing the individudity of people and welding them into asingle tool
for hisown use. Thiswas very different from Mad who believed in the delicate balance of individua to
whole, increasing peopl€ sindividuality while at the same time making them aware of their respongbility
to thewhole.

* k * %

After Wardyke' s peroration, Maal’ s body was carried into the dark cavity of the tomb and the first
stoneswere put in placeto sed it overnight.

Darkness was moving in upon them now and the rest of the work was eft until the morning.

Asthey turned to go the dark clouds that had hung above them al day began to leak, and before they
reached the village it had grown to a steady downpour. Wet, bedraggled and discouraged villagers
tramped sadly back to their homes. Karne could hear agroup of strangerslaughing asthey passed on
their way. They at least seemed pleased with the turn events had taken.

Fernwasinvited by Kyra s mother to spend the night with them and she accepted gratefully. She helped
prepare the med and fitted so well into their family circle that Karne found his mother looking at him and
then saying loudly to Fern, ‘Y ou know, you redlly ought not to stay so much donein that valey of yours.
Y ou are dwayswelcome here!’

Fern smiled and Karne looked embarrassed. He was longing to find out why she had withdrawn herself
so sharply from him at the funeral but he knew that they had much to arrange about the transference of
Mad, and his persond affairswould have to wait.

It was Kyra s weariness that gave them the opportunity for action earlier than expected. She was



obvioudy so exhausted that her mother suggested they al retired to deep earlier than usual. The day had
been an unusually heavy one and no onewasin atalking mood.

One by onethefiresflickered out dl around the village.

Karnelay along time conscious of Fern not far from him, silent in the dark. Kyrawas fast adeep and he
was in aquandary asto what he should do about her. They needed her help. Two of them could scarcely
handle the task that |ay ahead and yet he redlized that Kyramust have been through some particularly
harassing experience a the tomb to make her so unnaturally and excessively tired. He did not know how
much he dared push her beyond her normal strength. To add to thisthe rain was pouring down outside
heavily and steadily asthough it would rain forever. The whole project, which had seemed so feasible
when he had firgt thought of it, began to look impossible. He again wondered if the point of it was now
lost. Maa was dead, killed by Wardyke. There was no way they could bring him back to life. He knew
that Maal had wanted to be in conscious control of his death, in order to influence the progress of hislife
beyond degth.

Having seen avision of the magnificent potentia of spiritual existence, Maal was anxiousto progress as
fast ashe could without interruption or diversion.

Had Wardyke succeeded in thwarting him in this?

Maal had tried to describe existence to them once but Karne' s mind could not grasp the idea of
everything being a onceinfinitdy diverse and yet ultimatey smple; many, and yet One.

‘ Each entity, occupied with its own development, affects everything ese’

Here Maal had paused, looking at histhree pupils, their faces astudy in concentration and, in Karne's
case, bewilderment.

‘This, youwill say, hesaid, smiling a Karne, ‘would make for complexity and confuson?
Karne nodded dumbly.

‘It does not, Maal said quietly. ‘Look around. Be silent, “fed” the Universe. It isworking with great
efficiency. Out of dl the disparate e ements working at their own Being, the wholeisevolving
harmonioudy asasingle unit.’

*So what we do at any given time does not really matter . . . everything will even up intheend and it will
al go onworking harmonioudy? Karnesaid.

‘Yes, and no, Maal answered. * Although the universe asawhole, asaunit, will go on working
harmonioudy in spite of us, our own individual existence and that of those around usis affected
dramatically by what we are and what we do.’

* k% k% %

Karne, lying in hisfur rug on the night of Maal’ sfuneral, knew that he had a choice to make. His body
cried out to stay warm and snug, protected from the cold needles of the rain and the exhausting and
difficult, not to say dangerous, task that he knew he ought to be preparing for a that very moment. But
he knew deep insde himsdlf that he had committed himself to this action and could not shirk it. He did
not understand the full implications of it, but Maal had wished it and he must honour that wish.

Even as Karne decided he must pull himsdlf together, Kyra suddenly awoke and sat upright. Fern must
have been awake dl the time because she arose immediately to join them. They crept out from amongst



the deeping family like shadows, the snoring of the father effectively covering any sound they might make.

Once outside they found the rain was petering out and the clouds were breaking up. Mercifully, some
rays of moonlight were beginning to penetrate the dark valley. Stumbling through the wet grassand
clinging mud, Karne holding Fern’ s hand, they hurried, bare-footed and shivering, towards the dark bulk
of the clump of treesbeside Maal’ stomb. Once clear of the houses they ventured to whisper to each
other.

‘| thought you would never wake,” Karne whispered to Kyra

‘It wasadream,’ shesaid.

‘What?

‘That woke me.’

She dipped and nearly fell. Karne and Fern steadied her and they hurried on.

‘Tell us about the dream,” Fern said when they had reached an easier, grassier place for walking.

‘It was nothing much,” Kyrasaid. ‘| seemed to bein athick fog . . . moving but not seeing anything . . .
and then | heard Madl cdlingme’

‘Did you seehim?

‘No. | just heard his voice, he sounded muffled and strange at first, and | went on drifting in the fog not
taking any notice. | dtill felt tired dthough | was adeep. And then suddenly he sounded quite sharp and
commanding. Y ou know how he does sometimes? And it was then that | snapped awake.’

‘Do you think it might bethat heisgtill dive? Fern'svoice sounded eager.

‘Maybe. .. Karne said, and their heartslifted. They were more determined than ever to move Maal
from the wrong tomb.

Karne did not know about the other two, but he had decided, if Maal was till dive, to persuade him to
live on hidden in the woods near Fern, at least until they had contacted the Lords of the Sun.

* * % %

The night was along, hard one. The tunnel they had dug was difficult to locate in the dark. Once found,
the crudity with which it was constructed hampered them in every way. Bits of it had falenin and had to
be scooped out. They had sensibly |eft dry wood and straw and digging implements within the first few
yards of it and they soon had atorch burning to give them light asthey worked.

They worked in the tunnd by turns, one keeping watch at the entrance dl the time. During Kyra swatch
she wasfrightened amost into hysterics by the sudden screech of anight bird which took noisy flight just
above her head. Fern had to spend val uable time comforting her before she was prepared to stay alone

again. Shewas congtantly looking over her shoulder for the hdf animad, half man, demon figures she had
seen there earlier. She could fed the presence of something hostile but she could see nothing.

She was glad when it was her turn to go inside, crawling in the earth like aworm, to be beside strong,
dependable Karne. He was dways so unaware of mysterious presences that being near to him she could
fed that they did not exist at all.

At last they broke through to the buria chamber itsalf and stood side by side looking at Maal by the



flickering light of the torch. There wasno sign of breath or pulse. Kyraclung to Karne’ sarm.
‘Heisdead,” she whispered miserably.
Karnewas slent. It certainly seemed likeit.

‘Go and fetch Fern,” hesaid at ladt. * Sheis stronger than you are. We will take him to the wood aswe
planned. He would want that.’

Kyranodded and crawled back aong the tunnel. Fern took her place in the chamber and she and Karne
dragged the stretcher-like bier behind them to the entrance. It was heavy work and breathing was not
easy in the dark and confined space. Panting and sweating, their bodies aching from the strain, they findly
emerged from the earth. Kyra started the work of filling up the tunnel while they recovered.

The moon was fully out now but low in the sky, touching everything with an eerie beauty. Karne and Fern
sat back to back, leaning on each other, too exhausted to talk, amost too exhausted to think. Each glad
of each other’ s company but making no sign of it.

At last Karne was recovered enough for action.

‘It will not be long before the moon sets, we must be in your woods by then or we will never find the
way.’

Fern nodded wearily.

As heremoved his supporting back from hers and stood up, he turned and put his hands upon her
shoulders, leant down and kissed the top of her head. Thistime she did not withdraw herself. He could
just seethelittle wan smile at the corner of her lips as she turned her face up to his. Fleetingly he brushed
his lips across hers and then turned to cal Kyra. She crept out of the tunnel dmost immediately but they
could see she was agitated.

‘| am not nearly finished, she complained, out of breath.
‘Never mind. We have no timeto finish now. Wewill cover it up again and come back tomorrow.’

They dragged the heavy cover of leaves and branches and grass over the entrance and set off with Maa
as best they could. Theload was heavy, the ground uneven, the light inadequate, but somehow familiarity
with the route and sheer determination sustained them. The last thing they saw as they entered the dark
but friendly woods surrounding Fern’ s garden was the magnificent sight of agiant moon, the colour of
blood, dowly sinking below the horizon. They put their load down for afew minutes and stared
trandfixed. When it was gone they resumed their journey. At Fern’ s house they dared to light atorch
again and so found their way to the secret buria chamber with grester ease. Their main difficultieswere
now over. Within minutes Maal was safdly laid to rest in the place he had chosen and the three stood
beside him, the light of the torch reveding their muddy, haggard and dishevelled gppearance beside his
cam, composed and peaceful one.

What to do now?

They looked at each other. It would soon be dawn and they should be back with their family, but they
wereloth to leave Madl.

‘Should we say some prayers? Fern asked tentatively.

Karne nodded.



‘That isagood idea.’

But they hesitated. What prayers, and who should say them?
Fern and Karne looked at Kyra.

She caught their look and seemed alarmed.

‘But | do not know the words of the burial ceremony,” she said.
‘That does not matter,” Fern said. * Say what you fedl.’

‘Pray for him, Kyra—any way you know,” Karne said.

Kyrasat on her hedlsbeside Maal. For awhile shelooked silently and with deep love at his gentle,
strong face, then she shut her eyes and lowered her head. The two beside her could hear no words, but
fancied they could fed the warmth of her love for Mad and the concentration with which shewas
thinking about him.

Inside her head no words were forming. The shutting of her eyes plunged her in afeatureless, wordless
darkness. She waited, quietly breathing, |etting the darkness happen to her. Gradudly, gradudly she
began to distinguish darker shapes within the darkness. She thought at first they were the figures of men,
but later she redized they were the shapes of gigantic standing stones, different from their own in that they
weretaller, closer together, and joined at the top from one to the other by dabs of stone, curved to
follow the shape of thecircle.

She seemed to be in the centre of the circle, looking out, and there were other stones around her within
the circle. She could barely make out the shapes and sizesin the dark. There were no stars. No moon.
She was not even sure that it was night. The darkness with its darker shapes was not like anything she
had encountered before in her ordinary life. She let the experience happen and waited for whatever
would come next. As nothing changed, her mind began to drift back to Maal and as the thought of him
cameto her animage of him appeared asadightly lighter areaiin the darkness of the mysterious stone
crcle

‘Mad!’

It seemed to her she cried out and moved towards him, but something prevented her from going too
near. Theimage of him grew dowly lighter and lighter until she could see him asthough through alight
mist. She could see that he was holding something in his hands and that he was trying to attract her
attention to it, though he was not moving in any way. Her eyes kept going to the object in hishands, but
the image was too blurred for her to make out what it was. She could see his eyes beginning to despair,
hisimage beginning to fade. She was conscious that she had let him down by not recognizing what he
wastrying to show her. She began to fed anxiety.

‘Mad!” shecried. ‘ Come back! Give me another chance’

But the image had disappeared and all the dark shadows of the standing stones had gone with it. She was
left with the featurel ess darkness she had experienced fird.

* k % %

She opened her eyes and found Karne and Fern looking anxioudy &t her.

‘What isthe matter?



‘What happened?
She looked from one to the other and then to Maal, her face pained and bewildered.

‘Hewastrying to tell me something . . . trying to show me something . . . and | could not make out what
itwas. ..

She wastrembling. Fern put her hand on her arm.
‘I think he may be dtill dive shesad. ‘| fed it

‘Sodol, Kyrasaidtearfully, ‘but | do not know what to do to help him and | can feel he needs my
hep.’

Karne bent over Maal and listened to his chest. There was no sound. He hoped the girls were right, but
he could fed no lifein the old man.

‘Thereis something he needs. . . the thing he was trying to show me!’

‘Try and go back into the trance you werein,” Karne suggested. ‘ Perhapsthistime. .
Kyratried to compose herself, but she could not. She stayed where she was.
‘Itisnearly dawn, Karne said urgently. ‘We haven’t much time.’

‘I know,” Kyrasaid miserably. ‘If only ...

‘Perhapsit isthat little stone sphere of his” Fern said suddenly.

Kyragasped.

‘Of course!’

Thetwo girls clutched hands excitedly.

‘Well," cried Karneimpatiently, ‘whereisit?

‘I will goandfetchit,” Fern cdled, aready on her way.

‘I'm sureit wasthat,” Kyrasaid happily to Karne. ‘Now that | think of it | can’t imaginewhy | didn’t
think of it before’

‘“Try and make contact with him again. Now that we have come so far we don't want him to dip away
thinking that the whole thing is hopeless’

Kyraknelt besde Mad and tried to make contact with him as he had taught her, but she found that she
could not.

She opened her eyes again and looked at Karne.
‘Itisnogood,” shesaid. ‘I cannot.’
Karne looked worried.

‘I wish Fern would hurry,” Kyrasaid anxioudy.



‘l ansuresheis,’ Karne spokein her defence quickly. ‘1 don’t know why you didn’t put the stonein
here. It seemsthe obvious place’

‘Wedidn't think of it,” Kyrasaid gloomily. ‘Wedidn't redly think Maal was dead. It al happened so
quickly.’

Fern arrived back at this point with the little parcel of bark cloth in her hand.
‘Itisgetting light outside,” she said, out of breath. ‘ The birds are making atremendous noise’

‘Here,” Karnetook the parcel from her and handed it to Kyra. * Do whatever you think Maal wants you
to dowithit, but hurry. Wewill bein troubleif people start looking for us and it reaches Wardyke' s ears
that wearemissing.’

Kyratook the parcel and knelt down beside Maal. She tried to compose herself again. After amoment
or two she looked around at Karne.

‘Bequiet, shesad sternly.

He looked indignarnt.

‘1 did not say anything.’

“You areworrying and disturbing theair,’” she said, fixing him with an accusing eye.
Heflung up hishandsin disgust and muttered something under his bregth.

‘You see!” shesad triumphantly.

‘Just get onwithit,” he snapped impatiently

Fern put her hand on hisarm and drew him back alittle way.

‘Perhaps we should leave her,” she said quietly. ‘1 too am agitated and probably making it impossible to
concentrate.’

He nodded and they dipped out of the stale-smdlling buria chamber into the glory of the dawn light in the
wood flickering with green leaves and bird song. He took along deep bresath.

‘I could do with some of your spring water,” he said, and sheled him there.

After they had drunk, they washed themsalves and then wandered through the wood tasting the freshness
of theair and the closeness of each other. The sorrowful and harassing experiences of the past night and
day began to fade dightly, and only the aching of their limbs reminded them of the darker Sde of the
reason for their being together at thisearly hour.

* * % %

Inside the chamber Kyra unwrapped thelittle parcel as carefully as she had seen Mad do it, and when
shereached thelittle sphere she placed it gently on Mad’ s chest, folding hishands over it to keepitin
place.

Then she sat beside him very quietly, trying to offer hersaf to him to be used in any way he wished. She
tried to imagine how it felt for him to be dead. Thiswas not difficult as she had the experiencein the
Sacred Circle to remember. She began to fed it was hersdlf lying on the bier unable to move her limbs,



but thistime shewas not afraid. Shelay there as still as stone, &t first fegling nothing, and then gradudly
beginning to fed the weight of the little stone sphere on her chest. After the weight of it, the sensation
associated with it was one of tingling. Then of warmth. The sphere seemed to be generating flow and
warmth in her chest which was gradudly spreading to the rest of her.

She fancied she heard (or wasit ‘felt’) adeep, low drum beat (or wasit a heart beat?). She opened her
eyesin surprise and found she was not on the bier at al but was crouching beside Mad looking at him.
She stared fascinated at his chest and could have sworn she saw thelittle sphererise and fall, riseand
fdl, with the rhythm of what must be breething.

She wanted to call the others, but did not dare break into the sequence of dow awakening. She did not
want to do anything that would set back the processin any way.

Therewas no doubt in her mind now that Maal was not dead, and her heart wasfilled with joy.
She watched and waited. The process was painfully sow.

Shetook hisfinger and used it to trace the spiral pattern of the stone sphere as he had taught her to do.
She thought this might help, and indeed it seemed to, as his eyedlids started to flicker asthough he were
dreaming. She was just wondering if she dared cal his name aoud when Fern and Karne broke into the
chamber, fresh and bright from their walk in the woods.

They were amazed to see the breathing, but she held up her hand to keep them quiet. The three of them
watched over him now, each onein their own way calling hisnameinsde their heads, willing him to wake
up and be with them again.

‘Maal!” Kyradared to whisper the word, and asno ill effect seemed to follow, she said it again and
again, louder and louder until it became akind of chant which they al joined in. Theflickering of hislids
became more agitated, his breathing more definite, colour began to creep back to his cheeks, hisfingers
gripped the sphere of spiralswithout Kyra' s help.

At last he opened his eyes and looked at them.

‘Mad!” they cried joyfully.

Wardyke had not won after all!

Thelr first overwhelming excitement soon gave way to amore sober gppraisa of the Situation.

Maa was very weak, so weak he could not sit up and could barely talk. He had been through a great
dedl and athough he was certainly dive now, it was obviousto them hewas only just so. Karne began to
redlize he probably would not be well enough to go to the Sacred Circle on the night of therising star and
undertake the difficulties of the journey to meet the Lords of the Sun.

‘What canwe do? Kyrapleaded. ‘Tdl us. .. how can we help you to get better.’
Mad turned his head afraction to look at her, hiseyesfull of love.

Hewastrying to speak but his voice was so weak she had to lean very close to his mouth to hear what
he was saying.

‘Thereisnoway | will get better with thisold body,” he whispered.



‘Do not say that!” cried Kyra

He shook his head very dightly and asmileflickered at the corners of hislips.

‘One must accept it, my child. Itisso.

‘| do not want to accept it,” she said with unusua fierceness. ‘I cannot live without you. | need you.’

“You will haveto livewithout me,’ he said gently but firmly. * But not forever. | promiseyou. .. and here
his voice faded to nothing and he closed his eyes as though he were dipping away again.

‘Maal,” she cried desperately, seizing him by the shoulders and trying to force him back to life by the
sheer passion of her desire.

‘What do you promise? she dmost shouted into hisface.
Hisold, tired eyesflickered open again.

‘l promiseyou. .. hewhispered and hisvoice waslike abreezerustlingindry grass, *. . . that | will join
you again sometime, someplace. ..

Tears streamed down her face. Shetried to stop herself sobbing so that she would not miss aword that
he was saying.

‘... wehave been together before.. . . and we will betogether again . . . many times. . .’
‘How will I know you?

“Youwill know . . . youwill know.’

‘But how?

“Y ou will know when the time comes. Now you must leaveme. . . | must prepare for the transfer of my
Spirit. . . itisnot an easy matter . . .’

‘But what about the Lords of the Sun?
Karnethrust his question forward anxioudly.
The old man turned histired eyesto the boy.
‘Kyramust do it herself.’

Kyradrew in her breath sharply.

‘Andyou, hesaidto Karne, ‘andyou.. . ." heturned to Fern, ‘must help her and protect her in every
way you can. You must doit,” he said directly to Kyraand his eyeswere anxious. ‘It is very important.
Y ou have promised.’

‘And you have promised!” Kyra sobbed, ‘Y ou have promised to come back to me.’
He nodded almost imperceptibly and then his eyes closed.
They could not rouse him again.

Fern and Karne held back the weeping Kyra, afraid she might harm him, she was so desperately trying to



wake him again.

‘Heissoold,” Fern said gently to Kyra, *and he has been through so much. Let him go hisway in peace
now.’

Kyradrew back and tried to control hersalf. She did not want in any way to harm Mad, but shefdlt very
much aone and vulnerable without him.

‘Come,” Fern said, taking her arm. 'Y ou have done everything you can for him.’

‘I will leave the sphere with him. It might help himin someway,” Kyrasaid, looking her lat at the frail
discarded shell of her friend, histhin hands locked around the spira stone.

‘Yes, dothat, Fern said, and gave her a gentle tug.

Thetwo girlswent out first into the sunlight. Karne stayed behind to have onelast ook around to see that
everything was safe and ready for the long centuries ahead. They had built thislittle chamber well, haf
dug into the earth and lined with stone. During the day the girlswould cover it with soil and then Fern
would transfer growing plantsto it so that soon it would look like nothing but a natural mound of trees,
ferns and bushes, and would be unnoticesble.

He besat out the torch and followed the girls.

In the early morning sunlight they worked together to put the largest stones they had found to sedl up the
entrance.

It was arranged that Karne would run home and make up some story to cover their absence. Fern and
Kyrawould meanwhile have afew hours deep and then do their best to disguise the tomb.

When Karne could find an opportunity, he would fill in the tunnd to Mad’ s officia tomb. Asno one
suspected it was there he was not anticipating any trouble.

Kyraawoke from her deep at noon to find Fern aready at work on the mound.

“You look better,” Fern said with asmile as she saw Kyra approaching. She did indeed. Fern would
amost have said shelooked happy aswell asrested.

Kyrasmiled chearfully.

‘Yes,’ shesad. ‘| had agood dream.’
‘About Maal?

Vs

‘Ishedl right?

‘l ansureheis’

‘What did you dream?

‘1 cannot remember exactly . . . but | know it was all good. Instead of the fog | had in the dream | had
about him before. . . therewasagreat ded of light and beautiful luminousthings. . . even the people



weretdl and shining . . .’

‘Did you see him choosing anew life?

‘No. | do not think it happens quite like that.’
‘| cannot imagine how it happens’’

‘Nor can|l,” Kyrasaid thoughtfully. ‘But dl the darkness and fog was gone. Of that | am sure. Everything
was light and beautiful. But it was asthough | waslooking &t it reflected in something . . . | think it wasa
pool because something dropped and the whole image shimmered and broke up . . . sort of shattered
into millions of sparkles of light . . . and then | woke up.’

‘Perhaps being till in abody you could not look directly at the scene, but only at areflection of it. The
direct brightness of it might be too much for you.’

‘Something like that,” Kyrasaid, and then they both laughed at one of Maal’ s much used phrases.
‘Comeon, said Fernthen, ‘we havealot to do.’

They worked hard together and the mound was finished and covered with growing plants before the sun
St over thehills.

Kyrawashed hersdf in Fern’slittle stream and walked home, her limbs weary, the shades of the night
gathering around her.

Chapter 14
The Triumph of Wardyke

When Kyrawoke to the dawn of the next day she knew that she would not deep again until she had
spoken with the Lords of the Sun. All day she thought about it as she went about her work, and the more
she thought about it the more anxious she became.

She had not been given specific instructions about what to do. Maal had said enigmatically that she would
‘know’ when the time came, but even that was referring to working together. 1t was he who was
supposed to find the Lords. Her task was to have been to help him through Wardyke sinvisible barrier
and boost hisfailing strength with what embryo power she had. Even the secret knowledge she was
supposed to have about the correct configuration of the stars was a mystery to her. She could remember
the beauty and the splendour of the vision, but no specific configuration. Theimpresson shehad gainedin
that moment of illumination was that there was no set and rigid pattern, but that everything was moving
and changing al thetime. The driving force of the Universe worked through a process of minute, delicate
and orderly adjustments between each specific thing, great and small.

* * % %

In the afternoon her family task wasto grind the grain to make flour. She knelt beside the grinding stone,
crushing the grains of wheat into the hollow of it with a sea-rounded pebble. As sheworked shetried to
bring together in her mind dl the teachings of Mad, to seeif from their accumulated bulk she could pluck
what she needed for the night. She had learnt agreat dedl, but Maa had warned her that knowledge
never realy took root until one had occasion to useit.

As sheworked and pondered, her baby sster sat in the dirt beside her and played with the pebbles she
was not using. One by one they were picked up in the chubby little hands and chewed and dobbered



over. Those that were too big to lift the baby leant down and gnawed at with toothless gums, asKyra
had seen adog gnaw at a bone.

Sometimes Kyrawould have to break off what she was doing to thrust her finger into the baby’ s mouth
to remove one of the smaller pebbles she wasin danger of swalowing. It seemed to her that no matter
how hard she concentrated on the work of grinding, her mind wasworking busily on severa other levels
a the sametime. One on the difficult task of creating order and system out of the bits and pieces of
knowledge she had gained from Maal, another looking after the baby and noticing when it did anything
that was potentidly harmful to it, yet another noticing the village life around her, Faro and her father
talking in lowered voices, women bringing washing back from the stream, children playing agame of
hopping and jumping. It seemed along time since she had played such agame and she fdt the urgeto
drop everything she was doing and go and join them.

Andthrough it al, separate from al these different threads of consciousness, she was aware of herself
being aware of them.

‘And Mad sayswe only notice afew of the threads with our ordinary minds, there are many others
within me at this very moment.’

She knew she wanted more than anything else to train hersdf to be aware on dl these different levels, of
al these different states.

“How rich it would makelife,” shethought. ‘How much richer thanit dready is’

She stopped her work for amoment and bent down to pick up the baby. She held it high above her head
and noticed with asmilethat it was beginning to beredlly heavy. Thelittle cresture laughed ddlightedly as
shedropped it to chest level and gaveit ahug. It clung with itslegs and arms around her, nuzzling its dirty
little face againgt her neck, loving her.

Shewasjust about to put it down again and resume her work with the grain, when she heard ashout and
turned to see what was happening.

Her brother Thon was running, waving his arms and shouting. He seemed agitated and shocked. Villagers
were looking up a him and some | eft what they were doing to follow him. He stopped when he reached
Faro and her father and, waving hisarms and gesticulating, he began to tell them something. A little group
of villagers began to gather round the three men.

Kyra, still holding the baby, ran to join them. She could not make out quite what was happening because
everyone wastaking at once, but she gathered it wasredly horrifying.

‘What isit? she cried, nudging people, trying to get nearer the centre of the group so that she could hear
what Thon was saying.

At last one of the women, unable to make hersdlf heard againgt the strident voices of the men, and
anxious to communicate her horror with someone, turned to Kyraand told her the whole story.

Thon had found the body of Mia battered to deeth amongst the trees just beyond the north pasture.
‘We are going to fetch her now,” the woman added, and moved off with the others, led by Thon.
Kyrarushed back to her home and deposited the baby unceremonioudy with her busy mother.

Breathlesdy sheran to catch the others. Miawas a pretty girl, much sought after by the village boys; a
little dull, Kyra had dways thought, but nevertheless she was fond of her.



Wheét aterrible thing!
What was happening to their village?

There had been anger and hatred between people from time to time but no one in her memory, or indeed
in the memory of her father and grandfather, had killed another except by accident. Now Maa was dead
and probably Wardyke had killed him. Was he responsible for Mia s death aswell?

A group of people had dready gathered round the body of the girl when they arrived; sandingin acircle
round her, slently staring. Kyra pushed forward to see, gasped and withdrew immediately. Whoever had
done that to her was evil beyond anything Kyra had come across before. She stood back, her heart
beating. The girl’ s clothes were ripped and soaked in blood. Where the bones were broken, Kyra could
see white splinters sticking out of the flesh.

She mugt find Karne. Shewas afraid for Fern, for hersdf, for dl of them. The fedings she had that
Wardyke was evil and inspired evil in others were being confirmed with dreadful speed. The urgency of
her mission to the Lords of the Sun was becoming greater a every moment.

Karne met her on the path leading back to the village from Mad’ stomb.
‘What iswrong? he called as soon as he saw her face.

Words tumbled from her. His face went black with anger. She could see the musclestensing dong his
arms and shoulders.

‘No, Karng!’ shecriedin darm.

‘“We cannot let this happen!” he shouted and |eft her, running like a deer acrossthe rough terrain towards
the village. When she arrived panting and out of breeth, he had aready joined agroup of men dl of
whom were angry and ready for action. She heard his claim that Wardyke had killed Maal, and

Wardyke must surdly havekilled the girl.

‘Wardyke isno true priest. Heis an impostor!’

‘Karnel Karne!” she cried, trying to stop him. Thiswas not the way. Thisway they would not stand a
chance. Thisway Maal had warned them not to try.

But her voice was thin and womanish and did not carry acrossthe storm of their anger.

Asone unit they turned and strode towards Wardyke' s house, seizing wood and stones asthey went,
determined to put an end to what they were beginning to fee more and more as atyranny. The mood
was ugly and there was the scent of more blood inthe air.

Kyraran behind, desperately trying to think of away to stop theinevitable catastrophe.

Asthe angry marchers neared Wardyke' s magnificent house they were joined by others, until dmost the
whole village was marching. Asthey marched they chanted, an impromptu chant of hate.

‘War-dyke! War-dyke! War-dyke!’

Kyra sblood ran cold to hear her peaceful, friendly villagers so twisted and locked upon aknot of rage
and blind hate. She knew there was no way they were going to win against Wardyke in this battle. Ina
sense they were becoming just what he wanted them to become, a sensaless mob pulled by primitive



fedlings that he could manipulate as he wished, their god-given gift of reason and intelligence overthrown
and hdpless.

Asthey mounted the |ast ridge before his house they were brought to a sudden hat. He was standing
before them, gigantic and imposing. He held up his hand and for amoment they were cowed, then one of
their number, it might even have been Karne but Kyra could not be sure, shouted belligerently, “Who
killed Mia?

The otherstook up the cry.
‘Who killed Mia?
‘Who killed Maal?

The shouting and the noise was deafening, some of the younger boys clattering sticks together to make a
kind of terrifying drumming sound. But athough they shouted and they were still angry they did not move
forward. Wardyke' s hand was up and it was as though there was an invisible barrier keeping them back.

He waited as though he were carved of rock. Only his eyes had lifein them and they were like black fire,
their flames licking the earth in front of the marchers, daring them to take astep forward.

Suddenly another noise joined the one the marchers were making, and a quick imperceptible movement
of Wardyke's hand and head subtly directed the marchers’ attention to it.

To theleft of them was another mob, mostly consisting of Wardyke' s strangers, and they too were
shouting and angry and they were dragging the figure of aman in their midst.

Wardyke took advantage of the momentary pause of surprise amongst the hostilevillagerstosay ina
voice of thunder, the deadly dagger of hisbony finger pointing directly at the captive man, ‘Heisyour
enemy. Hekilled Mial’

A sort of composite scream went up from the mob and within a second they had transferred dl their hate
from Wardyke to the captive.

Horrified, Kyrasaw them turn upon him and join with the strangersin beating him with sticks and stones,
until he was lying bleeding and broken in a heap on the ground.

Only then did the people pause and think about what they had done.

They did not even know who it was they had destroyed. If questioned they might have said they thought
it was one of the strangers because he was among the strangers, but they had not used their minds. They
had moved like one body of concentrated venom on the point of Wardyke sfinger.

Kyra, trembling, looked for Karne. She found him back from the mob, alone on the path. He had
reglized what was happening in time and had not joined the mob in stoning the man, but hisfacewasa
study of stunned horror. He had played his part in rousing the rebellion. Hiswords againgt Wardyke had
seemed judtified at the time. But now, when he could see where it had led, he knew Maa had been right
to warn them againgt this course of action. They were deeper in the mesh of Wardyke s evil than they
had ever been.

Someone cried out. The broken body of the man was lifted and recognized. It was one of them, one of
the villagers, not aman at dl, but aboy of sixteen, smple-minded but gentle. The villagersknew with a
terrible certainty that he could not have killed Mia.



There was silence now as they redized what they had done. The strangers had cunningly disappeared,
leaving the stunned villagersto survey their handiwork.

Wardyke had disappeared aswdll.
They were done on the hill with their pain and their guilt.

A woman started sobbing and this was the only sound as they picked up the mangled heap of bonesand
caried it home.

* k% k% %

That night the bodies of the two young people, Miaand the boy, were laid Sde by sideto await burid.
Thevillagerslit firesaround them and kept vigil dl night.

Never had they needed guidance and help so much, but there was no one to whom they could turn.

Asthe starswhirled quietly acrossthe sky many of them turned inwardsfor help, trying to think it al out
for themsealves, questioning themsalves. . . looking at the bodies, the dark earth, the fires around them
andthestarsinthe sky . . . puzzling about the relationship of each to each and the meaning of thewhole.

Chapter 15
The Lords of the Sun

Wardyke was within the Sacred Circle when the bright and wandering star the villagers called Magus
rose above the stone of the star. He stood in the centre and spoke the incantations to the gods that were
expected of him. Around the circle, making another circle, the seven new Elders walked with dow and
measured tread, keeping aconstant circular current going. Beyond them Wardyke' s strangers stood, and
beyond them again some of the villagers who were not at that time keeping watch by the burid fires
waited forlornly, till numbed by the events of the past few days.

Karne, Kyraand Fern were among these but well to the back, in the shadow, keeping carefully out of
gght.

Kyrawas very tense. Her fingers gripped those of her brother with an almost crippling force. Once or
twice hetried to loosen her grip, but it was no use. She needed him and she was not |etting go.

They could see Wardyke clearly astorches were placed between each standing stone. The combination
of flickering fire and darkness and the fact that the circle was higher than the watching villagers made him
and his Elders seem like giants.

Asthe gar rose it was the custom to sing, and some with stringed instruments and reed fluteswould play
sweet music. But this night the watching crowd remained silent and the tar rose only to the sound of
Wardyke svoice. Helifted hisarms and caled on the gods to give him strength to carry out hiswork
among the people of the Magus. He spoke of his prowess as a priest and how he had gathered together
people of many communitiesto form alarger community which he would lead to be the greatest people
on the earth.

“They will glorify the names of the gods and carry your power wherever they go.

‘“They will spread over the face of the earth making one people, led by one priest, Wardyke your servant.
Wardyke your right hand.



“They will trample on your enemies and day your foes.

Y our names will be revered and feared asthey were in the ancient times.’

Hisvoicerosein akind of ecstasy. It magnified against the rocks and reverberated among the people.
Fern drew closer to Karne and dipped her arm through his. Kyrabit her lip until it bled.

But suddenly the gods answered in away no one had ever seen them answer before on the night of the
risng gar.

It was as though adark hand seized a group of stars and flung them to the earth. With a sharp intake of
breeth, the villagers saw the burning embersfal from the heavensin ashower of swift and vivid light. As
suddenly asit happened, it was over.

Wardyke was temporarily silenced, shocked by the unexpectedness of the meteor shower, but before
the villagers had recovered their breath he wasin charge of himsdlf again.

He bowed his head, and this was the only time since he came to the village anyone had seen him bow,
and said in adeep and apparently humble voice,

‘We thank you, gods, for thissign of your favour. With this burning sedl of light you have sedled forever
with your approval the appointment of Wardyke as your natura spokesman upon the earth.’

Bewildered, the villagers looked at each other. They had put a different interpretation on the sign of the
falling stars. But who could say which was the one the godsintended?

* * % %

Not long after this Wardyke dismissed them dl and they silently dispersed, the villagersto watch beside
their friends over the bodies of the two young people, some of the strangersto their homes, and someto
prow! the night watching that the villagers gave no more trouble to their lord and master . . . Wardyke.

Fern, Karne and Kyraremained behind some bushes, well hidden, watching Wardyke. The torcheswere
burning low and they could not see as clearly asthey had done, but they could il follow his movements.
Hewalked the circle asMaa had done the first time they watched him, touching hisforehead to each
gtone. He then leaned againgt the leaning stone, extending hisimmensaly long arms on either Sideto touch
the two uprights, shut his eyes and went into the kind of trance sate that they had become familiar with
sgnce knowing Madl.

Kyraput her head in her hands and cringed as though she could fedl gresat pain. Fern and Karne looked
at each other worriedly over her head, but did not interfere. Kyra' srole was not an easy one, but it was
necessary. They were finished with games and childhood now. On her shoulders rested the lives of many

people.

Wardyke remained till for along time and then suddenly strode out of the circle. As he passed the
brightest remaining torch they could see his expression quite clearly. It was angry and disappointed. He
strode down the path and out of sight, the very sound of hisfootsteps giving away the impatience hewas
feding.

When they were quite sure he was out of earshot Karne and Fern asked Kyra what had happened.

They were amazed to find her amiling triumphantly.



‘| tried to play atrick on him,” she said joyfully, ‘and it worked!’
‘What did you do? Karne asked, surprised at her daring.

‘| thought the deaths of Maal and Miaand the boy, over and over again asvividly as| could manage. |
was determined he should suffer at least alittle for what he has done.’

Karne wasimpressed.
‘Do you think he saw the images you were trying to project upon him?

‘I am sure he did. Y ou saw how he looked when he lft the circle. | do not think he managed to do any
spirit travelling at al. Whenever heturned to try and leave the circle an image of one of the people he
murdered came before him, blocking hisway.’

“Youtook aterriblerisk,” Fern said anxioudly. ‘What if he had suspected that it was your doing?
‘I had to be very careful not to project anything | did not want him to know.’
‘Do you think he has any ideahow it happened?

‘I do not think s0. He has never really noticed me and | am sure he has no ideaanyonein the village has
any specia powers now that Maal isdead.’

Kyracould not help fedling pleased with hersdlf. Karne was delighted as well, but Fern was till unessy.
She knew Wardyke was no fool. He had spirit-travelled many times and would know thisfailure had
some specid explanation. With hisskill it would not take him long to track down the reason.

‘| am afraid for you, Kyra,’ shesaid.
Kyrawondered if she had been wrong to do what she had done,

‘Perhapsit was amistake, perhapsit was not, Karne said. ‘At any rateit isdone, and it is now timefor
you to go into the circle and find the L ords of the Sun.’

Kyraswallowed hard. So it had come at last!

Hetook her hand and led her to the circle, but before she went inside he put out the remaining torches
one by one so that no one would see her. At first the darkness was so intense that they found it difficult to
move about, but as their eyes grew accustomed to it the stones loomed darkly against aless dark sky
and they could orientate themsalves.

Karne kissed Kyra on the cheek and hugged her close.

‘Little Sster, do not be afraid. Wewill beright here. If it looks as though things are going wrong we will
rush in, Sacred Circle or no Sacred Circle, and rescue you.’

‘Promise? shesaidinavery smdl voice.

‘| promise’

Fern kissed her too and held her very close.

‘If there were another way . . " Kyrasaid in alow voice.

‘If there were another way,” Karne said softly, ‘Maal would have told us about it. He believed you could



doit. For hissake, at least try.’

Kyranodded dumbly and broke away from their comforting and loving arms. She knew the urgency. She
knew the necessity . . . it wasjust that she felt so very small and the Sacred Stones that loomed out of the
darkness seemed so very large.

She passed through into the circleitself and stood for amoment or two looking upwards at the sky. As
she did so the giant stones themsd ves seemed smal and insignificant againg the vast and arching dome of
infinity above.

It seemed to her al scale and measure had altered instantly as she entered the circle. She now wasthe
pin-point centre of the universe; the millions upon millions of starsthat rode the darkness above her were
turning on the centre point of her being. The earth itsalf beneath her feet no longer felt like grass and sand,
but like ahuge bal of living rock which turned dowly and inexorably with the stars. She rode the earth
like aship that sailed the Sky. But even as shefdt al this, the scale and image changed again. From being
the minute point on which vastness turned, she was vastnessitsalf and al that was happening was
happening within hersdlf. All these slars moving were moving within her, the earth turning wasturning
within her. As she had looked up and out, she now looked in, and saw the samevision.

Somewhere in her mind she remembered she had something important to do. And as much as shewould
have liked to stay and enjoy the constantly changing visionary experience, she knew she must fulfil her
purpose there or many people would be lost.

It seemed to her she heard Karne' s voice in her head reminding her.
Sowly she moved, trying to think what she must do firs.

She remembered the configuration. She must be sure that wasright if shewasto travel asfar aswas
needed to find the Lords of the Sun.

She noticed with one part of her mind that she was not so much afraid as she had expected to be. She
felt she was moving in some strange dream. The redlity around her was very different to the one to which
she was accustomed as Karne' ssister.

She looked up at the Sky again, trying not to let the filigree of gold seduce her from her task. Shetried to
see the pattern in the stars she had seen when she had held Maa’ s stone sphere.

At firgt she saw nothing but brilliant and random lights. Then she thought to focus on the star Magus
which was directly above the stone of the star at thistime. Asit became for her the brightest and most
centrd point in the sky, the rest of the stars seemed to fdl into place around it in a specific way. The
configuration! It must be! It looked so right!

Shefdt strange as though there were currents of power running through her, circling round her. Slowly,
asthough aready in atrance, she walked from stone to stone, touching each as she had done before with
her forehead. Thistime with each touch she seemed to be becoming more and more in tune with the
vibrations of power that were al around her, so that by the end she no longer felt them asvibrations
outside hersdf but as part of her own inner rhythm.,

When she cameto close her eyes upon the find stone she was completely at one with the forcesinthe
Sacred Circle and she dipped out of her body with no trouble at all.

Karne and Fern fancied they heard afaint humming coming from the stones but could not be sure. They
crouched in the darkness just outside, their arms around each other to keep fear at bay, watching Kyra's



every move withinthe circle. At first they were worried that she was taking too long, and Karne wished
impatiently that she would stop staring at the sky. But now that she had started the process of travelling,
he was content to wait aslong asit would take.

How he longed to be with her! How he longed to see what she was seeing.

* * % %

Shefound hersdf stlanding in the yellow dust of aroad, ahigh wall built of stone of the same colour on
her right, stretching along way past her in both directions. She stepped back somewhat to get a better
view of the height of thewall and saw upon it for thefirst time adisc of dazzling gold. It was pure and
plain, no carvings, no attachments. The polished gold of the sun. Againgt its surfacetherea sun, highin
the sky, was reflected, the beam of itsbrilliant light touching the disc and bouncing back along astraight
lineto fall upon abuilding many measures away. Within the courtyard of the building atower, on which
another such disc was placed carefully at an angle, reflected the light yet again and beamed it further
across the landscape where it was picked up and reflected on. Kyra could see that where she was
standing must have been the highest point because she could see for along way in every direction. Below
her alandscape of great subtlety and harmony unfolded, low and gently rising hills were separated by
water courses threading their way, beaded with willow trees. Buildings with strangely pesked roofswere
upon the surface of the land so naturaly placed that they looked as though they had grown from the
earth. It seemed to her the whole was held together within the golden network of the sun’slight reflected
fromdisctodisc.

She looked for an entrance to the wall beside her, remembering the citadel she had visited as the young
Mad, athough she redlized indtinctively that thiswas not in the same country. Asthere seemed to be no
entrance, she turned her attention to the building nearest to her in the valey and decided to walk towards
it. There was something compelling about the ray of light that beamed from the disc directly above her
head to the disc on the tower of the building. She followed it and found there was a path leading directly
toit.

As she gpproached sheredized it was much larger than she had thought. The plan as seen from above
was a series of squares and circles within each other.

The outer wall surrounded a square. Within that great square, smaller squares of even shape and size
surrounded acentral courtyard. The squares themselves consisted of rooms built round small courtyards.
The great centra courtyard and each smaller one had the same design. Although they were constructed
as squares, within them circular fountains and flowers of every kind of beauty were planted in circular
beds so that, looking from above, there were circleswithin al the squares. The central tower itself was
square, but the disc of the sun that was placed upon it was circular. Kyraremembered something Mad
had told her that she had not quite grasped before.

‘Thecircleisthe symbal of the spirit. It containswithin itsdlf its own completeness, which has no end.
The square isthe symbol of the earth, of body, of materia things, made up of angles and relationships.
Thecirclewithin the squareis spirit manifest in body.’

‘Thismust be somekind of temple,” Kyrathought. ‘ Perhaps here | will find the Lords of the Sun.’

* * % %

She found to her surprise that one moment she was |ooking down upon the temple, contemplating the
harmony and the symbolism of its overall design, and the next she was standing in the centrd courtyard,
the water of aring of fountains softly singing to her, the scent of athousand varied flowers soothing her.
The sun disc on the tower above her gave her the feeling that the people who had built the tower were



accustomed to using knowledge gained from nature in an orderly and significant way.

‘If only Fern could seethisgarden,” she thought. It did not have the wild profusion of Fern’sgarden. It
was much more forma and controlled. Beds of contrasting colours were placed to form a pattern within
the whole, where Fern had flowers of every colour growing together ingtinctively forming a beautiful
relaionship. Kyrawasimpressed with the formal eegance of the design and moved by the feding of
peace and security it engendered, but if she were asked she would have to say she preferred the feding
she had in Fern’s garden, which was one of overwhelming joy and pleasure at the sheer fact of living and

growing.

Someone had joined her in the courtyard. She spun round to see aman watching her. He was smdl and
wizened with age, his skin folded in hundreds of wrinkles; his eyes, which were asirange and danting
shape, like black beads.

She found hersdf bowing to him with respect. He acknowledged the obe sance with adight inclination of
his own head. He did not seem particularly surprised to see her, though he was curious.

He walked towards her and then circled round her looking her over very carefully. She was suddenly
aware that she must look as strange to him as he to her —afourteen-year-old girl, dim, wiry, fair hairina
loose plait down her back, brown, rough woollen dresstied at the waist with aleather thong, sandals of
leather with thongs crisscrossed over barelegs. He was clad in a soft flowing garment, of acloth sofine
and shining she could not imagine how it could be woven. It hid hiswhole body so that when hewalked
he seemed to glide. Traced on his cloak was the shape of an anima in coloured threads, akind of
serpent, with legs and jaws breathing fire.

She stared fascinated, and as she stared she began to understand things. She understood somehow that
thiswas adragon, a symbol to these people of the unseen forces of the Universe that move throughout
the sky and the earth revitdizing it with spirit. She understood somehow that thisideawas smilar to that
spoken of by Maal and Fern, the lines of power and force that flow through the earth and can be tapped
and used by dl living things.

These people seemed as awhole to take much more interest in thisidea than her own did. She
understood the man before her had a specia kind of knowledge, aknowledge of these lines of power,
and histask wasto plot them for the people so that they could use them, build upon them, design their
lives around them. She redlized suddenly that the beauty and the harmony with which the man-made
constructions she had seen from the top of the hill fitted so perfectly into the landscape was probably due
to the skill of thisman in plotting the flow currents of the dragon spirit. Sheredlized aso that the system of
aignmentsin straight lines from one Sacred point to another used by her own people was crude
compared to the subtle following of curving and congtantly changing flow paths that these people had
meastered. She wished Maal was il dive so she could discussit with him.

Shelooked with even greater respect than she had at first at the small figure before her.
He was shorter than she was, yet had such presence she would not have dared cross him in any way.

Shefound hersdlf asking him if he were one of the Lords of the Sun. Thisshedid in her mind, forming
images, not in the words of her own race.

Hein histurn spoke no words, but lifted his delicate hand and indicated that she should follow him.

She left the bright and beautiful garden, the colourful butterflies, the bees and singing water, and entered
the chill darkness of an enormous chamber. At first the contrast from the sunlight shining on so many light
surfaces to the shadows of the room made it impossible for her to see anything a al. But when her eyes



grew accustomed to the change, she could see aman of great bulk stting cross-legged in front of asmall
brazier, gazing into the embers with great concentration. The little man she was with indicated she should
draw nearer. The huge man did not look up even though her sandal scuffed against something and made
anoise

‘ Perhaps he cannot see me,” she thought.

But even as she thought it she knew the answer was that he was very well aware of her presence, but
was not yet prepared to bresk off what he was doing. He went on staring into the small fire solong she
became restless and began to look around.

Severd large bronze vessdls caught her eye, onein particular lit clearly by the light coming through the
door from the courtyard. It was huge and cast with great kill, and designsthat reminded her of thefiery
serpent on the cloak of her new friend, but somehow more formalized, covered the surface, which was
broken up into three main sections. The base on which the heavy vessal stood itsalf was decorated most
beautifully, and the centre section, which was the largest and seemed to be a container casket of some
sort, was decorated among other things with two piercing eyeballs.

‘To keep off evil spirits; Kyrathought.

The lid was heavy and dependable, but also beautiful. She had never seen such bronze work in her whole
life. What kind of people could these be to have such knowledge, such temples, such gardens, such fine
and shining cloth? She had never seen such skill with meta, nor imagined there would be gold enough
anywhere to decorate the landscape with discs to represent the sun.

She felt eyes upon her and turned to see that both men were looking at her. When they were sure they
hed her attention they pulled something out of the fire with little bronze tongs. She stepped forward to see
more clearly and found that they had what |ooked like pieces of bone on adish of bronzein front of
them. The bone was crisscrossed with delicate little cracks probably from the hesat of the fire. Both men
concentrated on them, bending low and ignoring her again. She wandered about the room, noticing the
door into another smdler courtyard and finding it an exquisite miniature of the centra one, but without the
tower. All the flowersin this one were scarlet and their rich colour fairly took her bresth away. She found
more bronze vessels of many different sizes and shapes. One smal jug in the shape of an owl shelonged
to take home with her to show to Fern and Karne.

The men werelooking at her again so she returned to her place before the brazier, looking at themwith a
question in her mind. Neither spoke, but the huge man pointed with hisfat finger to the little pieces of
bone. He wanted her to look closdly at them. She did so, puzzling what it was she was supposed to see.
As she puzzled, thoughts cameinto her head that were not her own. Thiswasakind of divination, she
realized. They were asking the gods, who in some way were connected with their ancestors, to tell them
if shewasto betrusted or if shewas an evil spirit.

At thisshefdt quiteindignant. She? An evil spirit!

Her indignation cost her her concentration and the channel of their communi cation was temporarily lost.
She intercepted an impatient ook passing between the two men. Shetried to be calm and concentrate

agan.
‘What do your ancestors say? she found hersalf asking aoud.

They frowned at her and she redlized she had made amistake to talk aloud. Shetried to think the
question.



The men seemed to understand. The fat one raised his great bulk from the floor and stood beside his
colleague, and both looked at her with their strange danting eyes, but no fedling of fear cameto her. The
look was kindly and welcoming. The ancestors must have given afavourable answer.

Shewasjust beginning to frame another question of her own when she realized she was no longer in the
room. The whole scene—room, courtyard, temple, landscape, yellow road and wall of yellow stone—
was gone.

Shewasin darkness and shewas alone.

* * % %

She was trembling uncontrollably asakind of current thrust its path through her. She tried to keep from
being afraid, knowing that fear was her worst enemy.

Shetried to think the words ‘L ords of the Sun” over and over again with al her concentration. Maa had
told her to do thisif shewerein difficulties. It would help them to homein on her, he had said. Shewas
not sure that thisiswhat she wanted, but she was enough in control to know that it was not what she
wanted that mattered now.

As she waited in the darkness beating out the words * Lords of the Sun’ over and over again, it seemed
to her that the sound of the words became louder and louder until she fancied they were not in her head
at dl but were coming from outsde. And athough she could till distinguish them they were part of a
greater gabble of words, most of which she did not understand. She felt she was no longer donebut ina
crowd, anaisy, ebullient crowd shouting frantically for the victory of someone.

She heard the thundering noise of hooves coming towards her and she opened her eyesin terror. She
was horrified to see an enormous and muscular bull approaching in acloud of red dust, every ligament
straining, steam coming from his nostrils, his eyeswild and bloodshot. She screamed and leapt back, but
she need not have worried. He turned before he reached her and pounded off across a huge enclosure.

There were people al around her, people everywhere, dressed as she had never seen people dressed
before. In amazement she saw women with breasts bare, flounced and flaring skirts of varied colours,
bright ribbonsin black hair coiled and towered upon the tops of their heads. Y oung men with brief skirts
but otherwise bare and gleaming bodies, hair in strange curls, eyes accentuated with black paint. Old men
intunics. She stared and stared, knocked and pushed from side to sSide every now and again by excited
people who were trying to see the sport of the bulls.

Behind one of the barricades was araised dais and upon it such grand people sat that she was sure they
must be Royalty. She had heard of kings and queens, princes and princesses, but never had she seen
anything like them before. Round the Queen’ s neck was jewd lery of such splendour, gold and amber,
combined in strings so many and so thick they appeared dmost solid, amber hanging from her ears and
gold snakes coiling around her arms. She was the most beautiful woman Kyrahad ever seen. Theking
beside her, dthough dark and magnificent, was outshone in every way. Behind them a palace of

trand ucent stone rose, tier upon tier againgt the panoramaof a distant mountain range.

Someone brushed past Kyraand caused her to turn. It was ayoung girl not much older than Fern, amost
naked, so beautiful in ahedthy animal way that Kyradrew in her breath with awe. The girl looked at her
and Kyraredlized she was the only one in the whole throng who could see her.

Amazed, she stared into the girl’ s dark eyes. She too had paint around her lids to accentuate the almond
shape. Her hair was bound tight with gold ribbon so that not athread of it dared stray.



She seemed as surprised to see Kyraas Kyrawasto see her.

“Y ou want me?

Kyrathought she heard the words but knew now they were only in her head.

‘I do not know,” Kyrareplied carefully. ‘I am looking for the Lords of the Sun.’

Acknowledgement and recognition flickered in the dmond eyes but before she could phrase areply a
shout of such apitch went up from the crowd al concentration was shattered and impossible. Thegirl
moved like ayoung doe and legpt with the economy of an arrow to stand poised and beautiful upon the
barrier wal that divided the crowd from the bull.

Kyrarushed forward and before she knew what she was doing thrust her hand out to seize the girl and
pull her back to safety, but before she could do thisthe crowd roared again, thistime with adulation, and
Kyraredlized the girl wasthe subject of their attention.

She stood magnificently poised for an instant. Her arms were raised to accept the greetings of the crowd
and then she legpt and was down on the red dust with the bull.

Horrified, Kyra stared.

Like whipcord the body of the girl twisted and legpt in the most amazing way. She was dancing to the
bull, chalenging it with the flickering fire of her movements. For amoment he stood bemused and then
could stand no more.

He charged.
Kyrd s heart nearly burst with anxiety for thegirl.

But as he was upon her she seized his horns and with agraceful arcing flip she somersaulted across his
back and was gone, dainty as a bird, across the other side.

The crowd went mad. Kyrathought her head would explode with the sound. Dust and noise and
violence was everywhere.

Kyrashut her eyes and put her handsto her ears.
But as suddenly asit had come, it cut out.

‘Oh no!’ she cried, disappointed, and opened her eyes again. But it wastoo late. She was back in the
ante-chamber of darkness waiting for the next part of her journey.

* * % %

She was growing used to the strangeness of the things that were happening to her by now, but could not
help being alittle anxious that she did not seem to be getting any nearer to the Lords of the Sun.

She started her silent but urgent chant again and this time when she opened her eyesshewasin a
colonnade of stone columns so huge that it seemed they would reach to the sky. She bent her head back
and looked up the length of them. They were carved and spread at the top like trees and the sky was
roofed out. Between them she could see further columns and beyond them dim chambers.

It seemed to her she was walking along the outer colonnade of atemple, and from her left bright and
burning light shafted in to fall between the columnsin stripes on the stone flags of the floor. Dimness and



coolnesswereto her right. Beyond her at the head of the colonnade more sunlight streamed in white heat
on endless plains of white sand. This must be the desert country over the seain the far south that Maal
had told her abot.

Having felt the force of the sun faling through the columns, she decided to turn inwards and seek the cool
depths of the Temple, but as she passed close to one of the columns she noticed that its surface was not
smooth. It was marked itswhole length with strange little markings and figures. As she gazed & it she
was dartled to come across severd smal representations of the figures of the half-human, half-animal
demons she had seen before. She drew back in horror. Wasthis atemple to them?

Shewasjust thinking she had better try and get away when ayoung man emerged from the darkness
within the Temple and beckoned her.

She stared at him nervoudy, but was relieved to see he did not have the head of an animal. He wastall
and well featured, shoulders broad, nose aquiline. The upper haf of hisbody was bare except for a
necklet of marvellous workmanship. Hishair was thick and must have been mixed with something to
make it stand so iffly around hisface. A band the same deep blue colour as his necklet, smilarly
decorated with a centra eagle figure, was bound around hisforehead. Hisfeet were clad in gold sandals,
the lower haf of hisbody infolds of soft white cloth, bound with agirdle of gold.

Shefollowed him first through colonnades of columns, then through dim chambers and even dimmer
passages. At last he brought her to ahat within an inner chamber lit by torches. She stared around her
and felt her old uneasiness come back as the same haf-human, half-anima figures were depicted large
upon thewals.

Ahead of her on agresat plinth of black stone, astone eagle stared back at her, a sun disc carved upon its
forehead.

He noticed her fear and touched her arm comfortingly.

Shelooked at him and then looked questioningly &t the dread figures around the walls. It wastrue she
could not fed the malevolence from them she had felt before, but she could not forget the horror with
which she had encountered them on other occasions.

He put hisfinger on her lips and another on her forehead.

Histhoughts came clearly to her.

‘These are our gods,” he said.

“Y our gods!’

He could fed therevulsonin her.

‘“Why do you fear them s0? he asked.

She thought about the other two occasions and he seemed to receive the image of it.
Gently he shook his head.

‘| waswrong,” he said. ‘ These are not our gods. They are the images of our gods.’
‘How doesthat explainit? shethought, still suspicious of the place.

Hesamiled.



‘Thereis one God, and benesath him hierarchies of spiritswe call gods, but God and spirit areimpossible
for human minds to understand. We are too undeveloped, too primitive,” he added.

She hoped he did not add that last epithet after looking at her. She was beginning to fedl more and more
like aprimitive country girl of no account faced with so much grandeur and skill. He caught her thought
and smiled again. She noticed that there was no condescension in hislook. He liked her and respected
her in spite of her crude clothes and untrained mind.

‘Having no words and images that are adequate to describe their intuitive feelings about God and the
spirit world, people choose images from their own earthly experiences and use them somehow to ‘ parcel
up' thefedingsthat they have.’

She looked puzzled.

 Some people choose the sun and call it god, some the moon, some the king, some an animal or abird.
They know deegp down when they begin that what they have chosen is only a symbol, arepresentation of
what they redly mean. But there are times when they forget that thisishow it isand you will find people
worshipping the image and not what it is supposed to represent.

‘My people carve agatue of aman with ajacka’s head and it is supposed to represent the spirit who
guides the dead into the spirit world.

‘To somewho are far dong the path to enlightenment the figure in gone is no more than asignpost that
pointsin the direction where the truth about death and the crossing from the materid to the spirit world
may befound. It isthe Sign at the entrance to awhole group of understandings. It is no more than that.

They look beyond theimageto theredlity.

‘But to someone not so far developed, incapable of grasping subtle and abstract concepts, it is accepted
astheredity itself. The worshipper stops short at the image, sees no further, may even see himsdlf
reflected back from it. The statue, theimage itsdlf, isbelieved to be agod.

‘The jacka’ s head was chosen originally maybe because jackals are creatures of the night who seek out
the dead. The human body was given to the jacka to add, symbolicaly, the human dimension. In one
hand he carried adivine sceptre, denoting divine power, in the other the ankh, the symboal of life.

‘It isclear that death and life are contained in this one image, with the power that transformsthe oneinto
the other.

‘But when the symbol becomes downgraded into an image of agod that istaken literdly, al kinds of
misinterpretations of the symbolism can occur.

‘A holy image that set out to bring comfort isturned into its opposite and brings fear. Thejacka head can
suggest devouring nocturnal beasts preying on the dead.’

‘| understand,” cried Kyra, ‘that makes sense’

‘S0 you see the images of the gods can bring comfort and fear depending on the interpretation of the
people who worship them, the same god-image can be good or evil depending on the worshipper, can
bring desth or life’

Kyrafrowned, trying to graspit dl.

‘Demon or kindly spirit, beast or human. Both interpretations are possible from the oneimage. It iswe
who draw the one, or the other, from deep within oursalves. That ishow it is possible for men to kill and



commit atrocitiesin the name of their god. They have forgotten the god behind the word and use the
word with al its powerful connotations to excuse whatever it isthey wish to do.

‘The priest who seesthe jacka-god as a powerful wegpon to inspire fear and keep his people cowed
has brought thisfrom within himsdif.

‘The priest who sees the jackal-god as a powerful but kindly guide and guardian bringsthisaso from
within himsdf.

‘There are no gods of stone or fire or flesh, but there are unimaginable spirit influences from the source of
al that we clothe for convenience in words, inimages, in one and paint.

‘Those figures you saw as demons were figments of your own mind.’

‘But they were there—as surely asyou are now.’

The young man looked at her kindly.

“Evil influences you feared were there. Y ou gave them the clothing of our gods'’

‘But | had never seen or heard of your gods before!’

Helooked thoughtful at that.

‘It is possible someone near you knew of our gods and used them in thought form to frighten you.”
She thought about it and told him about Wardyke and Madl.

The young priest walked with her back through the Temple, passing sights of great strangeness. There
was hardly a section of wal that was not covered with their weird signs and paintings. He listened quietly
to dl that she had to say, and when they reached a quiet shady garden with alily pond, he motioned her
to 5t on awarm dab of stone.

‘| think this Wardyke has had dealings with some of our people,” he said &t last.
Hisface was grave and sad.

‘Thereis much that iswrong with our priesthood,” he said. ‘Many have logt theinsght and use the
image-gods to extract blind obedience and riches from their people. Fear isaweapon they are very
skilled a using’

* * % %
Kyraknew she had found someone at last that she could ask about the Lords of the Sun.
He listened and nodded.

“Y ou have not been wasting your time . . . each journey you have made has been an invitation to one of
the Lords of the Sun.’

‘“Who are they, these Lords?
‘l amone,” he said, and she started back in amazement.

‘Probably you met severd others. They are not pure spirits, but people who are trained amongst the
priesthood in the specia tasks of communication over great distances, over thewholeworld.’



Shewas shy of him now. She had thought he was some kind of trainee priest, much nearer her own level.
‘Do not be afraid of me,’ he said quietly. Y ou have come along way to find meand | will help.’
‘What must | do? she asked humbly.

‘That | cannot tell you now. No, do not ook so disappointed. Y ou have found me and | will not desert
you. But what Maa wanted you to do wasto call ameeting of the Lords of the Sunin your country. That
you must do and we will al be there. Together we will help you. Together our powers are greater.’

‘But how do | call ameeting? she asked despairingly.

Helooked at her with great affection. She seemed so smdl and vulnerable, far too young to have the
burdens of her community upon her shoulders.

‘Will it} hesaid smply.

Shelooked puzzled.

‘Shut your eyes, he said patiently.

She shut her eyes.

‘Now will that the Lords of the Sun will come together to help your community.’

She squeezed her eyestight shut and wished, as she had never wished for anything in her life, that her
travels and her troubles would be over and that the Lords of the Sun would come together to help her
and her people.

* k% k% %

The good-looking priest was gone. The huge temple of red sandstone columnswas gone, the little garden
surrounded by awall painted with ascene of wild ducks and reeds was gone.

She was done again and shewas afraid.

Thistimeit must work. She could not go on much longer.

‘Pleasel’ she whispered, tears pricking at the back of her eyes. ‘ Please!’

* ok Kk

Music made her open her eyes and the scene before her staggered her imagination.

She knew that she was back in her own country, but along way from her home. She wasin the giant
Sacred Circle that she had visited once before as a passenger in the mind of Madl.

It was early dawn. First light was cregping over the ky, some sars till shining intherich blueair. A light
and gossamer mist was drifting close to the ground, so that everything, even the gigantic blocks of sone
that stood around the circumference in their hundreds, seemed to be floating and moving.

As she had noticed before, a high ridge of earth and grass surrounded the whole and blocked out the rest
of theworld. She had never seen outside this circle and could not imagine how the community who used
such agresat place would live.

Within the greet circle of sanding stones she was aware of circleswithin circles of people moving



rhythmicaly to the music of drum and flute, epping Sideways dowly and with elegance, their amsraised
so that the tips of their fingers brushed their neighbours as they moved. On a certain beat they dipped
their heads and bent their knee in away that gave the whole ring movement a sinuous serpentine
character. As each concentric circle was moving around the stone circle in adirection opposite to the one
within and without itsdlf, the currents and eddies of invisible force generated were complex indeed.

Kyraquite forgot she was supposed to be playing a part in the ceremony and stared blatantly at
everything she could see.

She noticed that the peoplein the rings were placed aternately man and woman, boy and girl. Theforce
they seemed to betrying to create this day was to come from the tension between, in asensethefriction
between, differing eements. She knew that amysterious energy was released when man and woman
came together. She had felt the spark of it when she had been near the young desert priest. The priests of
this community appeared to be using thisforce to build up energy for the use of the Lords of the Sun.

Curious about the people themsalves who lived and worked in the presence of such atemple, Kyra
began to look at individuas. There were peopl e there she recognized as country villagerslike hersdf, in
roughly woven woollen garments, their bodies liberaly browned by the sun and muscleswell developed
fromwork in fields. There were people she knew were metal workers, stone masons, flint miners,
merchants. Others were stranger to her. Tall people. Elegant people. Dressed in flowing cloth, findy
woven, the very way they held their heads different from the farmers and the villagers. The women of this
type wore jewd lery, some of which reminded her of her *travels.” She saw necklaces of black jet, collars
of sun metd, earrings and bracelets. The men wore studded belts and bands of |eather on their heads and
ams

And then there were the strangers from other countries, darker people, lighter people, dressed in
different waysbut dl part of the ring moving with the same rhythmic movemen.

Undeniable forces and vibrations were set up, currents and eddies of power. She could fed it. She could
amog seeit. The pulsing of the music added to the intensity of the feding. The mist that moved with its
own serpentine life about their feet added to the impression of detachment from the earth. Everything was
charged and potent. Shewas on alevd of redity that she had not known before. Her heart began beating
loudly. She had findly reached the conjunction of the Lords of the Sun.

Thefigures of the concentricaly moving circles began to dim for her and she became aware with grester
clarity of the smaller stone circle within the greeter, in which she hersaf was standing.

Shewasin the centre and around her in aring but standing as still asthetal stonesthemsdves were

figures she could only think were the Lords of the Sun. They were impressve figures dressed strangely in
the styles of their countries, each different from the other, and al different from the circling figures around
them. The stillness of her circle was astonishing in comparison to the movement surrounding them. It was
as though they were enclosed in acapsule of great peace, the still point at the centre of ceaseless motion.

Shefelt the movement was generating power for them in some way, but leaving them undisturbed.

Within her circle there seemed to be no one in charge, no priest conducting the meeting. With a sudden
tremor sheredized that she was expected to speak, she had called them together and they were waiting
for her to tell them what to do.

She looked around in despair. So many strangers! And then her heart legpt. She saw first the girl athlete
from the palace of the Bulls, thistime dressed like her countrywomen in long, flounced skirt and deeved
bodice open over the breasts, and then her young priest from the desert temple of the sandstones. Her
face flooded with the warmth of a smile and shetook a step forward. But the young priest shook his



head dightly and she knew she had to stand in the centre and make a* speech’.

She glanced up at the sky and she remembered that with the dawn her body would not be safein the
Sacred Circle of her community. She remembered a so these Lords had work of their own to do and she
must not waste thelr time.

She drew hersaf up to her full height and prepared to ‘think’ the whole story of Wardyke coming to their
village and what had happened since.

When she had done she stayed quietly, trying to keep her mind ablank, ready for their thoughts. The
drumming and the movements of the people around them had become like alow vibrationa hum and was
no disturbance a al.

Sowly thoughts that were not hers began to cometo her. She was not sureif they came from individuals,
and if they did, from which ones. It seemed more likely that it was their composite thinking that was
reaching her.

‘... Itistrue Wardyke has not received the final seal of the priesthood and so has no right to practice as
apries...

Shefound hersalf wondering why they had not prevented him doing so.

‘... You arereminded that we are human and know only what is communicated to us. Before you had
told usthe story we had not known what wasgoingon.. ..’

She felt ashamed that she had questioned and doubted in thisway and determined not to interrupt with
her own thoughts again. She shut her eyes the better to concentrate.

‘... Hemust be stopped, but Maal was right to say that you must not do it with force. .
She smiled with pleasure at the warmth of their approva for Madl.

‘... Itistheevil in Wardyke that must be destroyed, not Wardyke himself . .

‘Tokill himwould beto surrender onesdlf to the sameevil thet ruled hislife. . .
Kyraagreed. But how?

‘... Confidence and belief are the strongest forcesin aman’snature. . .’

‘... Itisherethat you must mount your attack . . .’

In answer to Kyra' s unspoken question the Lords of the Sun patiently explained.

‘... Thekey to Wardyke' s power in your community liesin confidence and belief. He believesthat he
has the right and the power to do what he is doing, and you bdieve that too. Thisgiveshim hisstrength . .

‘... Nomagician. .. (and here Kyraremembered Maa had said thistoo) . . . has power over you if
you do not believe that hehas. .

She understood this, but did not know if she would have the strength, faced by Wardyke, to doubt his
powers. When Mad talked, when the Lords of the Sun explained, it al seemed quite smple. But meeting
the burning eye of Wardyke was another matter. Then she could not doubt.



‘... Weknow it isnot easy, but it must be done. Y ou must return to your people and speak to them,
make them understand that Wardyke has no power of himself. It istheir belief that he has power that
givesit to him. Without their belief heishdpless. Y ou must render him helpless and thereby harmless’

‘... That way your community will be free without becoming the daves of evil themselves. .

Kyra s eyes were open now and she was looking worried. She knew they were right but how she
wished, how she had hoped, that they could do something sudden and dramatic to remove Wardyke
from their midst. She knew it would be along hard struggle to persuade the villagers to change their
beliefslikethis. In fact, she did not think she could do it.

‘...Youcandoit...Youcan You have powerswithin yoursef that you are only just beginning to tap,
andwewill giveyouhdp...

Kyralooked up hopefully &t that.

‘... Before the Spring anew priest will arrive to work in your community. Hewill have thefina sed and
hewill beagood man. ..

‘... When he comes, you will leave, your work theredone. . .’
Shelooked startled. Leave her home?

‘... Youwill travel south through many trids and dangers and you will come, in the flesh, to thisplace
and you will trainto beapriest yoursdf . ..

She gasped. Me.
‘...Yes you. You have been chosen. ..’
‘... But thereismuch till for you to do.’

“When you return to your home this dawn you will go to the place where Mad is buried and you will find
asmall stone upon his burid mound. Y es, you will know which oneit iswhen you seeit. You will takeit
and keep it close with you until Wardyke is overthrown. Maa’ s help will bein that stone’

‘... Our hdp will bein the sky. Look at the sky and you will see asign that is confirmation of our help . .

‘Now?
‘... No, not now. Youwill knowwhentolook ...

‘Thisislike Madl’ sadvice, Kyrathought with acertain discontent. * Alwaystdling mel will mysterioudy
‘know’ something and then leaving me by mysdlf!’

But she was comforted that she would have definite help.

‘... You have dready proved to yourself that you are capable of projecting imagesinto Wardyke' s
mind. Work on this. Encourage your friendsto help you. Thereis strength in communion of thought.
Choose atimefor as many as possible of you to project the same image into Wardyke' s mind.

‘Never let him forget his crimes. Haunt him night and day. Y ou will find that particularly when heisadeep
it will be easy to influence the images of hisdreams. His surface mind will be off guard and therewill be
no interruptions from superficid digractions. .’



‘... Wewill joinwithyouinthiswork ...

‘... Finaly eroded by guilt and undermined in confidence, he will be helpless and will haveto look for a
new way tolivehislife. ..’

‘...Bdieveit, child, foritistrue. ..

* * % %

Kyralooked around the circle. The thoughts of these great people were locked in her heart and she
would draw upon them in the difficult daysto come.

One by one shelooked at them. Each the possessor of knowledge and skills far beyond the ordinary
man, each from a country far distant from her own. She recognized the large man from the Temple of the
sguares and circles and beside him stood awoman of dark skin and hair of black silk streaked with silver
flowing to the slver sandals on her feet. Beyond her aman clad in amagnificent cape of multicoloured
feathers stood beside an old man dressed in rags, so thin and wasted that he seemed more of a skeleton
than aliving man, his hair wild and straggling, leaning on agnarled and knobbled stick to keep himsdlf
upright, but hiseyesfull of light and fire.

Then she saw her beautiful athlete and could not help wondering at her youth. The girl met her eyesand
gmiled.

‘ Age has nothing to do with it shesaid in Kyra s head. ‘We are al thousands of yearsold and yet ill in
our infancy.

Beyond her was a priest standing straight and tall, dressed smply in woven wool except for one
magnificent pendant of green jade that he wore on athong about his neck. She knew ingtinctively he was
acountryman of hers. Hewasthe high priest of thisgreet circle. The host of this extraordinary gathering.
She looked closer at hisface and wasimpressed with its calm strength. In these people she had
confidence. If they said she could bend metal with a mere touch, she would believe it and she would do
it. If they said she could be a priest, she would believe it and shewould do it.

The task she had to do within her own community no longer seemed impossible. She would not be aone.
Shewould have their strengthening thoughts with her in everything shedid.

She began to think about her own powers and her own relationship to those around her.

‘I cannot betoo helpless,” she thought, ‘ otherwise | would not be here now. Otherwise | would not be
chosento betrained asapriest!’

And with that she had a surge of sdlf-confidence that would see her through many adifficulty.

Pleased to fed the strengthening confidence that was coursing through her, the Lords of the Sun prepared
to leave.

Kyrabecame aware of it when she suddenly noticed that the undercurrent of rhythmic sound from
outsdetheir smal circle had risen to a crescendo and was beginning to deafen her.

Startled, she looked around and noticed that the L ords who had looked so solid a moment before were
beginning to dissolve in the air, whose visible vibrations were increasing every second.

‘Oh no!” shecried, loth to let them go.



She turned to the young desert priest and had such an overwheming feding of yearning for him to stay
with her that it wasadmost apain.

Asthough her desire for him was holding him back in some way, hewasthelast to go. Shewas sure his
eyeswere seeking hers aslongingly as hers were seeking his. For amoment they seemed to melt together
and Kyra had the strangest fedling that she was within his arms, athough she knew she was not and could
see him separate from hersdlf acrossthecircle.

She opened her mouth to cry out in real words and at that second he and all about her disappeared.

Shaken and trembling she found hersaf on adab of cold stone, early sunlight streaming everywhere, and
the anxious faces of Karne and Fern looking down &t her.

‘Kyral’ Karnewas caling urgently. ‘We must go! Someone will find us here”
‘Areyou dl right? Fern put her arm around her gently and helped her upright.
Kyralooked dazed.

She could not answer. Everything was shaking and whirling around her. She fdt asthough she were going
tofant.

‘Kyral’ Fern cried, and Karne caught her as shefell.
‘Oh you gods protect her!” he muttered fervently.

‘“We must take her out of here,’ Fern whispered anxioudy. ‘ Perhaps when sheis out of thiscircle she will
be better.’

Together they lifted her and carried her out and down the hill and asfar asthey could go from the
standing stones.

* k * %

Inthe valley thetired villagers were preparing for the funerd of the two young people. Thefiresof vigil
that had burnt al night were nothing more than smouldering embers.

Chapter 16
The Forest is Punished

Asautumn gradualy came to the community, Karne and Kyraworked hard to change the villagers
attitude to Wardyke. Asthey had expected, it was not easy.

They explained much of what had happened to them to people they felt were ready for it, starting with
their family.

Their father listened to everything they had to say with great attention and asked few, but pertinent,
questions. Their mother wasimmediately horrified at the risks Kyra had been taking and the blagphemy
of her entering the forbidden Sacred Circle. She was so occupied with fussing about these things that she
did not seem to grasp the real implication of what they told her.

Thon was angry dmost immediately and wanted action, arguing that the L ords of the Sun were soft and
that there was only one way to ded with Wardyke —with force. He had had his eye on Miafor awife
and could think of nothing but revenge.



Petiently Kyra explained the reasons the Lords of the Sun had advised againgt this. Patiently she went
over thewhole ground again. But Thon was not convinced. The only reason he had not aready killed
Wardyke was that he had not had the opportunity. The other villagers refused to rise again after what had
happened, and alone he stood no chance against Wardyke. There always seemed to be some of his most
unpleasant strangers with him as bodyguard and Thon had noticed they were now carrying wespons,
short bronze daggers tucked into the top binding of their sandal leggings, and stone axesin their belts.

Kyra pointed out that Wardyke could not be such a powerful magician if he needed armed men to
defend him. This made the people think and one by one they joined her in her efforts to discomfit him by
projecting disturbing imagesinto his mind. Thiswas not essy, asthey were not used to sustaining one
image for along time, nor to disciplining their minds so rigidly. Most of them found, asthey lay in their
warm rugs at the appointed hour of the night, that they started with great enthusiasm to project the image
of Mia s death and the boy being stoned, and then one by one they drifted off the point, someto deep
and someto think of other things.

Many times Kyrafelt closeto despair. Weeks passed and though they tried projection every night
Wardyke showed no signs of being disturbed. He strode about surrounded by his lackeys, more
confident than ever.

He had st the villagersto work making battle-axes from the hard granite of their locdl hills. Day after day
they sat chipping and hammering and banging away, making weapons of war that they did not want.

He spoke to them of enemies about to invade, and remembering thefall of starsthey obeyed hisevery
command. Most of them were too afraid openly to oppose aman upon whom the gods had apparently
set their seal of gpprovad.

Hetold them flint was coming in great quantities from the south and that they would be able to make
arrow and spear heads with it. Swords and daggers were on their way aswell.

* * % %

One evening, at her lowest ebb, Kyrasat upon the hillsde fedling very much aone. There seemed no
way she could carry out theingtructions of the Lords. She, Karne and Fern were cons stent and
dedicated to the plan, but the others listened, agreed and seemed to want to help, but as soon asthe
dightest difficulty got in their way they gave up.

It seemed to her they had forgotten about Miaand the boy, werein fact deliberately trying to forget. It
was o much easier to drift with each day, occasiondly grumbling, but on the whole obeying Wardyke. If
only she could show them some sign of successtheir resol ution might be strengthened and they might be
prepared to take more chances and make more effort.

She thought longingly about the Lords of the Sun. If only they were here to help! Perhaps she could
summon them with her will as she had done before.

She shut her eyesto the pale gold of the evening sky, the red gold of the autumn woods, and thought
about the Lords of the Sun. At first she could not get beyond the young desert priest, but her longing to
see him was not entirely connected with the problem in hand and sheforced her mind to visudize the
others, one by one, and to call upon them with al her might for help.

She heard no voices, thought no thoughts that were not her own, and at |ast, defeated and depressed,
she opened her eyes.

Before her in the sky, vell upon vell of shining light fell from the uttermost height of the heavensamost to



the earth, in folds finer than the finest drapery she had ever imagined. Stunned, she gazed asit changed
through every possible shade and findly faded.

‘Look inthe sky and you will seeasign that is confirmation of our help,’ they had said, and now as she
caled to them for help the sky was transformed beyond belief.

* * % %

That night every person in the community, including Wardyke' s strangers, had dreams that kept them
tossing and turning, groaning and Sghing. Mid s death and the stoning of the boy was played out in every
detail, grotesque and horrible, within the minds of every deeping person. If they awoke they would fall
ad eep soon afterwards and within seconds the ghastly scene would be enacted yet again in the arena of
their minds.

Wardyke woke in sudden terror in his own house and cried out, fighting off imaginary stones and sticks
asthey cameflailing a him. Around him, eyeswild with hate and accusation were closing in on him, and
for amoment such fear took him over that he was powerless to withstand them.

Hewoke, swesating and trembling. Herosg, lit torches and strode about hisroomsthe rest of the night. In
the morning he looked haggard and tired, and Kyrawas not dow to point this out to the villagers.

That day when Wardyke walked amongst the community there were many who dared look him boldly in
the eye and there were many who looked and felt as though they had a secret knowledge that gave them

grength againg him.

For thefirst time he was uneasy. Something was going on over which he had no control. Hetried
guestioning some of the villagers, but they pretended not to know what he was talking about. They
became ingtantly humble, but in such away that he was not sure it wasredl.

He derted the strangersto look out for any kind of disaffection and report it to him. If the villagerswere
beginning to turn againgt him, there must be aring-leader. And that man he must have before it wastoo
late.

In the afternoon he went again to Fern’ s house and surprised her sweeping the falen leaves away from
the entrance to her small home. She jumped dightly when he appeared and then gripped the branch she
was using until her knuckles showed white. Her eyes were blazing and defiant.

He approached her, his own eyeslike whirlpools of darkness.

‘No!’" shecried.

‘I need you,” he said, and his voice wasfilled with a strange kind of pain.

‘No!’ she cried again and lifted the branch to strike him if he took a step nearer her.

His mouth twisted dightly, and with aswift movement he knocked the branch out of her hand with one of
his giant hands and struck her acrossthe face with the other.

‘I need you!’ he repesated, his voice strained and menacing.

Sheredled back with the force of the blow, but when she had regained her balance her expression was
asdefiant as ever. Indeed, her face mocked him now, as though she despised him for having resorted to
petty violence.



An ugly red flush began to creep across hisface.
His hands began to rise and with alegp of fear in her heart she remembered Mia.
‘Help me!’ she cried deep inside her to dl the forces of nature that she loved so much.

Asthough in answer to her prayer asudden violent wind sprang up and Wardyke, who was standing
near the door post of her house which was covered with creeper, was lashed in the face by itslong and
thorny tendrils.

With a scream he sprang back, covering his eyes asthe thorns ripped and scratched at them. Leaves
swirled everywhere and dust choked him.

‘| cannot see! | cannot see!’” he screamed, staggering and almost falling.

She stood looking a him, thewind swirling her long red hair like flame around her. Her eyes blazed with
triumph as she remembered she was not alone.

‘Go, Wardyke!’ she cried with tremendous and surprising authority. ‘ And never cometo thiswood
agan!’

A whirlwind pushed and buffeted him, he choked and spluttered with the dust, staggered and amost fell.
He could fed blood on his hands and on hisface. His eyes were stinging and painful, his chest aching with
the effort of coughing.

Heturned and half ran aong the path, afalen branch that he could have sworn had not been there when
he arrived tripped him up and he crashed to the ground like afelled tree.

As suddenly asit had started, the wind ceased. There was absolute silence as Wardyke picked himself
up. He looked around at the bushes and the trees of the wood and he could fedl the animosity, but he
could see nothing.

Helooked back at Fern and she had a strange grandeur. Thiswas her kingdom, and he was banished.

He left, mopping the blood from his cheeks and thinking bitterly of the experience. He was shaken, but
by no means defeated. He would be back.

* * % %

That night Fern woke to afedling of great unease. She sat up and looked around her, every sense dert,
likeasmall anima. Something waswrong. Something did not fed right. As she listened she seemed to
hear thousands of minute voicesraised in pain and fear, clamouring for her help. Appaled, she legpt up
and |eft the house, till not knowing what the trouble was. As she stood in the entrance an overwhelming
smell of wood smoke met her nogtrils, and her ears werefilled with the cruel crackle of flamesin dry

twigs

Firel Her wood was on firel

She could see it now, legping scarlet from branch to branch, tearing at the dry leaves, devouring the
ddlicate fronds of bracken.

‘Wardyke!” she cried. Wardyke' s revenge. She might have known he would not give in o easlly.

Tornwith pain to see her beautiful and living wood so tortured and destroyed, she could not see what
she could do to rescue it. Therewas no way. Thewind that had hel ped her before was now helping



Wardyke. The flameswere driven before it to wilder and wilder excesses and if she were not careful the
fire would have her too. Weeping with pity for the trees, she ran asfast as she could. Other creatures
joined her and the ground was full of legping frogs, deer, squirrels and hares. The luckier birdswere
screeching in the sky.

She cdled and called for help, but who was there to hear her?

* k% k% %

Meanwhile, in the village Kyrawas having an uneasy dream in which thevillagershad dl beenputina
deep pit by Wardyke and set on fire. She woke as the flame licked her own flesh and she could fed the
pain. Once awake shelay puzzled. The feding of fire on her arm had been so vivid and yet here she was,
perfectly safe, in her deeping rug. Shewasjust turning over to deep again when Karne tapped her on the
shoulder.

‘What isit? she whispered.

‘l am not sure. But | fed something is happening that should be stopped.’

She sat up.

‘Wardyke?

‘It must be. | am going outside to prowl around abit to seeif | can discover anything.’
‘I will cometoo, Kyrasaid, wide awake.

She pulled on her dress and her warm cape and dipped out into the night after her brother. Thevillage
was dead quiet and dark. Nothing was stirring but themselves.

‘What isthat?
Karne pointed in the direction of Fern’shome. There was afaint glow.
They both stared a it for amoment puzzled, and then the same conclusion hit them smultaneoudy.

‘Firel’ gasped Karne, and was off like a startled wild animal towards the red and ugly stain, Kyraclose
behind him.

If only Fern were unharmed!

The woodswere dry at thistime of year and would burn easily, and there was awind blowing.
‘Ohno!’” thought Kyra, “al those beautiful trees and plants!’

But her main concern was Fern.

Karne covered the ground as though he had wings. He had reached the outskirts of Fern’svalley before
Kyrawaswithin sight of it. He saw at once the smouldering devastation, the blackened husks of trees
and beyond them the fire dtill raging, still tearing at the living wood. Scarcely noticing the painin hisfeet
he ran across the still smoking earth towards Fern’ s house, to stand gppalled in sight of the pile of embers
that marked the place whereit had stood.

Heknew now how awolf must fed when it liftsits anguished head and howlsin the degp hollow of the
night. His heart was howling too.



He heard Kyra shouting, and looked back. She was on the rise just where the fire had begun. She was
shouting and pointing but he could not hear what she was saying. He followed the line of her hand. She
kept pointing and shouting, more and more desperate as he did not understand. At last she started to run
in the direction she had been pointing, her feet lesstough than his hurting againgt the hot earth.

‘Go back!” he shouted, and ran towards her.
Within earshot at last he heard her cry, ‘Fern! Fern!’” and look beyond at the woods till burning.
Hedid not stay to question further but ran towards the place.

On the way he came upon the stream and followed its merciful length for aslong as he could. Before he
left it he plunged himsdlf into the water and made himsalf aswet as he could.

Through the flames and smoke suddenly he could see Fern. She was begting at the fire with branches,
weeping and choking at the sametime.

‘Fern!’ he shouted and without another thought plunged straight through abarrier of flame.

Startled, she saw him emerge from the fire as though he were the manifestation of some demon. She
shrieked and fainted, the whole experience too fraught to bear another second.

Before she touched the ground she wasin his arms and he was back through the wall of fire, smothering
the sparks on her with his damp clothes. Staggering under her weight, he managed to get back to the
stream and out on to the bare hillside where the stubble was dmost burnt out.

Kyrawaswaiting for him and wept with joy to see them both safe, and from there they limped home on
feet that were burnt and painful.

Kyrawoke their deeping family and within minutes they were being looked after. Karne' s horrified
mother rushed to put soothing animal fat upon the burns on her son’ sfeet, and on Fern’s arms and back.
Kyrahersdlf secretly rubbed some on her own soles. She was not blistered like Karne and Fern and did
not want afuss made of her, but her feet were tender and sore.

The dawn found Karne, Kyraand Fern fast adeep. The mother inssted the family should be quiet and
leave them to rest aslong as they could, so one by one they crept out and went about the day’ s business.

Most of the villagers went to see the fire, which by now was amost burnt out. They looked with sorrow
at the blackened scar that had once been alovely, leafy forest.

Wardyke came to survey the scene. Of course there was no proof that he had caused it, but more than
one Villager noted an expression of satisfaction on hisface.

Chapter 17
The Second Chdlenge

After thefire Fern stayed on with Karne and Kyra sfamily, but she did not recover as quickly asthey
expected. Karne' s burns hedled fast and athough he probably would always have scars on hisfeet to
remind him of that terrible night, he was soon back to normal. Fern’ swounds took longer to heal and
even when the skin was whole, shewas so listless and pale that Kyra s mother inssted she rested most
of the day. Fern, who was usualy so full of energy that she rarely did nothing, sat now day after day
beside the hearth or in the sun beside the wood pile, content to beinactive.



Everyone was anxious about her, but no one knew what to do. Karne particularly hovered over her and
worried.

‘What isthe matter with her,” he asked Kyra desperately. ‘ The burns healed ages ago. She cannot till
beinpan.’

‘Itissomething insde,’ Kyrasaid thoughtfully. ‘ Perhaps sheis mourning for her woods and her garden.
They were like peopleto her.’

Karne nodded and took Fern a present of some particularly beautiful autumn leaves and berries he found
onthehill.

Fern accepted them in silence and lowered her head so that he would not see the tears that gathered in
her eyes. But she was not quick enough. He stooped down and kissed the top of her head. With the
touch of hislips she broke down completely and sobbed and sobbed. He gathered her to him and held
her, not knowing what to say or do. But she did not need words or deeds. She needed him.

At last she had cried hersdf out and was ill.

He sat down beside her and held her hand, she leant her head againgt his shoulder and, saying nothing to
each other, they sat for along time.

After that she began to take asmdll interest in things again and started to busy hersdlf helping Kyra's
family.

‘In the spring the plantswill dl grow again,” Kyrasaid to her oneday. 'Y ou will see, your garden and
your wood will be beautiful once more.’

Fern nodded, but her smile was till sad.

“Shall we help you build your house again? Kyra slittle brothers J and Okan asked. They loved making
things. They used the boat sometimes for fishing, but somehow it was not quite so much fun asthe actua
building of it had been, and it was such along walk to the seg, carrying the boat the whole way, that they
tended not to do it as often asthey had planned.

Fern looked as though she were thinking about their proposal, and at |ast she made a decision.
‘That isvery kind of you. But we have to get the wood from somewhere e se. All my wood is burnt.’
‘“Wood isno problem,” said Okan joyfully.

‘“We know where we can get plenty!” said Ji.

‘And we can make aded to haul it on.’

‘1 do not want living trees chopped down heartlesdy,” Fern said warningly.

‘Ohno,’ they sad. ‘ These were blown down in astorm. They have been lying all summer waiting to be
used.’

Fern amiled.

‘1 will show you how | want my house and, when you are ready, where thereis more wood that itself is
ready to beused,” she said.



‘Can we start making the ded now?

‘Of course’

They rushed off excitedly, delighted to have something else to make.
Kyrasmiled at Fern.

‘Thet isbetter,” she said gently, ‘you are beginning to comedive agan.’
‘l ansorry | gaveup likethat . . . itwasjustthat . . .’

She hesitated.

‘What isthe matter?

Kyra could see there was something still worrying Fern.

‘Areyou afraid to go back? Would you rather stay with us?

Fern shook her head, but still could not bring hersdlf to speak.

‘Stay with usl’ Kyra pleaded, suddenly sure thiswasthe root of the difficulty. ‘Wewould dl loveto have
you — particularly Karne!” she added with a mischievous amile.

At this Fern looked more miserable than ever.

‘ItisKarnel’ Kyracried in amazement.

‘No,” said Fern quickly.

‘What then?

‘Oh, Kyra,” said Fernin despair. ‘| amwith child.’

Kyralooked stunned.

‘Karne?

‘No. Wardyke.’

‘Ohno!” Kyrawas horrified. Shetook both of Fern’s handsin hers and held them very tightly.

Therdief of having told someone sympathetic was wonderful for Fern. Shetold Kyra everything, the visit
she had had from Wardyke on the afternoon before the fire and the horror with which she had redlized
that he had burnt her precioustreesin revenge for her rgjection of him.

‘I hate him, Kyra,’ shecried. ‘| cannot help it. | hate him and | fear him!’

Kyradid not know what to say. They both knew hatred and fear were self-destructive emotions and
caused nothing but more evil to come from any situation, but she could not blame Fern for hating and
fearing Wardyke.

‘And what are we to do about Karne? Kyrasaid thoughtfully.

Both she and Fern wereloth to let him know the Situation, and yet they also knew they should not keep it



from him much longer.

Dumbly Fern shook her head. Hopelesdy she shrugged her shoulders.
* * k% %

It was some days later that events forced an answer to this question.

Karne came briskly to Fern as she was helping Kyra shake out the deeping rugs. It wasaclear and
shining day and before the long wet winter set upon them Kyra s mother liked to clear out dl the dust
and dirt of summer.

‘Come,” he said commandingly to her, hisface the face of someone who has ahappy secret heislonging
to share, but is determined to make the most of it before he does.

She looked aquestion.

‘| want to show you something specid.’

She shook her head.

‘I cannot. Kyraand | must do these rugs.’

‘They can be done another time!’

‘Oh no, they cannot!’

Hewastugging at her now and she was laughingly ressting.

‘Oh, goon Fern,” Kyrasaid. ‘Find out what it is. | can do these by mysdlf.’
‘Of course you cannat! It isheavy work for one,’ Fern said indignantly, still holding back.
‘Well, Karnewill help usand it will be done more quickly.’

‘Oh, will he!” mocked Karne.

‘l am not coming with you until it isdone,” warned Fern.

He shrugged.

‘Women!’ he exclaimed, but he was not unwilling to help them. He could spin out the delight of
anticipation that much longer.

The work went faster with his help, but not fast enough for the two girls, who were by now much
intrigued by Karne' s secret.

At last they were through and Karne took Fern’s hand. Kyrawatched with tenderness and affection as
the two people closest to her walked away.

But there was il the shadow of Wardyke lying between them.

* * % %

Karnetook Fern along way from the village, somewhat in the direction of her former home, but carefully
choosing the route so that the gloomy sight of the burnt wood did not intrude upon their mood.



Heled her north, around the far side of her wood, but out of sight of it.
‘What isit? she kept asking.

But hewould not tell her.

“Youwill see’

At last he paused on the ridge of asmall hill and looked ahead of him in away that made Fern redize that
they had arrived. She looked to see what it could be.

What she saw was abeautiful little glen, trees of pure gold beside a stream, hills covered with bracken
and heather dipping down to join it, huge grey rocks covered with an exquisite patterning of lichenin
orange and grey-green, making a natural and almost circular sun trap just above thetreeline,

‘There, said Karnein triumph, pointing to the flat grassy patch of earth surrounded by therocks, ‘isthe
natura placefor our home!’

She gasped, her face astudy of conflicting emotions.
It wastruly beautiful. It wastruly home!

But...

Karne was not looking at her. He saw only the future.

‘We can use the rocks as part of the house,” he said. *We can build onto them in some way. The garden
can spill out through the gaps and run down to the stream. These are ill your woods but on the other
dgde. .. thefiredid not comethisfar. ..’

‘Karne. .. shesaid at last, and there was something in her voice that made him look at her in surprise.

She was not smiling with joy and excitement as he had expected her to be. Her face was pale and drawn,
her eyes dark. A sudden chill cameto his heart. Surely she would not refuse to live here with him and be
hiswife. Surely there could be no doubt . . .

‘Fern?

She held up her hand as though to keep him from touching her. She shook her head sadly.

‘Oh, Karne, you should have spoken to me before you started to think such things.’

‘But we love each other!” he cried.

She shook her head miserably.

‘“We love each other!” he repeated with force, seizing her arms and looking desperately into her eyes.
Her eyeswerefull of pain, but they did not deny what he was saying.

‘Itisnot assmple asthat, shesad.

‘Itisassmpleasthat, heinssted.

‘Let me go, Karne, there are things you do not know . . .’



‘What things? he demanded angrily, sill not releasing her.

‘Let mego.’

He dropped his hands from her arms, but his eyes were burning into hers.

Shewasslent for along time, her heartbeat amogst tifling her, but she could not hold back forever.
‘| carry Wardyke' schild,” shesaid at last, smply and flatly. Unable to say more.

He recoiled.

She dropped her eyes and could not look at him. She did not dare imagine what was going through his
mind. She could fed his presence on the hill, fed the naturd things around poised and waiting, the very air
strained and tense.

And then the tension snapped. He moved.
She looked up but he was already gone.

Shelonged to explain, to tell him that she loved him, but the fedings that were conflicting in her heart
were too strong and too complex.

She could not even call his name doud, athough in her heart it was caled ahundred times.
She watched him as he strode away, and he did not look back.
Hours later Fern returned to the village.

Kyramet her with abright and eager face and aquestion on her lips, but when she saw Fern’sfacethe
light went out of her own.

‘Youtold him? shesad.
Fern nodded and walked past her to the house.
Kyradid not ask any more questions.

Fern spoke quietly but firmly to Kyra' s mother, thanking her for the refuge in her home but saying that
she must now return to her own.

‘But you have no home!” Kyra's mother cried.

‘I must be with my garden. | have been too long away. | am ashamed | |€ft it when it needed me mogt. |
should have been working there dl thistime trying to comfort it and to help it grow again.’

Kyra stopped her mother’ s protests.
‘Let her go, mother. It isimportant for her.’

The woman responded to the sudden authority in her daughter’ svoice and let Fern go, but sheinsisted
on giving her many thingsto help her sart her life again.

When the kindly villagerswho had helped Fern carry dl their gifts back to the remnants of her home had



|eft, the evening star was aready out.

Fern sat in the midst of the ruined wood and tried to communicate with it. They needed each other. Both
in pain and darkness. Shelaid her suffering close to the charred branches and asked for help as she now
offered it. Small voices cameto her. Sad voices, londly. Tearsfell from her eyes.

‘| am sorry,” she whispered.

And then she heard the voice of her little stream calling softly, and went to it. On the banks sometiny
shoots of green were beginning to push up defiantly through the blackened earth. They had not even
waited for the Spring.

Shedried her eyes.

In the morning she would start work on the garden again.
* * k% %

For two nights Karne did not return home.

Kyrabegan to worry about him, and on the second day she set off to visit Fern hoping she could find out
what had happened to him. Her mother was convinced he was visiting Fern, but Kyrawas not so sure.

She came upon her friend trimming back the dead wood of the berry bushes they had enjoyed so much
in the summer. She had worked hard since she had returned, and the concentration on the needs of her
plants had helped her to forget her own longings and uncertainties.

Shewas overjoyed to see Kyraand fairly flung herself at her, but her pleasure was soon snuffed out
when she heard that Karne had not been seen since he had I ft her.

She recalled the whole scene for Kyraand they agreed that from the direction in which he had been seen
striding off he had probably gone to the hills where Maal used to go to think.

Therewasaline of anxiety between Kyra s eyes. It had been a cold night with frost upon the ground and
Karne had not been dressed particularly warmly.

Fern thought of thistoo and her heart’ s pain returned.

‘Will you come with me?

Fern nodded.

Thetwo girls packed away Fern’s gardening tools and set off to look for Karne.

They searched the hills until they were exhausted but could find no sign of him. They called and caled,
but no sound other than the cry of birds disturbed from their nesting places returned to them. Hill beyond
hill stretched into the blue, enigmatically holding to themsalves any secret that they might have.

‘Theehillsfeel empty,” Fern said sadly at last, and Kyra had to agree with her.

They plodded back to the village, too tired and dispirited to think where ese to look. The evening mists
were dready beginning to gather in the marshy places of the valley, and the sun, dthough till far from
Setting, was staining the sky red and turning the hillsfrom blue to purple. They could see thelittle group of
houses, each with its plume of smoke, settled comfortably and pleasantly at the foot of the hill of Sacred
Stones. Cattle and sheep were coming in from the pastures. Everything seemed to be drawing inwardsto



acentre, except for the birds that were flying outwards towards the forests and the hillsthat lay distantly
encdirding thelittle community.

Onelone seabird flew above ther heads, crying forlornly for dl theworld likeachild in pain, winging
inland asthough it had lost itsway. But when the sound of it had died down the two girls redlized that
what sounded like an echo of itslonely cry was something else, athin and haunting thread of sound
coming from the village itsalf — the horn that called the villagers together at the Meeting Rock.

Kyraand Fern looked at each other and then started to run. 1t was downhill al the way and they were
not far behind the last of the villagersto reach the place.

Expecting to see Wardyke upon the platform rock, everyone was astonished to see Karne, holding the
horn to hislips defiantly and blowing again and again, the sound resonating through bodies and mindsto
generate akind of wild feding of gpprehension and excitement.

Asheblew the last note Wardyke came striding towards the platform, hisface dark and angry.
The villagers drew back to let him pass.

Karne stood straight and proud, watching him come. A thrill of admiration passed through the villagers.
For thefirst time they had hope that someone was going to be strong enough to stand up to Wardyke.

Wardyke reached the platform, but before he took the steps up to it Karne raised his hand imperioudly.

‘No, Wardyke,” he said, and the villagers noted that he gave him no titles of respect. * This meeting is of
the people. Y ou are not welcome here!’

Wardyke' sface was astudy. He could not believe thisdim, fair lad was daring to speak to him like this.
‘Boy,” he spoke with clipped and disciplined bitterness. * Step down or it will be the worse for you.’
‘No, Wardyke,” Karne held his ground. ‘Y ou step down!”’

The people gasped.

A few of Wardyke' s strangers moved forward threateningly, but something in the situation, perhapsthe
very confidence with which Karne held himsdlf, confused them and they were not quite sure what to do.

The villagers pressed closer to watch what was happening and the strangers could fed the growing
strength within them. If Wardyke did not strike soon it might be too late. Everything hung on the
knife-edge of tension between Karne and Wardyke.

Theair wasfraught, slent, the villagers scarcely breathing as they watched to see what would happen.
Kyraand Fern at the back of the crowd clutched each other for comfort.
Wardyke took another step forward.

Karne, eyesblazing with alight of anger and determination that no one had ever seen in them before,
took a step forward and made one of Wardyke' s own gestures towards him, thrusting his pointing finger
dramaticdly a him.

“You will not step upon thisstone! Y ou are not fit to be our priest!”

Hisvoice and his sense of command were impressve. He seemed to be aman much taler than his



norma saf.

By keeping Wardyke from reaching the platform, he wasinsuring that he was above him and therefore
appeared tdler. If Wardyke, who was much greater in bulk and height, and who cunningly wore robes
and headdresses to accentuate this advantage, once stepped on to the rock Karne would lose visua
precedence immediately.

Wardyke tried to take another step, but strangely the passion in Karne was so strong, fed by the
resentment and hatred of the villagers supporting him, that he found himself hesitating. This hesitation was
his undoing. Kyra helped her brother in every way she knew, clutching the white crystal stone she had
found on Maal’ stomb. She used the powers she had to project into Wardyke' s consciousness theimage
of the boy being stoned, but atered it so that Wardyke would fedl he was the boy and everything that
had happened to the boy seemed to be happening to him. Astheimage came pressing in on him, as
Karne saccusang finger powerfully drove into hismind, hetried to fight with al hisskill to regain control.

Kyra s head seemed to be cracking with the pain of concentration. Karne' swill was stretched beyond
anything he had ever thought he was capable of. As he out-stared Wardyke, hisvision seemed to split
and shatter into flying angular shapes of black and scarlet. He could scarcely see the man before him, but
he drove hiswill to concentrate and overthrow straight to the centra point of the flying, splintering
images. The three began to tremble with the strain, but not one of them would fater. Therewasno
movement, no sound from the waiting crowd. Even Wardyke' s strangers were waiting for the outcome
and did not think to touch their weapons.

Wardyke had been cdled, and on the outcome of this encounter hisfuture and the future of the
community hung.

Suddenly Fern moved. Sheran lightly and swiftly to the platform and legpt upon it. She joined her
srength to Karne' s and in that moment, unnerved by seeing the hate and disdain in the eyes of the
woman he desired, feding the pain in the burning of her trees, Wardyke momentarily fatered and Kyra
managed to break through his defences.

The crowd saw him suddenly stumble, his eyes showing fear. He raised hisarmsto protect hisface as
though something was attacking him, and in that moment they redlized they had won. It was possibleto
outface Wardyke, the magician.

With aroar they moved forward and Wardyke was |ost.

Some of the villagers seized the strangers and fights broke out among them, but the mgjority moved in on
Wardyke. They might have torn him gpart had not Karne, who was completely in command, managed to
gop themintime.

‘Hold him,” hecried, ‘but harm him not. There are things we haveto do, but killing is not one of them!’

Kyramoved back out of the seething crowd and sat down on the grass, holding her head in her hands.
Thepaininit wasamost blinding her but at least she could relax now. Nothing more was expected of her
forawnhile

Karne wasissuing orders as though he had doneit al hislife. Hisface was flushed with excitement and
his eyes were very bright. It was not an easy victory he had just won and he was conscious of it, but he
was dso aware of the necessty to follow it up with action that would not alow Wardyketo regain his
power. He had thought the whole thing through by himsdlf in the hills and knew every move he should
make.



When Wardyke and his strangers were disarmed, he ordered an el ection of new Eldersto be held there
and then, without the long ceremonies of the past, but at least with the justice of fair choice open to the

villagers

Names were put forward and the villagers stamped their feet to indicate gpproval. The seven who roused
the most passionate stamping would be ected, among them some of the origina village Elders, and
some new ones to replace people like Thorn. Karne' s father was one of the new ones chosen. Karne
himsalf could not be eected as he was not afamily man. Thorn’s name was put forward by one voice,
but the sllence with which it was greeted gave clear indication of what the villagers thought of him.

When they reached the last name to be called, Karne held up his hand for silence and suggested that one
of the strangers should be proposed. A murmur of dissent went through the community.

‘These people are living among us whether we like it or not. Most of them have behaved badly but some
have not. | do not see that those who wish to live the way we live and work with our community should
be pendlized because of the viciousness of the others. Choose one among them and let your fedlings be
known.

There was silence for afew moments as everyone looked around and thought about it. At first they could
see nothing but evil in the strangers and then one or two of them remembered things about some of their
new neighbours that were not so bad.

J tugged at hisfather’ sarm and when he leant down to hear what he had to say, the boy whispered the
name of one of the strangers. He had become friendly with the family and aboy of his own age had often
comefishing with him and was helping him to make the ded to haul Fern’ swood.

Karne' sfather proposed the father of this boy. There was silence for amoment and then gradudly the
stamping began, led by Karne. The man was brought forward |ooking awkward and embarrassed and
ingtalled asthe saventh Elder. It wasin hisfavour that he had not been noticeably one of Wardyke' s men.
Hiswife burgt into tears of joy and one of the villagers' wives put her arm around her.

Kyranoted this and was pleased.

Fern meanwhile had | eft the platform amost as soon as she had played her part. She knew she must not
distract Karne from hiswork. Everything depended on swiftness of action while the wave of
self-confidence il lasted. Karne had become like akind of god to them and could do no wrong.

She joined Kyra and the two watched with amazement and admiration how Karne handled the crowd,
keeping its baser passionsin check, drawing from it commitment to worthwhile action.

The Elders chosen with extraordinary efficiency wereingtaled upon the platform dmost immediately, in
the positions corresponding to the standing stones. Faro, being the eldest, and the one who had served

longest as an Elder under Maal, naturaly became the leader. But Fern and Kyra noticed how he turned
to Karne for guidance on what was to be done next.

‘Wardyke has usurped the place of our true priest,” the boy said, ‘and we will have to make our own
decisions until the gods send usanew one. The first decision to be made iswhat to do with Wardyke.’

With this Karne I eft the platform and took his place among the villagers. As he moved among the people,
many turned to him and smiled with gratitude and admiration. But he had only one thought in mind now.
He had done hdf of what he had decided to do, but the other half remained.

Torcheswere being lit and placed round the platform stone as the darkness gathered close around them.



Karne could barely make out facesin the dim light, but he had noted where Fern and Kyrawere and
was quick to seek out the place.

Wood was fetched and an enormous fire waslit to give warmth and light to what was now to be thetria
of Wardyke. The villagerswho were not taking part directly huddled round it for warmth. The Elders
knew whatever decision was made must be made swiftly before Wardyke had a chance to gather his
drength again.

He was bound with |eather ropes and pushed forward to face the Elders on the platform. With stooping
shoulders, hisback half bent by the position of the ropes, his arms unable to make those deadly gestures
they feared so much, he was reduced in every way. Even hiseyes, usudly his deadliest wegpon, were
veiled with fear. He was not used to failing, and failure came hard to him.

His crimes were listed and considered, and while this was happening his one-time supporters crept away
one by one, many of them to flee the valley without waiting to pack their belongings.

Some who could have left stayed and added their voices to the accusations against their one-time Lord.

Karnefound Fern, firelight flickering on her long copper hair and on her tired but lovely face. He
emerged from the crowd and stood before her, his own face a shadow. She could not see his eyes but
she knew they were upon her and she felt them amost like a touch upon her body.

She stood silently for awhile. Strangely all the sounds of the crowd disappeared, as though they werein
apocket of reality that had no sound, no movement. She was aware of nothing, no one but Karne, and
he of her.

At last he stepped forward and before she knew it had happened shewas close in hisarms and hislips
were on her face and neck. She shut her eyes and the overwhel ming fedling that she had longed for, of
him enfolding her and loving her, was hers.

Kyramoved away quickly to leave them aone together, her heart full with love for them both and
pleasure & their pleasure.

* * % %

Wardyke stria was not protracted. After thelist of accusations, suggestions for punishment were put
forward. Kyrajoined the crowd in time to hear that banishment was the most favoured, to be preceded
by aceremony at the Sacred Circleto cal down the help of the gods to keep him from practising his evil

waysagain.

Hewasthen gtripped of his magnificent robes and made to walk naked and ridiculous, shivering in the
night air, to his grand house, which was then set on fire, together with al the trappings of his power. As
the flames roared upwards and lit the determined faces of the people gathered around, there could be no
doubt in Wardyke' s mind that he was finished as amagician-priest.

Thefire lasted along time and the night turned into akind of weird celebration. Drums were brought, and
other musica instruments. People danced and sang, lit fitfully by the red glow from Wardyke' shouse. He
was clad in the oldest rags they could find and tied to a stake to watch the fetivities. He had to endure
many indignities. People spat in hisface, peoplejeered a him.

Kyrawatched him for along time, wondering at dl that had happened.

The pivot on which the whole thing had turned was, asthe Lords of the Sun had said it would be,
confidence.



Karne standing so tall and proud upon the platform, sustained by the pain of hislove for Fern, had
believed that he could overthrow the magician. And in that moment Wardyke doubted, and he was
finished.

Too weary at last to endure any more, Kyracrept back to her home and to her warm, soft, deeping rug.
She had seen no sign of Fern and Karne, but as she dipped into a degp and blessed deep she knew they
weredl right.

Chapter 18
ThelnvisbleBinding

The next dawn found Wardyke alone and shivering, still tied to the stake beside the cold embers of his
home. The villagers had dl goneto get what rest they could before the excitement of the ceremony at the
Sacred Circle. Only astray dog was abroad, sniffing and lifting itsleg against the blackened stumps of the
great columnsthat had once held up the grandest house that had ever beenin thisvillage.

Wardyke wastired, tiff, dirty and cold. No one was guarding him and yet not one of the strangers had
cometo set him free. He saw some of them leaving with al their animasand their belongingsinthe early
dawn, without so much as a backward glance. Bitterly his hungry eyesroamed the valey, trying to
summon up some of hisold will power, hisold command. But it is not easy to be commanding when you
are cold and hungry, aching in every limb, and tied in acrouching position to a stake.

Asthefirg rays of the sun began to melt the frost upon the grass, the village began to tir again. Not one
person seemed to notice him, seemed to remember him. They went about their business asthough he
wereinvisble. He could smedl warm food cooking, hear cheerful voicestaking, and tears of longing came
to hiseyes. He began to think about banishment and the fact that he would be travelling in winter, with
conditions at their worst and food difficult to come by. He had never been ahunter. Everything had
aways been provided for him and to fend for himsdif in the hostile forests or the mountains, where
certainly hewould be driven by the maicious villagers, would be dmost impossible.

‘I will die,” he thought gloomily, and the thought of deeth made him afraid. When he wasriding high he
had not thought of the consequences of his actions. Everything had seemed judtified to magnify his power.
But now that he was low, he began to redlize that what he had done had no justification and would have
to be faced.

At hislowest ebb he turned his face to the east and thought about the gods he had so mocked. He
remembered the faling stars and knew now they had a different interpretation. He remembered how even
inthecircle at the height of his power he had been unableto ‘travel’. Not believing in the gods, he had
used themto fool hisgullible people. Now he was not sure they did not mock him.

It could not have been that boy aone who overthrew the mighty Wardyke.

At thismoment he heard his name caled and looked round. A village girl holding abowl of hot food was
beside him. His eyeswere those of ahungry dog. Shefed him carefully and gently with her fingers. He
gulped and swdlowed thankfully, feding warmth cregping into his cramped and icy limbsashe did so.

‘What isyour name, girl? he asked when he was finished. He could remember seeing her in the village
fromtimetotime.

‘Kyra,’ shesad quietly, standing up, the bowl now empty.

‘Thank you, Kyra,' he said from hisheart. ‘1 will not forget your kindness!’



She amiled and bowed dightly.
‘| think there are many things you will not forget,” she said quietly, and walked away.

Was she woman or child? He could not tell.

* k% k% %

The ceremony was held at noon. No one knew quite what to do asthis Situation had never arisen before,
but on Karne'sadvice it was agreed that Kyra should enter the circle and pray for help to the gods. It
was hoped that the gods would give some sign that they had heard and that Wardyke would effectively
have dl his powers as amagician-priest somehow removed from him, like sand upon the beach that had
pictures drawn upon it in the morning and by the afternoon had been washed clean and bare by thetide.

It was also agreed that until their new priest arrived Kyrawould act as best she could, asit was
unthinkable to them to live without the constant two-way flow of communication with the gods. She
would not be able to handle dl the winter ceremonial but at least they would not be completely alone
through the long and dangerous months.

Just before noon the villagers began to gather round the Sacred Circle. There was afeding of excited
apprehension among them. They had heard of Kyra s adventures within the circle, but were till not sure
the gods would alow an untrained villager to meddlein their affairs. She had been safe before, would she
be safe again?

When the sun was dmogt at its zenith for that time of year, Kyraentered the circle. She had no priest’s
clothesto wear, no magnificent regdia, but she walked with such dignity and poise it was as though she
werefittingly clad. Her hair had been combed a hundred times by her mother and stood out about her
shoulderslike afine golden cloak. She had tied the white crystal from Mad’stomb with athin hide thong
so that it could hang around her neck as she had seen the priest’ s jade in the Temple of the Sun. Before
she gppeared in public, she held it against her forehead and said a sillent and passionate prayer to Maa
for help. After that she felt much calmer, and as she walked she felt its comforting weight against her
heart reminding her of the promise of Maal and of the Lords of the Sun.

Strangdly shefelt no fear as she entered the circle thistime. It was as though she had aright and it was as
though she knew what to do.

The crowd was very quiet, holding their breath, as she took the step through the entrance stones, but
when nothing untoward happened to her they drew breath again and bowed their heads briefly in
acknowledgement that she was speaking for them to the gods.

Shewalked with messured tread around the circle bowing dightly to each stone, each time calling on the
unseen Spirits of the spirit world and the one great God who ruled over them to give her people council
and helpinthisdifficult time.

Since she had spoken with the young priest in the desert temple she had tried not to think of the godsin
any kind of form, and now, standing within the Sacred Circle, she saw them asinfluences used by the
One who wore the whole magnificence of existence aswe wear our bodies, acloak that gives
appearanceto our invishbleredity.

She knew that if al that existed in material redlity were to be discarded as we discard our bodiesin
death, there would ill be the One, nameless, formless, power source which could create another
materia universein any formit willed, however many timesit willed.



Andif it willed to stay without amanifest form then it could and would.

She knew there was no necessity to existence as we know it. But becauseit Is a this moment, and we
Are at thismoment, we should accept it and enjoy its multifarious forms, not wasting a second of it,
learning what we can from it whileit lagis.

Knowing what consciousness meansto us, that marvellous faculty imagination makesthe legp to help us
understand the consciousness of God. But thislegp is not easily made and happens only in splendid
moments of illumination, hardly at al a the beginning of our journey, increasing aswe grow in capacity to
understand, and finally becoming a permanent state when we return to our source, capable at last of
taking our part in hiskind of consciousness, hiskind of will, motive, choice and imagination.

At this point we add to him as he has been adding to us and we play our part in the greet cycle of Being
that turnsforever.

Standing transfixed in the middle of the Sacred Circle Kyrasaw these thingswith greet clarity. But even
as she grasped them they began to dip from her and she dithered back into her imperfect body.

‘No, please do not go,” she whispered, and lifted her armsto plead with them to return.

But as shelifted her arms the watching crowd who were unaware of her inner experience took the
movement asasign for the ceremony to commence.

Wardyke was brought to the entrance of the circle by the Elders and propelled by a deft push to fal a
her feet.

Dazed, she looked down and saw the man who had been so powerful and grand, clad in rags, bound
with hide ropes, dirty and dishevelled, at her feet. Tears cameto her eyes and she stooped down and
raised him up. To their astonishment the crowd saw Kyra undo his bindings and brush the dust from his

face and body.
Then shetook his hands and stood looking deeply into his eyes.

Wardyke had been amazed to see the girl within the circle, and as he was pushed and chivvied dong the
path to her he had begun to hope that he could get back hislost control. Now as shelifted him up and
released his bonds he was sure he could. Something of his old fire came back to his eyes and he looked
boldly into hers, expecting hersto waver and fal before long.

But strangely the deep blue pools of her eyes seemed to draw his strength from him. He found too late he
could not withdraw his gaze and she was compelling him in some way to follow her.

He seemed to be getting deeper and deeper into something he could not understand. But she drew him
on. Visions of the sea came to him and he was sinking within it, seeing in greet detail dll its strange and
varied denizens, itsintricate and secret life. He swam among great beasts in the degps and floated in the
flickering light of sunon crysta sand in the shdlows, seeing minute fish exquisitely shimmering luminous
blue and silver, creatures so smal he knew he was seeing in away no human eye had ever seen before.
He knew in some magical way he was seeing within the creatures the curious and beautiful constructions
of their inmogt parts.

From thisvison of theinfinitely minute, his awvareness seemed to expand and he was floating in the sky
surveying mountains and plains, till they in their turn grew smaller and he was yet higher, amongst worlds
and sunsand gars. . . theinfinitely huge was not beyond hisvison.. . . and al that he had seen was
moving in congtantly changing relationships, in patterns of perfect proportion and harmony.



When he had grasped this, Kyraand her spirit helpers alowed him to return. Dumb with awe at what he
had seen he felt like an infant who was seeing the world for the first time and did not know what to make
of it.

Kyrareleased his hands, released his gaze, and dowly and with measured steps began to circle round
him. . . round and round and round . . . holding in her hand aninvisiblethread . . .

When she was done she looked at him and said, * Y ou are bound now with bindings that you cannot see.
They will prevent you practising as magician-priest, but as you learn the meaning of the vison that you
have just seen and begin to treat the universe and its creator with respect . . . the bindings will gradualy
disappear. When you are ready, you will be free’

He bowed his head, fedling very weak and very humble.

She pointed to the path leading away from the circle.

In adaze hewalked out of the circle and on to the path.

No man touched him. In sllence the villagers watched him go.

Kyralowered her head once moreto the tal stonesthat represented the different states of the unseen
world, and shein her turn trod the path into the v ley.

It was not until shewas out of sight that the villagers shivered dightly and moved. They, dthough they had
not understood all that had happened, felt the presence of the spirit relm and knew that something very
sgnificant had taken place.

But enough was enough. With movement came release, and within seconds they were al chattering and
comparing notes, children were dashing about, mothers were hurrying hometo prepare ameal and all
was noisy but comfortable confusion.

Chapter 19
The Wedding and the Cdll

Wardyke was given warm clothes, good food and weapons for hunting and defence, and sent on his
way. Thelast of his supporters|eft with him. Those strangers who remained asked to be members of the
village and showed every sign of wanting to settle down and be integrated with the community. The
community accepted them.

A pleasant time of peace returned to the valley and as though to put the seal of the gods upon it the
wesather stayed bright and mild much later into the winter than anyone could remember it doing before.

The whole community helped Fern and Karne erect their little house on the new site among the rocks and
within daysit was ready for occupation. The day after its completion was declared the wedding day, and
the whole village looked forward to ared festival. There would be no priest for the blessing, but
everyone was content that Kyra should say afew words. For the rest the wedding ceremony in the
village community had never been very daborate. It was enough that the community accepted ayoung
couple setting up home, and cel ebrated with feasting and dancing the day they took up residence
together.

Each family contributed food and de and the cooking fireswere laid in agreet circlein the flat areanear
the meeting stone.



From avery early hour the village was dive with activity. The children were everywhere, running
messages, carrying things, decorating aspecia place for Fern and Karne to stand during the blessing with
arching boughs of gold and scarlet berries. J and Okan and their new friend had scoured far and wide to
find leaves till upon the trees and in fact the best branch was from Fern’ s new glen which was sheltered
and warm compared to the rest of the valley. They had been taught by Fern to treet the treeswith
respect and took only branchesthat the tree no longer needed, cut them swiftly and cleanly with their
father’ s sharpest flint axe, warning the tree well in advance so that it could prepareitself.

The day of the wedding was gill and golden and the wedding arch was beautiful. Asthe fina touches
were put to it by atriumphant Ji the village children cheered and danced around it chanting little jingles of
love for Fern and Karne.

Karne was busy accepting presents of cows and sheep and goats from warm-hearted neighbours. He
and some of the older lads set about building makeshift pensfor them on the outskirts of the festivity
area. Fern and Kyralent ahand for awhile until they were called home by Kyra s mother. As she turned
to go Fern gave one big shaggy cow with soft dozey eyesabig hug.

‘Welcometo thefamily,” shesaid and kissed it onitshairy nose.

Kyralaughed.

‘My favouriteisthat pure white goat,” she said. ‘1 know sheisgoing to bear many kids.’
Fern ran her hand acrossits soft and silky back.

‘Y ou are pretty enough to be married today,” she laughed, and then called on one of thelittle girlsto
decorate the goat’ s horns with little streamers of wool and feathery grasses.

* k * %

Kyra s mother was fussing over what Fern should wear. Fern could not see the problem but Karne's
mother ingsted that it should be something specid.

“Y ou must wear the dressthat | was married in,” she said and brought out a dress the colour of spring.

Fern gasped.

‘It was specidly woven for my wedding,” Kyra s mother said proudly. ‘| think every woman in the village
had ahand in it somehow.” Her eyeslooked misty as she gazed at it.

Fern and Kyrafingered the cloth gingerly. It was the softest, finest weaving Fern certainly had ever seen,
and only on her ‘travels had Kyra seen better.

‘Thecolour!” Fern exclaimed in amazement.

‘I know,” Kyra s mother’ sface glowed with pride at this. * A travelling merchant sold it to usfor agreet
dedl of my father’ s best wool. He would not tell us how it was made so no one esein the wholevillage
hasasmilar dress’

“You must weer it, Fern,” Kyracried. ‘1t isthe colour of new leaves and would be perfect for you!’
Fern stroked it lovingly.

‘Could | redly? shesad, smiling a Kyra smother.



‘Of courseyou must! Try it on now.’

Kyrahelped her take off her old dress, the two girls bubbling with excitement over the new. AsFern
raised her arms above her head and Kyra pulled her dress over her shoulders, Kyra s mother caught her
breeth. The girl’ sdim figure was definitely showing signs of thickening around the somach.

‘Fern,” she said sharply, ‘you are not with child?

Fern lowered her arms and stood naked, looking at her with a shadow of anxiety across her face.
Kyraheld her bregath.

After apause Fern said quietly and soberly, ‘Yes, | am.’

The mother stared at her for amoment as though she was not quite sure how she was going to take the
news, and then her face broke up into smiles.

At that moment Karne camein.
“Y ou never told me Fern was with child!” hismother cried joyfully.

Helooked a Fern standing forlornly in the middle of the room, clutching her dress, Kyra beside her with
her face dl worried.

His hesitation was barely noticesble and then he was across the room in two strides, hisarm around his
love, hislipswarmly brushing thetop of her hair.

‘Yes, he said to his mother, ‘we were keeping it asurprise.’
Kyrasaw Fern’sfacelift to hisand the rdlief in it was beautiful to see.
Helaughed and looked at her dl over.

“You will beabit cold getting married like that!” he teased.

‘Oh, get away with you,” hismother chided. * Go on —get out! We have thingsto do even if you have
not!’

She gave him adap asthough hewere asmall boy again, and he laughingly left, giving aquick backward
glance of amusement and love at hisbride.

Kyrasuddenly hugged Fern. They were both aware that in that moment when Karne had not denied the
child was his, the whole course of their life together had been made that much easier.

Unaware of the dramathat had just been played out under her very nose, Karne's mother continued her
fussing and bustling, dressing the girl in the new dress, chattering with joy about the prospect of the new
baby, chivvying Kyrato make dterations on the dress before the ceremony, while she rushed off to
supervise the food.

A deputation of little girlsfrom the village arrived with an exquisite crown of woven grasses, jeweled with
green, orange and ydllow berries, for Fern to wear. One of them gaveit to her shyly. It was obvious she
was expected by the others to make a speech, but the words would not come. Fern stooped and kissed
her and the child ran away happily with her friends.

Then Kyragave Fern her present, a necklace of seashells so long that it could be wound severa times



around her neck and still hang low across her breast. Kyra had gathered the shellsfrom timeto time since
she had been avery smdll child. Her collection of sea shellswas very preciousto her and she had kept it
al these yearsin a secret place. Now the whole collection was in the necklace, apart from the few she
brokein threading them, and she gave the gift with greet love to her new sster.

Fern gasped and gazed with wonder at the delicate and exquisite shapes and colours of the shdlls.
‘Oh Kyra,” she whispered and could say no more.

* k * %

Atlast it wastimefor the festivities to begin. Fern wasled through the village by agay band of dancers
and flute playersto Karne who was waiting impatiently under the arch.

She caused agasp of admiration as she appeared and Karne himself was stunned by her appearance.

Alwaysabeautiful girl, now in the long flowing softness of the green dress, her hair red-gold and shining
in the sun, the little crown proudly worn upon her head, shelooked like some princess of the nature spirit
world. He wondered if he dared take her in hisarms as he saw her walking so gracefully among the
admiring crowd, but when she reached him her eyes were shining so much with lovefor him he did not
hesitate. A cheer of pleasure went up from al hisfriends and neighbours as he welcomed her into his
embrace.

Kyrathen moved forward and spoke smply and with dignity the words of blessing she had heard Madl
use at weddingsin the past.

After that the feasting and the merriment began. Kyra could not remember when she had known such a
day of happiness.

The villagers were celebrating victory and release from the dark spdll of Wardyke as much asthe joyful
union of two of their favourite people. Music was played the whole day long. Dancing and kissing and
eating seemed endless. The children were never lill.

At the high point of the afternoon grain was thrown into the air in great sweeping arcs, and dl the birds
from miles around came swooping down to enjoy it. The ar wasfilled with the sounds of their flight, their
criesof joy were added to the music and Singing.

Seven times the grain was thrown. Seven times the whedling, swooping flight of birds descended. On the
seventh and final time ablack bird dropped itsfeather as a gift at Fern’ sfeet and Karne picked it up for
her. Asthe sunlight caught it, every colour in the rainbow flashed from its jet surface. He kissed it before
he placed it in her hair.

Kyrawandered off by hersalf during the afternoon and sat beside the deserted ring of ancient stones. She
could hear the noise of the party clearly enough, but it was not obtrusive. The circle itsalf was absolutely
Slent.

She thought back along the summer and all that had happened to her and could not believe that she was
the same person who had lain with Karne that day so long ago to spy upon the old man, Madl.

Shefingered the white crysta that hung about her neck and thought about Madl, hiskindness, his
wisdom, his death. She wondered where he was now and when she would see him again. She had kept
her promise to him and had no doubt that he would keep histo her eveniif it meant only in another life.

She thought about the Lords of the Sun and her heart longed to see the young priest from the desert



Temple once again. She was tempted to enter the circle and attempt to cal him to her.

One part of her mind gave her argumentsfor trying it; the other told her the Sacred Circle was not to be
used for persona matters.

She buried her facein her hands and tried to stop the conflict, but the discipline of mind she had managed
to achieve with such effort lately seemed now of no avail. The tempter won and with begting heart she
dipped into the circle. Trembling with anxiety she made the rounds from stone to stone, trying to calm
hersdlf, but with every step becoming more agitated.

So determined was she to seeif she could do it, sheignored al the warning signswithin hersdlf, and put
hersdf againg the leaning stone in the position she had learnt.

Nothing happened.

She remained exactly as shewas.

Heart beating, conscious of herslf.

There was no separation. No vison. No travelling.
Disappointed, she opened her eyes and stood up.
Thecirclefelt dead in away she had never experienced before.
Sheleft, ashamed.

* k% k% %

That night when Karne and Fern were happily in their new home and dl the village was degping
pescefully, worn out by the day’ s activities, Kyralay awake. She knew she had done wrong to go into
the circlefor no good reason but her own sdlfish desires. She wondered if she would be punished by her
powers being taken from her. It was certain there was nothing in her fedings or in the atmaosphere of the
circle that afternoon to suggest that she had any powersat all.

She thought about the prophecy that she would travel south to the Temple of the Sun and betrained asa
priest. She and Karne had talked about it a great deal and planned the journey between them. He and
Fern wereto go with her, first in the boat J and Okan had helped build on the gresat seaand then by river
asfar asthey could, travelling overland when they had to, avoiding the forests as much as possible,
resting at villages. The new priest who wastravelling this route at this very timewould give them advice.

Fern’s baby would be born on the journey and liveitsfirst years within the influence of the Temple of the
Jun.

Karne would have his greatest ambition satisfied. She knew that for aslong as she could remember
Karne had longed to see thisfamous Temple. He had even built the boat they were to use for thefirst
stage of thejourney for thisvery purpose.

She thought about that day so long ago when she had said to him, * The journey to the Temple of the Sun
requiresmorethanaboat . . . itisajourney on many levels. ..

She knew now the journey had started on that day.
But had sheforfeited dl thisnow?



Tears cameto her eyes and she felt very much alone and miserable. She had tried so hard to be worthy
of Maal’ strust and now she had let him down. It must have been because she saw Karne and Fern so
much in love that she began dreaming of the only man she had ever seen who roused her in the way
Karne seemed to rouse Fern.

‘Itisridiculous’ shetold herself crosdy. ‘If | cannot manage self-control, how can | expect it of other
people? | would be no good as a priest anyway!’

She sobbed hersdlf to deep like achild, and as the moon rode above the village, strangely vivid dreams
began to cometo her.

She saw hersdf in the grest circle of the south, one among many initiates, bowing to the high priest with
the kind face and the jade stone about his neck. He touched her head and pressed his thumb hard upon
her forehead.

“Y ou who now have my mark upon you will follow me and learn what | haveto teach,” he said in aflat
ritudigtic voice.

She saw him pass down the line of initiates pausing only at one or two, making the same sign to them and
gpesking the same words.

Her heart lifted. She had been chosen.

When he had passed out of sight the line of initiates broke up and went towards different parts of the
gresat circle, where they gathered in groups around the particular priest-teacher who had been assigned to
them.

As she passed one group she found her eyes drawn to it. She could not see the priest in charge, ashe
was hidden by his students, but the students were different from the others she had noticed. With a
sudden jerk her heart registered that the clothing of these sudentswas smilar to that she had seenin the
wall picturesin the desert Temple of red sandstone, and as she discovered this the group moved and the
priest who wasin charge of them stood clearly in her Sght.

It was the young and handsome Lord of the Sun.
As sherecognized him, he saw her.
Their eyesmet.

But in that instant, before she could be sure what expression wasin his eyes, shejerked awake and lay in
her own house in the far cold north, wrapped in degping rugs and trembling from head to foot.

For therest of the night she tossed and turned, unable to be sure whether it had been avision or an
ordinary dream.

The dawn found her pale and dark eyed. At first light she crept out, too restless to spend another
moment trying to deep. At the door she paused and then returned to her deeping placeto fetch Madl’s
stone. She had grown used to wearing it a al times, and particularly when she was unhappy and
uncertain of hersdf.

As she came out into the cold light of the early morning, she glanced down at it before she put it round
her neck.

And then she paused and stared.



The stone that had been white asfrost before now appeared to her as green asjade.
She could hear the words she had heard before:

“Y ou who now have my mark upon you will follow me and learn what | haveto teach.’
It had not been a dream.

* k * %

Kyra's spirit travelling took her to the ancient civilisations of Mycenae (chapter 10), China, Crete
and Egypt (chapter 15). The great Temple of the Sun is known today as Avebury in southern
England.

All locations are both actual and mythic, existing at once on the material plane and in the spirit
realms. The adventures occur in actual Time and in the Timeless zone of inner transformation.

All the protagonists exist today.
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