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Edward Wynne-Jones Esg. 15 College Road Oxford
Edward -

You must come back to the Lodge. Please don't delay for even an hour! | have discovered afourth
pathway into the deeper zones of the wood. The brook itself. So obvious now, awater track! It leads
directly through the outer ash vortex, beyond the spira track and the Stone Falls. | bdlieveit could be
used to enter the heartwoods themselves. But time, dwaystime!

| have found apeople cadled the shamiga. They live beyond the Stone Falls. They guard the fords on the
river, but to my great satisfaction they are willing story-tellers, which they cdl 'life-spegking’. The
life-gpeaker hersdf isayoung girl who paints her face quite green, and tells dl storieswith her eyes
closed so that the smiles or frowns of those who listen cannot effect a 'shape-change' upon the characters
within the gory. | heard much from her, but most important of al was afragment of what can only be
Guiwenneth'stale. It isapre-Cdtic version of the myth, but | am convinced that it relatesto the girl.
What | managed to understand of it goesthus:

'One afternoon, having killed a stag with eight tines, a boar twice the height of aman, and cured four
villages of bad manners, Mogoch, a chieftain, sat down by the shore to rest. He was so mighty in deed
and build that his head was haf-covered by clouds. He spread hisfeet out in the sea at the bottom of the
cliffsto cool. Then he lay back and watched a meeting take place between two sisters upon his belly.

"The ssterswere twins, equaly beautiful, equaly sweet of tongue, and skilled with the harp. One sgter,
however, had married the warlord of agreet tribe, and had then found herself to be barren. Her
complexion had become as sour as milk left too long in the sun. The other sister had married an exiled
warrior, whose name was Peregu. Peregu held his camp in the deep gorges and deadwoods of the far
forest, but cameto hislover asanightbird. Now she had produced his child, whichwas agirl, but
because of the exile of Peregu, her sour-faced sister and an army had come to claim the infant.

'A great argument occurred, and there were severa clashes of arms. The lover of Peregu had not even
named the child when her sgter snatched thetiny bundleinits heavy cloth wrappings and raised it above
her heed, intending to name it hersdif.

‘But the sky darkened as ten magpies appeared. These were Peregu and his nine sword-kin, changed by
forest magic. Peregu swooped and caught his child in his claws, and flew upwards, but amarksman used
dingshot to bring him down. The child fdll, but the other birds caught her and carried her away. Thus she
was named Hurfathna, which means"thegirl raised by magpies'.

'Mogoch, the chieftain, watched al this with amusement, but had respect for the dead Peregu. He picked
up thetiny bird and shook the human form back into it. But he was afraid that he would crush whole
villagesif he prodded out agravein the country with hisfinger. So Mogoch popped the dead exile into
his mouth and twisted out atooth to stand as a monument. In thisway Peregu was buried beneath atall
white stone, in avaley which breathes!

There can be no doubt that this is an early form of Guiwenneth'stae, and | think you can seewhy I'm
excited. Thelast timethe girl was here | was able to question her about her sadness. Shewas lost, she
told me. She could not find the valey which bresthed and the bright stone of her dead father. It isthe
same. | know it, | fedl it! We must summon her again. We must go beyond the Stone Falls again. | need
your help.

Who knows where and when thiswar will end? My eldest son will be caled up soon, and Steven soon
after. | shal have more freedom to explore the wood, and deal with the girl.



Edward, you must come. With kind regards,

George Huxley. December '41.

PART ONE

Mythago Wood

One

In May 1944 | received my call-up papers and went reluctantly away to war, training at first in the Lake
Didtrict, then shipping over to France with the 7th Infantry.

Ontheeveof my final departure | felt o resentful of my father's gpparent lack of concern for my safety
that, when he was adeep, | went quietly to his desk and tore a page out of his notebook, the diary in
which hissilent, obsessive work was recorded. The fragment was dated smply ‘August 34, and | read it
many times, dismayed by itsincomprehensibility, but content that | had stolen a least atiny part of hislife
with which to support mysdlf through those painful, lonely times.

The entry began with abitter comment on the distractionsin hislife - the running of Oak Lodge, our
family home, the demands of histwo sons, and the difficult reationship with hiswife, Jennifer. (By then, |
remember, my mother was desperately ill.) It closed with a passage quite memorable for itsincoherence:

A letter from Watkins - agrees with me that at certain times of the year the aura around the woodland could reach as far
as the house. Must think through the implications of this. He is keen to know the power of the oak vortex that | have
measured. What to tell him? Certainly not of the first mythago. Have noticed too that the enrichment of the
pre-mythago zone is more persistent, but concomitant with this, am distinctly losing my sense of time.

| treasured this piece of paper for many reasons, but particularly for the moment or two of my father's
passionate interest that it represented - and yet, it locked me out

of its understanding, as he had locked me out & home. Everything he loved, everything | hated.

| was wounded in early 1945 and when the war finished | managed to stay in France, travelling south to
convaecein avillagein the hills behind Marsailles, where | lived with old friends of my father. It wasa
hot, dry place, very dill, very dow; | spent my time Sitting in the village square and quickly became a part
of thetiny community.

L ettersfrom my brother Christian, who had returned to Oak Lodge after the war, arrived every month
throughout thelong year of 1946. They were chatty, informative letters, but there was an increasing note
of tenson in them, and it was clear that Christian's relationship with our father was deteriorating rapidly. |



never heard aword from the old man himsdlf, but then | never expected to; | had long since resigned
myself to the fact that, even at best, he regarded me with totd indifference. All hisfamily had been an
intruson in hiswork, and hisguilt at neglecting us, and especidly at driving our mother to taking her own
life, had blossomed rapidly, during the early years of the war, into an hysterical madnessthat could be
truly frightening. Which isnot to say that he was perpetudly shouting; on the contrary, most of hislifewas
spent in slent, absorbed contemplation of the oak woodland that bordered our home. At first infuriating,
because of the distance it put between him and hisfamily, soon those long periods of quiet became
blessed, earnestly welcomed.

Hedied in November 1946, of an illnessthat had afflicted him for years. When | heard the news| was
torn between my unwillingnessto return to Oak Lodge, at the edge of the Ryhope estatein
Herefordshire, and my awareness of Christian's obvious distress. He was done now, in the house where
we had lived through our childhood together. | could imagine him prowling the empty rooms, perhaps
gtting in father's dank and unwholesome study and remembering the hours of denid, the smell of wood
and compogt that the old man had trudged in through the glass-pannelled doors after hisweek-long
sortiesinto the deep woodlands. The forest had spread into that room asif my father could not bear to
be away from the rank undergrowth and the cool, moist oak glades, even when making token
acknowledgement of hisfamily. He made that acknowledgement in the only way he knew: by telling us-
and mainly telling my brother -stories of the ancient forestlands beyond the house, the primary woodland
of oak, ash, beech and thelike, in whose dark interior (he once said) wild boar could till be heard, and
smelled, and tracked by their spoor.

| doubt if he had ever seen such acresture, but that evening, as| sat in my room overlooking thetiny
villagein the hills (Chrigtian's I etter acrushed bal ill heldin my hand) | vividly recaled how | had
listened to the muffled grunting of some woodland animal, and heard the heavy, unhurried crashing of
something bulky moving inwards, towards the winding pathway that we caled Deep Track, aroute that
led spirdly towardsthe very heartwoods of the forest.

| knew | would have to go home, and yet | delayed my departure for nearly another year. During that
time Christian's | etters ceased abruptly. In hislast |etter, dated April 10th, he wrote of Guiwenneth, of his
unusua marriage, and hinted that | would be surprised by the lovely girl to whom he had logt his 'heart,
mind, soul, reason, cooking ability and just about everything else, Steve'. | wrote to congratul ate him, of
course, but there was no further communication between us for months.

Eventually | wroteto say | was coming home, that | would stay at Oak Lodge for afew weeks, and then
find accommodation in one of the nearby towns. | said goodbye to France, and to the community that
had become so much a part of my life. | travelled to England by bus and

train, by ferry, and then by train again. On August 20th | arrived by pony and trap at the disused railway
line that skirted the edge of the extensive estate. Oak Lodge lay on the far Sde of the grounds, four miles
further round the road, but accessible viathe right of way through the estate's fiel ds and woodlands. |
intended to take an intermediate route and so, lugging my single, crammed suitcase asbest | could, |
began to walk aong the grass-covered railway track, peering on occasion over the high, red-brick wall
that marked the limit of the estate, trying to see through the gloom of the pungent pinewoods.

Soon thiswoodland, and the wall, vanished, and the land opened into tight, tree-bordered fields, to
which | gained access across arickety wooden stile, almost |ost benegth briar and full-fruited blackberry
bushes. | had to trample my way out of the public domain and so on to the south trackway that wound,
skirting patchy woodland and the stream called 'sticklebrook’, up to the ivy-covered house that was my
home.

It waslate morning, and very hot, as| camein distant sight of Oak Lodge. Somewhere off to my left |



could hear the drone of atractor. | thought of old Alphonse Jeffries, the estate's farm supervisor, and
with the memory of hisweather-tanned, smiling face came images of the mill-pond, and fishing for pike
from histiny rowing boat.

Memory of the tranquil mill-pond haunted me, and | moved away from the south track, through
waist-high nettles and atangle of ash and hawthorn scrub. | came out close to the bank of the wide,
shadowy pool, itsfull extent hidden by the gloom of the dense stand of oak woodland that began on its
far sde. Almost hidden among the rushes that crowded the nearer edge of the pond was the shallow boat
from which Chrisand | had fished, years before; its white paint had flaked away amost entirely now, and
athough the craft looked watertight, | doubted if it would take the weight of afull grown man. | didn't
disturb it but walked around the bank and sat down on the rough concrete steps of the crumbling
boathouse; from here | watched the surface of the pool rippling with the darting motions of insects, and
the occasional passage of afish, just below.

'A couple of sticksand abit of string . . . that's all it takes.

Chrigtian's voice sartled me. He must have walked aong a beaten track from the Lodge, hidden from my
view by the shed. Ddlighted, | jumped to my feet and turned to face him. The shock of his gppearance
waslikeaphysica blow to me, and | think he noticed, even though | threw my arms about him and gave
him a powerful brotherly bear-hug.

'| had to seethisplace again,’ | said.

'l know what you mean," he said, as we broke our embrace. 'l often walk here mysdf.' Therewasa
moment's awkward silence as we stared at each other. | felt, distinctly, that he was not pleased to see
me. 'Y ou're looking brown," he said. ‘And very drawn. Hedlthy and ill together

'Mediterranean sun, grape-picking, and shrapnel. I'm gtill not one hundred percent fit." | smiled. ‘But it is
good to be back, to seeyou again.’

'Yes,' hesaid dully. 'I'm glad you've come, Steve. Very glad. I'm afraid the place.. . . well, abit of a
mess. | only got your letter yesterday and | haven't had a chance to do anything. Things have changed
quiteabit, you'l find.'

And he more than anything. | could hardly believe that thiswas the chipper, perky young man who had
left with hisarmy unit in 1942. He had aged incredibly, his hair quite streaked with grey, more noticegble
for hishaving dlowed it to grow long and untidy at the back and Sdes. He reminded me very much of
father: the same distant, distracted look, the same hollow cheeks and deeply wrinkled face. But it was his
whole demeanour that had shocked me. He had aways been astocky muscular chap; now he waslike
the proverbia scarecrow, wiry, ungainly, on edge all the time. His gaze darted about, but never seemed
to focus upon me. And he smelled. Of mothbals, asif the crisp white shirt and grey flannelsthat he wore
had been dragged out of storage; and another smell beyond the naphtha ... the hint of woodland and
grass. Therewas dirt under hisfingernails, andin hishair, and histeeth were yellowing.

He seemed to relax dightly as the minutesticked by. We sparred a bit, laughed a bit, and walked around
the pond, whacking at the rusheswith sticks. | could not shake off the feding thet | had arrived home at a
bad time.

'Wasit difficult. . . with the old man, | mean? Thelast days.'

He shook his head. There was anurse here for the final two weeks or so. | can't exactly say that he went
peacefully, but she managed to stop him damaging himsdf . . . or me, for that matter.’



'l was going to ask you about that. Y our |etters suggested hostility between the two of you.'

Chrigtian smiled quite grimly, and glanced at me with a curious expression, somewhere between
agreement and suspicion. '‘More like open warfare. Soon after | got back from France, he went quite
mad. Y ou should have seen the place, Steve. Y ou should have seen him. | don't think he'd washed for
months. | wondered what held been egting . . . certainly nothing as smple as eggs and mest. In dl
honesty, for afew months| think he'd been eating wood and leaves. He wasin awretched state.
Although helet me help him with hiswork, he quickly began to resent me. Hetried to kill me on severa
occasions, Steve. And | mean that, redlly desperate attempts on my life. There was areason for it, |

suppose. . .

| was astonished by what Christian wastelling me. The image of my father had changed from that of a
cold, resentful man into a crazed figure, ranting at Christian and beating a him with hisfids.

'I dwaysthought he had atouch of affection for you; he awaystold you the stories of the wood; |
listened, but it was you who sat on his knee. Why would hetry to kill you?

'l becametoo involved," was al Chrigtian said. He was keegping something back, something of critical
importance. | could tell from histone, from his sullen, dmost resentful expression. Did | push the point or
not? It was hard to make the decision. | had never before felt so distant from my own brother. |
wondered if his behaviour was having an effect on Guiwenneth, the girl he had married. | wondered what
sort of atmosphere shewasliving in up at Oak Lodge.

Tentatively, | broached the subject of thegirl.

Chrigtian struck angrily at the rushes by the pond. 'Guiwenneth's gone,' he said smply, and | stopped,
sartled.

'What does that mean, Chris? Gone where?

'She'sjust gone, Steve," he snapped, angry and cornered. 'She was father's girl, and she's gone, and
that'sdl thereistoit.'

'l don't understand what you mean. Where's she gone to? In your letter you sounded so happy . . .
'l shouldn't have written about her. That was amistake. Now let it drop, will you?

After that outburst, my unease with Christian grew stronger by the minute. There was something very
wrong with him indeed, and clearly Guiwenneth'sleaving had contributed grestly to the terrible change |
could see; but | sensed there was something more. Unless he spoke about it, however, there was no way
through to him. | could find only the words, 'I'm sorry.' . 'Don't be.'

Wewalked on, amost to the woods, where the ground became marshy and unsafe for afew yards
before vanishing into a musty deegpness of stone and root and rotting wood. It was cool here, the sun
being beyond the thickly foliaged trees. The dense stands of rush moved in the breeze and | watched the
rotting boat asit shifted dightly on its mooring.

Chrigtian followed my gaze, but he was not looking at the boat or the pond; he waslost, somewherein
his own thoughts. For abrief moment | experienced ajarring sadness at the sight of my brother so ruined
in gppearance and attitude. | wanted desperately to touch hisarm, to hug him, and | could hardly bear
the knowledge that | was afraid to do so.

Quite quietly | asked him, "'What on earth has happened to you, Chris? Areyouill?



Hedidn't answer for amoment, then said, ‘I'm not ill," and struck hard at a puffball, which shattered and
spread on the breeze. He looked at me, something of resignation in his haunted face. 'I've been going
through afew changes, that's all. I've been picking up on the old man'swork. Perhaps abit of his
reclusivenessis rubbing off on me, abit of his detachment.’

'If that's true, then perhaps you should give up for awhile’
'Why?

'Because the old man's obsession with the oak forest eventudly killed him. And from the look of you,
you're going the sameway.'

Chrigtian smiled thinly and chucked his reedwhacker out into the pond, where it made a dull splash and
floated in a patch of scummy green agae. 'It might even be worth dying to achieve what hetried to
achieve. .. andfalled’

| didn't understand the dramatic overtone in Christian's statement. The work that had so obsessed our
father had been concerned with mapping the woodland, and searching for evidence of old forest
settlements. He had invented awhole new jargon for himsalf, and effectively isolated me from any deeper
understanding of hiswork. | said thisto Christian, and added, 'Whichisdl very interesting, but hardly
that interegting.’

'He was doing much more than that, much more than just mapping. But do you remember those maps,
Steve? Incredibly detailed . . .

| could remember one quite clearly, the largest map, showing carefully marked trackways and easy
routes through the tangle of trees and stony outcrops; it showed clearings drawn with amost obsessive
precision, each glade numbered and identified, and the whole forest divided into zones, and given names.
We had made a camp in one of the clearings close to the woodland edge. 'We often tried to get deeper
into the heartwoods, remember those expeditions, Chris? But the deep track just ends, and we adways
managed to get lost; and very scared.’

That'strue,’ Christian said quietly, looking at me quizzically; and added, 'What if | told you the forest
had stopped us entering? Would you beieve me?

| peered into the tangle of brush, tree and gloom, to where asunlit clearing wasvisible. 'Inaway |
supposeit did,' | said. 'It stopped us penetrating very deeply because it made us scared, because there
are few trackways through, and the ground is choked with stone and briar. . . very difficult walking. Is
that what you meant? Or did you mean something alittle more sinister?

'Snigter isn't the word I'd use," said Christian, but added nothing more for amoment; he reached up to
pluck aleaf from asmal, immature oak, and rubbed it between thumb and forefinger before crushingitin
his pam. All the time he stared into the degp woods. 'Thisis primary oak woodland, Steve, untouched
forest from atime when all of the country was covered with deciduous forests of oak and ash and elder
and rowan and hawthorn . . .

'And dl therest,' | said with asmile. 'l remember the old man listing them for us!'

That'sright, he did. And there's more than three square miles of such forest stretching from hereto well
beyond Grimley. Three square miles of origind, post-Ice Age forestland. Untouched, uninvaded for
thousands of years.' He broke off and looked at me hard, before adding, 'Resistant to change.”

| said, 'He dwaysthought there were boars divein there. | remember hearing something one night, and



he convinced methat it was agreat big old bull boar, skirting the edge of the woods, looking for amate.’

Chrigtian led the way back towards the boathouse. 'He was probably right. If boars had survived from
mediaevd times, thisisjust the sort of woodland they'd be found in.’

With my mind opened to those events of years ago, memory inched back, images of childhood - the
burning touch of sun on bramble-grazed skin; fishing tripsto the mill-pond; tree camps, games,
explorations. . . and ingtantly | recalled the Twigling.

Aswe waked back to the beaten pathway that led up to the Lodge, we discussed the sighting. | had
been about nine or ten years old. On our way to the sticklebrook to fish we had decided to test out our
stick and string rods on the mill-pond, in the vain hope of snaring one of the predatory fish that lived
there. Aswe crouched by the water (we only ever dared to go out in the boat with Alphonse) we saw
movement in the trees, across on the other bank. It was a bewildering vision that held us enthralled for
the next few moments, and not alittle terrified: standing watching uswas aman in brown, leathery
clothes, with awide, gleaming belt around hiswaist, and a spiky, orange beard that reached to his chest:
on his head hewore twigs, held to his crown by aleather band. He watched us for amoment only,
before dipping back into the darkness. We heard nothing in dl thistime, no sound of approach, no sound
of departure.

Running back to the house we had soon camed down. Christian decided, eventualy, that it must have
been old Alphonse, playing tricks on us. But when | mentioned what we'd seen to my father he reacted
amog angrily (although Christian recals him as having been excited, and bellowing for that reason, and
not because he was angry with our having been near the forbidden pool). It was father who referred to
thevison as'the Twigling', and soon after we had spoken to him he vanished into the woodland for
nearly two weeks.

"That was when he came back hurt, remember? We had reached the grounds of Oak Lodge, and
Christian held the gate open for me as he spoke.

"The arrow wound. The gypsy arrow. My God, that was a bad day.'
‘Thefirgt of many.'

| noticed that most of the ivy had been cleared from the walls of the house; it was agrey place now,
small, curtainlesswindows set in the dark brick. The date roof, with itsthreetall chimney stacks, was
partialy hidden behind the branches of abig old beech tree. The yard and gardens were untidy and
unkempt, the empty chicken coops and animal shelters ramshackle and decaying. Christian had redlly let
the place dip. But when | stepped across the threshold, it was asif | had never been away. The house
smdlled of sdefood and chlorine, and | could dmost see the thin figure of my mother, working away at
the immense pinewood table in the kitchen, cats stretched out around her on the red-tiled floor.

Chrigtian had grown tense again, staring at mein that fidgety way that marked his unease. | imagined he
was gl unsure whether to be glad or angry that | had come homelike this. For amoment | felt like an
intruder. He said, 'Why don't you unpack and freshen up. Y ou can use your

old room. It'sabit stuffy, | expect, but it'll soon air. Then come down and well have some late lunch.
Weve got al thetimein the world to chat, aslong aswerefinished by tea.' He smiled, and | thought this
was some dight attempt at humour. But he went on quickly, staring & mein acold, hard way, 'Because if
you're going to stay a home for awhile, then you'd better know what's going on here. | don't want you
interfering with it, Steve, or with what I'm doing.’

'l wouldn't interfere with your life, Chris- ' 'Wouldn't you? Well see. I'm not going to deny that I'm



nervous of you being here. But sinceyou are. . ." Hetrailed off, and for a second looked almost
embarrassed. 'Wdll, well have achat later on.'

Two

Intrigued by what Christian had said, and worried by his apprehension of me, | nonetheless restrained my
curiosity and spent an hour exploring the house again from top to bottom, insde and out, everywhere
save father's study, the contempl ation of which chilled me more than Chrigtian's behaviour had done.
Nothing had changed, except that it was untidy, and untenanted. Christian had employed a part-time
cleaner and cook, awoman from a nearby village who cycled to the L odge every week and prepared a
pie or stew that would last him three days. Christian did not go short of farm produce, so much so that he
rarely bothered to use hisration book. He seemed to get al he needed, including sugar and tea, from the
Ryhope estate, which had dways been good to my family.

My old room was dmost exactly as| remembered it. | opened the window wide and lay down on the
bed for afew minutes, staring out and up into the hazy, late summer sky, past the waving branches of the
gigantic beech that grew so close to the Lodge. Severd times, in the years before my teens, | had
climbed from window to tree, and made a secret camp among the thick branches; | had shivered by
moonlight in my underpants, crouched in that private place, imagining the dark activities of night crestures
below.

Lunch, in mid-afternoon, was a substantia feast of cold pork, chicken and hard-boiled eggs, in quantities
that, after two yearsin France on dtrict rations, | had never thought to see again. We were, of course,
eating hisfood supply for severa days, but the fact seemed irrdlevant to Chrigtian, who in any case only
picked a hismed.

Afterwards we talked for a couple of hours, and Chrigtian relaxed quite noticeably, athough he never
referred to Guiwenneth, or to father'swork, and | never broached either subject.

We sprawled in the uncomfortable armchairs that had belonged to my grandparents, surrounded by the
time-faded mementoes of our family . . . photographs, anoisy rosewood clock, horrible pictures of
exotic Spain, al framed in cracked mock-gilded wood, and al pressed hard againgt the sameflora
wallpaper that had hugged the walls of the Sitting-room since atime before my birth. But it was home,
and Chrigtian was home, and the smell, and the faded surrounds, al were hometo me. | knew, within
two hours of arriving, that | would haveto stay. It was not so much that | belonged here (although |
certainly felt that) but smply that the place belonged to me - not in any mercenary sense of ownership,
morein the way that the house and the land around the house shared a common life with me; we were
part of the same evolution. Even in France, even in the village in the south, | had not been separated from
that evolution, merely stretched to an extreme.

Asthe heavy old clock began to whirr and click, preceding its laboured chiming of the hour of five,
Chrigtian abruptly rose from his chair and tossed his haf-smoked cigarette into the empty fire grate.

‘Let'sgo to the study,' he said, and | rose without speaking and followed him through the house to the
smdl room where our father had worked. "Y ou're scared of thisroom, aren't you? He opened the door
and walked inside, crossing to the heavy oak desk and pulling out alarge leather-bound book from one
of the drawers.



| hesitated outside the study, watching Christian, almost unable to move my legsto carry mysdlf into the
room. | recognized the book he held, my father's notebook. | touched my back pocket, thewallet |
carried there, and thought of the fragment of that notetook which was hidden inside the thin legther. |
wondered if anyone, my father or Chrigtian, had ever noticed that a page was missing. Christian was
watching me, his eyes bright with excitement now, his hands trembling as he placed the book on the desk
top.

'He's dead, Steve. He's gone from this room, from the house. There's no need to be afraid any more.’
'lsn't there?

But | found the sudden strength to move, and stepped across the threshold. The moment | entered the
musty room | felt totally subdued, deeply affected by the coolness of the place, the stark, haunted
atmosphere that hugged the walls and carpets and windows. It smelled dightly of leather, here, and dust
too, with just adistant hint of polish, asif Christian made atoken effort to keep this tifling room clean. It
was not acrowded room, not alibrary as my father would perhaps have liked it to be. There were
books on zoology and botany, on history and archaeology, but these were not rare editions, merely the
cheapest copies he could find at the time. There were more paperbacks than hardcover books; the
exquisite binding of his notes, and the deeply varnished desk, had an air of Victorian € egance about them
that belied the otherwise shabby studio.

On thewalls, between the cases of books, were his glass-framed specimens. pieces of wood, collections
of leaves, crude sketches of anima and plant life made during the first years of hisfascination with the
forest. And amost hidden away among the cases and the shelves was the patterned shaft of the arrow
that had struck him fifteen years before, itsflights twisted and usel ess, the broken shaft glued together, the
iron head dulled with corrosion, but aletha-looking weapon nonetheless.

| stared at that arrow for severd seconds, reliving the man's agony, and the tearsthat Christian and | had
wept for him as we had helped him back from the woodlands, that cold autumn afternoon, convinced that
hewould die.

How quickly things had changed after that strange, and never fully explained incident. If the arrow linked
me with an earlier day, when some semblance of concern and love had remained in my father's mind, the
rest of the study radiated only coldness.

| could still seethe greying figure, bent over hisdesk writing furioudy. | could hear the troubled bresthing,
the lung disorder that findly killed him; | could hear his caught breeth, the vocaized sound of irritation as
he grew aware of my presence, and waved me away with ahaf-irritated gesture, asif he begrudged even
that split second of acknowledgement.

How like him Christian looked now, standing there behind the desk dishevelled and sickly, hishandsin
the pockets of hisflannds, shoulders drooped, hiswhole body visibly shaking, and yet with the mark of
absol ute confidence about him.

He had waited quietly as| adjusted to the room, and let the memories and atmosphere play through me.
As| stepped up to the desk, my mind back on the moment a hand, he said, 'Steve, you should read the
notes. They'll make alot of things clear to you, and help you understand what it is1'm doing aswell.'

| turned the notebook towards me, scanning the sprawling, untidy handwriting, picking out words and
phrases, reading through the years of my father'slife in afew scant seconds. The words were as
meaningless, on the whole, asthose on my purloined sheet. To read them brought back a memory of
anger, of danger, and of fear. Thelifein the notes had sustained me through nearly ayear of war and had
come to mean something outside of their proper context. | felt reluctant to dispel that powerful



association with the past.
'l intend to read them, Chris. From beginning to end, and that's a promise. But not for the moment.’

| closed the book, noticing as| did that my hands were clammy and trembling. | was not yet ready to be
s0 closeto my father again, and Christian saw this, and accepted it.

Conversation died quite early that night, as my energy expired, and the tensons of the long journey findly
caught up with me. Chrigtian came upgtairs with me and stood in the doorway of my room, watching as|
turned back the sheets and pottered about, picking up bits and pieces of my past life, laughing, shaking
my head and trying to evoke alast moment'stired nostalgia. '‘Remember making camp out in the beech?
| asked, watching the grey of branch and leaf againgt the fading evening sky. 'Yes,' said Christian with a
gmile. 'Yes, | remember very clearly.’

But the conversation was astired as that, and Christian took the hint and said, 'Sleep well, old chap. I'll
seeyou inthemorning.

If | dept at dl, it wasfor the first four or five hours after putting head to pillow. | woke sharply, and
brightly, in the dead of night, one or two o'clock perhaps, the sky was very dark now, and it was quite
windy outside. | lay and stared at the window, wondering how my body could fedl so fresh, so dert.
There was movement downgtairs, and | guessed that Christian was doing sometidying, restlesdy waking
through the house, trying to adjust to the idea of my movingin.

The sheets smelled of mothballs and old cotton; the bed creaked in ametallic way when | shifted oniit,
and when | lay till the whole room clicked and shuffled, asif adapting itsdlf to itsfirst company in so
many years. | lay awakefor ages, but must have drifted to deep again beforefirst light, because suddenly
Chrigtian was bending over me, shaking my shoulder gently.

| started with surprise, awake at once, and propped up on my ebows, looking around. It was dawn.
'What isit, Chris?

'I've got to go. I'm sorry, but | haveto.’

| realized he was wearing a heavy oilskin cape, and had thick-soled walking boots on hisfeet. 'Go? What
dyou mean, go?

'I'm sorry, Steve. Theré's nothing | can do about it." He spoke softly, asif there were someone elsein the
house who might be woken by raised voices. He looked more drawn than ever in thispale light, and his
eyeswere narrowed - | thought with pain, or anxiety. 'l have to go away for afew days. You'll beall
right. I'veleft alist of ingtructions downgtairs, whereto get bread, eggs, dl that sort of thing. I'm sure
you'll be able to use my ration book until yours comes. | shan't belong, just afew days. That'sapromise

Herose from his crouch and walked out of the door. 'For God's sake, Chris, where are you going?

'Inwards,' was dl he said, before | heard him clump heavily down the Stairs. | remained motionlessfor a
moment or two, trying to clear my thoughts, then rose, put on my dressing-gown and followed him down
to the kitchen. He had already |eft the house. | went back up to the landing window and saw him skirting
the edge of the yard and walking swiftly down towards the south track. He was wearing a wide-brimmed
hat, and carrying along, black staff; on hisback he had asmall rucksack, dung uncomfortably over one
shoulder.

'Where'sinwards, Chris? | said to hisvanishing figure, and watched long after he had isappeared from



view.

'What's going on, Chris? | asked of hisempty bedroom as | wandered restlesdy through the house;
Guiwenneth, | decided in my wisdom, her loss, her leaving . . . how little one could interpret from the
words'she'sgone. And in al our chat of the evening before he had never dluded to hiswife again. | had
come home to England expecting to find acheerful young couple, and instead had found a haunted,
wasting brother living in the derdlict shadow of our family home.

By the afternoon | had resigned myself to aperiod of solitary living, for wherever Christian had gone (and
| had afairly good idea) he had said clearly that he would be gone for sometime. Therewasalot to do
about the house and the yard, and there seemed no better way to spend my time than in beginning to
rebuild the personality of Oak Lodge. | made alist of essentid repairs, and the following day walked into
the nearest town to order what materials | could, mostly wood and paint, which | found in reasonable

supply.

| renewed my acquaintance with the Ryhope family, and with many of theloca familieswith whom | had
once been friendly. | terminated the services of the part-time cook; | could look after mysdf quite well

enough.
And at last | vidited the cemetery; asingle, brief visit, coldly accomplished.

The month of August turned to September, and | noticed a definite crispnessin the air by evening, and
early inthemorning. It was aseason | loved, the turn from summer to autumn, athough it bore with it
associations of return to school after the long holiday, amemory | didn't cherish.

| soon grew used to being on my own in the house, and although | took long walks around the deep
woodlands, watching the road and the railway track for Christian's return, | had ceased to fed anxious
about him by the end of my firgt week home, and had settled comfortably into adaily routine of building
inthe yard, painting the exterior woodwork of the house ready for the ondaught of winter, and digging
over the large, untended garden.

It was during the evening of my eeventh day at home that this domestic routine was disturbed by a
circumstance of such peculiarity that afterwards| could not deep for thinking about it.

| had been in the town of Hobbhurst for most of the afternoon, and after alight evening meal was Sitting
reading the newspaper; towards nine o'clock, as | began to fed ready for an evening strall, | thought |
heard a dog, not so much barking as howling. My first thought was that Christian was coming back, my
second that there were no dogsin thisimmediate area at all.

| went out into the yard; it was after dusk, but still quite bright, although the oakwoods were melded
together into agrey-green blur. | caled for Chrigtian, but there was no response. | was about to return to
my paper when aman stepped out of the distant woodland, and began to trot towards me. Hewas
holding on a short, leather leash the most enormous hound | have ever seen.

At the gate to our private grounds he stopped, and the dog began to growl; it placed its forepaws on the
fence, and in so doing rose dmost to the height of its magter. | felt nervous at once, kegping my attention
bal anced between the gaping, panting mouth of that dark beast, and the strange man who held itin
check.

It was difficult to make him out clearly, for hisface was painted with dark patterns and his moustaches
drooped to well below his chin; his hair was plastered thickly about his scalp; he wore adark woollen
shirt, with aleather jerkin over the top, and tight, check-patterned breeches that reached to just below
his knees. When he stepped cautioudy through the gate | could see his rough and ready sandals. Across



his shoulder he carried a crude-looking bow, and abundle of arrows, held together with a smple thong
and tied to his belt. Like Chrigtian, he bore a taff.

Insde the gate he hesitated, watching me. The hound was restless beside him, licking its mouth and
growling softly. | had never seen adog such asthis, shaggy and dark-furred, with the narrow pointed
face of an Alsatian, but the body, it seemed to me, of abear - except that itslegswerelong and thin, an
anima madefor chasng, for hunting.

The man spoke to me, and dthough | felt familiar with the words, they meant nothing. | didn't know what
to do, so | shook my head and said that | didn't understand. The man hesitated just amoment before
repeating what he had said, thistime with adistinct edge of anger in hisvoice. And he started to walk
towards me, tugging at the hound to prevent it straining at the leash. The light was draining from the sky,
and he seemed to grow in stature in the greyness as he approached. The beast watched me, hungrily.

'What do you want? | caled, and tried to sound firm when | would rather have run inside the house. The
man was ten paces away from me. He stopped, spoke again, and this time made eating motions with the
hand that held hisstaff. Now | understood.

| nodded vigoroudly. 'Wait here,' | said, and went back to the house to fetch the cold joint of pork that
wasto last me four more days. It was not large, but it seemed an hospitable thing to do. | took the medt,
half agranary loaf, and ajug of bottled beer out into the yard. The stranger was crouched now, the
hound lying down beside him, rather reluctantly, it seemed to me. As| tried to approach them, the dog
growled, then barked in away that set my heart racing and nearly made me drop my gifts. The man
shouted at the beast, and said something to me. | placed the food where | stood and backed away. The
gruesome pair gpproached and again squatted down to est.

Ashe picked up thejoint | saw the scars on his arm, running down and across the bunched muscles. |
aso smelled him, araw, rancid odour, swesat and urine mixed with the fetid aromaof rotting mest. | felt
sick, but held my ground watching as the stranger tore at the pork with histeeth, swalowing hard and
fast. The hound watched me.

After afew minutes the man stopped edting, looked a me, and with his gaze fixed on mine, dmost
challenging meto react, passed the rest of the mest to the dog, which growled loudly and snapped at the
joint. The hound chewed, cracked and gulped the entire piece of pork in less than four minutes, while the
stranger cautioudly - and without much apparent pleasure - drank beer, and chewed on alarge mouthful
of bread.

Findly this bizarre feast was over. The man roseto hisfeet and jerked the hound away from where it was
licking the ground noisily. He said aword | intuitively recognized as ‘thank you'. He was about to turn
when the hound scented something;; it uttered first a high-pitched keen, and then a raucous bark, and
snatched itself away from its master's restraining grip, racing across the yard to a spot between the
ramshackle chicken houses. Here it sniffed and scratched until the man reached it, grabbed the leather
leash, and shouted angrily and lengthily at his charge. The hound moved with him, padding silently and
monstroudly into the gloom beyond the yard. They ran at full speed around the edge of the woodland,
towards the farmlands around the village of Grimley, and that wasthelast | saw of them.

In the morning the place where the man and beast had rested <till smelled rank. | skirted the areaquickly
as| waked to the woods and found the place where my strange visitors had emerged from the trees; it
was trampled and broken, and | followed the line of their passage for some yards into the shade before
stopping and turning back.

Where on earth had they come from? Had the war had such an effect on men in England that some had



returned to the wild, using bow and arrow and hunting dog for survival?

Not until midday did I think to ook between the chicken huts, at the ground so deeply scored by that
brief moment's digging. What had the beast scented, | wondered, and asudden chill clawed at my heart.
| left the place a arun, unwilling, for the moment, to confirm my worst fears.

How | knew | cannot say: intuition, or perhaps something that my subconscious had detected in
Chrigtian's words and mannerisms the week or so before, during our brief encounter. In any event, latein
the afternoon that same day | took a spade to the chicken huts, and within afew minutes of digging had
proved my inginct right.

It took me haf an hour of sitting on the back doorstep of the house, staring acrossthe yard at the grave,
to find the courage to uncover the woman's body totdly. | wasdizzy, dightly sick, but most of dl | was
shaking; an uncontrollable, unwel come shaking of arms and legs, so pronounced that | could hardly pull
onapair of gloves. But eventudly | knelt by the hole and brushed the rest of the dirt from the corpse.

Chrigtian had buried her three feet deep, face down; her hair waslong and red; her body was il clad in
astrange green garment, a patterned tunic that was laced at the sides and, though it was crushed up
amost to her waist now, would have reached to her calves. A staff was buried with her. | turned the
head, holding my breath againgt the amogt intolerable smdl of putrefaction, and with alittle effort could
gaze upon the withering face. | saw then how she had died, for the head and stump of the arrow were il
embedded in her eye. Had Chrigtian tried to withdraw the weapon and succeeded only in bresking it?
There was enough of the shaft |eft for meto notice that it had the same carved markings asthe arrow in
my father's sudy.

Poor Guiwenneth, | thought, and let the corpse drop back to its resting place. | filled in the dirt again.
When | reached the house | was cold with swesat, and in no doubt that | was about to be violently sick.

Three

Two days later, when | came down in the morning, | found the kitchen littered with Chrigtian's clothes
and effects, the floor covered with mud and legf litter. | crept upstairsto hisroom and stared at his
semi-naked body: he was belly down on the bed, face turned towards me, deeping soundly and noisily,
and | imagined that he was deeping enough for aweek. The state of his body, though, gave me causefor
concern. He was scratched and scarred from neck to ankle, filthy, and ma odorous to an extreme. His
hair was matted. And yet, about him there was something hardened and strong, atangible physica
change from the hollow-faced, rather skeletal young man who had greeted me nearly two weeks before.

He dept for most of the day, emerging at Sx in the evening wearing aloose-fitting grey shirt and flannels,
torn off just above the knee. He had half-heartedly washed hisface, but still reeked of sweat and
vegetation, asif he had spent the days away buried in compost.

| fed him, and he drank the entire contents of a pot of teaas| sat watching him; he kept darting glances
a me, suspiciouslittlelooks asif he were nervous of some sudden move or surprise attack upon him.
The muscles of hisarms and wrists were pronounced. Thiswas dmost adifferent man.

"Where have you been, Chris? | asked after awhile, and was not at dl surprised when he answered, 'In
the woods. Deep in the woods." He stuffed more meet into his mouth and chewed noisily. Ashe
swallowed he found amoment to say, 'I'm quite fit. Bruised and scratched by the damned brambles, but



quitefit.

In the woods. Deep in the woods. What in heaven's name could he have been doing there? As | watched
him wolf down hisfood | saw again the stranger, crouching like an anima in my yard, chewing on mesat as
if hewere some wild beast. Chrigtian reminded me of that man. There wasthe same air of the primitive
about him.

'Y ou need a bath rather badly,' | said, and he grinned and made asound of affirmation. | went on, "What
have you been doing? In the woods. Have you been camping?

He swallowed noisly, and drank half a cup of teabefore shaking his head. ‘I have acamp there, but I've
been searching, walking as deep as| could get. But | still can't get beyond . . ." He broke off and glanced
a me, aquestioning look in hiseyes. 'Did you read the old man's notebook?

| said that | hadn't. In truth, | had been so surprised by his abrupt departure, and so committed to getting
the house back into some sort of shape, that | had forgotten all about father's notes on hiswork. And
even as| said this| wondered if the truth of the matter wasthat | had put father, hiswork and his notes,
asfar from my mind as possible, asif they were spectres whose haunting would reduce my resolveto go
forward.

Chrigtian wiped his hand across his mouth and tared at his empty plate. He suddenly sniffed at himsdlf
and laughed.

'By God, | do stink. Y ou'd better boil me up some water, Steve. I'll wash right now.'

But | didn't move. Instead | stared across the wooden table at him; he caught my gaze and frowned.
'What isit? What's on your mind?

'l found her, Chris. | found her body. Guiwenneth. | found where you buried her.'

| don't know what reaction | expected from Christian. Anger, perhaps, or panic, or a sudden babbling
burst of explanation. | haf hoped he would react with puzzlement, that the corpsein the yard would turn
out not to be the remains of hiswife, and that he had no involvement with its burid. But Chrigtian knew
about the body. He stared at me blankly, and a heavy, sweety silence made me grow uncomfortable.

Suddenly | redlized that Christian was crying, his gaze not wavering from my own, but moistened now by
the tears that coursed through the remaining grime on hisface. And yet he made no sound, and hisface
never changed its expression from that of bland, amost blind contemplation.

'Who shot her, Chris? | asked quietly. 'Did you?

'Not me," he said, and with the words his tears stopped, and his gaze dropped to the table. 'She was shot
by amythago. There was nothing | could do about it.'

Mythago? The meaning was dien to me, although | recognized the word from the scrap of my father's
notebook that | carried. | queried it and Chris rose from the table, but rested his hands upon it as he
watched me. 'A mythago,” he repeated. 'It's ill inthewoods. . . they dl are. That'swhere I've been,
seeking among them. | tried to save her, Steve. She was dive when | found her, and she might have
stayed dive, but | brought her out of thewoods. . .inaway, | did kill her. | took her away from the
vortex, and she died quite quickly. | panicked, then. | didn't know what to do. | buried her because it
seemed theeasiest way out . . '

'Did you tell the police? Did you report her desth?



Chrigtian smiled, but it was not with any morbid humour. It was aknowing smile, aresponse to some
secret that he had not so far shared; and yet the gesture was merely adefence, for it faded rapidly. 'Not
necessary, Steve ... the police would not have been interested.’

| rose angrily from the table. It seemed to methat Christian was behaving, and had behaved, with
gppaling irrespongbility. ‘Her family, Chris. . . her parents! They have aright to know.'

And Chrigtian laughed.
| felt the blood risein my face. 'l don't see anything to laugh at.’

He sobered instantly, looked at me almost abashed. "Y ou'reright. I'm sorry. Y ou don't understand, and
itstimeyou did. Steve, she had no parents because she had no life, no red life. She'slived athousand
times, and she'snever lived a dl. But | ill fell inlovewith her . .. and | shdl find her again in the woods;
she'sin there somewhere. . .

Had he gone mad? His words were the unreasoned babblings of oneinsane, and yet something about his
eyes, something about his demeanour, told methat it was not so much insanity as obsesson. But
obsesson with what?

"You must read the old man's notes, Steve. Don't put it off any longer. They will tell you about the wood,
about what's going on in there. | mean it. I'm neither mad nor callous. I'm just trapped, and before | go
away again, I'd like you to know why, and how, and where I'm going. Perhaps you'll be able to help me.
Who knows? Read the book. And then well talk. And when you know what our dear departed father
managed to do, then I'm afraid | shal haveto take my leave of you again.’

Four

Thereisone entry in my father's notebook that seemsto mark aturning point in hisresearch, and hislife.
It islonger than the other notes of that particular time, and follows an absence of seven months from the
pages. While his entries are often detailed, he could not be described as having been adedicated diaris,
and the style varies from clipped notes to fluent description. (I discovered, too, that he himself had torn
many pages from the thick book, thus concealing my minor crime quite effectively. Chrigtian had never
noticed the missing page.) On the whole, he seemsto have used the notebook, and the quiet hours of
recording, asaway of conversang with himsdf - ameans of clarification of hisown thoughts.

The entry in question is dated September 1935, and was written shortly after our encounter with the
Twigling. After reading the entry for thefirst time | thought back to that year and redlized | had been just
eight yearsold.

Wynne-Jones arrived after dawn. Walked together along the south track, checking the flux-drains for signs of
mythago activity. Back to the house quite shortly after - no-one about, which suited my mood. A crisp, dry autumn
day. Like last year, images of the Urscumug are strongest as the season changes. Perhaps he senses autumn, the
dying of the green. He comes forward, and the oakwoods whisper to him. He must be close to genesis. Wynne-Jones
thinks a further time of isolation needed, and it must be done. Jennifer already concerned and distraught by my
absences. | feel helpless - can't speak to her. Must do what is heeded.

Y esterday the boys glimpsed the Twigling. | had thought him resorbed - clearly the resonance is stronger than we had

believed. He seems to frequent the woodland edge, which isto be expected. | have seen him along the track severa
times, but not for ayear or so. The persistence is worrying. Both boys clearly disturbed by the sighting; Christian less
emotional. | suspect it meant little to him, a poacher perhaps, or local man taking short cut to Grimley. Wynne-Jones



suggests we go back into woods and call the Twigling deep, perhaps to the hogback glade where he might remain in
the strong oak vortex and eventually fade. But | know that penetrating into deep woodland will involve more than a
week's absence, and poor Jennifer is aready deeply depressed by my behaviour. Cannot explain it to her, though |
dearly want to. Do not want the children involved in this, and it worries me that they have now twice seen a mythago. |
have invented magic forest creatures - stories for them. Hope they will associate what they see with products of their
own imaginations. But must be careful.

Until it is resolved, until the Urscumug mythago forms from the woodland, must not let any but Wynne-Jones know of
what | have discovered. The completeness of the resurrection essential. The Urscumug is the most powerful because
heisthe primary. | know for certain that the oakwoods will contain him, but others might be frightened of the power
they would certainly be ableto feel, and end it for everyone. Dread to think what would happen if these forests were
destroyed, and yet they cannot survive for ever.

Thursday: Today's training with Wynne-Jones: test pattern 26: iii, shallow hypnosis, green light environment. As the
frontal bridge reached sixty volts, despite the pain, the flow across my skull was the most powerful | have ever known.
Am now totally convinced that each half of the brain functionsin aslightly different way, and that the hidden
awareness is located on the right-hand side. It has been lost for so long! The Wynne-Jones bridge enables a
superficial communion between the fields around each hemisphere, and the zone of the pre-mythago is excited
accordingly. If only there were some way of exploring the living brain to find exactly where the site of this occult
presence lies.

Monday: The forms of the mythagos cluster in my peripheral vision, still. Why never in fore-vision? These unreal
images are mere reflections, after all. The form of Hood was subtly different - more brown than green, the face less
friendly, more haunted, drawn. This s certainly because earlier images (even the Hood mythago that actually formed in
the woodland, two years ago) were affected by my own confused childhood images of the greenwood, and the merry
band. But now, evocation of the pre-mythago is more powerful, reaches to the basic form, without interference. The
Arthur form was more real aswell, and | glimpsed the various marshland forms from the latter part of the first
millennium a.d. Also, a hint of the haunting presence of what | believe is a Bronze Age necromantic figure. A terrifying
moment. The guardian of the Horse Shrine has gone, the shrine destroyed. | wonder why? The huntsman has been
back to the 'Wolf Glen’; hisfire was quite fresh. | aso found evidence of the neolithic shaman, the hunter-artist who
leaves the strange red ochre patterns on tree and rock. Wynne-Jones would love me to explore these folk heroes,
unrecorded and unknown, but | am anxious to find the primary image.

The Urscumug has formed in my mind in the clearest form | have ever seen him. Hints of the Twigling in shape, but he
is much more ancient, far bigger. Decks himself with wood and leaves, on top of animal hides. Face seems smeared
with white clay, forming amask upon the exaggerated features below; but it is hard to see the face clearly. A mask
upon amask? The hair amass of stiff and spiky points; gnarled hawthorn branches are driven up through the matted
hair, giving amost bizarre appearance. | believe he carries a spear, with awide, stone blade ... an angry-looking
weapon, but again, hard to see, alwaysjust out of focus. Heis so old, this primary image, that he is fading from the
human mind. He is a so touched with confusion. The overlaying of later cultural interpretation of how his appearance
would have been ... ahint of bronze particularly, mostly about the arms (torques). | suspect that the legend of the
Urscumug was powerful enough to carry through al the neolithic and on into the second millennium b.c., perhaps
even later. Wynne-Jones thinks the Urscumug may pre-date even the neolithic.

Essential, now, to spend time in the forest, to allow the vortex to interact with me and form the mythago. | intend to
leave the house within the next week.

Without commenting on the strange, confusing passages | had read, | turned the pages of the diary and
read entries here and there. | could clearly recdll that autumn in 1933, the time when my father had
packed alarge rucksack and wandered into the woods, walking swiftly away from my mother's
hysterica shouting, flanked by his diminutive scientist friend (a sour-faced man who never acknowledged
anyone but my father, and who seemed embarrassed to be in the house when he cameto visit). Mother
had not spoken for the rest of the day, and she did nothing but sit in her bedroom and occasionally weep.
Christian and | had become so distraught at her behaviour that in the later afternoon we had penetrated
the oak-woods as deeply aswe dared, caling for our father and finaly panicking at the gloomy silence,
and the loud, sudden sounds that disturbed it. He had returned weeks later, dishevelled and stinking like
atramp. The entry in his notebook, afew days subsequently, isashort and bitter account of failure.
Nothing had happened. A single, rather rambling paragraph caught my attention.

The mythogenetic process is not only complex, it isreluctant. | am too old! The equipment helps, but a younger mind
could accomplish the task unaided, I'm sure. | dread the thought! Also, my mind is not at rest and as Wynne-Jones has



explained, it islikely that my human consideration, my worries, form an effective barrier between the two mythopoetic
energy flowsin my cortex - the formfrom the right brain, the reality from the left. The pre-mythago zoneis not
sufficiently enriched by my own life force for it to interact in the oak vortex.

| fear too that the natural disappearance of so much life from the forest is affecting the interface. The boars are there,
I'm sure. But perhaps the life number is critical. | estimate no more than forty, moving within the spiral vortex bounded
by the ashwood intrusionsinto the oak circle. There are few deer, few wolves, although the most important animal, the
hare, frequents the woodland edge in profusion. But perhaps the absence of so much that once lived here has thrown
the balance of the formula. And yet, throughout the primary existence of these woods, life was changing. By the
thirteenth century there was much botanical life that was alien to the ley matrix in places where the mythagos still
formed. The form of the myth men changes, adapts, and it isthe later forms that generate most easily.

Hood is back - like all the Jack-in-the-Greens, is a nuisance, and severa times moved into the ridge-zone around the
hogback glade. He shot at me, and this is becoming a cause of great concern! But | cannot enrich the oak vortex
sufficiently with the pre-mythago of the Urscumug. What is the answer? To try to enter more deeply, to find the
wildwoods? Perhaps the memory istoo far gone, too deep in the silent zones of the brain, now, to touch the trees.

Chrigtian saw me frown as || read through this tumble of words and images. Hood? Robin Hood? And
someone -this Hood - shooting at my father in the woods? | glanced around the study and saw the
iron-tipped arrow initslong, narrow glass case, mounted above the display of woodland butterflies.
Christian was turning the pages of the notebook, having watched me read in silence for the better part of
an hour. He was perched on the desk; | sat in father's chair.

'What's dl this about, Chris? It reads asif he were actualy trying to create copies of storybook heroes!’

'Not copies, Steve. Thered thing. There. Last bit of reading for the moment, then I'll go through it with
youinlayman'sterms’

It was an earlier entry, not dated by year, only by day and month, athough it was clearly from some
years before the 1933 recording.

| call those particular times 'cultural interfaces’; they form zones, bounded in space, of course, by the limits of the
country, but bounded also in time, afew years, a decade or so, when the two cultures - that of the invaded and the
invader - arein a highly anguished state. The mythagos grow from the power of hate, and fear, and form in the natural
woodlands from which they can either emerge - such asthe Arthur, or Artorius form, the bear-like man with his
charismatic leadership - or remain in the natural landscape, establishing a hidden focus of hope - the Robin Hood form,
perhaps Hereward, and of course the hero-form | call the Twigling, harassing the Romans in so many parts of the
country. | imagine that it is the combined emotion of the two races that draws out the mythago, but it clearly sides with
that culture whose roots are longest established in what | agree could be a sort of ley matrix; thus, Arthur forms and
helps the Britons against the Saxons, but later Hood is created to help the Saxons against the Norman invader.

| drew back from the book, shaking my head. The expressions were confusing, bemusing. Christian
grinned as he took the notebook, and weighed it in hishands. 'Y ears of hislife, Steve, but his concern
with keeping detailed records was not everything it might have been. He records nothing for years, then
writes every day for amonth. And he has removed and hidden severa pages. He frowned dightly as he
sadthis,

'l need adrink of something. And afew definitions!'

We walked from the study, Christian carrying the notebook. Aswe passed the framed arrow | peered
closdly at it. 'Ishe saying that the real Robin Hood shot that into him? And killed Guiwenneth too?

"It depends,’ said Chrigtian thoughtfully, 'on what you mean by real. Hood came to that oak forest, and
may ill bethere. | think heis. Asyou have obvioudy noticed, he was there four months ago when he
shot Guiwenneth. But there were many Robin Hoods, and al were asred or unreal as each other,
created by the Saxon peasants during their time of repression by the Norman inveder.’

'l don't comprehend thisat al, Chris- but what'sa"ley matrix"? What's an "oak vortex"? Does it mean



anything?

Aswe spped scotch and water in the Sitting-room, watching the dusk draw closer, the yard beyond the
window greying into a place of featurdess shapes, Christian explained how aman called Alfred Watkins
had visited our father on severa occasions and shown him on amap of the country how straight lines
connected places of spiritua or ancient power - the barrows, stones and churches of three different
cultures. Theselineshe cdled leys, and believed that they existed asaform of earth energy running below
the ground, but influencing that which stood uponiit.

My father had thought about leys, and apparently tried to measure the energy in the ground below the
forest, but without success. And yet he had measured something in the oakwoods - an energy
associated with al thelife that grew there. He had found aspira vortex around each tree, asort of aura,
and those spiras bounded not just trees, but whole stands of trees, and glades.

Over the years he had mapped the forest. Christian brought out that map of the woodland area, and |
looked at it again, but from adifferent point of view, beginning to understand the marks made upon it by
the man who had spent so much time within the territoriesit depicted. Circleswithin circles were marked,
crossed and skirted by straight lines, some of which were associated with the two pathways we called
south and deep track. The letters HB in the middle of the vast acreage of forest were clearly meant to
refer to the 'hogback' glade that existed there, a clearing that neither Christian nor | had ever been ableto
find. There were zones marked out as 'spiral 0ak’, ‘dead ash zone' and 'oscillating traverse'.

The old man believed that al lifeis surrounded by an energetic aura- you can see the human auraasa
faint glow in certain light. In these ancient woodlands, primary woodlands, the combined auraforms
something far more powerful, asort of creative field that can interact with our unconscious. Andit'sin the
unconscious that we carry what he calls the pre-mythago - that's unconscious that we carry what he calls
the pre-mythago - that's myth imago, theimage of theidedized form of amyth cresture. Theimage
takes on substance in anatura environment, solid flesh, blood, clothing, and - asyou saw - weaponry.
Theform of the idealized myth, the hero figure, aters .with cultura changes, assuming the identity and
technology of the time. When one culture invades another - according to father's theory - the heroes are
made manifest, and not just in one location! Historians and |egend-seekers argue about where Arthur of
the Britons, and Robin Hood really lived and fought, and don't redlize thet they lived in many sites. And
another important fact to remember istha when the mind image of the mythago formsit formsin the
whole population . . .and when it isno longer needed, it remainsin our collective unconscious, and is
transmitted through the generations!’

'And the changing form of the mythago,' | said, to seeif | had understood my sketchy reading of father's
notes, 'is based on an archetype, an archaic primary image which father called the Urscumug, and from
which dl later forms come. And hetried to raise the Urscumug from his own unconsciousmind. . '

'And failed to do so," said Chrigtian, 'although not for want of trying. The effort killed him. It weakened
him so much that hisbody couldn't take the pace. But he certainly seemsto have created severa of the
more recent adaptations of the Urscumug.’

There were so many questions, so many areas that begged for clarification. One above dl: 'But a
thousand years ago, if | understand the notes correctly, there was a country-wide need of the hero, the
legendary figure, acting for the side of Right. How can one man capture such a pass onate mood? How
did he power theinteraction? Surely not from the smple family anguish he caused among us, andin his
own head. As he said, that created an unsettled mind and he couldn't function properly.’

'If therésan answer,' said Christian calmly, ‘it'sto be found in the woodland area, perhapsin the
hogback glade. The old man wrote in his notes of the need for a period of solitary existence, aperiod of



meditation. For ayear now I've been following his example directly. He invented a sort of eectrical
bridge which seemsto fuse dementsfrom each haf of the brain. I've used his equipment agreat dedl,
with and without him. But | already find images - the pre-mythagos - forming in my peripherd vison
without the complicated programme that he used. He was the pioneer; his own interaction with the
wood has madeit easier for those who come after. Also, I'm younger. He felt that would be important.
He achieved a certain success, | intend to complete hiswork, eventudly. | shal raise the Urscumug, this
hero of thefirst men.’

Towhat end, Chris? | asked quietly, and in all truth could not see areason for so tampering with the
ancient forces that inhabited both woodland and human spirit. Christian was clearly obsessed with the
ideaof raising these dead forms, of finishing something the old man had begun. But in my reading of his
notebook, and in my conversation with Christian, | had not heard asingle word that explained why so
bizarre astate of nature should be so important to the oneswho studied it.

Christian had an answer. And as he spoke to me his voice was hollow, the mark of his uncertainty, the
gigmaof hislack of conviction in the truth of what he said. "Why, to study the earliest times of man,
Steve. From these mythagos we can learn so much of how it was, and how it was hoped to be. The
aspirations, thevisons, the cultura identity of atime so far gone that even its ssone monuments are
incomprehensbleto us. To learn. To communicate through those persistent images of our past that are
locked in each and every one of us.'

He stopped speaking, and there was the briefest of silences, interrupted only by the heavy rhythmic
sound of the clock. | said, 'I'm not convinced, Chris." For amoment | thought he would shout his anger;
his face flushed, hiswhole body tensed up, furious with my cam dismissa of his script. But thefire
softened, and he frowned, staring at me amost helplesdy. "What does that mean?

‘Nice-sounding words; ho conviction.'

After asecond he seemed to acknowledge some truth in what | said. 'Perhaps my conviction has gone,
then, buried benesth . . . benesth the other thing. Guiwenneth. She's become my main reason for going
back now.'

| remembered his callous words of awhile ago, about how she had no life yet athousand lives. |
understood instantly, and wondered how so obvious afact could have remained so doggedly elusveto
me. 'She was amythago hersdlf,' | said. 'l understand now.'

'She was my father's mythago, agirl from Roman times, amanifestation of the Earth Goddess, the young
warrior princess who, through her own suffering, can unite the tribes.'

'Like Queen Boadicea,' | said.

'Boudicca, Chrigtian corrected, then shook his head. '‘Boudiccawas historically real, although much of
her legend was inspired by the myths and tales of the girl Guiwenneth. There are no recorded legends
about Guiwenneth. In her own time, and her own culture, the ord tradition held sway. Nothing was
written; but no' Roman observer, or later Christian chronicler, refersto her ether, athough the old man
thought that early tales of Queen Guenevere might have drawn partly from the forgotten legends. She's
lost from popular memory -

‘But not from hidden memory!"

Christian nodded. That's exactly right. Her story isvery old, very familiar. Legends of Guiwenneth rose
out of stories from previous cultures, perhaps right back to the post-glacia period, or to the time of the
Urscumug itsdlf!’



'And each of those earlier forms of the girl will bein the wood too?
Christian shrugged. 'The old man saw none, and nor have |. But they must be there.’
'‘And what is her story, Chris?

Helooked at me peculiarly. That's hard to say. Our dear father tore the pages about Guiwenneth from
hisdiary. | have no ideawhy, or where he hid them. | only know what hetold me. Ord tradition again.’
He smiled. 'She was the child to the younger of two sisters, by ayoung warrior banished to a secret
camp in the wild-woods. The elder sster was the wife of one of the invaders, and she was both barren
and jealous, and stole the girl child. The child was rescued by nine hawks, or somesuch, sent by her
father. She was brought up in the forest communities al around the country, under the guardianship of the
Lord of Animas. When she was old enough, and strong enough, she returned, raised the ghost of her
warlord father, and drove the invaders out.’

'‘Not muchtogoon,' | sad.

‘A fragment only,’ Chrigtian agreed. "There is something about a bright stone, in avalley that breathes.
Whatever else the old man learned about her, or from her, he has destroyed.’

'Why, | wonder?

Chrigtian said nothing for amoment, then added, 'Anyway, legends of Guiwenneth inspired many tribes
to take offengve action againgt the invader, whether they were Wessex Chieftain, which isto say, Bronze
Age, Stonehenge and all that; Belgic Cdlts, whichisto say Iron Age; or Romans.' His gaze became
distant for amoment. 'And then she wasformed in thiswood, and | found her and cameto love her. She
was not violent, perhaps because the old man himsdf could not think of awoman being violent. He
imposed a structure on her, disarming her, leaving her quite helplessin the forest.’

'How long did you know her? | asked, and he shrugged.
'l can't tell, Steve. How long have | been away?
‘Twelve daysor so."

'As short as that? He seemed surprised. 'l thought more than three weeks. Perhaps | knew her for no
timeat dl, then, but it seemslike months. | lived in the forest with her, trying to understand her language,
trying to teach her mine, speaking with sgnsand yet dways ableto talk quite deeply. But the old man
pursued us right to the heartwoods, right to the end. He wouldn't let up - shewas his girl, and he had
been as struck by her ashad 1.1 found him, one day, exhausted and terrified, haf buried by leaves at the
forest edge. | took him home and he was dead within the month. That'swhat | meant by his having had a
reason for attacking me. | took Guiwenneth from him.’

'And then she was taken from you. Shot dead.’

‘A few months | ater, yes. | became alittle too happy, alittle too content. | wrote to you because | had to
tel someone about her . . . clearly that was too much for fate. Two dayslater | found her inaglade,
dying. She might have lived if | could have got help to her in the forest, and left her there. | carried her out
of the wood, though, and she died.' He stared at me and the expression of sadness hardened to one of
resolve. '‘But when I'm back in the wood, her myth image from my own subconscious has a chance of
being formed . . . she might be alittle tougher than my father'sverson, but | can find her again, Steve, if |
look hard, if | can find that energy you asked about, if | can get into the deepest part of the wood, to that
centra vortex . . .



| looked at the map again, at the spiral field around the hogback glade. "What's the problem? Can't you
findit?

'It'swell defended. | get near it, but | can't ever get beyond the field that's about two hundred yards
around it. | find myself walking in elaborate circles even though I'm convinced I've walked straight. | can't
get in, and what-ever'sin there can't get out. All the mythagos aretied to their genesis zones, dthough the
Twigling, and Guiwenneth too, could get to the very edge of the forest, down by the pool .’

But that wasn't true! And I'd spent a shaky night to proveit. | said, ‘'One of the mythagos has come out
of thewood ... atal man with the most unbelievably terrifying hound. He cameinto theyard and ate aleg
of pork.'

Chrigtian looked stunned. ‘A mythago? Are you sure?

'Wdll, no. | had noideaat dl what hewas until now. But he stank, wasfilthy, had obvioudy lived inthe
woods for months, spoke a strange language, carried abow and arrows. . .’

'And ran with ahunting dog. Y es, of course. It'salate Bronze Age, early Iron Ageimage, very
widespread. The Irish have taken him to their own with Cuchulainn, made abig hero out of him, but he's
one of the most powerful of the myth images, recognizable al across Europe.’ Christian frowned, then. 'l
don't understand ... ayear ago | saw him, and avoided him, but he was fading fast, decaying ... it
happensto them after awhile. Something must have fed the mythago, strengthened it. . '

'Some one, Chris!'

‘But who? It dawned on him, then, and his eyeswidened dightly. '"My God. Me. From my own mind. It
took the old man years, and | thought it would take me alot longer, many more monthsin the
woodlands, much moreisolation. But it's started already, my own interaction with thevortex . . .'

He had gone quite pale, and he walked to where his staff was propped against thewall, picked it up and
weighed it in hishands. He stared at it, touched the markings upon it.

"Y ou know what this means," he said quietly, and before | could answer went on, 'Shelll form. Shelll
come back; my Guiwenneth. She may be back aready.’

'Don't go rushing off again, Chris. Wait awhile; rest.’

He placed his staff againgt thewadll again. 'l don't dare. If she has formed by now, she'sin danger. | have
to go back.' Helooked at me and smiled thinly, apologetically. 'Sorry, brother. Not much of a
homecoming for you.'

Five

Asquickly asthis, after the briefest of reunions, | had lost Chrigtian again. He wasin no mood to talk,
too distracted by the thought of Guiwenneth aone and trapped in the forest to allow me much of an
ingght into his plans, and into his hopes and fears for some resolution to their impossible love affair.

| wandered through the kitchen and the rest of the house as he gathered his provisonstogether. Again
and again he assured me that he would be gone for no more than aweek, perhapstwo. If shewasin the
wood he would have found her by that time; if not, then hewould return and wait awhile before going



back to the deep zones and trying to form her mythago. In ayear, he said, many of the more hostile
mythagos would have faded into non-existence, and she would be safer. His thoughts were confused, his
plan that he would strengthen her to alow her the same freedom as the man and the hound did not seem
supportable on the evidence from our father's notes; but Christian was a determined man.

If one mythago could escape, then so could the one he loved.

One ideathat appeded to him wasthat | should come with him asfar as the glade where we had made
camp as children, and pitch atent there. This could be aregular rendezvousfor us, he said, and it would
keep histime sense on theright track. And if | spent timein theforest | might encounter other mythagos,
and could report on their state. The glade he had in mind was at the edge of the wood, and quite safe.

When | expressed concern that my own mind would begin to produce mythagos, he assured methat it
would take monthsfor the first pre-mythago activity to show up as ahaunting presence at the edge of my
vison. Hewas equdly blunt in saying that, if | stayed in the areafor too long, | would certainly art to
relate to the woodland, whose aura - he thought - had spread more towards the house in the last few
years.

Late the following morning we set off along the south track. A pae yellow sun hung high above the forest.
It wasacool, bright day, the air full of the scent of smoke, drifting from the distant farm where the
stubbly remains of the summer harvest were being burned. We walked in sllence until we cameto the
mill-pond; | had assumed Christian would enter the oak woodland here, but wisdly he decided againgt it,
not so much because of the strange movements we had seen there as children, but because of the marshy
conditions. Instead, we walked on until the woodland bordering the track thinned. Here Chrigtian turned
off the path.

| followed him inwards, seeking the easiest route between tangles of bracken and nettles, enjoying the
heavy dillness. Thetreeswere smal, here at the edge, but within ahundred yards they began to show
their real age, great gnarled oak trunks, hollow and half-dead, twisting up from the ground, amost
groaning beneath the weight of their branches. The ground rose dightly, and the tangled undergrowth was
broken by weathered, lichen-covered stubs of grey limestone. We passed over the crest and the earth
dipped sharply down, and a subtle change came over the woodland. It seemed darker, somehow, more
alive, and | noticed that the shrill September bird-sound of the forest edge was replaced, here, by amore
gporadic, mournful song.

Christian beat hisway through bramble thickets, and | trudged wearily after, and we soon cameto the
large glade where, years before, we had made our camp. One particularly large oak tree dominated the
surrounds, and we laughed as we traced the faded initials we had once carved there. In its branches we
had made our lookout tower, but we had seen very little from that |eafy vantage point.

'Do | ook the part? asked Chrigtian, holding hisarmsout, and | grinned as | surveyed his caped figure,
the rune-inscribed staff looking less odd, now, more functiond.

"Y ou look like something. Quite what | don't know.'

He glanced around the clearing. 'I'll do my best to get back here as often as| can. If anything goes
wrong, I'll try and leave amessageif | can't find you, some mark to let you know . . .’

'Nothing's going to go wrong,' | said with asmile. It was clear that he didn't wish me to accompany him
beyond this glade, and that suited me. | felt achill, an odd tingle, a sense of being watched. Christian
noticed my discomfort and admitted that he felt it too, the presence of the wood, the gentle breathing of
the trees.



We shook hands, then embraced awkwardly, and he turned on his heels and paced off into the gloom. |
watched him go, then listened, and only when al sound had gone did | set about pitching the smdl tent.

For most of September the weather remained cool and dry, adull sort of month that enabled meto drift
through the daysin avery low-key state. | worked on the house, read some more of father's notebook
(but quickly tired of the repetitive images and thoughts) and with decreasing frequency walked into the
woodlands and sat near, or in the tent, listening for Christian, cursing the midges that haunted the place,
and watching for any hint of movement.

With October came rain and the abrupt, amost sartling redlization that Christian had been gone for
nearly amonth. Thetime had dipped by, and instead of feding concerned for him | had merely assumed
that he knew what he was doing, and would return when he was quite ready. But he had been absent for
weeks without even the dightest sign. He could surely have come back to the glade once, and left some
mark of hispassng.

Now | began to fed more concern for his safety than perhaps was warranted. As soon astherain
stopped | trudged back through the forest and waited out the rest of the day in the miserable, leaking
canvas shelter. | saw hares, and awood owl, and heard distant movementsthat did not respond to my
criesof 'Christian? Isthat you?

It got colder. | spent more timein the tent, creating aseeping bag out of blankets and some tattered
oilskins| found in the cdllar of Oak Lodge. | repaired the splitsin the tent, and stocked it with food and
beer, and dry wood for fires. By the middie of October | noticed that | could not spend more than an
hour at the house before becoming restless, an unease that could only be dispelled by returning to the
glade and taking up my watching post, seated cross-legged just insde the tent, watching the gloom afew
yards away. On several occasions| took long, rather nervous sorties further into the forest, but | didiked
the sensation of gtillness and thetingling of my skin which seemed to say repeatedly that | wasbeing
watched. All thiswasimagination, of course, or an extremely sensitive response to woodland animals, for
on one occasion, when | ran screaming and yelling at the thicket wherein | imagined the voyeur was
crouched, | saw nothing but ared squirrel go scampering in panic up into the crossed and confused
branches of its home oak.

Where was Chrigtian? | tacked paper messages as deep in the wood, and in as many locations, as |
could. But | found that wherever | walked too far into the great dip that seemed to be swallowing the
forest down, | would, at some point within the span of afew hours, find mysalf gpproaching the glade
and thetent again. Uncanny, yes, and infuriating too; but | began to get anideaof Chrigtian'sown
frustration at not being able to maintain astraight linein the dense oakwood. Perhaps, after dl, there was
some sort of field of force, complex and convoluted, that channelled intruders back on to an outward
track.

And November came, and it was very cold indeed. The rain was sporadic and icy, but the wind reached
down through the dense, browning foliage of the forest and seemed to find its way through clothes and
oilskin and flesh to the cooling bones beneeth. | was miserable, and my searchesfor Christian grew more
angry, more frustrated. My voice was often hoarse with shouting, my skin blistered and scratched from
climbing trees. | lost track of time, realizing on more than one occas on, and with some shock, that | had
been two, or perhaps three days in the forest-without returning to the house. Oak L odge grew stale and
deserted. | used it to wash, to feed, to rest, but as soon as the worst ravages of my body were

corrected, thoughts of Christian, anxiety about him, grew in my mind and pulled me back to the glade, as
aurdy asif | wereametd filing tugged to amagnet.

| began to suspect that something terrible had happened to him; or perhaps not terrible, just naturd: if
there really were boarsin the wood, he might have been gored by one, and be either dead or dragging



himself from the heart-woods to the edge, unableto cry for help. Or perhaps he had falen from atree, or
quite sSmply goneto deep in the cold and wet and failed to revive in the morning.

| searched for any sign of hisbody, or of hishaving passed by, and | found absolutely nothing, athough |
discovered the spoor of some large beast, and marks on the lower trunks of several oaksthat looked like
nothing other than the scratchings of atusked animal.

But my mood of depression passed, and by mid-November | was quite confident again that Christian
was dive. My fedlings, now, were that he had somehow become trapped in this autumnal forest.

For thefirgt timein two weeks | went into the village, and after obtaining food supplies, | picked up the
papersthat had been accumulating &t the tiny newsagents. Skimming the front pages of the weekly locdl,
| noticed an item concerning the decaying bodies of aman and an Irish wolfhound, discovered in aditch
on farmland near Grimley. Foul play was not suspected. | felt no emotion, apart from a curious coldness,
asense of sympathy for Christian, whose dream of freedom for Guiwenneth was surely no more than
that: afervent hope, a desire doomed to frustration.

Asfor mythagos, | had only two encounters, neither of them of much note. Thefirst was with a shadowy
man-form that skirted the clearing, watching me, and findly ran into the darkness, striking at the trunks of
trees with a short, wooden stick. The second meeting was with the Twigling, whose shape | followed
stedthily as he walked to the mill-pond and stood in the trees, staring across at the boathouse. | felt no
redl fear of these manifestations, merely adight apprehension. But it was only after the second meeting
that | began to realize how aien the wood was to the mythagos, and how alien the mythagos were to the
wood. These creatures, created far away from their natural age, echoes of a past given substance, were
equipped with alife, alanguage and a certain ferocity that was quite inappropriate to the war-scarred
world of 1947. No wonder the aura of the woodland was so charged with a sense of solitude, an
infectious loneliness that had cometo inhabit the body of my father, and then Chritian, and which was
even now crawling through my own tissues, and would trgp meif | dlowed it.

It was at thistime, too, that | began to halucinate. Notably at dusk, as| stared into the woodlands, | saw
movement a the edge of my vision. At first | put this down to tiredness, or imagination, but |

remembered clearly the passage from my father's notebook in which he described how the
pre-mythagos, theinitid images, always appeared at his peripherd vison. | wasfrightened at first,
unwilling to acknowledge that such creatures could be resident in my own mind, and that my own
interaction with the woodland had begun far earlier than Christian had thought; but after awhile | sat and
tried to see details of them. | failed to do so. | could sense movement, and the occasional manlike shape,
but whatever field wasinducing their appearance was not yet strong enough to pull them into full view;
ether that, or my mind could not yet control their emergence.

On the 24th of November | went back to the house and spent afew hours resting and listening to the
wirdess. A thunderstorm passed overhead and | watched the rain and the darkness, fedling wretched
and cold. But as soon asthe air cleared, and the clouds brightened, | draped my oilskin about my
shoulders and headed back to the glade. | had not expected to find anything different, and so what
should have been a surprise was more of a shock.

The tent had been demolished, its contents strewn and trampled into the sodden turf of the clearing. Part
of the guy rope dangled from the higher branches of the large oak, and the ground hereabouts was
churned asiif there had been afight. As| walked into the space | noticed that the ground was pitted by
strange footprints, round and cleft, like hooves, | thought. Whatever the beast had been it had quite
effectively torn the canvas shdlter to tatters.

| noticed then how silent the forest was, asif holding its breath and watching. Every hair on my body



stood on end, and my heartbeat was so powerful that | thought my chest would burst. | stood by the
ruined tent for just asecond or two and the panic hit me, making my head spin and the forest seem to
lean towards me. | fled from the glade, crashing into the sopping undergrowth between two thick oak
trunks. | ran through the gloom for severa yards before redizing | was running away from the woodland
edge. | think | cried out, and turned and began to run back.

A spear thudded heavily into the tree beside me and | had run into the black wood shaft before | could
stop; ahand gripped my shoulder and flung me againgt the tree. | shouted out in fear, staring into the
mud-smeared, gnarled face of my attacker. He shouted back at me.

'Shut up, Steve! For God's sake, shut up!’

My panic quietened, my voice dropped to awhimper and | peered hard at the angry man who held me. |
was Chridtian, | redized, and my relief was so intensethat | laughed, and for long momentsfailed to
notice what atotal change had come about him.

He was looking back towardsthe glade. 'Y ou've got to get out of here,' he said, and before | could
respond he had wrenched meinto arun, and was practicaly dragging me back to the tent.

In the clearing he hesitated and looked a me. There was no smile from behind the mask of mud and
browning leaves. His eyes shone, but they were narrowed and lined. Hishair was dick and spiky. He
was naked but for a breechclout and aragged skin jacket that could not have supplied much warmth. He
carried three vicioudy pointed spears. Gone was the skeletd thinness of summer. He was muscular and
hard, deegp-chested and heavy-limbed. He was a man made for fighting.

"Y ou've got to get out of the wood, Steve; and for God's sake don't come back.'

'What's happened to you, Chris. . .7 | stuttered, but he shook his head and pulled me across the clearing
and into the woods again, towards the south track.

Immediately he stopped, staring into gloom, holding me back. ‘What isit, Chris?

Andthen | heard it "too, a heavy crashing sound, something picking its way through the bracken and the
treestowards us. Following Christian's gaze | saw a monstrous shape, twice as high asaman, but
man-shaped and stooped, black as night save for the great white splash of itsface, till indistinct in the
distance and greyness.

'God, it's broken out!" said Christian. 'It's got between us and the edge.’
'What isit? A mythago?

"The mythago,' said Chrigtian quickly, and turned and fled back acrossthe clearing. | followed, al
tiredness suddenly gone from my body.

"The Urscumug? That'sif? But it'snot human . . . it'sanima. No human was ever thet tal.'

Looking back as| ran, | saw it enter the glade and move across the open space so fast | thought | was
watching a speeded-up film. It plunged into the wood behind us and waslost in darkness again, but it
was running now, weaving between trees asit pursued us, closing the distance with incredible speed.

Quite suddenly the ground went out from under me. | fell heavily into a depression in the ground, to be
Seadied, as | tumbled, by Christian, who moved a bramble covering across us and put afinger to hislips.
| could barely make him out in thisdark hidey hole, but I heard the sound of the Urscumug die away, and
queried what was happening.



'Has it moved off?

'Almost certainly not,' said Chrigtian. ‘It'swaiting, listening. It's been pursuing mefor two days, out of the
deep zones of theforest. It won't let up until I'm gone.'

‘But why, Chris?Why isit trying to kill you?

'It'sthe old man's mythago, he said. 'He brought it into being in the heart woods, but it was wesk and
trapped until I came aong and gave it more power to draw on. But it was the old man's mythago, and he
shaped it dightly from his own mind, his own ego. Oh God, Steve, how he must have hated, and hated
us, to have imposed such terror on to the thing.'

'And Guiwenneth . . .'| said.

'Yes. .. Guiwenneth . . . Christian echoed, speaking softly now. 'Hell revenge himsalf on mefor that. If
| give him haf achance!

He stretched up to peer through the bramble covering. | could hear a distant, restless movement, and
thought | caught the sound of some animal grumbling deepinitsthroat.

'l thought he'd failed to create the primary mythago.’

Chrigtian said, 'He died bdlieving that. What would he have done, | wonder, if he'd seen how successful
he'd been.' He crouched back down in the ditch. 'It'slike a boar. Part boar, part man, elements of other
beasts from the wildwood. It walks upright, but can run like thewind. It paintsitsface whitein the
semblance of ahuman face. Whatever ageit lived in, onething'sfor sure, it lived along time before man
as we understand "man" existed; this thing comes from atime when man and nature were so close that
they wereindistinguishable.’

He touched me, then, on the arm; ahesitant touch, asif he were half afraid to make this contact with one
from whom he had grown so distant.

'When you run," he said, 'run for the edge. Don't stop. And when you get out of the wood, don't come
back. Thereisno way out for me, now. I'm trgpped in thiswood by something in my own mind as surely
asif | wereamythago mysdf. Don't come back here, Steve. Not for along, long time.'

'Chris-' | began, but too late. He had thrown back the covering of the hole and was running from me.
Moments later the most enormous shape passed overhead, one huge, black foot landing just inches from
my frozen body. It passed by in asplit second. But as | scrambled from the hole and began to run |
glanced back and the creature, hearing me, glanced back too; and for that instant of mutual
contemplation, as we both moved apart in the forest, | saw the face that had been painted across the
blackened features of the boar.

The Urscumug opened its mouth to roar, and my father seemed to leer a me.

PART TWO



The Wild Hunters

One

Onemorning, in early spring, | found abrace of hare hanging from one of the pothooksin the kitchen,
below them, scratched in the yellow paintwork on thewall, wasthe letter 'C'. The gift was repested
about two weeks later, but then nothing, and the months passed.

| had not been back to the wood.

Over thelong winter | had read my father'sdiary ten timesif | had read it once, steeping mysdlf inthe
mystery of hislife as much as he had steeped himsdlf in the mystery of his own unconscious linkswith the
primeva woodland. | found, in his erratic recordings, much that told of his sense of danger, of what - just
once - he called 'ego's mythological idedl’, the involvement of the creator's mind which he feared would
influence the shape and behaviour of the mythago forms. He had known of the danger, then, but |
wonder if Chrigtian had fully comprehended this most subtle of the occult processes occurring in the
forest. From the darkness and pain of my father's mind a single thread had emerged in the fashioning of a
girl in agreen tunic, dooming her to ahelplessnessin the forest that was contrary to her natural form. But
if shewereto emerge again, it would be with Christian's mind controlling her, and Christian had no such
preconceived ideas about awoman's strength or weakness.

It would not be the same encounter.

The notebook itsalf both perplexed and saddened me. There were so many entries that referred to the
years before the war, to our family, to Chrisand mysdf particularly; it was asif my father had watched us
dl thetime, and in that way had been relating to us, had been closeto us. And yet dl thetime he
watched, he was detached, cold. | had thought him unaware of me; | had imagined myself amere
irritation in hislife, anagging insect that he waved aside brusquely, hardly noticing. And yet he had been
totally aware of me, recording each game | played, each walk to, and around, the woodland, recording
the effects upon me.

Oneincident, written briefly and in great haste, brought back a memory of along, summer'sday when |
had been nine or ten years old. It involved awooden ship, which Chris had fashioned from a piece of
fallen beech, and which | had painted. The ship, the stream we called the sticklebrook, and araging
passage through the woodland below the garden. Innocent, childish fun, and dl the time my father had
been asombre, dark shape, observing us from the window of his study.

The day had begun well, abright, fresh dawn, and | had awoken to the sight of Chris, crouched in the
branches of the beech tree outsde my room. | crawled through the window in my pyjamas, and we sat
there, in our secret camp, and watched the distant activity of the farmer who managed the land
hereabouts. Somewhere e se in the house there was movement, and | imagined that the cleaning lady had
arrived early, to benefit from thisfine summer's day.

Chris had the piece of wood, aready shaped into the hull of asmall boat. We discussed our plansfor the
epic journey by river, then scampered back into the house, dressed, snatched breskfast from the hands
of the deepy figure of our mother, and went out into the workshed. A mast was soon shaped and drilled
into the hull. I layered red paint on to the planking, and daubed our initids, one set on either side of the
mast. A paper sail, some token rigging, and the great vessel was ready.



Weran from the yard, skirting the dense, silent woodland, until we found the stream where the launching
of the vessdl would take place.

It waslate July, | remember, hot and still. The brook was low, the banks steep and dry, and littered with
sheep droppings. Thewater was dightly green where dgd life was growing from the stones and mud
below. But the flow was strong, still, and the brook wound across the fields, between lightning-blasted
trees, into denser undergrowth, and findly below aruined gate. This gate was much overgrown with
weed, bramble and shrubby treelife. It had been placed across the siream by the farmer Alphonse
Jeffriesto stop 'urchins such as Chris and mysdf from floundering into the deeper waters of the pool
beyond, where the brook widened and became more aggressive.

But the gate was rotten, and there was a clear gap below it, where the ship of our dreamswould pass
Quiteeeslly.

With great ceremony, Chris placed the model on the waters. 'God speed to al who sail in her!" he said
solemnly, and | added, 'May you come through your great adventure safely. God speed the HMS
Voyager!" (Our name, suitably dramatic, was pinched from our favourite boy's comic of the day.)

Chrislet the vessdl go. It bobbed, spun and whirled away from us, looking uncomfortable on the water. |
felt disgppointed that the boat didn't sall like the redl thing, leaning dightly to the Sde, rising and falling on
the swell. But it was exciting to watch the tiny ship go spinning towards the woodland. And at last, before
vanishing beyond the gate, it did St true upon the ocean, and the mast seemed to duck asit passed the
barrier and was swept from our sight.

Now began the fun. We raced breathlessy round the edge of the wood. It was along trek acrossa
private field, high and ripe with corn, then adong the disused railway track, acrossacow fied. (Therewas
abull, grazing the corner. Helooked up at us, and snorted, but waswell content.)

Beyond this farmland we came to the northern edge of the oak wood, and there the sticklebrook
emerged, awider shalower stream.

We sat down to await our ship, to welcomeit home,

In my imagination, during that long afternoon as we played in the sun and earnestly scanned the darkness
of the woods for some sign of our vessdl, the tiny ship encountered all manner of strange beadts, rapids,
and whirlpools. | could seeit fighting valiantly againgt stormy seas, outrunning otters and water reats that
loomed high above its gunwales. The mind'sjourney was what that voyage was dl about, the images of
dramathat the smple boat-trip inspired.

How | would have loved to see it come bobbing out aong the sticklebrook. What discussions we might
have had about its course, its journey, its narrow escapes!

But the ship did not appear. We had to face the hard redlity that somewhere in the dark, dense
woodland, the model had snagged on a branch and become stuck, there to remain, rotting into the earth

again.

Disappointed, we made our way home at dusk. The school holidays had begun with a disaster, but the
ship was soon forgotten.

Then, six weeks later, shortly before thelong car and train journey back to school, Christian and |
returned to the northern spread of the woods, thistime walking our Aunt'stwo Springer spanidls. Aunt
Ediewas such atrid that we would welcome any excuse to leave the house, even when the day was as
overcast and damp asthat Friday in September.



We passed the sticklebrook and there, to our amazed delight, was the HM S Voyager, spinning and
racing adong in the current; the brook was high after the rains of late August. The ship rode the swell
nobly, continually straightening and forging rapidly into the distance.

We raced adong the bank of the stream, the dogs yapping ferocioudy, delighted with this sudden sprint.
At last Chrigtian gained on the spinning vessel and reached out across the water, snaring our tiny model.

He shook off the water and held it high, hisface bright with pleasure. Panting, | arrived beside him and
took the model from him. The sall wasintact, theinitids till there. Thelittle object of our dreamslooked
exactly aswhen we had launched it.

'Stuck, | guess, and rel eased when the waters rose,’ said Chris, and what other explanation could there
have been?

And yet, that very night, my father had written thisin hisdiary:

Even in the more peripheral zones of the forest, timeisdistorted to adegree. It isas| sugpected. The
aura produced by the prima woodland has a pronounced effect upon the nature of dimensions. Inaway,
the boys have conducted an experiment for me, by releasing their model ship on to the brook that flows -
or so | believe - around the edge of the woodland. It has taken six weeks to traverse the outer zones, a
distance, in red terms, of no more than amile. Six weeks! Deeper in the wood, if the expansion of time
and space increases - which Wynne-Jones suspects - who can tell what bizarre landscapes are to be
found?

During the rest of the long wet winter, following Chrigtian's disgppearance, | increasingly frequented the
dark, musty room at the back of the house: my father's study. | found a strange solace among the books
and specimens. | would St at hisdesk for hours, not reading, nor even thinking, merdly staring into the
near distance, asif waiting. | could visudize my peculiar behaviour quite clearly, snapping out of the
mindlessreverie dmogt irritably. There were dways |l etters to be done, mostly of afinancial nature, Snce
the money on which | wasliving wasrapidly dwindling to asum insufficient to guarantee more than afew
months idle secluson. But it was hard to focus the mind upon such humdrum affairs when the weeks
passed, and Christian remained vanished, and thewind and rain blew, likeliving crestures, against the
smeared panes of the French windows, dmost calling meto follow my brother.

| wastoo terrified. Though | knew that the beast -having rejected me yet again - would have followed
Christian deeper into Ryhope Wood, | could not face the thought of arepeet of that encounter. | had
staggered home once, distraught and anguished, and now al | could do waswalk around the forest edge,
cdling for Chrigtian, hoping, dways hoping, that he would suddenly appear again.

How long did | spend just standing, watching that part of the woodland which could be seen from the
French windows? Hours? Days? Perhapsit was weeks. Children, villagers, thefarm lads, al were
occasiondly to be seen, figures scurrying across the fields, or skirting the trees, making for theright of
waly across the estate. On each occasion that | sighted a human form my spirits leapt, only to subside
again in disgppointment.

Oak Lodge was damp, and smelled o, but it was in no sorrier a state than its restless occupant.

| searched the study, every inch of it. Soon | had accumulated a bizarre collection of objectswhich -
years before - had been of no interest to me. Arrow and spear heads, both of stone and bronze, | found
literaly crammed into a drawer, there were so many of them. Beads, shaped and polished stones, and
necklaces too, some made from large teeth. Two bone objects - long thin shafts, much inscribed with
patterning - | discovered to be spear throwers. The most beautiful object was asmal ivory horse, much
stylized, its body strangely fat, itslegsthin but exquisitely carved. A hole through its neck showed that it



was meant to be worn as a pendant. Scratched within the contours of the horse was the unmistakable
representation of two humans in copula.

This object made me check again ashort referencein the journd:

The Horse Shrineis still deserted, | think now for good. The shaman has returned to the heartlands,
beyond the fire that he has talked about. Left me agift. The fire puzzles me. Why was he so afraid of it?
What lies beyond?

| findly discovered the 'fronta bridge' equipment that my father had used. Chrigtian had destroyed it as
much as he could, breaking the curious mask and bending the various el ectric gadgetry out of shape. It
was a strangely maiciousthing for my brother to have done, and yet | felt | understood why. Chrigtian
was jedous of entry into the realm in which he sought Guiwenneth, and wanted no further
experimentation with mythago generation.

| closed the cupboard on the wreckage.

To cheer mysdf up, to break the self-obsession, | reestablished contact with the Ryhopes, up at the
manor house. They were pleased enough with my company - all, that is, except the two teenage
daughters, who were aloof and affected, and found me distinctly below their class. But Captain Ryhope -
whose family had occupied thisland for many generations - gave me chickens with which to repopulate
my own coops, butter from his own farm supplies, and best of al, several bottles of wine.

| felt it was hisway of expressing his sympathy for what must have seemed to him to be amost tragic few
yearsof my life.

Concerning the woodland he knew nothing, not even thet it was, for the most part, unmanaged. The
southern extent was coppiced, to supply farm poles, and firewood. But the |atest reference he could find
in hisfamily's accountsto any sort of woodland management was 1722. It was abrief allusion:

The wood is not safe. That part which lies between Lower Grubbings and the Pollards, as far as Dykely Field, is

mar sh-ridden and peopled by strange common-folk, who are wise to woodland ways. To remove them would be too
costly, so | have issued orders to fence off this place and clear trees to the south and southwest, and to coppice those
woods. Traps have been set.

For over two hundred years the family had continued to ignore that immense acreage of wild-grown
wood. It was afact | found hard to believe and to understand, but even today, Captain Ryhope had
hardly given a second thought to the area between those strangely named fields.

It was just 'the wood', and people skirted it, or used the tracks round the edge, but never thought about
itsinterior. It was 'the wood'. It had always been there. It was afact of life. Life went on around it.

He did show me awritten entry in the manor's accounts for 1536, or 37, it was not clear which. Thiswas
before hisfamily'stime, and he showed me the entry more out of pride at its allusion to King Henry the
Eighth than for the reference to Ryhope Wood's strange qudlities:

The King was pleased to hunt the woodlands, with four of his entourage and two ladies. Four hawks were taken,
and a canter across the wild fields. The King expressed admiration for the dangerous hunt, riding without due care
through the underwood. Returned at dusk to the Manor. A stag had been killed by the King himself. The King talked
of ghosts, and was entertaining on the manner of being haunted in the deeper glades by the figure of Robin Hood,
which apparently loosed an arrow at him. He has promised to hunt upon the estates in another season.

Shortly after Christmas, whilst | cooked in the kitchen, | detected movement beside me. It was ashock
to my system, amoment of fright that made me twist around, adrenain making my heart race.



The kitchen was empty. The movement remained, a hesitant flickering at the edge of vison. | raced
through the house to the study, and sat behind the desk, my hands on the polished wooden surface, my
breathing laboured.

The movement disappeared.

But it was agrowing presence that had to be faced. My own mind was now interacting with the aura of
the woodland, and at the edge of vision thefirgt pre-mythagos were forming, restless, ill-defined shapes
that seemed to vie for my attention.

My father had needed the 'frontal bridge, the strange machine, paraphernadiaout of Frankenstein, to
enable his own ageing mind to generate these 'stored’ mythic presences from hisracia unconscious. His
journd - thelog of his experiments with Wynne-Jones - and Chris, too, had hinted that ayounger mind
might interact with the wildwoods more smply, and very much faster than my father had ever imagined

possible.

In the sudy there was a brief escape from these clamouring, frightening forms. The woodland had
reached its dark, psychic tendrils only to the nearer rooms of the house - the kitchen and dining-room -
and to pass beyond that zone, through the stuffy lounge, aong the passage to my father's studio, was
somehow to shake off those ing stent movements.

Intime, in amatter of weeks, | became less afraid of the images from my unconscious that were dowly
materidizing. They became an intrusive, but rather un-threatening part of my life. | kept clear of the
woods, imagining that by so doing | was not causing the generation of mythagos which might later emerge
to haunt me. | spent agreat dedl of timein theloca village, and journeyed to London, to friends, on as
many occasons as | could manage. | avoided making contact with the family of my father'sfriend,
Edward Wynne-Jones, despite my growing awareness of the necessity of finding the man and spesking
to him about hisresearch.

Indl theseways| suppose | was cowardly; and yet, in retrospect, it was more aresult of my unease, my
digtraction at the incomplete nature of events with Christian. He ought to come back at any time. Without
knowing for sure whether he was dead, or just totaly lost, there was a great tendency to move neither
forward nor back.

Stasis, then: theflow of time through the house, the endless routine of feeding, washing, reading, but
without direction, without god.

The giftsfrom my brother - the hares, theinitias -provoked something akin to apanic reactionin me. In
early spring | ventured for the first time close to the encroaching woodlands, calling Chrigtian's name.

And it was shortly after this break in routine, perhapsin the middle of March, that occurred the first of
two vigtations from the woodland which were to have aprofound effect upon mein later months. Of the
two emergencesit is the second that was most immediately important; but the first would become of
increasing Sgnificance to melater, even though, on that windy, cold dusk in March, it was an enigmatic
haunting that passed through my lifelike a.cold bresth, aflegting encounter.

| had been to Gloucester for the day, visiting the bank where my father's affairs were still managed. It had
been afrustrating few hours; everything wasin Chrigtian's name, and there was no evidence that my
brother had agreed to pass the handling of affairs acrossto me. My pleasthat Christian waslost in distant
woodlands were listened to with sympathy, but precious little understanding. Certain standing orders
were being paid, certainly, but my financia predicament was growing acute, and without some accessto
my father's account | would be forced back upon my education. Honest employment was something |
had once looked forward to. Now, distracted and obsessed with the past, | wanted nothing more than to



be dlowed to govern my own life.

The buswas late, and the journey home through the Herefordshire countryside was dow and continualy
held up by cattle being moved dong the roadways. It was late afternoon before | cycled the find miles
from the bus station to Oak Lodge.

The house was cold. | pulled on athick, Shetland jumper and busied mysdlf at thefire-grate, cleaning the
ashes of thewood fire from the previous day. My breath frosted and | shivered violently, and at that
moment | reglized there was something unnaturd in that intense chill. The room was deserted; through the
lace-covered windows, the front gardens were a blur of brown and green, afading vison in the gathering
gloom of dusk. | put the light on, wrapped my arms around my shoulders and waked quickly through the
house,

There could be no doubt. This cold was not right. Ice was aready forming on the insides of the windows,
on both sides of the house. | scraped at it with afingernail, peered through the lesions so made, out
across the back yard.

Towards the woodland.

There was amovement there, avague stirring, astenuous, asintangible asthe flickering motions of the
pre-mythagos which, though they occupied my peripherd vision, had ceased to concern me. | watched
that distant tir in the forest asit rippled through the trees and undergrowth, and seemed to cast amoving
shadow acrossthe thistle-covered field that separated treeline from the edge of the garden.

There was something there, something invisible. It was watching me, and dowly gpproaching the house.

Not knowing what el seto do, terrified that perhaps the Urscumug had returned to the woodland edgein
search of me, | picked up the heavy-hafted, flint-bladed spear that | had made during the December
weeks. It was a coarse and primitive means of defence, but was satisfyingly securein away that no gun
could have been. What el s, it had occurred to me, should one usein offence against the primitive but a
primitive tool?

Passing down the gairs, | felt abreath of warm air on my frozen cheeks, atouch like the quick exhalation
of breath of someone close by. A shadow seemed to hover about me, but it disappeared quickly.

In my father's study the haunting aura vanished, perhaps unable to compete against the powerful resduum
of intellect that was my father's own ghost. | peered through the French windows at that woodland which
could be seen from here, rubbing at the frosted glass, watching as my father had once watched,
frightened, curious, drawn to the enigmatic happenings beyond the human limit of the house and grounds.

Shapes darted about the fence. They seemed to pour from the woodland edge, spiraling and lesping,
grey, shadowy formsthat vanished as quickly asthey came, like the tongues of grey smoke from agorse
fire. From the trees, and back to the trees, something reaching, feding, prowling about the grounds.

One of the tendrils passed over the fence and extended to the French windows themselves, and | drew
back, startled, as aface stared at me from the outside, then vanished. The shock had made my heart race
and | dropped the spear. Reaching down for the heavy weapon, | listened as the French windows were
rattled and banged. The woodshed door was struck a violent blow, and a sudden fury swept among the
dartled hens.

But dl | could think of wasthat face. So strange: human, yet with qualitiesthat | can only describe as
fin; the eyes had been danted, the insde of the grinning mouth aglowing red; the face had possessed no
nose, nor ears, but awild, spiky growth of fur or hair had sprouted from cranium and cheeks.



At once mischievous, maevolent, funny, frightening.

Abruptly the light drained from the sky, and the land outside became grey and foggy; the trees had
become shrouded in a preternaturd mist, through which an eerie light shone from adirection towards the
sticklebrook.

My curiosity at last outweighed my apprehension. | opened the windows and stepped into the garden,
walking dowly through the darkness towards the gate. To the west, in the direction of Grimley the
horizon was bright. | could clearly see the shapes of farmhouses, copses and the roll of hills. To the est,
towards the manor house, the evening was smilarly clear. It was only above the woods, and Oak Lodge
itsdlf, that this ssorm-dark pd| of gloom hovered.

The dementals camein force, then, emerging from the very ground itself, rising about me, hovering,
probing, and making strange sounds very like laughter. | twisted and twirled, trying to glimpse some
rationa form to the gugting creatures, occasionaly glimpsing aface, ahand, along, curved finger, the nall
apolished claw that jabbed towards me, but curled away before contact could be made. | glimpsed
female shapes, lithe and sensuous. But mostly | saw the grimacing faces of something more dfin than
human; hair flowed, eyes sparkled, broad mouths parted in slent cries. Were they mythagos? | hardly
had time to question it. My hair was touched, my skin stroked. Invisible fingers prodded my back, tickled
me below the ears. The silence of the grey dusk was interrupted by abrupt and brief bursts of
wind-shrouded laughter, or the eerie cries of night birds that hovered above me, broad-winged,
human-faced.

Thetrees at the edge of the wood swayed rhythmicaly; in their branches, through the hanging mist, | saw
further shapes, shadows chased each other across the sunlessfields about. | was surrounded by
poltergeist activity of uncanny and immense proportions.

Swiftly, then, the activity died away, and the light from the sticklebrook grew moreintense. The stillness
was frightening, chilling. The cold was numbing, and my body was racked with cramp. | watched the light
asit emerged from mist and woodland both, and was astonished when | saw its source.

A boat came sailing from the trees, moving steadily dong a stream far too smdl to contain itswidth. The
boat was painted with bright colours, but the glowing light came from the figure which stood upon its
prow, peering intently towards me. Boat and man, both were among the strangest things | have ever
seen. The boat was high-prowed and high-sterned, with asingle sail set at an angle; no wind took the
grey canvas or the black rigging; symbols and shapes had been carved upon the wood of the hull; bizarre
figurines surmounted both prow and stern, and each of those carved gargoyles seemed to twist to watch
me

The man glowed with agolden aura. He stared from benesth a bronze-bright helmet, its crown
elaborately crested, haf-hidden between the twisting cheek guards. A flowing beard, chalk-white with
streaks of red, reached to his broad chest. He leaned upon the railings of the ship, his patterned cloak
wrapped about his body, the light that surrounded him glinting on the metal of hisarmour.

About him played the ghouls and ghosts of the forest edge, and they seemed to be pushing and tugging at
the ship, accounting for its movement forward on the shallow waters of the stream.

Thismutual regard across a distance of no more than ahundred yardslasted for afull minute. Thena
strange wind began to blow, filling out the broad sail of the eerie vessdl; the black rigging tugged and
twanged, the boat rocked and the glowing man glanced up to the sky.

Around him, the dark forces of his night-time entourage gathered, clustering about the boat, whining and
crying with the voices of nature.



The man tossed something towards me, then raised hisright hand in that universa symbol of
acknowledgement. | stepped towards him, but was blinded by a sudden dust-laden wind. Elementals
swirled around me. | saw the golden glow disappear dowly back towards the wood, the stern now the
prow, the sail filled with ahedlthy breeze. Try as| might | could not step forward through the barrier of
protective forces that accompanied the mysterious stranger.

When at last | was free to move, the ship had gone, the dark pall of mist above the land was suddenly
sucked away, like smoke swirling towards afan. It was a bright evening; | felt warm. | walked to the
object the man had thrown and picked it up.

It was an o2k |eaf the Sze of my palm, fashioned out of silver, amasterful piece of craftmanship. Asl
stared down &t it, | saw the shallowly inscribed letter C within the outline of aboar's head. The leaf was
pierced, along thin tear, asif aknife had been thrust through the metd. | shivered, although why the sight
of thistalisman should fill me with such dread | was not, &t that time, able to understand.

| went back to the house, to think about these most bizarre mythago forms yet to have emerged from the
edgewoods.

Two

Rain swept across the land, a drenching shower that seemed to come from a sky too bright to have
carried the downpour. The fields became dick and treacherous as | raced back towards Oak Lodge.
Therain penetrated my thick pullover and flannels, and was cold and irritating on my skin. | had been
caught unawares, strolling down from the manor house after afew hours gardening, undertaken in
exchange for acut of mutton from their supplies of salted mest.

| ran across the garden and flung the heavy piece of mest into the kitchen, then stripped off my saturated
juniper, ill standing in therain. The air was heavy with the smell of earth and woodland, and as| stood
there, shedding my wet clothes, so the storm passed, and the sky brightened dightly.

Sun broke through cloud, and for afew seconds awave of warmth encouraged me in my thinking that as
late April was about to give way to early May, the first sgns of summer were at hand.

Then | saw the fragmentary carnage near to the chicken coop, and achill of gpprehension made me dart
to the sde of the kitchen door . . .

Before | left | had closed the door, | was certain of that. But it had been open as | had scampered out of
the wet weather.

Wringing out my jumper | walked cautioudy to the chicken coop. Two chicken headslay there, their
necks till bloody where they had been struck from the bodies with aknife. In the rain-softened ol
round about were the marks of a small-footed human being.

Entering the house | could see at oncethat | had entertained avisitor in my absence. The drawersto the
kitchen table were open, cupboards were open, and tins and jars of preserved foods had been scattered,
somejars opened and sampled. | walked through the house and observed the muddy prints of feet as
they toured through the sitting-room, into the study, up the stairs and through the various bedrooms.

In my own bedroom the prints, a vague outline of toes and hedls, stopped by the window. The pictures



of mysdlf, Christian and my father, that were placed on my bureau, had been moved. By holding the
framed photographsto the light | could see the smudges of fingerprints on the glass.

The prints of both fingers and feet were smallish, but not like achild's. | suppose, even at that moment, |
knew who my mystery visitor had been, and felt not so much apprehensive asintensdly curious.

She had been here within the last few minutes. There was no blood in the house, which | felt there should
have been had she carried the spoils of her raid about with her, but | heard no disturbance as| had come
acrossthefields. Five minutes before, then, no more, no less. She had come to the house under the cover
of therain, had toured the establishment, poking and prying with admirable thoroughness, and had then
raced back to the woods, stopping in her passage to strike the heads swiftly from two of my precious
hens. Even now, | thought, she was probably observing me from the woodland edge.

In afresh shirt, my trousers changed, | walked out into the garden and waved, scanning the dense
undergrowth, the shadowy recesses that were the severa pathways into the forest. | could see nothing.

| resolved, then, that | would haveto learn to go back into the woodland.

The next day was brighter, and considerably drier, and | equipped mysdf with spear, kitchen knife and
oilskin wrap and walked cautioudy into the woods, asfar asthe clearing where | had made my camp,
some months before. To my surprise there was hardly afragment of that camp siteleft. All the tent
canvas had gone, the tins and pots purloined. By carefully feeling the ground | discovered asingle, bent
tent peg. And the glade itsalf had changed in aremarkable way: it was covered with oak saplings. They
were no more than two or three feet high, but they clustered in the space, too many to survive, but too
high by far to have grown in that space of afew months. . .

And winter months too!

| tugged at one of the saplings and it was deeply rooted; | skinned my hand, and tore the tender bark,
before the plant at last relinquished its fervent grip upon the earth.

She did not return that day, nor the next, but theresfter | became increasingly aware that | was
entertaining avisitor during the dark hours of night. Food would vanish from the pantry; implements,
ordinary items of kitchen-ware, would be misplaced, or replaced. Also on some morningstherewasa
grange smdll in the house, neither earthy, nor female, but - if you can imagine this bizarre combination -
something that was alittle of both. I noticed it most powerfully in the halway, and would stand for long
minutes, just |etting the peculiarly erotic aroma seep into my system. Dirt and leef litter were dwaysto be
found on the ground floor and stairs of the house. My visitor was becoming bolder. | imagined that, whilst
| dept, she stood in the doorway and watched me. Strangely, | felt no apprehension at the idea.

| tried setting my alarm clock to awaken mein the dead hours, but al this succeeded in doing was giving
me arestless night and a bad temper. On thefirst occasion | used theaarm | discovered | had missed
my visitor, but the pungent smell of woodland femaefilled the house, thrilling meinaway that | felt
amost ashamed to acknowledge. On the second occasion, she had not visited. The house was silent. It
wasthreein the morning, and the only smell was of rain; and onions, part of my supper.

And yet | was glad, on that occasion, to have set the darm so early, for though my imagined woodland
nymph was not in evidence, | was being visited. The sound of chickens being disturbed cameto measl
climbed back into bed. Immediately | raced down the stairs to the back door, and held the oil lamp high.
| had timeto glimpse two tal, thickly built man-shapes before the glass of the elamp shattered and the
flame was extinguished. Thinking back on that incident | can remember the whoosh of air as a stone was
dung, ashot more accurate than isrationdly believable.



In darkness | watched the two shambling figures. They stared back at me; one had its face daubed with
white, and appeared to be naked. The other wore wide pantaloons and a short cloak; his hair waslong
and richly curled, but that detail may have been wrongly imagined. Each held aliving chicken by the neck,
dtifling the animal’s cries. As| watched, each wrenched the head from its animd, then turned and walked
diffly to the fence, lost in the gloom of night. The onein the baggy panta oons turned, just as he entered
obscurity, and bowed to me.

| remained awake until dawn, seated in the kitchen, picking idly at bread and making two pots of teathat
| redly didn't want. Assoon asit waslight | dressed fully and investigated the chicken coops. | was now
down to two animals, and they walked irritably about the grain-scattered arena, dmost resentfully
ducking.

I'll do my best,' | told them. 'But | have afedling you're destined to go the same way .’
The henswalked giffly from me, perhaps requiring to enjoy their last medl in peace.

An oak sapling, four "inchestdl, was growing in the middle of their ground, and - surprised and quite
fascinated - | reached to it and plucked it from the earth. Intrigued by the way nature itself seemed to be
infiltrating my own jealoudy guarded territory, | toured the grounds, more dert than previoudy, to what
was emerging from the soil.

Saplingswere springing up al over the part of the garden next to the study, and the thistle-field which
connected that areawith the woodland itself. There were more than ahundred saplings - each lessthan
sx inchestal - in scattered band across the small lawn that led from the study's French windows to the
gate. | went through the gate and noticed how the field, sparsely grazed for severa years and quite wild,
was now richly dotted with seedlings. Towards the woodland edge they weretdler, some dmost at my
own height. | plotted the width and extent of that band of growth, and realized with achill that it formed a
sort of tendril of woodland, forty or fifty feet wide, reaching to the house by way of the musty library.

The vison, then, was of a pseudopod of woodland trying to drag the house itself into the aura of the main
body. | didn't know whether to leave the saplings, or crush them. But as| reached to tug one of them
from the ground, so the pre-mythago activity in my periphera vision became agitated, dmost angry. |
decided to leave this bizarre growth. It reached to the very edge of the houseitself, but when the saplings
grew too large they could easily be destroyed, even if they grew at an abnormal pace.

The house was haunted. The thought of it fascinated me, even asit sent shivers of fear down my spine;
but the feding of terror was one step removed, asit were; it was the same haunting, terrifying fegling that
one gets when seeing a Boris Karloff film, or listening to aghost story on the Home Service. It occurred
to methat | had become a part of the haunting process that was enveloping Oak Lodge, and that as such
| could not respond normally to the overt signs and manifestations of the spectral presences.

Or perhapsit was smply this: | wanted her. Her. The girl from the wildwood who had obsessed my
brother, and whom | knew to have visted Oak Lodge again, in her new life. Perhaps much of what
would follow was caused by this desperate need in mefor love, to find the same degree of commitment
to the femde creation of the woodland that Christian had found. | wasin my early twenties, and save for
abrief, physcaly exciting, but intellectualy empty liaison with agirl from the village in France where | had
been after thewar, | was inexperienced in love, in the communion of mind and body that people call
love. Chrigtian had found it. Christian had lost it. Isolated at Oak Lodge, milesfrom anywhere, it isnot
surprising that the thought of the return of Guiwenneth began to obsess me.

And eventually she came back as more than atransent aroma, or watery footprint on the floor. She
came back in full body, no longer afraid of me, as curious of me, | liketo think, as| was of her.



She was crouched by the bed; sparse moonlight reflected from the sheen of her hair, and when she
glanced away from me, nervoudy | thought, that same light glinted from her eyes. | could get no more
than an impression of her, and as sheroseto her full height I could discern only her dender shape, cladin
aloose-fitting tunic. She held a spear, and the cold metal blade was against my throat. It was sharpened
along the edges, and each time | moved her dightest prod caused the skin on my neck to part. It wasa
painful encounter and | was not prepared for it to be afatal one. So | lay there, in the hours after
midnight, and listened to her breathing. She seemed dightly nervous. She was here because shewes. . .
what can | say? Seeking. That isthe only word | know to explain it. She was seeking me, or something
about me. And in the sameway | was seeking her.

She smelled strong. It wasthe sort of smell | would come to associate with alifein the forests and
remote places of abarren land, alife where regular washing was something of aluxury, and where one
was marked by aroma as clearly as, in my own day, one was marked by the style of clothes.

Soshegmélled . . . earthy. Yes. And aso of her own secretions, the sharp, not unpleasant smell of sex.
And sweat too, salty, tangy. When she came close to me and peered down | got an ideathat her hair
was red, and that her eyes were fierce. She said something like, 'Y mmam'ch buth? She repeated the
words severd times, and | said, 'l don't understand.’

'Cefrachas. Ichnawhich ch'athab. Mich ch'athaben!
'l don't understand.’

'Mich ch'athaben! Cefrachas!’

I wish | did understand, but | redly don't.'

The blade dug deeper into my neck and | flinched, and raised ahand dowly to the cold meta. Gently |
eased the weagpon away, smiling, and hoping that in the darkness she could see my willing subservience.

She made a sound, like frustration, or despair, I'm not sure which. Her clothing was coarse. | took the
brief opportunity to touch the tunic she wore and the fabric was rough, like sacking, and smelled of
leather. Her presence was overwhelming and quite overpowering. Her breath on my face was swest,
though, and dightly . . . nutty.

'Mich ch'athaben!" she said, and thistime it was dmost with atone of hopelessness.

'Mich Steven,' | said, wondering if | was on the right track, but she remained silent. 'Steven!" | repested,
and tapped my chest. 'Mich Steven.'

'Ch'athaben,’ sheinssted, and the blade nicked sharply into my flesh.
‘There'sfood in the pantry,’ | offered. 'Ch'athaben. Downen. Stairen.’
‘Cumchirioch,’ she retorted savagdly, and | felt mysdlf insulted.

'I'm doing my best. Do you have to keep prodding me with the spear?

Abruptly and unexpectedly, she reached out and grabbed my hair, jerking my head back and peering at
my face.

A moment later she was gone, running slently down the stairs. Although | followed her swiftly, she was
fleet of foot, and became absorbed by night's shadows. | stood at the back door and searched for her,
but therewasno sign.



‘Guiwenneth!” | shouted into the darkness. Was that the name by which she knew hersdlf, | wondered?
Or only Chrigtian's name for her? | repeated the cdl, changing the emphasisin the name. '‘Gwinneth! G
wineth! Come back, Guiwenneth. Come back!"

In the silence of those early morning hours my voice carried loudly, hollowly, reflected back at me from
the sombre woodland. Movement among the blackthorn scrub cut off my cry in mid-name.

By the sparse moonlight it was hard to see properly who stood there, but it was Guiwenneth, of that |
was sure. She stood quite motionless, watching me, and | imagine that she wasintrigued at my use of her
name.

‘Guiwenneth,’ she cdlled softly, and it was athroaty, sibilant sound, a pronunciation more like chwin aiv.
| raised my right hand in agesture of parting and caled, ‘Goodnight then, Chwin aiv.'
'Inoscda. .. Stivven. . .

And the enfolding shadows of the forest claimed her again, and thistime she did not regppear.

Three

By day | explored the woodland periphery, trying to penetrate deeper but still unable to do so; whatever
forces were at work defending the heartwoods, they regarded me with suspicion. | tripped and became
tangled in the rank undergrowth, ending up time and time again against amossy stump, bramble-covered
and unpassable, or finding mysdf facing awall of water-dick rock, that rose, dark and daunting, from the
ground below, itsalf eroded and covered by the twisting, moss-furred roots of the great sessile oaks that
grew here,

By the mill-stream | glimpsed the Twigling. Near to the sticklebrook, where the water swirled more
rapidly below therotting gate, there | caught sight of other mythagos, moving cautioudy through the
undergrowth, their features barely discernible through the paint they had daubed on their skins.

Someone had cleared the saplings from the centre of the glade and the remains of afire were
pronounced; rabbit and chicken bones were scattered about, and on the thistle-covered grass were the
sgns of aweaponsindustry, flakes of stone, and the pedings of bark from young wood, where a shaft
for agpear or arrow had been fashioned.

| was conscious of the activity around me, aways out of sight, but never out of earshot; furtive
movement, sudden rapid flight, and a strange, eerie caling-bird-like, yes, but clearly of human
manufacture. The woods were aive with the creations of my own mind ... or Chrigtian's - and they
seemed to be clustering around the glade, and the stream, moving from the woodland at night along the
oak tendril that reached to the study.

| longed to be able to reach deeper into the forest, but it was awish that was constantly denied me. My
curiosity asto what lay beyond the two hundred or so yards of the periphery began to peak, and |
created landscapes and creatures as wild, in my imagination, as had been the imaginary journey of the
Voyager.



It was three days after Guiwenneth'sfirst contact with me that an ideafor seeing deeper into the
woodland occurred at last; why | hadn't thought of it before | cannot say. Perhaps Oak Lodge was so
remote from the normal stream of human existence, and the landscape around Ryhope so far from the
technologicaly advanced civilization at whose heart it lay, that | had been thinking only in primitive terms:
walking, running, exploring from the ground.

For, severd days| had been aware of the sound, and occasiond sight, of asmall monoplane asit circled
above the land to the east of the wood. On two days the plane - a Percival Proctor, | think - had come
quite close to Ryhope Wood, before turning and disappearing into the distance.

Then in Gloucester, on my way to the bank, | saw the plane again, or onevery likeit. It was
photographing the city for aland survey, | discovered. Operating out of Mucklestone Air Field, an area
of some forty square miles was being photographed aeridly for the Ministry of Housing. If | could just
convincetheair crew to 'loan’ me the passenger seet of one of their planesfor an afternoon, | could fly
above the oak woodland and see the heart-woods from a vantage point where surely the supernatural
defences could not reach . . .

| was met at the perimeter gate of Mucklestone Field by an air-force sergeant who led me, silently, to the
gmall cluster of white-washed Nissen huts that served as offices, control buildings and mess buildings. It
was colder insgde than out. The whole area was unpleasantly run-down and lifeless, athough atypewriter
clattered somewhere, and | could hear distant laughter. Two planes stood on the runway, one clearly
being serviced. It was abrisk afternoon, the wind was blowing from the south-east, and most of it
seemed to whigtle through the corners of the cramped little room into which my guide conducted me.

The man who smiled uncertainly at meas| entered wasin hisearly thirties, perhaps, fair-haired,
bright-eyed and hideously burn-marked around his chin and left cheek. He wore the uniform and insgnia
of an RAF Captain, but had the collar of his shirt open, and wore plimsollsinstead of boots. Everything
about him was casua and confident. He frowned, though, as he shook my hand and said, 'Don't quite
understand what exactly it isyou want, Mister Huxley. Sit down, won't you?

| did as he bade me and stared at the map of the surrounding landscape that he had spread out on the
desk. His name was Harry Keeton, that much | knew, and he had clearly flown during the war. The burn
scar was both fascinating and hideousto look at; but heworeit proudly, like ameda, apparently not in
the least bothered by the grotesque marking.

If | regarded him curioudy, he was equaly puzzled by me, and after amoment or two's hesitant exchange
of looks he laughed nervoudly. 'l don't get many requests to borrow a plane. Farmers, mostly, wanting
their houses photographed. And archaeologists. They dways want photographs at dusk or dawn. Sun
shadows, you see? It shows up field markings, old foundations, thingslikethat . . . but you want to fly
over awood ... isthat right?

| nodded. | couldn't actually make out where, on the map, the Ryhope estate lay. 'It's awoodland by my
house, quite extensive. I'd just like to fly across the middle of it, and take afew photographs.”

Keeton'sface registered something like worry. He smiled, then, and touched his scarred jaw. 'Last timel
flew over awood a sniper made the best shot of hislife and brought me down. That wasin 43. 1 wasina
Lysander. Lovely plane, lovely handling. But that shot . . . straight to the fudl tank, and wallop. Down into
thetrees. | waslucky to get out. I'm nervous of woods, Mister Huxley. But | don't suppose therere any
snipersinyours” Heamiled in afriendly way, and | smiled back, not liking to say that | couldn't guarantee
such athing. 'Where exactly isthiswood? he asked.

'It'son the Ryhope estate,’ | said, and stood and bent over the map. After asecond | saw the name.



Strangdly, therewas no indication at al of the woodland, just a dotted line indicating the extent of the
massive property.

Keeton was looking at me peculiarly when | straightened up. | said, ‘It isn't marked. That's odd.'

'Very,' he said. Histone was matter of fact ... or perhaps dightly knowing. 'How big isthe place? he
asked then. 'How extensive? Still he stared a me.

'Very extensve. A perimeter of morethan six miles. ..
'Six miled" he exclaimed, then smiled thinly. That's not awood, that's aforest!’

In the silence that followed | became certain that he knew at least something about Ryhope Wood. |
said, 'Y ou've been flying close to the place yourself. Y ou or one of your pilots.’

He nodded quickly, glancing at the map. "That was me. Y ou saw me, did you?

It'swhat gave metheidea of coming to theair field." When he added nothing, but just looked very
dightly cagey, | went on, Y ou must have noticed the anomaly, then. Nothing marked on the survey map .

But instead of addressing himsdlf to the statement, Harry Keeton just sat down and toyed with a pencil.
He studied the map, then me, then the contours again. All he said was, 'l didn't know we had any
mediaeva oak woodland of that extent Ieft uncharted. Isit managed woodland?

'Partly. Mogt of it isquitewild, though.'

He leaned back in his chair; the burn scar had darkened dightly and I thought he seemed to be restraining
agrowing excitement. That in itself isamazing, he said. 'The Forest of Dean isimmense, of course, but
it'swell managed. Theré'sawood in Norfolk that'swild. I've been there . . . He hesitated, frowning
dightly. There are others. All smdll, al just woodland that has been alowed to go wild. Not redl
wildwood at al.’

K eeton suddenly seemed quite on edge. He stared at the map, at the area of the Ryhope estate, and |
thought he murmured something like, 'So | wasright. . .

'Can you help me with aflight over the wood, then? | asked and Keeton glanced a me suspicioudy.
'Why do you want to over-fly it?

| started to tell him, then broke off. 'I don't want this talked about -

'l understand.’

'My brother is wandering somewhere insde it. Months ago he went exploring and hasn't come back. |
don't know if he'slost or dead, but I'd like to see what can be seen from the air. | redlize that it'sirregular

Keeton wasimmersed in his own thoughts. He had gone quite pale, now, al save the burn scarson his
jaw. Hefocused on me suddenly and shook his head. 'Irregular? Well, yes. But | can manageit. It will be
expensve. I'll haveto chargeyoufor fud. . .

'How much?

He quoted alikely figurefor asixty mile jaunt that made the blood drain from my face. But | agreed, and



was relieved to discover that there would be no other costs. He would fly me out himself. He would turn
the cameras on Ryhope Wood and add it to the landscape map that he was compiling. ‘It would haveto
be done eventudly, right aswell do it now. The earliest | could fly you out istomorrow, after two
oclock. Isthat dl right with you?

Fine'l said. I'll be here'

We shook hands. Asl| Ieft the office | glanced back. Keeton was standing quite motionless behind his
desk, staring &t the survey map; | noticed that his hands were shaking dightly.

| had flown only once before. The journey had lasted four hours and had been in a battered,
bullet-ravaged Dakota, which had taken off during athunderstorm and landed on deflated tyres on the
runway a Marsallles. | had known little of the drama, being drugged and semiconscious; it was an
evacuation flight arranged with greet difficulty, to the place of convaescence where | would recover from
the bullet wound in my chest.

So theflight in the Perciva Proctor was effectively my firgt trip skywards, and asthe flimsy plane lurched
and seemed almost to legp into the skies, | clutched hard to the hand-holds beside me, closed my eyes,
and concentrated on fighting down the sudden package of innards that seemed about to burst from my
throat. | don't think | have ever felt so potentialy sick in my life, and how | remained in equilibriumis
beyond me. Every few seconds my body parted company with my stomach asagust of wind - athermal,
Keeton cdled them - seemed to grasp the plane with invisible fingers and shift it upwards or downwards
at darming speeds. The wings buckled and flexed. Even through the helmet and headphonesthat | worel
could hear the creaking complaint of the duminium fusdage asthistiny modd structure fought the
mindlessdements.

Wedcirdedtheairfield twice, and at last | risked opening my eyes. It wasan initidly disorientating fedling,
as | suddenly became aware that the view from the sde window was not a distant horizon, but farmland.
My mind caught up with my inner ear, and | adjusted to the idea of being severa hundred feet abovethe
ground, hardly conscious of the confusion of my body in relationship to gravity. Then Keeton banked
sharply to the right - and there was no disorientation then, merely panic! - and the plane dipped quickly
away to the north; bright sun obscured dl vision to the west, but by peering hard through the cold, rather
misty sde window, | could see the shadowy field structure below, with the bright scattered clusters of
white buildings that were hamlets and towns.

'If you fed sick,' Keeton caled back, hisvoice agrating rasp in my ears, 'use the leather bag beside you,
would you mind?

'| fed fine,' | said back, and felt for the reassuring container. The plane was buffeted by a crosswind and
part of me seemed to rise within my chest cavity before catching up with its companion organs. | clutched
the bag moretightly, felt the sting of sharp sdivain my mouth, that awful cold fegling that precedes
nausea. And as quietly, and as quickly, as possible - and humiliated totaly - | gavein to the violent need
to empty my stomach.

Keeton laughed loudly. 'Waste of rations," he said.
'| fed better for being rid of them.’

At oncel did fed better. Perhaps anger at my weakness, perhaps the smple fact of being empty,
alowed me amore cheerful approach to the terrifying act of flying hundreds of feet above the ground.
K eeton was checking the cameras, his mind on them, not on our passage through the sky. The
semi-circular steering wheel moved of its own volition, and though the plane seemed struck by giant
fingers, flipping it to right and left, then pushing it down with aarming speed, we seemed to maintain a



straight course. Below us, farmland blended with dense green woodland; atributary of the Avon wasa
muddy band winding aimlesdy into the distance. Cloud shadow chased like smoke across the patchwork
paitern of thefields, and dl in al everything below seemed lazy, placid, peaceful.

And then Keeton said, 'Good God, what's that?

| looked forward, over his shoulder, and saw the dark beginnings of Ryhope Wood on the horizon. A
great cloud seemed to hang above that part of the land, an eerie darkness asif astorm were raging
abovetheforest. And yet the skieswere quite clear, cloud could be seen, as sparse and summery asthat
above the whole of the west of England. The sombre pall seemed to ebb upwards from the wildwoods
themsalves, and as we approached the vast expanse of the forest, that darkness nagged at our own
moods, darkening us, filling us with something approaching dread. Keeton voiced it, banking the tiny
plane to the right, to skirt the edge of the wood. | looked down and saw Oak Lodge, agrey-roofed,
miserable huddle of abuilding, its entire grounds looking black, morose, the sapling growth spread thickly
towards the house's extension where the study was located.

The forest itself looked tangled, dense and hogtile; | could see away across the foliage tops, and they
were unbroken, aseaof grey green, rippling in the wind, looking dmost organic, asingle entity, breathing
and shifting restlesdy beneath the unwel come agrid gaze.

Keeton flew at adistance from Ryhope Wood, around the perimeter and it seemed to me that the
expanse of prima woodland was not asvast asit had first appeared. | observed the trickle of the
gticklebrook, awinding, quite erratic flow of grey-brown water, occasiondly sparkling in the sun. 1t was
possible to see the stream’sjourney into the wood for some way, before the tree tops closed over it.

'I'm going to make an overpass from east to west,' Keeton announced suddenly, and the aircraft banked,
theforet tilted before my "fascinated eyes, and suddenly seemed to lurch drunkenly towards me, flowing
below me, and spreading out widdly, slently before me.

At once the plane was taken by a storm-wind of appaling strength. 1t was flung upwards, amogt tilting
nose over tall as Keeton struggled at the controlstrying to right the vehicle. Strange golden light streamed
from wingtip and propellor blur, asif we flew through arainbow. The plane was struck from theright,
and pushed hard towards the edge of the forest, back towards open land. Around the cabin aghostly,
banshee-like wailing began. It was so deafeningly loud that Keeton's cries of rage and fear, coming to me
through the radio headphones, were amost inaudible.

Aswe | eft the confines of the woodland, so arédative cam reappeared, the plane straightened, dropped
dightly, then banked as Harry Keeton turned back for a second attempt to fly over the forest.

Hewas quite sllent. | wanted to speak, but found my tonguetied as| fixed my gaze on the wall of gloom
ahead of us.

Again, that wind!

The plane lurched and looped over the first few hundred yards of woodland, and the light that began to
enshroud us grew moreintense, crawling aong thewings and playing, like tiny shreds of lightning, over
the cabin itself. The screaming reached an intengity that made me cry out, and the plane was buffeted so
hard that | felt sure it would be broken, shredded like a child's modd.

Looking down through the eerielight, | saw clearings, glades, ariver flowing ... it wasthe briefest of
visions of awoodland amost totally obscured by the supernatural forcesthat guarded it.

Suddenly the plane wasturned over. I'm sure| screamed as| dipped heavily in my seet, only the heavy



leather belt stopping me from being crushed againgt the celling. Over and over the planeralled, while
Keeton struggled to right it, his voice a desperate rasping sound of anger and confusion. The howling
from outside became a sort of mocking laughter, and abruptly thetiny aerial vessal was flung back
acrossthe open land, righting itsdlf, looping twice, and coming periloudy close to impacting with the
ground below.

It zipped up, bouncing across copses, farmhouses; running scared dmost, away from Ryhope Wood.

When at last Keeton was calm, he took the plane up to a thousand feet and stared thoughtfully into the
far distance, where the woodland was on the horizon, agloom-covered place which had defeated his
best effortsto exploreit.

'l don't know what the devil caused that," he said to me, his voice awhisper. 'But right now 1'd prefer not
to think about it. Werelosing fud. There must be atank rupture. Hang on to your sedt. . '

And the plane skipped and darted southwards, to the landing field, where Keeton unloaded the cameras
and left me to my own devices; he was badly shaken and seemed quite keen to be away from me.

Four

My love affair with Guiwenneth of the Greenwood began the following day, unexpectedly, draméticaly . .

| had not returned home from the airfidld at Muckles-tone until mid-evening, and | wastired, shaken, and
very ready for bed. | dept through the alarm, waking abruptly at e even-thirty in the morning. It wasa
bright, if overcast day, and after asnatched breakfast | walked out acrossthe fields, and turned to regard
the woodland from avantage point some haf mile distant.

It wasthefirst time | had seen, from the ground, the mysterious darkness associated with Ryhope Wood.
| wondered whether or not that appearance had developed recently, or if | had been so embroiled, so
enveloped by the aura of the woodland that | had merdly failed to notice its enigmatic Sate. | walked
back towards the house, dightly cold in just my swesater and dacks, but not uncomfortable in theselate
spring, early summer days. Onimpulse| took astrall to the mill-pond, the site at which | had met
Chrigtian for thefirgt timein years, those scant months before.

The place had an attraction for me, even in winter, when the surface of the pool froze around the reeds
and rushes of itsmuddy extremities. It was scummy now, but still quite clear inthe middle. Thedga
growth that would soon transform the pond into a cesspool had not yet shaken off itswinter hibernation.
| noticed, though, that the rotten-hulled rowing boat which had been tethered close to the decaying
boathouse for aslong as | could remember, was no longer in evidence. The frayed rope that had held it
moored - againgt what fierce tides, | wondered? - reached below the water'slevel and | imagined that at
some time during the rainy winter the corrupted vessdl had smply sunk to the muddy bottom.

Onthefar sde of the poal, the dense woodland began: awall of bracken, rush and bramble, strung
between thin, gnarled oak-trunks like afence. There was no way through, for the oaks themselves had
grown from ground too marshy for human trangit.

| walked to the beginning of the marsh, leaning against adoping trunk, staring into the musty gloom of the
edge wood.



And aman stepped out towards me!

He was one of the two raiders from afew nights before, the long haired man wearing wide pantaloons. |
saw now that his gppearance was that of a Royadist from the time of Cromwell, the mid-seventeenth
century; he was naked to the waist, save for two leather harnesses crossed on his chest, attached to
which were apowder horn, aleather pouch of lead balls, and adagger. His hair wasrichly curled, the
curls extending even to his beard and moustaches.

The words he spoke to me sounded curt, most angry, and yet he smiled as he spoke them. They
seemed foreign to me, and yet afterwards | was ableto redlize that they were English, spoken with an
accent akin to broad country. He had said, 'Y ou're the outsider's kin, that's al that matters. . ." but at the
time hiswords had been dien sounds.

Sound, accent, words. . . what mattered more at the' time was that he raised a bright-barrelled flintlock,
wrenching back the lock itsalf with considerable effort, and discharged the piece towards mefrom a
position halfway between hiswaist and his shoulder. If it had been awarning shot, he was a marksman
whose skill would earn the greatest admiration. If he had intended to kill me, then | count mysdlf truly
lucky. The bal struck the side of my head. | was moving backwards, raising my handsin adefensve
gesture, crying out, Wo! For God's sake - I'

The noise of the discharge was deafening, but al was swiftly lost in the pain and confusion of the ball
sriking my head. | remember being thrust backwards as if thrown, and the ice-cold waters of the pond
gripping me and sucking me down. For amoment, then, there was blackness, and when | cameto my
senses again | was swallowing the foul mill-pond waters. | splashed and struggled againgt the clinging
mud, and the weeds and rushes which seemed to wind about me. Somehow | surfaced and gulped air
and water, choking violently.

Then | saw the gleaming haft of adecorated stick, and realized that | was being offered a spear to grasp.
A girl'svoice cdled something incomprehensiblein al but sentiment, and | clung on to the cold wood
graefully, sill more drowned than dive.

| felt my body dragged from the clutches of the weeds. Strong hands.gripped my shoulders and hauled
meall theway out, and as | blinked water and mud from my eyes | focused upon two bare knees, and
the dim shape of my rescuer, leaning towards me and forcing me down on to my stomach.

I'mal right!" | spluttered.

'B'th towethoch!" sheingsted, and the hands strongly massaged my back. | felt water surfacing from my
guts. | choked and vomited the mixture of chyme and pond water, but at last felt ableto sit upright, and |
pushed her hands aside.

She backed off, till crouching, and as| rubbed the muck from my eyes| saw her clearly for the first
time. Shewas staring a me and grinning, dmost chuckling a my filth-ridden sate.

It'snot funny,' | said, glancing anxioudy beyond her at the forest, but my assailant had gone. Thoughts of
him faded quickly as| stared at Guiwenneth.

Her face was quite startling, pale-skinned, dightly freckled. Her hair was brilliant auburn, and tumbled in
unkempt, wind-swept masses about her shoulders. | would have expected her eyesto be bright green,
but they were a depthless brown, and as she regarded me with amusement, | felt drawn to that gaze,
fascinated by every tiny line on her face, the perfect shape of her mouth, the strands of wild red hair that
lay across her forehead. Her tunic was short and of cotton, dyed brown. Her arms and legs were thin,
but the muscles were wiry; afine blonde down covered her cavesand | noticed that her kneeswere



badly scarred. She wore open sandals of crude design.

The hands that had forced me down, and pumped water from my lungs so powerfully, were smal and
ddicate, the nails broken short. She wore black leather wrist bands, and on the narrow, iron-studded
belt around her waist she carried ashort sword in adull grey shesth.

So thiswas the girl with whom Christian had become so helplessy, hopelessy enamoured. Looking at
her, experiencing arapport with her that | had never before encountered, the sense of her sexudity, of
her humour, of her power, | could well understand why.

She helped me to my feet. Shewastall, dmost astal as me. She glanced round, then patted me on the
arm and led the way into the undergrowth, heading in the direction of Oak Lodge. | pulled back, shaking
my head, and she turned and said something angrily.

| said, I'm sopping wet, and very uncomfortable. . ." | brushed hands against my mud and
weed-saturated clothes, and smiled. "There's not a chance that 1'm going home through the woodland. 1'll
gotheeasy way ... And | started to trot back round the path. Guiwenneth shouted at me, then dapped
her thigh in exasperation. She followed me closdly, keeping within the tree line. She was certainly expert,
since she made practically no sound, and only when | stopped and peered hard through the scrub could |
occasiondly glimpse her. When | stopped, so she stopped, and her hair caught the daylight in away that
must surely have betrayed her presence endlesdy. She seemed to be swathed in fire. She was abeacon
in the dark woods, and must have found surviva hard.

When | reached the garden gate | turned to look for her. She came scampering out of the forest, head
low, spear held firmly in her right hand while her left clutched the scabbard of her sword, stopping it from
bouncing about on her belt. She raced past me, ran across the garden and into the lee of the house,
turning againgt thewall, looking anxioudly back towardsthe trees.

| sauntered after her and opened the back door. With awild look, she dipped inside.

| closed the door behind me and followed Guiwenneth as she strolled through the house, curious and
commanding. She tossed her spear on to the kitchen table and unbuckled her sword belt, scratching
through her tunic at her taut flesh below. 'Y suth'k,’ she said with achuckle.

'Itchy too, no doubt,' | agreed, watching as she picked up my carving knife, snickered, shook her head
and dropped the implement back on the table. | was beginning to shiver, thinking of anice hot bath; but
therewould only be alukewarm one, the water heating in Oak Lodge being primitivein the extreme. |
filled three pans with water and put them on to the stove. Guiwenneth watched, fascinated, asthe blue
flame sprang to life. 'R'vannith,’ she said with atone of weary cyniciam.

Asthewater began to heat | followed her through the sitting-room, where she looked at pictures, rubbed
the fabric covers of the chairs, smelled the wax fruit and made an astonished, dightly admiring sound,
then giggled and tossed the artificia appleto me. | caught it and she made agesture asin egting,
questioning, 'Cliosgamuga? And laughed.

‘Not usudly,' | said. Her eyes were so bright, her smile so youthful, so mischievous ... so beautiful.

She kept scratching the belt sores around her waist as she explored further, entering the bathroom and
shivering dightly. | wasn't surprised. The bathroom was adightly modified section of the origina
outhouse, grimly painted in now fading yelow; cobwebs festooned every corner; old tins of Vim scouring
powder, and filth-laden rags, were clustered below the cracked porcelain basin. It amazed me, as|
looked at the cold, unwel coming place, that al through childhood I had washed here quite contentedly -
well, contented, that is, with everything except the gigantic spidersthat scuttled acrossthe floor, or



emerged from the plug-hole of the bath with alarming frequency. The bath was deep, of white ename,
with tal stainless sted tapsthat attracted Guiwenneth's attention more than anything. Sheran her fingers
across the cold enamd and said that word again: 'R'vannith." And laughed. And | suddenly redlized that
shewas saying Roman. She was associating the cold, marble-like surfaces, and the specia heating
techniques, with the most advanced technology of society as she - in her time - had knownit. If it was
cold, hard, ease-making, decadent, then of courseit was Roman, and she, a Celt, despised it.

Mind you, she could have done with a bath herself. Her odour was quite overwhelming and | was not yet
used to experiencing so powerfully that particular anima part of ahuman. In France, in thelast days of
the occupation, the smell had been of fear, of garlic, of stale wine, too often of stale blood, and of damp,
fungus-infested uniforms. All of those smells had somehow been anaturd part of the war, part of
technology. Guiwenneth had awoodland, animal aroma that was startlingly unpleasant, yet Strangdy
erotic.

| ran the tepid water into the bathtub and followed her on her perambulations towards the study. Here
again she shivered, walking around the edge of the room, looking amost anguished. She kept glancing a
the ceiling. She walked to the French windows and stared out, then stomped around on the floor in her
open sandals before touching the desk, the books, and some of my father's woodland artefacts. Books
did not interest her in the least, dthough she peered at the page structure of one volume for severa
seconds, perhaps trying to puzzle out exactly what it was. She was certainly pleased to see pictures of
men - in uniform, it happened, in abook on nineteenth-century army uniforms - and showed methe
platesasif | had never seen them before. Her smile proclaimed the innocent pleasure of achild, but | was
not distracted by anything other than the adult power of her body. She was no naive youith, this.

| left her browsing in the gloomy study and topped up the bath from the freshly boiled pans. Even o, the
water was only just lukewarm. No matter. Anything to scrub away the revolting resdue of dgd growth
and dime. | stripped off my clothes and stepped into the tub, and became aware that Guiwenneth was
gtanding in the doorway, smirking as she stared at my grimy, but essentialy pallid and weedy torso.

"Thisis 1948, | said to her, with as much dignity as possible, 'not the barbarian centuries just after
Chrigt.'

Surely, | said to mysdlf, she couldn't expect meto bristle with muscle, not acivilized man like me.

| washed quickly and Guiwenneth dropped to a crouch, thoughtfully silent. Then she said, 'lbri cthaan
kthirig?

'l think you're beautiful too.'

'K'thirig?

'Only on weekends. It'sthe English way.'
'C'thaan perm avon? Avon!'

Avon! Stratford-upon-Avon? Shakespeare? 'My favourite is Romeo and Juliet, I'm glad you have some
culture at least.’

She shook her head, that beautiful hair drifting about her featureslike silk. Dirty though it was, lank - |
could see - and greasy, it till shone and moved with arich life of its own. Her hair fascinated me. |
redized that | was staring &t it, the long-handled scrubbing brush poised hafway to aposition where |
could get to my back. She said something that sounded like an instruction to stop staring, then sherose
from her haunches, tugging down her brown tunic - still scratching! - and folded her arms as sheleaned



againd thetiled wal, staring out through the smd bathroom window.

Clean again, and revolted by the appearance of the bath-water, | took my courage into my hands and
stood in the bath, reaching for my towel, but not before she had glanced at me ... and sniggered again!
She stopped hersdlf laughing, the twinklein her eye quite infuriatingly attractive, and regarded me, staring
up and down at the white flesh she could see. There's nothing wrong with me," | said, towelling mysdlf
vigoroudly, dightly self-conscious but determined not to be transparently coy. 'I'm a perfect specimen of
English manhood.’

'Chuin atenor!" she said, contradicting metotally.

| wrapped the towel around my waist, and prodded afinger towards her, then at the bath. She got the
message, and answered me with one of her own, her right fist irritably struck twice towards, but not
agang, her own right shoulder.

She went back into the study and | watched her for amoment as she flipped through the pages of severa
books, looking at the colour plates. | dressed then, and went to the kitchen to prepare a pot of soup.

After awhile | heard water being run into the bath. There wasthe briefest period of splashing, coupled
with sounds of confusion and amusement as an unfamiliarly dippery bar of sogp proved more eusive than
functiona. Overwhelmed by curiosity - and perhaps sexua interest -1 walked quietly to the cold room
and peered round the door at her. She was dready out of the tub, tugging her tunic into place. She smiled
thinly a me, shaking back her hair. Water dripped from her legs and arms, and she gave hersdf an
elaborate sniff, then shrugged asif to say, 'So what's the difference?

When | offered her abowl of the thin vegetable soup, haf an hour later, she refused, seeming dmost
suspicious. She sniffed the pot, and dipped afinger into the broth, tasting it without much appreciation as
shewatched meeat. Try as| might, | could not get her to share this modest fare. But she was hungry,
that much was clear, and she did eventudly tear off apiece of bread and swirl it in the soup pot. She
watched medl thetime, examining me, examining my eyesin particular, | thought.

At length she said quietly, '‘C'cayd cudada. . . Chrigtian?

‘Chrigtian? | repeated, saying the name as it should be pronounced. She had made it sound like
Kreesatan, but | had recognized the name with something of athrill of shock.

'Chrigtian!" she said, and spat on the floor angrily. Her eyestook on awild expression and she reached
for her spear but used the haft to prod me on the chest. 'Steven.' A thoughtful pause. ‘Christian.’ She
shook her head as she came to some conclusion. 'C'caya cualada? Im clathyr!’

Was she asking if we were brothers? | nodded. 'I've lost him. He went wild. He went to the woods.
Inwards. Do you know him? | pointed at her, at her eyes, and said, 'Chrigtian?

Pd e though she was, she went atouch paler. She was frightened, that much was clear. 'Chrigtian!” she
snapped, and flung the spear expertly and effortlesdy across the kitchen. It thudded into the back door
and hung there, quivering.

| got up and wrenched the weapon from the wood, somewhat annoyed that she had effectively split
through the grain, leaving afair-szed hole to the outsde world. Shetensed dightly as| pulled the spear
out and examined the dull, but razor-edged blade. It was crenulated, but not like a leef; the teeth were
recurved hooks, running right around each edge. The Irish Celts had used a fearsome wegpon caled the
gae bolga, aspear that was supposed never to be used in honour, for its recurved teeth would wrench
the innards out of aman it struck. Perhapsin England, or whatever part of the Celtic world that had



birthed Guiwenneth, no such considerations of honour were important in the use of wegpons.

The haft wasinscribed with little lines at different angles, Ogham, of course. | had heard of it, but had no
ideahow it worked. | ran my fingers dong the incisons, and queried: 'Guiwenneth?

She said, 'Guiwenneth mech Penn Ev.' She said it with pride. Penn Ev would have been her father's
name, | supposed. Guiwenneth, daughter of Penn Ev?

| passed her the spear, and reached cautioudly for the blade in its scabbard. She moved away from the
table, watching me carefully. The sheath was hard |leather with Strips of very thin metad dmost stitched
into the fabric. Bronze studs decorated it, but a heavy leather thread had been used to bind the two sides
together. The sword itsdf was totaly functional: ahandle of bone, wrapped round with well-chewed
anima skin. More bronze studs gave an effective finger grip. The pomme was dmost non-existent. The
blade was of bright iron, perhaps elghteen incheslong. It was narrow at the pommel, but flared out to a
width of four or fiveinches, before tapering to a precise point. It was a beautiful, curvaceous weapon.
And there were traces of dried blood upon it that testified to its frequent use.

| sheathed the sword again, then reached into the broom cupboard for my own weapon, the spear | had
made from a stripped and crudely shaped branch, with alarge, sharp chipping of flint for the point. She
took onelook at it and burst out laughing, shaking her head, apparently in disbdlief.

I'm very proud of this, I'll have you know,' | said, with mock indignation. | fingered the sharp stone point.
Her laughter was bright and easy, a genuine amusement at my paltry efforts. She seemed dightly
humbled, then, covering her mouth with her hand, even though she till shivered with amusement. ‘It took
me along time to make. | was quite impressed with mysdlf.’

'Peth'n plantyn!” she said, and giggled.
'How dareyou,' | retorted, and then did something very foolish.

| should have known better, but the mood of humour, of peace, was too conducive to complacency. |
made a pretend attack upon the girl, lowering the spear, jabbing it easily towards her asif to say, I'll
showyou. ..

She reacted in asplit second. The mirth vanished from her eyes and mouth and an expression of feline
fury appeared there. She made athroaty sound, an attack sound, and in the brief time it had taken meto
thrust my pathetic child'stoy in her genera direction she had swept her own spear down twice, savagely,
and with astonishing strength.

The first blow fetched off the spear head, and nearly knocked the haft from my hand; the second strike
snagged the wood, and the whole decapitated weapon was wrenched from my grip and flung acrossthe
kitchen. It knocked pots from the wall, and clattered down among the china storage vessdls.

It had al happened so fast that | could hardly react. She seemed as shocked as me, and we stood there,
gtaring at each other, our faces flushed, our mouths open.

'I'm sorry,' | said softly, and tried to lighten the mood. Guiwenneth smiled uncertainly. 'Guirinyn,' she
murmured by way of her own apology, and picked up the severed spear head and handed it to me. |
took the stone, which was still attached to afragment of wood, peered at it, made a sad face, and we
both burst into spontaneous, light laughter.

Abruptly she gathered together her belongings, buckled on her belt and walked to the back door.

'Don't go,’ | said, and she seemed to intuit the meaning of my words, hesitating and saying, ‘Michag



ovnarrand' (I haveto go?) Then, head low, body tensed for rapid flight, she trotted back towards the
woodland. As she vanished into the gloom she waved once and emitted acry like adove.

Five

That evening | went to the study and drew out the torn and tattered journa that my father had kept. |
opened it at random, but the words defied my efforts to read them, partly, | think, because of a sudden
mood of melancholy that had surfaced at around the dusk hour. The house was oppressively quiet, yet
echoed with Guiwenneth's laughter. She seemed to be everywhere, yet nowhere. And she stepped out of
time, out of the years gone by, out of the previouslife that had occupied this silent room.

For awnhilel stood and stared out into the night, more conscious of my own reflection in the dirty glass of
the French windows, illuminated by the desk lamp. | haf expected that Guiwenneth would appear before
me, emerging through the shape of the lean, toude-haired man who gazed back at me so forlornly.

But perhaps she had sensed the need - the need in me, that is - to establish something | had cometo
know asafact... inal but the reading.

It was something | had known, | suppose, since | had first skimmed the journd. The pagesin which the
bitter detail s had once been recorded had long since been torn from the diary, destroyed no doubt, or
hidden too cleverly for meto discover. But there were hints, ingnuations, enough for the sadnessto have
suddenly registered upon me.

At last | went back to the desk and sat down, dowly leafing through the leather bound book, checking
dates, edging closer to that first encounter between my father and Guiwenneth, and the second, the third .

The girl again. From the woodland, close to the brook, she ran the short distance to the coops, and crouched there for
afull ten minutes. | watched from the kitchen, then moved through to the study as she prowled the grounds. J aware of
her, following me silently, watching. She does not understand, and | cannot explain. | am desperate. The girl affects me
totally. J has seen this, but what can | do? It is the nature of the mythago itself. | am not immune, any more than were
the cultured men of the Roman settlements against whom she acted. Sheistruly the idealized vision of the Celtic
Princess, lustrous red hair, pale skin, abody at once childlike yet strong. Sheisawarrior. But carries her weapons with
awkwardness, asif unfamiliar.

Jisunaware of these things, only the girl, and my attraction. The boys have not seen her, though Steven has talked
twice, now, of visions of the antlered 'shaman’ form that is also active at thistime. The girl is more vital than the earlier
mythago forms, which seem mechanical, quite lost. She is hardly recent, but behaves with an awareness that is
uncanny. She watches me. | watch her. There is more than a season between each visitation, but her confidence
appearsto be growing. | wish | knew her story. My surmise must be close, but the details remain elusive since we
cannot communicate.

And afew pages later, written some two weeks after the previous event, but not dated:

Returned in less than a month. Indeed, she must be powerfully generated. | have decided to tell Wynne-Jones about
her. She came at dusk, and entered the study. | remained motionless, watching her. The weapons she carries are
violent looking. She was curious. She spoke words, but my mind is no longer fast enough to remember the alien
sounds of lost cultures. Curiosity! She explored books, objects, cupboards. Her eyes are unbelievable. | am fixed to my
chair whenever she looks at me. | tried to establish contact with her, speaking simple words, but the mythago is
generated with all its embedded language, and perception. Neverthel ess, WJ believes that the mythago mind will be
receptive to education, language also, because of its link with the mind that created it. | am confused. Thisrecord is
confused. J arrived in the study and was distraught. The boys have begun to be upset by Js decline. Sheisvery ill.
When the girl laughed at her, Jalmost hysterical, but left the study rather than confront the woman she thinks | am



betraying her for. | must not lose the interest of the girl. The only mythago to emerge from the woodland. Thisisan
opportunity to be grasped.

Pages are missing theregfter, pages of immense relevance snce they certainly ded with my father's efforts
to follow the girl back into the woodland, documenting the passages and pathways that he used. (There
is, for example, acryptic linein an otherwise routine account of the use of the equipment that he and
Wynne-Jones had devised: 'Entered through hog path, segment seven, and moved more than four
hundred paces. Thereisapossibility here, but the real way in, if not the obviousway, remainseusive.
Defences too powerful, and | am too old. A younger man? There are other pathwaysto try.' And there it
bresks.)

Thefina reference to Guiwenneth of the Green is brief and confused, yet contains the clue to the tragedy
that | had only just come to recognize.

September 15th, 42. Whereisthe girl? Y earsl Two yearsl Where? Isit possible for one mythago to have decayed,
another to have replaced it? J sees her. Jl She has declined, sheis close to death, | know sheis close. What can | do?
Sheis haunted. The girl haunts her. Images? Imagination? J more often hysterical than not, and when Sand C around,
she remains coldly silent, functioning as a mother but no longer as awife. We have not exchanged . . . (thislatter is
crossed out, though not illegibly). Jfading. Nothing in me hurts at the thought of this.

Whatever illness had afflicted my mother, the condition had been exacerbated by anger, jealousy, and
ultimately, perhaps, by grief at the way ayounger and astonishingly beautiful woman had stolen my
father's heart. 'It isthe nature of the mythago itsdlf . . .’

Thewordswerelike siren cdls, warning me, frightening me, and yet | was hel plessto heed them. First
my father had been consumed, and after, what tragedy had ensued when Christian had come home from
the war, and the girl (by then, perhaps, well established in the house) had changed her affectionsto the
man who was closer to her own age? No wonder the Urscumug was so violent! What fights, |
wondered, what pursuits, what anger had been expressed in the months before my father's death in the
woodland? Thejourna contained no reference to this period in time, no reference to Guiwenneth &t all
after those cold, dmost desperate words. J fading. Nothing in me hurts at the thought of this.

Whose mythago was she?

Something like panic had affected me, and early the next morning | ran around the woodland, until | was
breathless and saturated with sweat. The day was bright, not too cold. | had found apair of heavy
walking boots, and carrying my 'sawn off spear, | had patrolled the oakwoods at the double. | called for
Guiwenneth repeetedly.

Whose mythago was she?

The question haunted me as | ran, adark bird darting about my head. Was she mine? Or was she
Chrigian's? Chrigtian had gone into the woods to find her again, to find the Guiwenneth of the Green that
hisown mind had generated asit interacted with oak and ash, hawthorn and scrub, the whole complex
lifeform that was ancient Ryhope. But whose mythago was my Guiwenneth? Was she Christian's? Had
he found her, pursued her, and forced her to the woodland edge, agirl who was afraid of him,
contemptuous of him? Wasit from Chrigtian that she hid?

Or was she mine! Perhaps my own mind had birthed her, and she had come to her cregtor as once
before she had gone to my father, child drawn to adult, liketo like. Christian, perhaps, had found the girl
of hisdreams, and even now was ensconced in the heartwoods, living alife asbizarre asit wasfulfilling.

But the doubt nagged a me, and the question of Guiwenneth's'identity' began to become an obsession.



| rested by the sticklebrook, along way from the house, at the place where Chrisand | had waited for
thetiny ship to emerge from itsforest journey, al those years before. The field was treacherous with
cow-pats, although it was only sheep who grazed here now, clustered a ong the overgrown stream bank,
watching me sideways, and with suspicion. The wood was adark wall stretching away towards Oak
Lodge. Onimpulse| began to follow the sticklebrook back adong its course, clambering over thefalen
trunk of alightning-struck tree, forcing my way through the tangle of rose briar, bramble and knee-high
nettles. Early summer growth was well advanced, even though the sheep penetrated as deep asthisto
grazethe clearings.

| walked for some minutes, against the flow of the water, the light dimming as the canopy grew denser.
The stream widened, the banks became more severe. Abruptly it turned in its course, flowing from the
deeper wood, and as | began to follow it so | became disorientated; avast oak barred my way, and the
ground dropped away in asteep, dangerous decline, which | circuited asbest | could. Moss-dick grey
rock thrust stubby fingers from the ground; gnarled young oak-trunks grew through and around those
sony barriers. By thetime | had found my way through, | had lost the stream, athough its distant sound
was haunting.

Within minutes | redlized | was seeing through the thinner wood at the edge to open land beyond. | had
comeinacircle. Agan.

| heard, then, the cdll of adove, and turned back into the silent gloom. | called for Guiwenneth, but was
answered only by the sound of abird, high above, flapping itswings asif to make mockery of me.

How had my father entered the woodland? How had he managed to penetrate so deeply? From his
journds, from the detail on the map that now hung upon the study wall, he had managed to walk some
consderable distance into Ryhope Wood before the defences had turned him around. He had known the
way, | was sure of that, but hisjourna had been so pillaged by the man in hislast days-hiding evidence,
hiding guilt, perhaps - that the information was gone.

| knew my father quite well. Oak Lodge was a testament to many things, and to onething in particular:
his obsessive nature, his need to preserve, to hoard, to shelve. It was unthinkable, to me, that my father
would have destroyed anything. Hidden, yes, but never obliterated.

| had searched the house, | had been to the manor, and asked there, and unless my father had brokenin
one evening to use the vast rooms and silent corridors to his own ends, then he had hidden no papers at
the manor house either.

. One possibility remained, and | sent aletter of warning to Oxford, hoping that it would arrive beforel
did, something that could not be guaranteed. Thefollowing day | packed asmdll bag, dressed smartly,
and made the laborious journey by bus and train to Oxford.

To the house where my father's colleague and confidant, Edward Wynne-Jones, had lived.

| had not expected to find Wynne-Jones himsdlf. | could not remember how, but a some time during the
previous year - or perhaps before | went to France -1 had heard of his disappearance, or degth, and that
his daughter was now living in the house. | didn't know her name, nor whether she would be receptive to
my visit. It was achance | would have to take. In the event, she was most courteous. The housewas a
semi-detached on the edge of Oxford, three storeys high, and in a bad state of repair. It wasraining as|
arrived, and the tdl, severe looking woman who answered the door ushered me quickly inside, but fussily
made me stand at the end of the hal while | shrugged off my soaking coat and shoes. Only then did she
exercisethe usud courtesies,

'I'm Anne Hayden.'



'Steven Huxley. I'm sorry about the short notice ... | hopeit's convenient.'
'Perfectly convenient.’

Shewasin her mid-thirties, soberly dressed in grey skirt and agrey cardigan over a high-necked white
blouse. The house smelted of polish and damp. All the rooms were bolted on the corridor Sde: a
defence, | imagined, againgt intruders coming in through the windows. She was the sort of woman who
summons, unbidden, the epithet 'spingter’ in untrained, inexperienced minds, and perhaps there should
have been cats clustered about her feet.

Infact, Anne Hayden wasfar from living in astyle that appearance would have suggested. She had been
married, and her husband had left her during the war. As she led meinto the dark, leathery sitting-room, |
saw aman of about my own age reading a paper. He rose to his feet, shook hands and was introduced
as Jonathan Garland.

'If youwant to tak quietly, I'll leave you for awhile,’ he said, and without waiting for an answer went
away, deeper into the house. Anne made no more explanation of him than that. He lived there, of course.
The bathroom, | noticed later, had shaving things lining the lower shelf.

All of these details may perhaps seem irrdlevant, but | was observing the woman and her Situation
closdly. She was uncomfortable and solemn, dlowing no friendly contact, no touch of rapport that would
have alowed me to begin my questioning with ease. She made teg, offered me biscuits, and sat totally
dlently, for awhile, until | explained the reason for my vist.

'l never met your father,' she said quietly, ‘dthough | knew of him. He visited Oxford severd times, but
never when | was at home. My father was anaturalist and spent many weeks away from Oxford. | was
very closeto him. When he walked out on us| was very distressed.’

'When was that, can you remember?

She gave me alook part-way between anger and pity. ‘I can remember it to the day. Saturday, April the
13th, 1942. | wasliving on the top floor. My husband had adready left me. Father had afurious argument
with John ... my brother . . . and then abruptly left. It wasthe last | saw of him. John went abroad with
the forces and waskilled. | remained inthe house.. . .'

By dint of careful questioning, gentle prompting, | pieced together a story of double tragedy. When
Wynne-Jones, for whatever reason, had walked out on hisfamily, Anne Hayden's heart had broken for
the second time. Distressed, she had lived as arecluse for the years following, athough when the war
ended she began to move in socid circles once more.

When the young man who lived with her brought afresh pot of tea, the contact between them was warm,
briefly expressed and genuine. She had not ceased fedling, even though the scar of her double tragedy
was blatant.

| explained in as much detail as| felt necessary that the two men - our two fathers - had worked
together, and that my father's records were incomplete. Had she noticed, or discovered, journa extracts,
sheets, |etters that were not Wynne-Joness?

'I have hardly looked at anything, Mr. Huxley,' she said quietly. 'My father's studly is precisely as heleft it.
If you find that atouch Dickensian, you are welcometo think so. Thisisalarge house, and theroomis
not needed. To clean it, and maintain it, would be unnecessary effort, so it islocked and remains so until
hereturnsand tidiesit up himsdlf.'



'May | seetheroom?

'If youwish. It'sof nointerest to me. And, provided you show me the items, you may borrow anything
youlike!

Sheled the way up to thefirst floor, and dong adark corridor whose flower-patterned wal lpaper was
pesling badly. Dusty pictureslined thewals, dim prints by Matisse and Picasso. The carpet was
threadbare.

Her father's study was on the end; the room overlooked the city of Oxford. Through itsfilthy net curtains
| could just make out the spire of St Mary's. Books lined the walls so heavily that cracks had appeared in
the plaster above the sagging shelves. The desk was covered by awhite sheet, aswastherest of the
furniture in the room, but the books themsel ves laboured below a depth of dust asthick asafingernail.
Maps, charts and botanica prints were stacked against onewall. Stacks of journals and bound volumes
of letters were thrust to choking point into acupboard. Here was the antithesis of my father's meticuloudy
laid out studio, acluttered, confused den of labour and intellect, which confounded me as| stared &t i,
wondering where to begin my search.

Anne Hayden watched me for afew minutes, her eyes narrow and tired behind the horn-rimmed
spectacles shewore. I'll leave you for awhile,' she said then, and | heard her make her way downgtairs.

| opened drawers, leafed through books, even pulled the carpets back to check for loose floorboards.
The task would have been gigantic, examining every inch of the room, and at the end of an hour |
acknowledged defeat. Not only were there no pages from my father'sjourna discreetly conceded in his
colleague's office, there was not even ajourna by Wynne-Jones himsdlf. The only link with the mythago
wood wasthe clutter of bizarre, dmost Frankensteinian machinery that was Wynne-Jones's ‘frontal
bridge' equipment. Thisjumble of invention included headphones, yards of wire, copper coils, heavy car
batteries, coloured stroboscopic light discs and bottles of pungent chemicals, labelled in code. All of
these were stuffed into alarge, wooden chest, covered with awall drape. The chest was old and
intricately patterned. | pressed and prodded at its panels and did indeed discover aconcealed
compartment, but the narrow space was empty.

Asquietly as possible | walked through the rest of the house, peering into each room in turn, trying to
intuit whether or not Wynne-Jones might have fashioned himself a hidey-hole away from hisstudy. No
such fedling struck me, nothing but the smell of must, damp sheets, decaying paperback books, and that
awful generadized atmosphere of a property that is unused and uncared for.

| went downgtairs again. Anne Hayden smiled thinly. ‘Any luck?

'I'm afraid not."

She nodded her head thoughtfully, then added, "What exactly were you looking for? A journa?

'Y our father must have kept one. A desk diary, each year. | can't seethem.’

'l don't think I've ever seen such athing,’ she said soberly, still thoughtful. 'Whichisodd, | grant you.'

'Did he ever talk about hiswork to you? | sat on the edge of an armchair. Anne Hayden crossed her legs
and placed her magazine down beside her. 'Some nonsense about extinct animals living in deeper
woodlands. Boars, wolves, wild bear . . ." She smiled again. 'l think he believed it.’

'So did my father,' | pointed out. 'But my father'sjourna has been torn. Whole pages missing. | just
wondered if they might have been concealed here. What happened to any |etters that were sent after



your father's disappearance?

I'll show you.' Sherose, and | followed her to atall cupboard in the front room, a place of austere
furniture, cluttered bric-a-brac, the occasiond attractive ornament.

The cupboard was as packed as the cupboard upstairs, with journas till in their envelopes, and faculty
newspapers ill rolled tight and bound with tape. 'l keep them. God knows why. Perhaps I'll take them
to the college later thisweek. There seemslittle point. These are the letters

Besdethe journads was astack nearly ayard high of private correspondence, dl the letters neatly
opened, and read, no doubt, by the grieving daughter. "'There may be something from your father there. |
redly can't remember.' She reached in and eased out the pile of mail, thrust it into my arms. | staggered
back to the Sitting-room and for an hour checked the handwriting of each |etter. There was nothing. My
back ached with sitting till for so long, and the smdll of dust and mould was making me fed sick.

Therewas nothing | could do. The clock on the mantel piece ticked loudly in the heavy silence of that
room, and | began to fed | was overstaying my welcome. | passed Anne Hayden a sheet of writing, of
inconsequentia nature, from an earlier diary of my father's. The handwriting is reasonably distinctive. If
you should discover any loose sheets, or journds... | would be very much obliged.’

'| should be glad to oblige, Mister Huxley.' Shetook meto the front door. It was ill raining outside, and
she hel ped me on with my heavy mackintosh. Then she hesitated, staring a me peculiarly. 'Did you ever
meet my father when he visited?

'l was very young. | remember him more from the mid-thirties, but he never spoke to me, or my brother.
He and my father would meet, and immediately go out into the woodland, seeking those mythica beasts.

'In Herefordshire. Where you live now . . .?Therewas pain in the look she gave me. 'l never knew that.
None of us knew. Something, perhaps as long ago as those same mid-thirties, something changed him. |
awaysremained close to him. He trusted me, trusted the affection | felt for him. But he never talked,
never confided. Wewerejudt . . . close. | envy thetimesyou saw him. | wish | could share your
memories of him doing what heloved . . . mythica beasts or no. Thelife he adored he denied to his
family

It wasthe same for me,' | said gently. 'My mother died of heartbreak; my brother and | were cut off
from hisworld. My own father'sworld, | mean.’

'So perhaps we have both been losers!
| smiled. 'Y oumorethan |, | think. If youwould liketo visit Oak Lodge, and seethejournal, the place -’

She shook her head quickly. 'I'm not sure | dare, Mr Huxley. Thank you all the same. It'sjust that ... |
wonder, fromwhat yousay . . .

She could hardly speak. In the gloom of the hallway, with the rain amonotonous beet against the stippled
window, high above the door, she seemed to burn with anxiety, her eyeswide, now, behind the glasses.

It'sjust what? | prompted, and amost without thinking, without pause, she said, 'Is hein the wood?

Taken aback for amoment, | redlized what she meant. 'It's possible,’ | said. What could | tell her? What
should | say about my belief that within the woodland edge, in the heartwoods themselves, was a place
whaose immensity was beyond Smple credence?'Anything ispossible’



Sx

| 1eft Oxford, frustrated, filthy, and very tired. The journey home could not have been worse, with one
train cancedlled, and atraffic jam outsde Witney that held my bus up for over haf an hour. Mercifully, the
rain passed away, though the sky was lowering, threatening, and distinctly wintry, something | did not
wishto seein early summer.

It was Six in the evening before | got back to Oak Lodge, and | knew at oncethat | had avigtor: the
back door was wide open, and alight was on in the study. | hastened my step, but paused by the door,
looking nervoudy around in case the trigger-happy cavalier, or amythago of like violence, might be
lurking nearby. But it had to be Guiwenneth. The door had been forced open, the paint around the handle
scarred and pitted where the shaft of her spear had repeatedly struck. Inside there was a hint of the smell

| associated with her, sharp, pungent. She would obvioudy need to bath alot more often.

| cdled her name, walking carefully from room to room. Shewas not in the study, but | |eft thelight on.
Movement upstairs startled me, and | walked to the hallway. ‘Guiwenneth?

'Y ou catch me snooping, I'm afraid,’ came Harry Keeton's voice, and he appeared at the top of the
dairs, looking embarrassed, smiling to cover hisguilt. 'I'm so sorry. But the door was open.’

'l thought it was someone dse,' | said. There's nothing much worth seeing.’

He came down the stairsand | led him back to the sitting-room. 'Was there anybody here when you
camein?

‘Someone, I'm not surewho. Asl say, | came up the front way; no answer. Went round the back and
found the door open, afunny smdll insde, and this. . . Hewaved his hand around the room, at the
furniture dl disarrayed, shelves swept clean, the books and objects cluttered on the floor. ‘Not the sort of
thing | do by habit," he said with asmile. 'Someone ran out of the house as| went into the study, but |
didn't seewho. | thought I'd hang on for you.'

We gtraightened the room, then sat down at the dining table. It was chilly, but | decided against laying a
fire. Keeton relaxed; the burn mark on his lower face had flushed considerably with his embarrassment,
but it became paler and less noticeable, dthough he nervoudy covered hisjaw with hisleft hand ashe
spoke. He seemed tired, | thought, not as bright, or as perky as when we had met at Mucklestone Field.
He was wearing civilian clothes, which were very creased. When he sat down at the table | could see
that he wore a hip holster and pistol on his belt.

'l developed the photographs | took on that flight, afew days back.' He drew out arolled package from
his pocket, straightened it and opened the top, taking out several magazine-sized prints. | had amost
forgotten that part of the process, the monitoring and photographing of theland below. 'After that storm
we seemed to encounter | didn't expect anything to show up, but | waswrong.’

There was a haunted look to him, now, as he pushed the prints acrossto me. 'l use ahigh precision,
good spying camera. High grain Kodak film; I've been ableto enlarge quite abit . . '

Hewatched me as| stared at the foggy, occasionaly blurred, and occasiondly ultra-sharp scenes of the
mythago wood.



Treetops and clearings seemed to be the main view, but | could see why he was disturbed, perhaps
excited. On the fourth print, taken as the plane had banked to the west, the camera had panned across
the woodland, and dightly down, and it showed aclearing and atall, decaying stone structure, parts of it
risng to thefoliageleve itsdf.

‘A building,' | said unnecessarily, and Harry Keeton added, 'There's an enlargement . . .’

Increasingly blurred, the next sheet showed a close-up of the building: an edifice and tower, risng from a
break in the tree-structure of the forest, where a number of figures clustered. No detail was observable,
beyond the fact of their humanness: white and grey shapes, suggestive of both male and female, caught in
the act of walking about the tower; two shapes crouched, asif climbing the crumbling structure itself.

'Probably built in the middle ages,' Keeton said thoughtfully. The wood grew across the access roadway,
and the place got cut off . . .

Lessromantic, but far more likely, was that the structure was aVictorian folly, something built more for
whim than good reason. But follies had usudly been constructed on high hills: tall Sructures, from whose
upper reaches the eccentric, rich, or just plain bored owner could observe distances further than county
borders.

If this place, the place we observed on the photograph, was afolly, then it was peculiarly inept.

| turned to the next print. This showed the image of ariver winding through the densay packed trees; its
course meandered, the tree line broken in an aeria reflection of the pathway. At two points, out of focus,
the water gleamed, and the river looked wide. Thiswasthe stickle-brookl | could hardly believe what |
was seeing. 'I've enlarged theriver parts aswell,' Keeton said softly, and when | turned to those prints|
redlized that | could see more mythagos.

They were blurred again, but there were five of them, close together, wading across the fragment of river
that had caught the attention of the camera. They were holding objects above their heads, perhaps
wespons, perhaps just saffs. They were as dim and indistinct as a photograph of alake monster | had
once seen, just the suggestion of shape and movement.

Wading across the sticklebrook!

Thefind photograph wasin itsway the most dramatic of them al. It showed only woodland. Only? It
showed something more, and | was unwilling, a the time, even to guess at the nature of the forcesand
structures | could see. What had happened, Keeton explained, was that the negative was underexposed.
That smple mistake, caused for no reason he could understand, had captured the winding tendrils of
energy arising from across the great span of the woodland. They were eerie, suggestive, tentative ... |
counted twenty of them, like tornadoes, but thinner, knotted and twisted as they probed up from the
hidden land below. The nearer vortices were clearly reaching toward the plane, to encompass the
unwelcome vehicle ... torgject it.

'l know what sort of wood it isnow," he said, and | glanced at him, surprised at hiswords. He was
watching me. The expression in hiseyeswas akin to triumph, but tinged, perhaps, with terror. The burn
on hisface wasflushed, and hislip, in the corner that had been burned, seemed pinched, giving hisfacea
lopsided look. He leaned forward, hands spread palm-flat on the table.

'I've been searching for such a place since the war ended,’ he went on. 'In afew days|'d have redized
the nature of Ryhope Wood. I'd aready heard stories of a haunted wood inthe area. . . that'swhy I've
been looking in the county.’



‘A haunted wood?

'A ghost wood," he said quickly. "There was one in France. It was where | was shot down. It didn't have
the same gloomy aspect, but it wasthe same!’

| prompted him to speak further. He seemed dmost afraid to do o, Sitting back in hischair, hisgaze
drifting away from me as he remembered.

'I'd blanked it out of my mind. I've blanked alot out . . ."
‘But you remember now.’

'Y es. We were close to the Belgian border. | flew on alot of missionsthere, mostly dropping suppliesto
the resstance. | was flying one dusk when the plane was thrown about in the air. Like atremendous
thermd.’ He glanced at me. 'Y ou know the sort of thing.'

| nodded my agreement. Hewent on, 'l couldn't fly over that wood, try as| might. It was quite smdll. |
banked and tried again. The same effect of light on thewings, like the other day. Light streaming from the
wings, over the cockpit. And again, tossed abouit like aleaf. There were faces down below. They looked
asif they werefloating in thefoliage. Like ghodts, like clouds. Tenuous. Y ou know what ghogts are
supposed to belike. They looked like clouds, caught in the tree tops, blowing and shifting . . . but those
faced!'

'So you weren't shot down at all,' | said, but he nodded. 'Oh yes. Certainly, the plane was hit. | dways
say asniper because. . . well, it'sthe only explanation | have. He looked down at his hands. 'One shot,
one gtrike, and the plane went down into that woodland like astone. | got out, so did John Shackleford.
Out of the wreckage. We were damned lucky ... for awhile. . .’

'‘And then?

He glanced up sharply, suspicioudy. 'And then . . . blank. | got out of the wood. | was wandering around
farmland when a German patrol got me. | spent the rest of the war behind barbed wire.”

'Did you see anything in the wood? While you were wandering.'

He hesitated before answering, and there was an edge of irritation to hisvoice. 'As| said, old boy.
Blank.'

| accepted that, for whatever reason, he didn't want to talk about events after the crash. It must have
been humiliating for him, a prisoner of war, hideoudy burned, shot down in bizarre circumstances. | said,
'But thiswood, Ryhope Wood, isthesame. . '

"There were faces too, but much closer -'
'l didn't seethem,’ | said, surprised.

‘They werethere. If you'd looked. It's aghost wood. It'sthe same. Y ou've been haunted by it yourself.
Tdl meI'mright!

'Do you need meto tell you what you aready know?

His gaze wasintense; hiswild, fair hair flopped over his brow and he looked very boyish; he seemed
excited, yet dso frightened, or perhaps apprehensive. 'l would like to seeinside that woodland,' he said,
his voice dmost awhisper.



"You won't get very far,' | said. 'l know. I'vetried.
'l don't understand.’

"The wood turns you around. It defendsitsdlf . . . well, Good God, man, you know that from the other
day. You wak for hours and comein acircle. My father found away in. And so has Chrigtian.’

Y our brother.'

"The very same. He's been in there, now, for over nine months. He must have found the way through the
vortices

Before Kegton could query my terminology, a movement from the kitchen startled us both, and made us
both react with elaborate gestures of silence. It had been a stedlthy movement, given away by the shifting
of the back door.

| pointed to Keeton's belt. 'May | suggest that you draw your pistol, and if the face that appears around
the door doesn't have aframe of red hair . . . then fire awarning shot into the top of thewall.’

Asquickly as possible, without making undue noise, Keeton armed himsdlf. It was aregular forces-issue
Smith and Wesson .38 calibre, and he eased back the hammer, raising the cocked weapon in one hand,
sghting dong its barrd. | watched the entrance from the kitchen, and amoment later Guiwenneth
stepped carefully, dowly into the room. She glanced at Keeton, then at me, and her face registered the
question: Who's he?

'‘Good God," Keeton breathed, brightening up, losing his haunted look. He lowered hisarm, dotted the
pistol back into the holster without taking his gaze from the girl. Guiwenneth came over to me and placed
ahand on my shoulder (almost protectively!), standing by me as she scrutinized the burned airman. She
giggled and touched her face. She was studying the awful mark of Keeton's accident. She said something
in her alien tongue too fast for meto catch.

'Y ou're quite astonishingly beautiful,' Keeton said to her. 'My name's Harry Keeton. Y ou've taken my
breath away and I've quite forgotten my manners.' He stood, and stepped towards Guiwenneth, who
moved away from him, the grip on my shoulder increasing. Keeton stared at me. 'Foreign? No English at
al?

‘English, no. The language of this country? Sort of. She doesn't understand what you say.’

Guiwenneth reached down and kissed the top of my head. Again, | felt it was a possessive, protective
gesture, and | couldn't comprehend the reason for it. But | liked it. | believe | flushed as brightly as
Keeton had atendency to do. | reached up and placed my fingers gently on the girl's, and for a brief
moment our hands interlocked, a communication that was quite unmistakable. ‘Good night, Steven,' she
said, her accent strong and strange, the words an astonishing utterance. | looked up at her. Her brown
eyes shone, partly with pride, partly with amusement. ‘Good evening, Guiwenneth,' | corrected, and she
made amoue, turned to Keeton and said, 'Good evening. . .' She giggled as shetrailed off; shed
forgotten the name.

Keeton reminded her and she said it doud, raising her right hand, pam towards him, then placing the
pam across her bosom. K eeton repeated the gesture and bowed, and they both laughed.

Guiwenneth turned her attention back to me, then. She crouched beside me, the spear rising from
between her legs as she held it, incongruous, dmost obscene. Her tunic was too short, her body too
conspicuoudy young and lithe for an inexperienced man like me to remain cool. She touched my nose



with the top of one dender finger, smiling as she recognized the thoughts behind my crimson features.
'Cuningabach,’ she said, warningly. Then: 'Food. Cook. Guiwenneth. Food.'

'Food,' | repeated. 'Y ou want food? | tapped my chest as| spoke, and Guiwenneth shook her head
quickly, tapped her own pert bosom and said, 'Food!"

'Ah! Food!" | repested, stabbing afinger towards her. She wanted to cook. | understood now.
'Food!" she agreed with a smile. Keeton licked hislips.

'Food,' | said uncertainly, wondering what Guiwenneth'sidea of amea might be. But . . . what did it
matter? | was nothing if not experimentd. | shrugged and agreed. 'Why not.'

'May | stay . . . just for that part? Keeton prompted and | said, 'Of course.'

Guiwenneth stood up and touched afinger to the sde of her nose. (Y ou have atreat in Store, she seemed
to be saying.) She went into the kitchen and knocked and banged about among the pots and utensils. |
heard, quite quickly, the ominous sound of chopping, and the unwelcome, distasteful sound of bones

being snapped.

'Awfully impertinent of me,' Keeton said, as he sat in an armchair, till wearing his overcoat. 'Inviting
mysdf likethat. But farms dways have such lovely supplies. I'll pay, if youlike. ..

| laughed as| watched him. 'l may be paying you . . . not to talk about it. | hate to tell you this, but our
cook for the evening doesn't believe, or even know, about traditional liver and bacon. It'saslikely that
she'sgoing to spit-roast awild boar.’

Keeton frowned, of course. 'Boar? Extinct, surely.' ‘Not in Ryhope Wood. Nor bear. How would you

like haunch of bear stuffed with wolves sweetbreads? 'Not alot,’ the arman said. 'Isthisajoke? The
other day | cooked her an ordinary vegetable stew. She thought it was disgusting. | dread to think what
shewould find passable. . .

But when | crept to the kitchen door and peered round, she was clearly preparing something alittle less
ambitious than brown bear. The kitchen table was awash with blood, as were her fingers, which she
sucked aseasly as| might have sucked honey or gravy. The carcasswas long and thin. A rabbit, or a
hare. She was boiling water. She had chopped vegetables roughly and was examining the can of Saxa
sdt as shelicked the body fluids from her hands. In the event, the meal was quite tasty, if somewhat
revolting in appearance. She served the carcass whole, head and dl, but had split the skull so that the
brainswould cook. These she nicked out with her knife and diced carefully into three parts. Keeton's
refusa of thismorsd was an hystericdly funny exhibition of courtesy and panic, warring for expression.

Guiwenneth ate with her fingers, using her short knife to stab and cut from the surprisingly mesty rabbit.
Shedismissed forks as'R'vannith,” but tried one and clearly recognized its potential .

'How are you getting back to the airfield? | asked Keeton, later. Guiwenneth had laid a smdll birch wood
fire, the evening being cool. The dining-room seemed cosy, enclosed. She sat cross-legged before the
open grate, watching the flames. Keeton remained at the table, dividing his attention between the
photographs and the back of the strange girl. | sat on the floor, my back againgt an armchair, my legs
gretched out behind Guiwenneth.

After awhile sheleaned back on her ebows, across my knees, and reached out with her right hand
gently to touch my ankle. The fire made her hair and skin glow. She was deep in thought, and seemed
meanchaly.



My question to Keeton abruptly broke the contemplative, silent mood. Guiwenneth sat up and looked at
me, her face solemn, her eyes dmost sad. Keeton stood up and tugged his coat from the back of his
chair.'Yes, itisgetting late. . .

| felt embarrassed. "That wasn't ahint to go. Y ou're welcometo stay. There's plenty of room.'

He smiled peculiarly, glancing at the girl. 'Next time | might take you up on that offer. But | have an early
start tomorrow.'

'How will you get back?
'Same way | came. Motorcycle. | parked it in your woodshed, out of therain.'

| saw him to the door. His parting words, addressed to me as he stared at the edgewoods, were, I'll be
back. | hope youwon't mind . . . but I'll have to come back.'

'Any time, | said. A few minuteslater theroar of his motorcycle made Guiwenneth jump and question
me with her look, darmed, puzzled. | smiled and told her that it was merely Keeton's chariot. After afew
seconds the drone of the cycle had gone, and Guiwenneth relaxed.

Seven

There had been a closeness between us, that early evening, which had affected me strongly. My heart
best loudly, my face flushed, my thoughts were unrestrained, adolescent. The presence of the girl, sested
quietly on the floor beside me, her beauty, her strength, her apparent sadness, al combined to play havoc
with my emotions. In order to prevent mysdlf reaching for her, grasping her by the shoulders and clumsily
attempting to kiss her, | had to grip the arms of my chair, fight to keep my feet motionless on the carpet.

| think she was aware of my confusion. She smiled thinly, glanced at me uncertainly, returned her gazeto
thefire. Later sheleaned down and rested her head against my legs. | touched her hair tentatively, then
more surely. Shedidn't resst. | stroked her face, brushed my fingers lightly over the tumbling locks of red
hair, and began to think my heart would burst.

Intruth, I thought that that night she would deep with me, but she dipped away towards midnight,
without aword, without aglance. The room was cold, the fire dead. Perhaps she had dept against me, |
don't know. My legs were numb from being held in the same position for hours. | had not wanted to
disturb her by any brief motion of my body, other than the gentle caress. And abruptly she stood,
gathered up her belt and weapons, and walked from the house. | remained seated, and at sometimein
the early morning dragged the heavy table-cloth across my body as a blanket.

The next day she returned during the afternoon. She acted with diffidence and distance, not meeting my
gaze, not responding to my questions. | decided to busy myself in my usua way: house maintenance (that
is, cleaning) and repairing the broken back door. These were not tasks with which | would normally have
bothered, but | was reluctant to follow after Guiwenneth as she prowled through the house, lost in her
own thoughts.

'Areyou hungry? | asked her later. She smiled, turning to me from her position by my bedroom window,
garing out. 'l am hungry,' she said, the accent funny, the words perfect.



"Y ou are learning my language well,' | said with exaggerated emphasis, but she couldn't grasp that.

Thistime, without my bidding, she ran hersdlf abath, and squatted in the cool water for some minutes,
sueezing the small bar of Lifebuoy soap between her fingers, conducting amurmured conversation with
hersdlf, occasionally chuckling. She even ate the cold ham salad spread | prepared.

But there was something wrong, something that was beyond my naive experience to grasp. Shewas
aware of me, | knew that, and | sensed too, that she needed me. Something was holding her back.

Later in the evening she prowled and poked through the cupboardsin the unused bedrooms, and dug out
some of Chrigtian's old clothes. She stripped off her tunic and tugged on a collarless white shirt, standing
there giggling, arms spread. The shirt wasfar too big for her, covering her to mid-thigh and hanging loose
over her hands. | rolled up the deeves for her and she flapped her armslike abird, laughing ddlightedly.
It was back to the cupboard, then, and out with apair of grey flannd trousers. These we pinned up so
that they only reached to her ankle, and the whole lot wastied at the waist with adressing-gown cord.

Inthisunlikely garb she seemed to be comfortable. She looked like achild lost in the balooning clothes
of aclown, but how could she judge such things? And being without concern for her appearance, she
was happy. | imagined that in her mind she associated the wearing of what she thought to be my clothes
with being closer to me.

It was awarm night, amore usua summer atmosphere, and we waked outside the house in the fading
light of dusk. She wasintrigued by the spread of the sapling growth that now bounded the house and
swarmed across the lawns beyond the study. Among these immature oaks she walked in aweaving
fashion, letting her handstrail among the flexible slems, bending them, springing them, touching thetiny
new season's buds. | followed her, watching the evening breeze catch the voluminous shirt, the incredible
cascade of her hair.

She undertook two circuits of the house, walking at near marching pace. | couldn't fathom the reason for
the activity, but as she came round to the back yard again her glance at the woodland was amost wistful.
She said something in atone that smacked strongly of frustration.

| grasped it immediately. "Y ou're waiting for someone. There's someone coming from the wood for you.
Isthat it? Y oure waiting!'

And a the same time the sickening thought was occurring to me: Chrigtian!

For thefirgt time| found mysef fervently hoping that Christian would not come back. The wish which
had obsessed me for months - hisreturn - was reversed as easly, and as cruelly, as one might destroy a
litter of kittens. The thought of my brother no longer agonized because of my need for him, and my grief
at his disappearance. It agonized because he was searching for Guiwen-neth, and because this beautiful
girl, thismelancholy child warrior, might well have been pining for himin her own turn. She had cometo
the house outside the woods to wait for him, knowing that it would be to his strange haven that he might
one day return.

Shewasnot mine at al. It was not me she wanted. It was my elder kinsman, the man whose mind hed
fashioned her.

Breaking through that moment's angry reflection came the image of Guiwenneth spitting on the floor, and
speaking Christian's name with utter contempt. Wasiit the contempt of one whose affection has been
spurned? A contempt now mellowed by time?

Somehow, | thought not. My panic passed away. She had been afraid of Chris, and it was not love that



had motivated her earlier violent referenceto him.

Back in the house, we sat at the table and Guiwenneth talked to me, staring a me intently, touching her
breast, moving her handsin away that was designed to illustrate the thoughts behind her dien words. She
scattered English through her dial ogue with amazing frequency, but | dill failed to understand the story
shewastdling. Soon, tiredness, atouch of frugtration, shadowed her face, and though she smiled alittle
grimly, she had grasped that words were useless. With sign language sheindicated that / should spesk to
her.

For an hour | told her about my childhood, the family that had once occupied Oak Lodge, the war, my
first love. All of thesethings| illustrated with Sgns, making exaggerated hugging motions, firing imaginary
pistals, walking my fingers dong thetable, chasing my left hand, findly catching it and illugtrating a
tentative firg kiss. It was pure Chaplin, and Guiwenneth giggled and laughed loudly, made comments and
sounds of approva, amazement, disbelief, and in thisway we communicated on alevel beyond words. |
do believe she had understood everything | had told her, and now had gained a strong picture of my early
life. She seemed intrigued when | talked of Chrigtian asachild, but fell solemn when | told her how he
had disappeared into the woodland.

Findly | said to her, 'Can you understand my words?

She smiled and shrugged. 'Understand speaking. A little. Y ou spesking. | spesking. A little’ Again she
shrugged. 'In woodland. Speaking . . . Sheflexed her fingers, struggling to explain the concept. Many?
Many languages?'Y es,’ she said. '"Many languages. Some understanding. Some. . . shaking her head
and crossing her opened hands, a clear gesture of negation.

My father's diary had referred to the way amythago would devel op the language of its creator faster than
the reverse process. It was uncanny to watch and listen as Guiwenneth acquired English, acquired
concepts, acquired understanding amost with every sentencethat | spoketo her.

The rosewood clock chimed eeven. We watched the mantel piece in silence and when the delicate sound
had faded | counted adoud from one to even. Guiwenneth answered in her own language. We stared at
each other. It had been along evening and | wastired; my throat was dry with talking, my eyes stinging
with dust or ash from thefire. | needed deep but was reluctant to move from the contact with the girl. |
dreaded her walking back into the woodland and not resppearing. Asit was, | spent the morning
restlesdy pacing, waiting for her to return. My need was growing.

| tapped the table. Table,' | said, and she said aword which sounded like 'board'.

Tired,' | said, and let my head drop to one side, making exaggerated snoring motions. She smiled and
nodded, rubbing her hands over her brown eyes and blinking rapidly. 'Chusug,’ she said, and added, in
English, 'Guiwenneth tired.

'I'm going to deep. Will you stay?

| stood up and held my hand to her. She hesitated then reached out to touch my fingers, squeezing the
tipswith hers. But she remained seated, her gaze on mine, and dowly shook her head. Then she blew me
akiss, pulled the cloth from the table as | had done the other night, and moved over to the floor by the
dead fire, where she curled up like an animd, and seemed to drift into deep immediatedly.

| went upstairs to my cold bed, and lay awake for more than an hour, disappointed in one way, yet
triumphant: for the first time ever she had stayed the night in my house.

Progress was being made!



That night, nature advanced upon Oak Lodge in afrightening and dramatic way.

| had dept fitfully, my mind filled with images of the girl adeep by the fire downdairs, and of her walking
through the unnatura growth of sgplings that surrounded the house, her shirt billowing, her hands touching
the flexible stems of the man-high trees. It seemed to me that the whole house creaked and shifted asthe
soil" below was pierced and penetrated by the spreading roots. And in thisway, perhaps, | was
anticipating the event that occurred at two in the morning, the dead part of the night.

| awoke to a strange sound, the splintering noise of wood splitting, the groaning of grest beams bending
and warping. For asecond, as| cameto my senses, | thought it was anightmare. Then | redlized that the
whole house was shaking, that the beech outside my window was being whipped about asif ina
hurricane. | could hear Guiwen-neth's cry from below, and | grabbed my dressing-gown and raced down
the sairs.

A srange, cold wind blew from the direction of the study. Guiwenneth was standing in the dark doorway
to that room, afrail shapein her creased clothing. The noise began to abate. A powerful and pungent
smell of mud and earth assailed my nogtrils as | approached cautioudy through the junk-filled lounge,
turning on thelight.

The oakwood had come to the study, bursting up through the floors, and winding and twisting across the
walls and ceiling. The desk was shattered, cabinets broken and pierced by the gnarled fingers of the new
growth. Whether it was onetree or more | couldn't tell; perhapsit was no normal tree at dl, but, an
extenson of the forest designed to engulf those flimsy structures that had been made by man.

The room was rank with the smell of dirt and wood. The branches that framed the celling trembled; earth
fel insmall lumps from the dark, scarred trunks that had pierced the flooring at eight points.

Guiwenneth walked into this shadowy cage of wood, reaching out to touch one of the quivering limbs.
The whole room seemed to shudder at her touch, but a sensation of calm had envel oped the house, now.
It was asif... asif once the woodland had grasped the Lodge, had made it apart of its aura, the tension,
the need to possess, had gone.

Thelight in the study no longer worked. Still astonished by what had happened, | followed Guiwenneth
into the shadowy, eerie chamber, to rescue my father'sjourna and diariesfrom the crumbling desk. A
twig of oak twisted, | swear, to stroke my fingers as | tugged the books from the drawer. | was watched
as | worked, assessed. The room was cold. Earth fell upon my hair, broke in small lumps on the floor,
and where my bare feet touched it, it seemed to burn.

Thewholeroom rustled; it whigpered. Outside the French windows, which were gtill intact, the oak
saplings crowded closer, taller than me, now, growing towards the house in greater abundance.

Thefollowing morning | staggered down from alast few hours of fitful, jumpy deep, to redizethat it was
close onten o'clock, ablustery day outside, with asky that threatened rain. The tablecl oth was crumpled
on thefloor by thefire, but noise from the kitchen informed me that my guest had not yet departed.

Guiwenneth greeted me with a cheery smile, and wordsin her Brythonic language that she briefly
trandated as, '‘Good. Eating.’ She had discovered abox of Quaker Oats, and had made a thick porridge
with water and honey. This she was scooping into her mouth with two fingers, and smacking her lipswith
loud appreciation. She picked up the box and stared at the dark-robed Quaker who featured on the
front, and laughed. ‘Meivoroth!" she said, pointing to the thick broth, and nodded vigoroudy. ‘Good.’

She had found something that reminded her of home. When | picked up the box | discovered it was
amos empty.



Then something outside caught her attention, and she moved quickly to the back door, opening it and
stepping out into the windy day. | followed her, aware of the sound of a horse cantering across the nearer
mesdow.

It was no mythago who rode up to the fence and leaned down to unlatch the gate, kicking her smal mare
through into the gardens. Guiwenneth watched the younger girl with interest and half amusement.

She was the eldest daughter of the Ryhopes, an unpleasant girl who conformed to al theworst
caricatures of the English upper classes: weak-jawed, dull-eyed, over-opinionated and under-informed,
she was horse-obsessed, and hunt-mad, something that | found personally offensive.

She gave Guiwenneth along, arrogant ook, more jeal ous than curious. Fiona Ryhope was blonde,
freckled, and exceedingly plain. Wearing jodhpurs and a black riding jacket, she was - to my eyes - quite
indistinguishable from any of the saddle-crazy debutantes who regularly jumped old barrels and fencesin
theloca gymkhana.

‘Letter for you. Sent to the house.'

And that was dl she said, passing me the buff envelope, then swinging her horse around and cantering
back acrossthe garden. She didn't close the gate. From the lack of acknowledgement to the fact that she
had not dismounted, every second of her presence on my territory had been insulting, and discourteous. |
didn't bother to say thank you. Guiwenneth watched her go, but | walked back into the house, opening

the dim package.
It was from Anne Hayden. The |etter was smple and short:

Dear Mr. Huxley,

| believe the enclosed are the sheets you were looking for when you came to Oxford. They are certainly in your father's
handwriting. They were tucked inside an issue of the Journal of Archaeology. | believe he had hidden them there, and
read-dressed his own copy of the journal to my father. In one way you discovered them yourself, since | would not
have bothered to send the pile of journalsto the university if you hadn't visited. A kind librarian found the sheets and
sent them back. | have aso enclosed some correspondence that may be of interest to you.

Y ours sincerely, Anne Hayden

Attached to the letter were Six folded pages from the journd, six pages that my father had not wanted
Chrigtian to discover, six pages that concerned themselves with Guiwenneth, and with theway to
penetrate the outer defences of the prima woodland . . .

Eight

May 1942

Encounters with the river tribe, the Shamiga, with aprimitive form of Arthur, and aKnight, Sraight out of
Mdory. Thislatter quite risky. Observed atournament in the older sense, acrazed battle in awoodland
clearing, ten Knights, al fighting in total silence, except for crash of wegpons. The Knight who triumphed
rode around the glade, as the others departed on horseback. A magnificent looking man in bright armour
and apurple cloak. His horse wore amantle and trappings of silk. | could not identify him in terms of
legend, but hetalked to me briefly, in alanguage | could just recognize: Middle French.



Thesel ligt, but it wasthefortified village of Cumbarath that was most Sgnificant. Here, stayingina
roundhouse for forty days or more (and yet | was away only two weeks!) | learned of the legend of
Guiwenneth. Thevillageisthe legendary palisaded village, hidden in avaley, or acrossaremote
mountain, where the pure folk live, the old inhabitants of the land who have never been found by the
conqueror. A strong and persisting myth through many centuries, and artling to me sincel lived within a
mythago . . . thevillageitsdlf, and dl itsinhabitants, are created from theracial unconscious. This, sofar,
isthe most powerful myth landscape in thewood, that | have discovered.

Learned the language easly, since it was close to the Brythonic of the girl, and learned fragments of her
legend, athough the story is clearly incomplete. Her tale endsin tragedy, | am sure. Deeply excited by
the story. So much that G talks about when she comes, so many of her strange obsessions, become
clearer to me. She has been generated at age 16 or 17, the time at which her memory becomes
important, but the story of her birth is powerfully remembered in the village.

This, then, is part of the dark story of the girl Guiwenneth astold to me:
They were the first days when the legions from the east werein the land.

Two sgerslived in the fort at Dun Emrys, the daughters of the warlord, Morthid, who was old, wesk,
and had given in to peace. Each daughter was asfair asthe other. Each had been born on the same day,
the day before the feast of the sun god, Lug. To tell them apart was amost impossible, save that
Dierdrath wore abloom of heather on her right breast, and Rhiathan the flower of awild rose on her | €ft.
Rhiathan fell in love with a Roman commander at the nearby fort Caerwent. She went to thefort to live,
and there was atime of harmony between the invader and the tribe at Dun Emrys. But Rhiathan was
barren and her jedlousy and hate grew, until her face waslikeiron.

Dierdrath loved the son of afierce warrior who had been dain in battle against the Romans. The son's
name was Peredur, and he had been outcast from the tribe because he had opposed Dierdrath's father.
Now helived, with ninewarriors, in the wildwoods, in a stony gorge where not even ahare would dare
to run. At night he came to the wildwood edge and caled to Dierdrath like adove. Dierdrath went to
him, and in time she carried his child.

When the time came for the birth, the druid, Cathabach, pronounced that she carried agirl, and the name
was given: Guiwenneth, which means earth child. But Rhiathan sent soldiersto the Dun, and Dierdrath
was taken from her father, and carried against her will to the tents inside the wooden palisade of the
Roman fort. Four warriors from the Dun were taken too, and Morthid himself, and he was agreeable that
the child, when born, should be fostered by Rhiathan. Dierdrath was too weak to cry out, and Rhiathan
swore slently that when the child was born, her sister would die.

Peredur watched from the forest edge, despairing. His nine were with him and none could console him.
Twice, during the night, he attacked the fort, but was repul sed by force of arms. Each time he could hear
the voice of Dierdrath, crying to him, 'Be quick. Save my child.’

Beyond the stone gorge, where the woods were darkest, was a place where the oldest tree was ol der
than theland, asround and high as an earth fort. There, Peredur knew, lived the Jagad, an entity as
eternal asthe rock across which he scrambled, searching. The Jagad was his only hope, for she aone
controlled the ways of things, not just in the woods, but in the seas and in the air. She was from the oldest
time, and no invader could come near her. She had known the ways of men from the time of the
Watching, when men had no tongues to spesk.

Thisishow Peredur found the Jagad.

Hefound a glen where wild thistle grew, and no sapling was higher than hisankle. Around him, the forest



wastall and slent. No tree had fallen and died to form this glade. Only the Jagad could have madeit. The
nine warriors with him formed a circle, with their backs to Peredur, who stood between them. They held
twigs of hazel, blackthorn and oak. Peredur dew awolf and spread its blood upon the ground, around
the nine. The wolfs head he placed facing north. He pushed his sword into the earth at the west of the
circle. Helad hisdagger at the east. He himself stood to the south, indgde hisring, and called for the
entity.

Thisisthe way that things were worked in the days before the priests, and the most important thing of all
was the circle which bound the caller to his own years and land.

Seven times Peredur called the Jagad.

Onthefirg cal he saw only the birds fly from the trees (but what birds they were, crows, sparrows and
hawks, each aslarge asahorse).

On the second call, the hares and foxes of the woodland ran around the circle, and fled to the west.

Onthethird call, wild boar rushed from the thickets. Each wastdler than aman, but the circle held them
back (though Oswry speared the smallest for food, and would be caled to answer for the act in another
Season).

Onthefourth call, the stags came from the spinneys, followed by the does, and each time their hooves
touched the ground the woodland trembled and the circle shook. The eyes of the stags glowed in the
night. Guillauc tossed atorque on to the antler of one of them, to mark it ashis, and at another time he
would be called to answer for the deed.

Onthefifth cdl the gladefdl sllent, though figures moved beyond vison. Then men on horseback
emerged from the tredline, and swarmed about the glade. The horses were black as night, each with a
dozen grest, grey hounds at itsfeet, and arider on its back. Cloaks flowed in silent winds, and torches
burned, and thiswild hunt circled the nine twenty times, their cries growing loud, their eyes bright. These
were no men of the lands of Peredur, but hunters from times past and times yet to come, gathered here,
and guarding the Jagad.

On the sixth and seventh call the Jagad came, following behind the horsemen and the hounds. The ground
opened and the gates to the world below the land parted, and the Jagad stepped through, atall figure and
faceless, her body swathed in dark robes, with silver and iron on her wrists and ankles. Thefdlen
daughter of the earth, the hateful, vengeful child of the M oon, the Jagad stood before Peredur and in the
emptinessthat was her face asilent smile gppeared, and scornful laughter assailed hisears.

But the Jagad could not break the circle of Year and Land, could not drag Peredur far beyond this place
and season, and lose him in awild place, where he would be a her mercy. Threetimes shewaked
around the circle, stopping only to look a Oswry and Guillauc, who knew at once that by killing the boar
and marking the stag they had doomed themsalves. But their time would be for other years, and another
tde.

Then Peredur told the Jagad what he needed. Hetold her of hislove for Dierdrath, and the jedl ousy of
the Sgter, and the threst to his child. He asked for help.

'l will have the child, then,’ said the Jagad, and Peredur answered that she would not.
'l will have the mother, then,’ said the Jagad, and Peredur answered that she would not.

Then | shdl have one of the ten," said the Jagad, and brought to Peredur and his warriors a basket



containing hazel nuts. Each warrior, and Peredur himsalf, took anut and ate it, none knowing which
would have been bound to the Jagad.

The Jagad said, "Y ou are the hunters of the long night. One of you now is mine, because the magic that |
giveyou must be paid for, and alifeisal that can be used. Now bresk the circle, for the bargaining is
done!’

'No,' said Peredur, and the Jagad laughed.

Then the Jagad raised her armsto the dark skies. In the emptiness that was her face Peredur thought he
could see the shape of the hag who inhabited the body of the entity. She was older than timeitself, and
only the wildwoods saved men from her evil glance.

'l will give you your Guiwenneth,' cried the Jagad. '‘But each man here will answer for her life. | amthe
huntress of the first woods, and the ice woods, and the stone woods, and the high tracks, and the bleak
moors; | am the daughter of Moon and Saturn; sour herbs cure me, bitter juices sustain me, bright silver
and cold iron gird me. | have dways been in the earth, and the earth shall ever nourish me, for | am the
eternd huntress, and when | have need of you, Peredur, and your nine hunters, | shall call upon you, and
whoever | cal shal go. Thereis no time so remote that you shall not wander through it, no land too wide
or too cold, or too haot, or too lonely for aquest to take you. Be it known, and be it agreed, then, that
when the girl hasfirst known love, each and all of you shal bemine... to answer my cal, or not,
depending on the nature of things.'

And Peredur looked grim. But when hisfriends dl gave their consent, he agreed, and so it was done.
And theresfter they were known as the Jaguth, whichisthe night hunt.

Onthe day of the child's birth, ten eagles were seen, circling the Roman fort. None knew what to make
of the omen, for the bird was agood portent to all concerned, but the number of them was puzzling.

Guiwenneth was born, in atent, watched only by her aunt and the druid. But asthe druid gave thanks
with smoke and a smdll sacrifice, so Rhiathan pressed acushion to her sster'sface, and killed her. None
saw her do this deed, and she wept asloudly asthe rest for the degth.

Then Rhiathan took the girl child and went out into the fort, and raised the child above her head,
proclaiming hersdf foster mother, and her Roman lover the father.

Above thefort, the ten eagles gathered. The sound of their wings was like a distant storm; they were so
large that when they grouped they cut off the sun, and threw a great shade acrossthe fort. From this
shadow came one of them, swooping fast from the sky. It beat about the head of Rhiathan, and snatched
the child initsgreet talons, flying up again.

Rhiathan screamed her anger. The eagles dispersed quickly towards the country around, but Roman
archersloosed athousand arrows and made thar flying difficult.

The eagle with the child in itstalonswas dowest of dl. There was one among the legion who was
renowned for his skill with abow, and his single shot struck through the heart of the eagle, which let the
child fall. The other birds, seeing this, came swiftly back, and one flew below the girl so that her fal was
broken upon its back. Two others clasped the dead bird in their talons. With the infant and the dead bird,
they flew to the wildwoods, to the stone gorge, and there regained their human shape.

It was Peredur who had dived for the child, Peredur himsdf, her father. Helay, beautiful and paein
death, the arrow till through his heart. About the gorge, the Jagad's laughter was like wind. She had
promised Peredur that she would give him his Guiwenneth, and for afew moments he had had her.



The Jaguth took Peredur to the bottom of the stony valley, where the wind was strongest, and buried him
there, beneath a stone of white marble. Magidion was now the leader of the group.

They raised Guiwenneth as best they could, these woodland hunters, outcast warriors. Guiwenneth was
happy with them. They suckled her with wild-flower dew and doe's milk. They clothed her infox hide
and cotton. She could walk by the time she was haf ayear old. She could run by the time shewas afull
four seasons of age. She knew the names of thingsin the wildwood soon after she could talk. Her only
grief wasthat the ghost of Peredur caled to her, and many mornings she would be found, standing by the
marble sonein the wind-swept gorge, crying.

One day, Magidion and the Jaguth hunted south from the vdley, the girl with them. They madecampina
secret place, and one of them, Guillauc, remained with the girl, while the others hunted.

Thisis how Guiwenneth was logt to them.

The Romans had ceaselessy searched the hillsand valleys, and the forests around the fort. They smelled
the smoke of the camp'sfire, now, and twenty men closed in about the clearing. Their approach was
betrayed by a crow, and Guiwenneth and the hunter, Guillauc, knew they were lost.

Quickly, Guillauc tied the girl to his back with leather thongs, hurting her, so tight wasthe binding. Then
he summoned the magic of the Jagad, and changed to agreat stag, and in thisform he ran from the
Romans.

But the Romans had dogs with them, and the dogs pursued the stag throughout the day. When the stag
was exhausted it turned at bay, and the dogstore it to pieces, but Guiwenneth was saved and taken to
thefort. The spirit of Guillauc remained where the stag had falen, and in the year when Guiwenneth first
knew love, the Jagad came for him.

For two years Guiwenneth lived in atent within the high walls of the Roman stronghold. She was dways
to befound, struggling to see over the walls of thefort, crying and sobbing, asif she knew that the Jaguth
were there, waiting to come for her. No more melancholy child was ever seen during those years, and no
bond of love formed between her and her foster mother. But Rhiathan would not part with her.

Thisis how the Jaguth took her back.

Before dawn, early in the summer, eight doves called to Guiwenneth, and the child woke and listened to
them. The next morning, beforefirgt light, eight owls called to her. On the third morning she was awake
before the call, and walked through the dark camp, to the walls, to the place where she could see the hills
around thefort. Eight stags stood there, watching her. After awhile they ran swiftly down the hill, and
thundered about thefort, calling loudly, before returning to the wild glens.

On the fourth morning, as Rhiathan dept, Guiwenneth rose and stepped out of the tent. The dawn was
breaking. The ground was misty and till. She could hear the murmur of voices, the sentriesin the
watchtowers. The day was chilly.

Out of the mist came eight great hunting dogs. Each towered over the girl. Each had eyeslike poals, and
jawslike red wounds, and the tongues lolled. But Guiwenneth was unafraid. She lay down and let the
largest of the great houndstake her initsjaws and lift her. The dogs padded silently to the north gate. A
soldier was there and before he could make a sound his throat had been ripped out. Beforethe mist
lifted, the gate was opened and afoot patrol of men left the fort. Before the gates closed the eight hounds
and Guiwenneth dipped away.

She rode with the Jaguth for many years. First they rode north, to the cold moors, through the snows,



sheltering with the painted tribes. Guiwenneth was atiny girl on ahuge horse, but when they came north
they found smaller steeds, which were il asfast. They rode south again, on the far sde of theland,
across marshes, fens, woodland and downland. They crossed agrest river. Guiwenneth grew, was
trained, became skilled. At night she dept in the arms of the leader of the Jaguth.

Inthisway, many years passed. The girl was beautiful in every way, and her hair waslong and red, and
her skin pale and smooth. Wherever they rested the young warriors wanted her, but for years she
remained unaware of love. It happened, though, that in the east of the land she felt love for thefirst time,
for the son of a Chief, who was determined to have her.

The Jaguth redlized that their time with Guiwenneth was ending. They took her west again, and found the
valley and the stone of her father, and here they left her, for the one who loved her was close behind, and
the Jagad's laughter sounded from beyond the stones. The entity was about to claim them for her own.

The valley was a sad place. The stone above the body of Peredur was dways bright, and as Guiwenneth
waited there, done, so the spirit of her father stepped out of the ground, and she saw him for the first
time, and he saw her.

"Y ou are the acorn which will grow to oak," he said, but Guiwenneth did not understand.

Peredur said, "Y our sadnesswill grow to fury. Outcast like me, you will take my place. Y ou will not rest
until theinvader isgonefrom theland. Y ou will haunt him, you will burn him, you will drive him out from
hisfortsand hisvillas!

'How will | do this? Guiwenneth asked.

And around Peredur came the ghostly forms of the great gods and goddesses. For Peredur's spirit was
free from the grasping fingers of the Jagad. His bargain fulfilled, she had no claim upon him, and in the
spirit world Peredur was renowned, and led the knights who ran with Cernunnos, the antlered Lord of
Animds. The antlered God picked Guiwenneth up from the ground and breathed the fire of revengeinto
her lungs, and the seed of changing, to any form of animal in the wildwood. Epona touched her lips and
eyeswith moon dew, the way to blind the passions of men. Taranis gave her strength and thunder, so
that now she was strong in every way.

She was avixen then, dipping into the fort at Caerwent, where her foster mother dept with the Roman.
When the man woke he saw the girl standing by his palet, and was overwhelmed with love for her. He
followed her from the fort, through the night, to the river, where they stripped off their clothes and bathed
in the cold waters. But Guiwenneth changed to a hawk, and flew about his head, pecking at his eyes until
he was blind. The river took him, and when Rhiathan saw the body of her husband, her heart broke, and
sheflew from the high dliffs, to the searocks.

Inthisway, the girl Guiwenneth came back to the place of her birth.

Nine

| read the short legend to Guiwenneth, emphasizing each word, each expression. She listened intently, her
dark eyes searching, enticing. She waslessinterested in what | wastrying to say to her, | fdt, thanin me.
Sheliked the way | spoke, my smile: features about me, perhaps, that were as exciting to her asher own
beauty and that childish, terrifying sexudity wereto me.



After awhile shereached out and pinched my fingerswith hers, slencing me.
| watched her.

No birth, no genesis by whatever strange forest beast, could possibly compare with the generation of a
girl by my own mind, and itsinteraction with the slent forests of Ryhope. She was a creature of aworld
asdivorced from redity asthe Moon itself. But what, | wondered, was| to her?

It wasthefirg timethe question had arisen. What was | in her eyes? Something equally strange, equaly
alien? Perhaps fascination with me played aslarge apart in the interest aswasthe reverse case.

And yet the power that existed between us, that unspoken rapport, that meeting of minds. . .! | could not
believethat | was not in love with Guiwenneth. The passion, the tightnessin my chest, the distraction and
desirefor her, dl of these surely added up to love! And | could seethat she felt the samefor me. | was
surethis had to be more than the ‘function’ of the girl of legend, more than the smple obsession of dl
malesfor thisforest princess.

Christian had experienced that obsession, and in hisfrustration - for how could she have responded in
kind? Shewas not his mythago - he had driven her back to the woodland, where she had been brutally
shot, probably by one of the Jack-in-the-Greens. But the signd's between this Guiwenneth and mysdlf
werefar morered, far moretrue.

How convincing my arguments were to mysdlf! How easily caution could belost.

That afternoon | forayed again into the woodland, asfar asthe glade, where the remains of the tent had
been totally absorbed into the earth. With my father's map held tightly and protectively in my grasp, |
worked out the route inwards, and led the way. Guiwenneth followed quietly behind, eyesdert, body
tensed, ready for fight or flight.

The pathway was that along which | had run with Chritian, the winter before. To call it apath was overly
to dignify the barely perceptible routeway between the towering oak trunks, winding up and down the
ragged contours of theland. Dog's mercury and fern stroked my legs; ageing bramble snagged my
trousers; birds gave frantic flight above, in the darkening summer canopy. It was herethat | had walked
before, only to find mysdf gpproaching the glade again within afew hundred paces. By following the
peculiarly convoluted path that my father had remarked upon, however, | seemed to arrive deeper in the
edgewoods, and felt mildly triumphant.

Guiwenneth knew well enough where she was. She called to me and crossed her hands in that negative
way that was peculiar to her. "Y ou don't want meto go on? | said, and returned through the dick
undergrowth towards her. She was dightly cold, | could see, and her luxurious hair was peppered with
bits of bramble and splinters of dead bark.

'Pergayd!' she said, and added, 'Not good." She made stabbing motions at her heart, and | supposed
that her message was. Dangerous. Immediately she had spoken she reached for my hand, acold little
grasp, but strong. She tugged me back through the trees towards the glade, and | followed unwillingly.
After afew paces her hand in mine grew warm, and she grew aware of the contact, letting me go dmost
with reluctance, but casting ashy glance backwards.

Shewaswaiting dill. | couldn't understand for what. As evening gathered, and showers threatened, she
stood again at the fence, staring towards the mythago wood, her body tense, looking so very fragile. |
went to bed at ten. | was weary after so brief an interlude of deep the night before. Guiwenneth followed
me to my room, watched me undress, then ran giggling away as| approached her. She said something in
awarning tone and added afew more words sounding very regretful.



It was to be another interrupted night.

At just after midnight she was by my bed, shaking me awake, excited, glowing. | turned on the bedside
lamp. She was dmost hysterica in her effortsto get meto follow her, her eyeswide and wild, her lips
gligening.

'‘Magidion!" she shouted. 'Steven, Magidion! Come! Follow!"

| dressed quickly, and she kept urging meto hurry as| tugged on shoes and socks. Every few seconds
she glanced to the woodland, then back at me. And when she looked a me she smiled.

At last | wasready, and she led the way downstairs and to the edgewoods, running like a hare, dmost
lost to me before | had reached the back door.

She was waiting for me, haf-hidden in the scrub before the wood proper. She put afinger to my mouth
as | reached her and started to speak. | heard it then, distantly, a sound aseerieasany | have ever
heard. It was ahorn, or an animal, some cresture of the night whose cry was a deep, echoing and
mournful monosyllable, rising into the overcast night skies.

Guiwenneth betrayed the hardness of the warrior in her by almost shrieking with ddight; excitedly she
grabbed my hand and practically tugged mein the direction of the glade. After afew paces she stopped,
turned to me, and reached out to grasp me by the shoulders. She was severa inches shorter than me, and
she dretched dightly and kissed me gently on thelips. It was amoment whose magic, whose wonder,
caused the world around me to fade into asummer's day. It took long seconds before the cool, woody
night was back, and Guiwenneth was just aflickering grey shape ahead of me, urgently caling meto
follow.

Again the cry, sustained and loud; ahorn, | was sure now. The calling woodland horn, the cry of the
hunter. It was nearer. The sound of Guiwenneth's noisy progress stopped just briefly; the wood seemed
to hold its breath as the cry continued, and only when the mournful note had faded away did the
whigpering night lifemove again.

| ran into the crouching girl just outside the glade. She tugged me down, gestured to meto be quiet, and
together, on our haunches, we surveyed the dark space ahead of us.

There was adistant movement. Light flickered briefly to the left, and again straight ahead. | could hear
Guiwenneth's breathing, a strained, excited sound. My own heart was pounding. | had no ideawhether it
was friend or foe who approached. The horn sounded for the third and last time, so close now that its
blast was dmost frightening. Around me the wood reacted with terror, smal creatures fleeing from one
place to another, every square yard of undergrowth moving and murmuring as the woodland faunafled
for sfety.

Lights everywhere ahead! They flickered and burned, and soon | could hear the dull crackle of the
torches.

Torchesin woodland! Flameslicked high, crackling loud. The restless lights moved sideto side,
gpproaching.

Guiwenneth rose to her feet, motioned meto stay where | was, and stepped out into the clearing. Against
the brighter torches she was a smdll silhouette, walking confidently to the middle of the glade, her spear
held across her body, ready to be used if necessary.

It seemed, then, that the trunks of the trees moved forward into the clearing, dark shapes detaching



themsdves from the obscurity of night. My heart missed abegt and | cried out awarning, stifling thefina
sound as | redized | was behaving foolishly. Guiwenneth stood her ground. The huge black forms closed
in upon her, moving dowly, cautioudy.

Four of them held the torches and took up positions around the glade. The other three loomed over the
doll-likeform of the girl. Immense curved antlers grew from their heads; their faces were the hideous
skulls of deer, through whose blind sockets very human eyes gleamed in the torchlight. A rank smdll, the
amel of hides, of skins, of parasite-esten animdss, drifted on the night air, mingling with the sharp smell of
pitch, or whatever burned in the lights. Their clothing was ragged, their bodies swathed, with the furstied
by creeper about their lower legs. Meta and stone glinted brightly around necks, arms, waists.

The shambling forms stopped. There was asound like laughter, a deep growling. Thetallest of the three
took one step more towards Guiwenneth, then reached up and removed the skull helmet from his head.
A face asblack as night, as broad as an oak, grinned at her. He made the sound of words, then dropped
to one knee and Guiwenneth reached out and laid both hands and her spear across the crown of his
head. The others made cries of ddlight, removed their masks aswell, and crowded in closer about the
agirl. All their faceswere painted black, and beards were ragged or plaited, indistinguishablein the
haf-light from the dark furs and woollens with which they had encased their bodies.

The talest figure embraced Guiwenneth then, hugging her so hard that her feet lifted from the ground. She
laughed, then wriggled out of the stifling embrace, and went to each man in turn touching hands. The
noise of chatter grew in the glade, happiness, greeting, delight at renewing an acquaintance.

The tak wasincomprehensible. It seemed even lesslike the Brythonic that Guiwenneth spoke, more of a
combination of vaguely recognizable words, and woodland, anima sounds, much clicking, whistling,
yapping, acacophony to which Guiwenneth responded totaly in kind. After afew minutes, one of them
began to play abone pipe. The tune was smple, haunting. It reminded me of afolk tune | had heard a a
fair once, where Morris dancers had performed their strange routines . . . where had it been? Where had
it been?

An image of night, of a town in Staffordshire . . . an image of holding tight to my mother's hand,
pushed on all sides by crowds. The memory came back . . . a visit to Abbots Bromley, eating roast
ox and drinking gallons of lemonade. The streets had milled with people and folk dancers, and
Chrisand | had followed glumly about, hungry, thirsty, bored.

But in the evening we had packed into the grounds of a huge house, and watched and listened to a
dance, performed by men wearing the antlers of stags, the tune played on a violin. That
mysterious sound had sent thrills down my spine even at that early age, something in the haunting
melody speaking to a part of me that still linked with the past. Here was something | had known
all of my life. Only | hadn't known it. Christian had felt it too. The hush that settled upon the
crowd suggested that the music being played, as the antlered dancers pranced their circular route,
was something so primal that everyone present was reminded, subconsciously, of times gone by.

Here, now, was that same tune. It made the flesh on my arms and neck tingle. Guiwenneth and the
horned leader danced joyoudly to the melody, holding hands, twirling and circling about each other, while
the other men edged closer, bringing the light nearer.

Abruptly, with amoment's shared laughter, the awkward dance ceased. Guiwenneth turned to me and
beckoned, and | stepped from the cover of the trees, into the clearing. Guiwenneth said something to the
leader of the night hunt, and he grinned broadly. He walked dowly over to me, and around me,
ingpecting me asif | was apiece of sculpture. His smdll was overwhelming, his bresth stale and fetid. He.
towered over me by agood twelve inches, and when he reached out to pinch the flesh of my right



shoulder thefingers were huge, and that smple gesture, | thought, would break my bones. But he smiled
through the heavy layers of black paint, and said, '"Masgoiryth k'k' thask hurath. Aur'th. Uh?

'l agreeentirdly,’ | murmured, and smiled, and gave him afriendly punch on the arm. The muscles below
hisfurswerelike sted. He roared with laughter, shook his head, then returned to Guiwenneth. They
spoke quickly for afew seconds, then hetook her handsin his, raised them to his breast and pressed
them there. Guiwenneth seemed delighted, and when this brief ritua was done he knelt before her again,
and she leaned down and kissed the top of his head. She came over to me then, and walked more
dowly, lessexcitedly, dthough in thelight of the torches her face was aglow with anticipation, and with
affection, | thought. Perhaps love. She took my hands and kissed me on the cheek. Her brutish friend
followed her. 'Magidion!" she said, by way of introducing him, and said to him, 'Steven.’

He watched me; his face seemed to indicate pleasure, but there was a sharpness in his gaze a narrowing
of hiseyes, that was dmost like awarning. This man was Guiwenneth's forest guardian, the leader of the
Jaguth. The words of my father'sjournd were clearly inmy mind as| stared at him, and felt Guiwenneth
drawing closer to me.

The others came forward then, torches held high, faces dark, yet without threat. Guiwenneth pointed at
each in turn and said their names; 'Am'rioch, Cyredich, Dunan, Orien, Cunus, Osary . . .

She frowned and glanced at me, her bright face suddenly clouded with sad awareness. Looking at
Magidion, she said something, and repeated aword that was clearly a name. '‘Rhydderch?

Magidion drew abreath, shrugged his broad shoulders. He spoke briefly and softly, and Guiwenneth's
grip on minetightened.

When she looked at me there were tearsin her eyes. 'Guillauc. Rhydderch. Gone!'
'‘Gonewhere? | asked quietly, and Guiwenneth said, 'Called.’

| understood. Firgt Guillauc, then Rhydderch, had been caled by the entity, the Jagad. The Jaguth

bel onged to her, the price of Guiwenneth's freedom. They quested, now, in other places, other times, in
pursuit of whatever the Jagad required of them. Their taleswere for another age; their journeys would
become the legends of another race.

Magidion drew a short, dull-bladed sword from within the confines of hisfurs, and detached the
scabbard after. These two items he presented to me, spesking softly, his voice an animal growl.
Guiwenneth watched ddlightedly, and | took the gift, sheathed the blade and bowed. His huge hand came
down on my shoulder again, squeezing painfully as he leaned closer, till whigpering to me. Then he
smiled broadly, nudged me closer to the girl, made awhooping night sound, which was echoed by his
acquaintances, and drew back from us.

With our arms around each other, Guiwenneth and | watched as the night hunt withdrew deeper into the
edgewoods, the torches extinguished by night and distance. A fina sounding of the horn drifted towards
us, and then the wood was silent.

She dipped into my bed, anude, cool shape, and reached for mein the darkness. We lay, hugging each
other, shivering dightly, even though these dead hours of the morning were by no means cold. All deep
fled from me, my senses heightened, my body tingled. Guiwenneth whispered my name, and | whispered
hers, and each time we kissed the embrace grew more passionate, more intimate. In the darkness her
breathing was the sweetest sound in the world. With the first stray light of dawn | saw her face again, so
pale, so perfect. Welay, close, quiet now, staring at each other, occasiondly laughing. She took my
hand, pressed it to her small breast. She gripped my hair, then my shoulders, then my hips. Shewriggled



then lay cam, cried then smiled, kissed me, touched me, showed me how to touch her, findly moved
easly beneath me. After that first minute of love we could hardly stop staring at each other, and smiling,
giggling, rubbing noses, asif we couldn't quite believe that what was happening was really happening.

From that moment on, Guiwenneth made Oak L odge her home, placing her spear against the gate, her
way of indicating that she wasfinished with the wildwoods.

Ten

| loved her moreintensaly than | would have believed possible. Just to say her name, Guiwenneth, made
my head spin. When she whispered my name, and teased me with passionate wordsin her own tongue, |
felt an achein my chest, and happiness that was amost overwheming.

We worked on the house, keeping it tidy, rearranging the kitchen to make it more acceptable to
Guiwenneth, who enjoyed preparing food as much as | did. She hung hawthorn and birch twigs over
every door and window: to keep out ghosts. We moved my father's furniture out of the study, and
Guiwenneth created a sort of private nest for hersdf in that oak-infested room. The forest, having
grasped the house so firmly through this one chamber, now seemed to rest. | had half expected that each
night more massive roots and trunks would surge through the plaster and the brickwork, until nothing but
the occasiona window and roof tile could be seen of Oak Lodge among the branches of atangle of
trees. The sgplingsin the garden and fields grew taller. We worked vigoroudy clearing them from the
garden itsdlf, but they crowded round the fencing and beyond the gate, creating a sort of orchard around
us. Now, to get to the main woodland, we had to pick our way through that orchard, stamping out
footpaths. Thisenclosing limb of forest was two hundred yards wide, and on either side was open land.
The house rose from the middle of the trees, itsroof overgrown with tendrils of the oak that had emerged
through the study. The whole areawas strangely quiet, uncannily still. Silent, that is, save for the laughter
and activity of the two people who inhabited the garden glade.

| loved watching Guiwenneth work. She fashioned clothes out of every item of Christian'swardrobe she
could find. She would have worn shirts and trousers until they rotted on her, but every day we washed
oursalves, and every third day our dirty garments, and dowly Guiwenneth's forest smell vanished. She
seemed dightly uncomfortable with this, and in thisway was unlike the Cdltic people of her time, who
were fagtidioudy clean, using sogp, which the Romans did not, and regarding the invading legions as quite
filthy! | liked her when she smelled faintly of Lifebuoy sogp and perspiration; shetook every opportunity
to squeeze the sap of leaves and plants on to her skin, however.

Within two weeks her command of English was so good that only occasondly did she give hersdf away
with some awkward conjunction, or startling misuse of aword. Sheinssted that | attempt to acquire
some Brythonic, but | proved to. be no linguist, finding even the smplest of wordsimpossble to wrap my
tongue, paate and lips around. It made her laugh, but it dso irritated her. | soon understood why.
English, for dl its sophigtication, its content of other languages, its expressiveness, was not a natural
language to Guiwenneth. There were thingsthat she could not expressin English. Mostly fedings, they
were nevertheless of intense importanceto her. To tell me sheloved mein English wasfine, and |
shivered each time she used those magic words. But to her, true meaning camein saying'M'n care
pinuth’, using her own wordsto express her love. | never felt as overwhelmed with feding when she
spoke that foreign phrase, though, and here was the smple problem: she needed to see and sense me
responding to her words of love, but | could only respond to words that meant very little to her.



And there was so much more than love to express. | could seeit, of course. Each evening, aswe sat on
the lawn, or walked quietly through the oak orchard, her eyes glittered, her face was soft with affection.
We stopped to kiss, to hug, even to make love in the till woodland, and every single thought and mood
was understood by the other. But she needed to say thingsto me, and she could not find the English
words to express how she felt, how close to some aspect of nature she felt, how like abird, or atree she
felt. Something, someway of thinking that | can only crudely trandate, could not be put into English, and
sometimes she cried because of it, and | felt very sad for her.

Just once, in those two months of the summer - when | could not have conceived of greater happiness,
nor have imagined the tragedy that was gaining on us by the hour -just once | tried to get her to move
away from the house, to come with me to the bigger towns. With gresat reluctance, she wrapped one of
my jackets around her, belting it at the waist as she belted everything. Looking like the most magnificently
pretty of scarecrows, her feet bare but for some home-made leather sandal's, she started to walk with me
along thetrack to the main road.

We hdld hands. The air was hot and till. Guiwenneth's bresthing grew more laboured, her look more
wild. Suddenly she clenched my hand asif in pain, and drew asharp bresth. | looked at her and she was
staring at me, dmost pleading with me. Her expression was confused, amixture of need - the need to
please me - and fear.

And equaly suddenly she had dapped both hands to her head and screamed, beginning to back away
fromme.

Itsdl right, Guin!" | yelled, and made after her, but she had begun to cry, turning and running back
towardsthetall wall of young oaks that marked the orchard.

Only when she was standing within their shade did she cdm down. Tearfully, shereached for me, and
just hugged me, very hard, and very long. She whispered something in her own language, and then said,
'I'm sorry, Steven. It hurts!'

"That's okay. It'sokay,' | soothed; and hugged her. She was shaking badly, and later | learned that it had
been aphysica pain, ashooting pain through her whole body, asif she were being punished for straying
so far from the mother wood.

In the evening, after sundown, but at atime when the world outsde was il quite bright, | found
Guiwenneth in the cage of oak, the deserted study where the wildwoods grew. She was curled up in the
embrace of the thickest trunk, which forked asit sprouted from below the floor, and formed a cradle for
her. She ftirred as | stepped into the cold, gloomy room. My breath frosted. The branches, with their
broad leaves, quivered and trembled, even when | was till. They were aware of me, unhappy with my
presence in the room.

'‘Guin?

'Steven . . . she murmured, and sat up, reaching her hand for me. She was dishevelled and had been
crying. Her long, luxurious hair was tangled and twisted about the sharp bark of the tree, and she laughed
as she tugged the wild strands loose. Then we kissed and | squeezed into the tight fork of the trunk, and
we s there, shivering dightly.

It'saways so cold in here.’
She wrapped her arms around me, rubbed her hands vigorously up and down my back. ‘Isthat better?
'It'sgood just to be with you. I'm sorry you're upset.’



She continued to try and warm me. Her breath was sweet, her eyes large and moist. She snatched a kiss,
then rested her lips againgt the angle of my jaw, and | knew she was thinking hard about something that
disturbed her deeply. Around us, the silent forest watched, enclosing uswith its supernatura iciness.

'l can't leave here,' she said.
'l know. Wewon't try again.'

She pulled back, her lipstrembling, her face frowning as she verged on tears again. She said something in
her own language, and | reached and wiped the two tears that welled up in the corner of her eyes. 'l
dontmind, | said.

'l do,' she said softly. 'I'll lose you.'

'Y ou wont. | love you too much.'

'l loveyou very much too. And I'll lose you. It'scoming, Steven. | can fed it. Terribleloss!
‘Nonsense!'

I can't leave here. | can't go beyond this place, thiswood. | belong here. It won't let me go.'
'Well stay together. I'll write abook about us. Well hunt wild pig.'

'My world issmdll,' she said. 'l can run across my world in days. | stand on ahill and | seeaplacethat is
beyond my grasp. My world istiny compared to yours. Y ou will want to go away, northwards, to the
cold place. Southwards to the sun. Y ou will want to go west, to the wild lands. Y ou won't stay here
forever, but | haveto. They won't et me go.’

'Why are you so worried? If | go away it'll only befor aday or two. To Gloucester, London. You'll be
safe. | shan't leaveyou. | couldn't leave you, Guin. My God, if only you could fed whet | fed. I've never
been so happy in my life. What | fed for you terrifies me, sometimes, it's so strong.’

'Everything about you isstrong,' she said. 'Y ou may not redlizeit now. But when . . ." Shetrailed off,
frowning again, biting back the words until I prompted her to continue. Shewasagirl, achild. She
hugged me, and let her tears come softly and uninhibited. Thiswas not the warrior princess, the
fast-running, quick-witted hunter of the day before. Here was that wonderful part of her which, asin dl
people, had deep and helpless need of ancther. If ever my Guiwenneth had needed humanizing, now was
thetime | saw it. Woodland-born though she was, she was flesh and blood, and fedling, and shewas
more wonderful to me than anything | had ever knowninmy life.

It grew dark outside, but she spoke of the fear she felt as we sat, frozen gtiff, embracing, embraced by
our friend, the oak.

'Wewill not dways be together,’ she said.
'Impossible’

She bit her lip, then brushed her nose against mine, coming as close as possible. 'I'm from that other land,
Steven. If you don't go from me, then one day | may go from you. But you are strong enough to bear the
loss!

'What are you saying, Guin? Lifeisjust beginning.’

'Y ou are not thinking. Y ou don't want to think!" She was angry. 'l am wood and rock, Steven, not flesh



and bone. | am not like you. The wood protects me, rulesme. | can't expressit properly. | don't have the
words. For atime, now, we can be together. But not forever.'

'I'm not going to lose you, Guin. Nothing will stand in the way of us, nothing, not the wood, not my
wretched brother, not that beast thing, that Urscumug.'

She hugged me again, and in the faintest of voices, dmost asif she knew she was asking something that
was impossible, she said, 'Look after me.'

Look after mel

It made me amile, a thetime. Me look after her? It was all | could do to keep her in sght when we
hunted the edgewoods. In pursuit of ahare, or wild piglet, amgjor factor contributing to the logistics of
success was my tendency to perspire and gasp mysdf close to death when running. Guiwenneth was
swift, fit and deadly. She never showed any Sign of irritation at my fallure to reflect her own saminain
mine. She accepted afailed hunt with a shrug and asmile. She never boasted a successful hunt, although,
in contragt, | dwaysfet delighted and smug when we were able to supplement our diet with the product
of our forest strategy and hunter's skill.

Look after me. Such asmple statement, and it had made me amile. Yes, | could seethat in matters of
love, shewas asvulnerable asme. But | could think of her only asa powerful presencein my life. |
looked to Guiwenneth for the lead in dmost everything, and it neither shames me, nor embarrasses meto
gate that. She could run haf amile through undergrowth and dit the throat of aforty-pound wild pig with
hardly any effort; | was more orderly and organized than her and brought to her life adegree of comfort
that she had not known before.

To each their own. SKills used unsdlfishly make for cooperation. In six weeks of living with, and deeply
loving Guiwenneth, | had learned how easy it wasto look to her for the lead, for she was an expertin
survivd, ahunter, an individua in every way, who had chosen to combine her life essence with mine, and
inthat | basked.

Look after me!

If only I had. If only | could have learned her language, and learned, thus, the terrible fear that haunted
thismost beautiful and innocent of girls.

'What isyour earlies memory, Guin?

We were waking in the late afternoon, skirting the wood to the south, between the trees and Ryhope. It
was cloudy, but warm. The depression of the day before had passed, and asis the way with young
lovers, somehow the anxiety and pain of what we had talked about so briefly had brought us closer, and
made us more cheerful. Hand in hand we kicked through long grass, picked carefully between the
sprawling, fly-infested pats of cow dung, and waked aways with the Norman tower of St Michad's
church in the distance.

Guiwenneth remained silent, athough she hummed softly to herself, abroken tune, weird, rather likethe
music of the Jaguth. Some children were running across the Lower Grubbings, throwing a stick for adog,
and shrieking with boyish laughter. They saw us and obvioudly redlized that they were trespassing, and
cut off away from us, vanishing over arise of ground. The dog's hysterical barking drifted on the ill air. |
saw one of the Ryhope girlsriding at a canter dong the bridie-way towards St Michadl's.

'Guin? Isthat too tough aquestion?



'What question, Steven? She glanced at me, dark eyes gleaming, mouth touched with asmile. In her way
shewasteasing me, and before | could restate my query, she broke from me and raced - all flapping
white shirt and baggy flannels - to the woodland edge and peered inside.

Raising afinger to her lipsas | approached, she murmured, 'Quiet . . . quiet . . . oh, by the God
Cernunnos. . .!"

My heart began to beat faster. | peered into the darkness of the wood, seeking among the tangled
growth for whatever she had seen.

By the God Cernunnos?

The words were like pinches and punchesto my mind, teasing strokes, and dowly | became aware that
Guiwen-nethwasin avery playful mood.

'By the God Cernunnos!' | repeated, and she laughed and began to run adong the track. | chased her. She
had listened to the way | blasphemed and adapted such blasphemy to the beliefs of her own age.
Normally she would never have expressed surprise with such areligious oath. It would have been a
reference to animal dung, or degth.

| caught her - and therefore she had intended me to catch her - and we wrestled on the warm grass,
struggling and twisting until one of us gave in. Soft hair tickled my face as sheleaned to kissme.

'So answer my question,’ | said.

She looked irritated; but couldn't escape my sudden bear hug. She looked resigned, then sighed. 'Why
do you ask me questions?

'Because | want answers. Y ou fascinate me. Y ou frighten me. | need to know.'
'Why can't you accept?

'Accept what?

‘That | loveyou. That were together.'

‘Lagt night you said we wouldn't be together always. . .

'l was sad!'

‘But you believeit'strue. | don't,' | added sternly, 'butincase. . . justincase. . . anything did happen to
you. Wdll. | want to know about you, al about you. Y ou. Not the image figure that you represent. . .’

Shefrowned.
‘Not the history of themythago . . .
She frowned even more deegply. The word meant something to her, but the concept nothing.

| tried again. "There have been Guiwenneths before; perhaps there will be Guiwenneths again. New
versons of you. But it's this one that | want to know about." | emphasized the word with awiggleand a
squeeze. She smiled.

'What about you? | want to know about you too.'



‘Later,’' | said. "You first. What were your first memories? Tell me about your childhood.’

As | suspected would happen, a shadow passed across her face, that brief frown that says the question
has touched an area of blankness. And that blankness had been known, before, but never
acknowledged.

She sat up and straightened her shirt, shook her hair back, then leaned forward and began to pluck the
dry grassfrom the ground, knotting each fibrous stem around her finger. Thefirst memory .. .' shesad,
then looked into the distance. The stag!’

| remembered the discovered pages of my father's diary, but tried to blot his own record of the story
from my mind, concentrating totally upon Guiwenneth's uncertain recollection.

'He was s0 big. Such abroad back, so powerful. | wastied to him, leather knots on my wrists, holding
me firm againgt the stag's back. | called him Gwil. He called me Acorn. | lay between hisgrest antlers. |
can remember them so well. They were like the branches of trees, rising up above me, snapping and
cracking at the red trees, scraping the bark and the leaves. He was running. | can ill smdl him, il fedl
the sweat on his broad back. His skin was so tough, and sharp. My legs were sore with rubbing. | was
so young. | think | cried, and yelled at Gwil, "Not so fagt!" But he ran through the forest, and | clung, on,
and the leather ropes cut at my wrists. | can remember the baying of hounds. They were pursuing him
through the wood. There was a horn, too, a huntsman's horn. "Slower," | cried to the stag, but he just
shook his great head and told meto cling on tighter. "We have along chasg, little Acorn,” he said to me,
and the smdll of him choked me, and the swest, and the hurt of hiswild chase on my body. | remember
the sunlight, among the trees. It was blinding. | kept trying to see the sky, but each time the sun came
through it blinded me. The hounds came closer. There were so many of them. | could see men running
through the forest. The horn wasloud and harsh. | was crying. Birds seemed to hover over us, and when
| looked up their wings were black againgt the sun. Suddenly he stopped. His breath waslike aloud
wind. Hiswhole body was shaking. | remember crawling forward, tugging at the leather ropes, and
seeing the high rock that blocked the way. He turned. His antlerswere like black knives, and he lowered
his head and cut and jabbed at the dogs that came for him. One of them was like ablack demon. Itsjaws
gaped, dl wet. Itsteeth were huge. It lunged at my face, but Gwil caught him on the prong of one antler
and shook him until his guts spilled. But then there was just the sudden wind-sound of an arrow. My poor
Gwil. Hefell and the dogstore at histhroat, but still he kept them from me. The arrow was longer than
my body. It stuck out of his heaving flesh, and | can remember reaching to touch it, and the blood on it,
and | couldn't move the shaft, it was so hard, like arock, like something growing from the stag. Men cut
me loose and dragged me away and | clung to Gwil as he died, and the dogsworried at hisentrails. He
was gtill dive, and he looked at me and whispered something, like aforest breeze and then snorted once
and wasgone. . .' Sheturned to me. Touched me. Tears stained her cheeks, glistened in the bright day.
'Asyou will go, everything will go, everything that | love. . ." | touched her hand, kissed her fingers.

'l loseyou. I'll lose you,' she said sadly, and | couldn't find the words to respond. My mind was too
filled with images of that wild chase. 'Everything | loveis stolen from me!

We sat for along timein silence. The children, with their wretchedly vociferous dog, chased back aong
the edge of thewood, and again saw us, and scampered, abashed and afraid, out of sight. Guiwen-neth's
fingerswere anest of entwined grasses, and she laced small golden flowersinto them, then wiggled her
hand, like some strange harvest puppet. | touched her shoulder.

'How old were you when this happened? | asked.

She shrugged. 'Very young. | can't remember, it was several summers ago.’



Several summers ago. | smiled as she said the words, thinking that only two summers ago she had not yet
existed. How did the generic process work, | wondered, watching this beautiful, solid, soft and warm
human creature. Did sheform out of the leef litter? Did wild animals carry sticks together and shape them
into bones, and then, over the autumn, dying leavesfal and coat the bones in wildwood flesh? Wasthere
amoment, in the wood, when something gpproximating to a human creature rose from the underbrush,
and was shaped to perfection by the intengity of the human will, operating outs de the woodland?

Or was shejust suddenly . . . there. One moment awraith, the next aredlity, the uncertain, dreamlike
vision that suddenly clears and can be seento bered.

| remembered phrases from thejournd: The Twigling is fading, more tenuous than the last time |
encountered him.. . . found traces of the dead Jack-in-the-Green, worried by animals, but showing
an unusual pattern of decomposition . . . ghostly, running shape in the hogback, not a
pre-mythago, the next phase perhaps?

| reached for Guiwenneth, but she was tiff, rigid in my arms, disturbed by memories, disturbed by my
ingstence that she talk about something that was clearly painful to her.

| amwood and rock, not flesh and bone.

The words she had used severd days before sent athrill of shock through me as| remembered them. |
amwood and rock. So she knew. She knew that she was not human. And yet she behaved asif she
were. Perhaps she had spoken metaphoricaly; perhapsit was her life in the woods to which she had
referred, as| might have said | am dust and ashes.

Did she know?1 longed to ask her, burned to see inside her head, to the silent glade where sheloved
and remembered.

'What arelittle girls made of 7 | asked her and shelooked round sharply, frowning, then smiling, puzzled
by the question, haf-amused as she redlized, from my own smile, that there was ariddle-like answer.

'Sweet acorns, crushed honeybees and the nectar of bluebells,' she said.

| grimaced with disgust. 'How horrible!

'What then?

'Sugar and spicesand al things. .. er..."How diditgo?'... nicest.

She frowned. Y ou don't like sweet acorns or honeybees? They're nice.’

'l don't believe you. Not even grubby Celts would eat honeybees!'

'What are little boys made of ? she asked quickly, and answered with a giggle, ‘Cow dung and questions.’

'‘Sugs and snails, actudly.' She seemed duly satisfied. | added, 'The occasona hindquarters of an
immature hound.'

'We havethingslike that. | remember Magidion telling me. He taught me alot.' She held up her hand for
slence, while she thought. Then she said, 'Eight callsfor abattle. Nine calsfor afortune. Ten cdlsfor a
dead son. Eleven cdlsfor sadness. Twelve calls at dusk for anew king. What am 1?7

‘A cuckoo,' | said, and Guiwenneth stared at me.

'Y ou knew!'



Surprised, | said, 'l guessed.

"Y ou knew! Anyway, it'sthe first cuckoo." She thought hard for amoment, and then said, 'Onewhiteis
luck for me. Two whiteisluck for you. Three white for adeath. Four white, and ashoe, will bring love.’

She gared a me, smiling.
'Horse's hooves,' | said, and Guiwenneth dapped me hard on theleg. "Y ou knew!"
| laughed. 'I'm just guessing.’

'It'sthefirgt strange horse you see a the end of winter,' she said. 'If it hasfour white hooves, then forge a
shoe and you'll see your loved one riding the same horsein the clouds:”

"Tell me about the valey. And the white stone.’
She stared a me, then frowned. She was suddenly very sad. 'That isthe place where my father lies!'
'Whereisit? | asked.

‘A long way from here. One day - ' Shelooked away. What memories did she entertain now, |
wondered? What sad recollections?

'‘One day, what?

Quietly, shesaid, 'Oneday | would like to go there. One day | would like to see the place where
Magidion buried him.’

'l would liketo go with you,' | said, and for amoment her moist gaze met mine, and then she smiled.

And then she brightened. ‘A holein astone. An eye on abone. A ring made of thorn. The sound of a
forge. All of thesethings. . ." She hesitated, watching me.

'Keep away ghosts? | suggested, and she tumbled on top of me with acry of, '"How do you know?'

We walked dowly back to the house in the very late afternoon. Guiwenneth was dightly chilly. It was
August 27th, if | remember, and sometimes the day would seem like autumn, and sometimeslike
summer. There had been acrispnessin the air that morning, the first shivery portent of the new season;
summer had flourished during the day, and now autumn again showed its shadow. The leaves a the very
tips of the trees had begun to show signs of turning. For somereason | felt depressed, walking with my
arm round the girl, feding her windblown hair tickle my face, the touch of her right hand on my bresst.
My suddenly gloomy mood was not helped by the distant sound of amotorcycle.

'Keeton!" said Guiwenneth brightly, and led me at atrot the rest of the way, to the stand of thin trees that
was the orchard. We wove through the copse, to the overgrown gate. We forced our way through the
tangled undergrowth that swamped the fence around the cleared garden, much of which wasin shadow,
and darkly overhung by the branches of the oak that wound about the house.

Keeton was standing at the back door, waving and holding up aflagon of the Mucklestone Field
homebrew. 'I've got something else," he called as Guiwenneth ran to him and kissed his cheek. 'Hdllo,
Steven. Why so glum?

‘Change of season,’ | said. He looked bright and happy, hisfair hair awvry from theride here, hisface
dirt-stained except around the eyes, where his goggles had been. He smdlled of ail, and dightly of pigs.



His extra surprise was half aside of spitting pig. It looked a pale and feeble cadaver compared to the
grey and scrawny creatures that Guiwenneth speared in the deep runs of the wood. But the thought of a
pork more succulent and less strong than the wild pigs | had become used to wasimmensely cheering.

'A barbecue!’ Keeton announced. 'Two Americans at the field showed me how. Outside. This evening.
After I've washed. A barbecue for three, with ae, song, and party games.’ He looked suddenly alittle
concerned. 'Not interrupting something, am I, old boy?

'Not at al. Old boy,' | said. His Englishisms often sounded affected, and irritated me.
'He'sfed up," advised Guiwenneth, and gave me an amused | ook.

By the Good God Cernunnos, how glad | am, now, that K eeton gatecrashed that moment, those hours
between us. Resentful though | was of his presence, when | wastrying to get alittle closer to Guin, | have
never given greater thanksto that Celestial Watching-Being than | did later that night. Even though, in one
way, | would be wishing that | were dead.

The fire burned. Guiwenneth had built it up while Keeton had congtructed the rough-and-ready spit. The
pig was his payment for two days work on the farm attached to the airfield; his plane was out of service

at the moment, and the farm work was welcome, aswas his help. Wl paid rebuilding work at Coventry
and Birmingham had caled away many of the farmhands from the counties of the Midlands.

It takes alot longer to spit-roast a pig than Keeton had redized. Darkness envel oped woodland and
orchard, and we turned the lights on in the house so that the garden area, where we squatted and chatted
around the szzling meat and the brightly flaring wood fire, was bathed in acosy glow. | atended to
records, playing through the collection of dance-hal music that my parents had built up over the years.
The battered old Master's V oice gramophone kept running down, and under the influence of the beer
that Keeton had purloined, the continua droning down of the voices became hystericdly funny.

At ten o'clock we poked the jacket potatoes out of the fire and ate them with butter and pickle and athin
dice of the blackened outer flesh of the piglet. Hunger appeased, Guiwenneth sang usasong in her own
tongue, which Keeton was able to accompany, after awhile, on his small harmonica. When | asked her
to trandate she just smiled, tapped my nose, and said, 'Imagine!’

"It was about you and me," | ventured. 'Love, passion, need, long life and children.’

She shook her head, and licked afinger that she'd just smeared aong the remains of our precious butter
ration.

| said, 'What, then? Happiness? Friendship?

'Y ou incorrigible romantic,’ murmured K eeton, and was proved right, for Guiwenneth's song had not
really been about love at dl, not as| had imagined it. She trandated as best she could.

'l am the daughter of the early hour of the morning. | am the huntresswho by dawnlight . . . who by
dawnlight . . ." She made frantic throwing motions.

'Casts? suggested Keeton. Throwsthe net?

'Who by dawnlight throws the net into the glade of the woodcocks. | am the falcon who watches asthe
woodcocks rise and are caught in the net. | am thefish that. . . thefish that . . ." She made exaggerated
sdeto side motions of her hips and shoulders.

'Wiggles' | sad.



'Struggles,’ Keeton corrected.

Shewent on, 'l am the fish that struggles in the water, swimming towards the greet grey rock that marks
the deep poal. | am the daughter of the fisher who spearsthe fish. | am the shadow of thetall white stone
where my father lies, the shadow that moves with the day towards the river where thefish swims,
towards the forests where the glade of the woodcocksis blue with flowers. | am the rain that makes the
hare run, sends the doe to the thicket, stops the fire in the middle of the round house. My enemiesare
thunder and the beasts of the earth who crawl by night, but | am not afraid. | am the heart of my father,
and hisfather. Bright asiron, swift asarrow, strong as oak. | am the land.’

Theselast words - 'Bright asiron, swift asarrow, strong as oak. | am the land' - she sang in her reedy
voice, matching the words to the tune and the rhythm of the origind. When she had finished she smiled
and bowed, and K eeton applauded loudly, '‘Bravo.'

| stared at her for amoment, puzzled. ‘'Not about me at dl, then,' | said, and Guiwenneth laughed. 'About
nothing else but you,' shesaid. That'swhy | sang it.’

| had meant it asajoke, but now she had confused me. | didn't understand. Somehow, in some fashion,
the wretched Keeton did. He winked a me. "Why don't you check the grounds, the two of you. I'll be al
right here. Go on!' He smiled.

'What the hdl'sgoing on? | said, athough | said it softly. But as | roseto my feet, Guiwenneth rose too,
tugging down the vivid red cardigan and licking the remains of the butter and pork fat from her fingers
before holding her sticky hand out to me.

We walked to the garden's edge, and kissed quickly in the darkness where the young oaks grew. There
was stealthy movement in the woodland; foxes, perhaps, or wild dogs, drawn to the smell of the cooking
meat. Keeton was an oddly crouched shape, silhouetted against the flame and flaring sparks of thefire.

'He understands you morethan | do,' | said.
'He seesboth of us. You only seeme. | like him. HEs avery gentle man. But he's not my flintspear.'

The wood seemed alive with movement. Even Guiwen-neth was puzzled. "We should be careful of
wolves and wild dogs,’ shesaid. "Themest . . .

‘There can't bewolvesin theforet,' | said, 'surely. Boar I've seen, and you've told me of awild bear . . .

'Not every creature comesto the edge so quickly. Wolves are pack animals. The pack may have beenin
the deep forest, in the wildwoods. They have taken along timeto get here. Perhaps!’

| glanced into the darkness, and the night seemed to whisper ominoudy; shivering, | turned back to the
garden, and reached for Guiwenneth. 'Let's go back and keep him company.’

Even as| spoke, the dark shape of Keeton wasrising to its feet. His voice was subdued, but urgent.
'Weve got company.'

Through the trees that crowded about the garden fence, | could see the flicker of torchlight. The sound of
men approaching was asudden, loud intrusion in the wild night. I walked with Guiwenneth back to the
fire, into the spill of light from the kitchen. Behind us, where we had stood, there too torches showed.
They closed in upon the garden in awide arc, and we waited, listening for some sign of their nature.

From ahead of usthere came the eerie tune of the Jaguth, played on the reedy pipes | had heard before.
Guiwenneth and | exchanged a quick, ddighted glance, and then she said, 'The Jaguth. They've come



agan!'

‘Jugt in timeto finish off our pig,’ | said ruefully. Keeton was frozen to the spot with fear, not liking the
stedlthy approach through the darkness of these strange men-creatures.

Guiwenneth walked towards the gate, to greet them, shouting out something in her strange language. |
began to step after her, picking up afirebrand from the fire, to hold asthey held their torches. The sweet
piping continued. Keeton said,

'Who arethey? And | said, 'Old friends, new friends. The Jaguth. Therésnothing tofear . . .

And at that moment | redlized that the piping had stopped, and Guiwenneth too had stopped, afew
paces away from me. She stared around her, at the flickering lightsin the darkness. A moment later she
looked back a me, her face pale, her eyes wide, her mouth open; from being delighted, she suddenly
was terrified. She took a step towards me, my name on her lips, and | was caught in her sudden panic,
and reached for her . . .

There was a strange sound, like wind, like ahoarse, tunelesswhistle, and then the sound of athump and
Keeton'sgasping cry. | glanced at him and he was stepping rapidly backwards, arched back, clutching at
thetop of hischedt, his eyes screwed tight shut with pain. A moment later hefell to the ground, arms
outstretched. Threefeet of wood shaft jutted from his body. 'Guin!’ | screamed, tearing my gaze from
Keeton. And then dl around us the woodland burst into brilliant fire, the trunks catching, the branches,
the leaves, so that the garden, was surrounded by a grest, roaring wal of flame. Two dark human shapes
came bursting through that fire, light glinting on meta armour and the short-bladed weapons held in their
hands. For amoment they hesitated, staring at us; one had the golden mask of ahawk, itseyes mere dits,
the earsrising like short horns from the crown. The other wore adull leather helmet, the cheek straps
broad. The hawk laughed loudly.

'OhGodno. . .!"| cried, but Guiwenneth screamed at me, '‘Arm yoursalf!" as she raced past me to
where her own weapons were lodged againgt the back wall of the house.

| followed her, grabbing up my flintspear and the sword that Magidion had presented to me. And we
turned, backsto the wall, and watched the gruesome band of armoured men who emerged, dark
slhouettes, through the burning forest, and spread out around the garden.

The two warriors suddenly ran at us, one at Guiwenneth, one at me. It was the hawk who chose me.

He came at me so fast that | hardly had time to raise and thrust my spear at him; the events happened in a
blur of burnished metd, dark hair, and swesty flesh, as he deflected my blow with hissmdl round shield,
then clubbed me heavily on the side of the head with the blunt pommel of hissword. | staggered to my
knees, then struggled to rise, but the shield was struck against my head and the ground hit my face, hard
and dry. The next | knew he had tied my arms behind my back, worked my spear under my armpits, and
trussed me like aturkeycock.

For amoment or two | watched Guiwenneth fight, and she fought with afury that astonished me. | saw
her bring her dagger down into her own attacker's shoulder; then a second hawk ran from the garden's
edge, and she swung to face him, and firdight glinted on metal and the man's hand seemed to fly towards
the woodshed. A third came, and afourth. Guiwenneth's war-cry was a screech of indignation. She
moved so fast that | became confused watching her.

And of course, there Were too many of them for her.

Suddenly she had been bowled over, disarmed, then flung high into the air. She was caught between the



hawks, and though she struggled, they tied and trussed her in the same fashion asme.
Fivetal, dark warriors remained at the garden's edge, crouching, watching the end of the affray.

My own hawk reached for my hair and dragged meto my feet, hauling me, bent double, acrossthe
garden towards the fire. He dropped me to the ground afew feet from Guiwenneth. Shelooked at me
through bloody eyes and thefall of dishevelled hair across her face. Her lipswere wet, and | could see
tears glistening, bright specksin thefire. 'Steven,’ she murmured, and | realized that her lips were swollen
and painful. 'Steven.. . .’

"This can't be happening,' | whispered, and felt my own tearsrise. My head was spinning; everything
seemed s0 unreal. My body was numb, with shock, with anger. The sound of the burning forest was
loud, most desfening.

Men continued to step through the fire, some leading large, dark-maned horses, which whickered and
reared in discomfort. The sharp cries of command were loud against the crackle of burning wood.

Brands from our own small fire were taken and used to start asmall smithy, close to the house. Others of
this band of men began to break wood from the coops and shed. During these brief minutes of confusion,
the five dark figures had remained, crouching, just insde the ring of fire. Now they roseto their feet and
approached. The oldest, who was the leader, stepped past the fire, where already severa of the hawks
were crouching, waiting to divide up the spitted pig. This man reached down and with a broad-bladed
knife, carved himsalf a generous portion from the rump, stuffed it into his mouth and wiped hisfingerson
his heavy cloak. He came towards Guiwenneth, and shrugged the cloak off, revealing anaked upper
torso, hisbely full and sagging, hisarmsthick, his chest degp. Thiswas astrong man going to seed in late
middle age. The flesh of hisbody, | noticed, was alatticework of scars and weals. Around his neck he
carried abone pipe, and hetrilled on it, mocking us.

He dropped to a crouch by the girl and reached ahand to lift up her chin. He brushed the hair from her
face, and twisted her jaw roughly to look at her, grinning through his greying beard. Guiwenneth spat a
him and he laughed; and that laugh . . .

| frowned, completely unnerved. | sat in thefirdight, in pain, unable to move, and stared at this coarse,
ageing warlord.

I'vefound you at last,’ he said, and the voice sent along thrill of anguish through me.
'‘She'smine!’ | cried through sudden tears.
And Chrigtian looked a me and dowly roseto hisfedt.

He towered over me, an old man, war-worn and ragged. His breeches stank of urine. The sword he
wore on hiswide, leather belt, hung ominoudy closeto my face. He jerked my head up by the hair, and
with his other hand stroked his matted, greying beard.

'It'sbeen along time, brother,’ he said, in ahoarse, anima whisper. 'What am | going to do with you?

Behind him, the side of pig had been reduced to nothing, and the hawks chewed vigoroudy, and spat into
the firewhile they talked in murmuring voices. From the house came the sounds of hammer on metd. A
furious activity of repair was occurring, on weapons and on the harnessing of the great horses, which
were tethered close by to me.

'Shelsmine,’ | said quietly, staring at him through my tears. 'Leave usaone, Chris!’

He kept looking at me for several seconds, afrightening silence. Abruptly he reached down and jerked



meto my feet, and ran me backwards until | fetched up hard againgt the wooden wall of the shed. Ashe
moved he roared with anger, and his stale, fetid breath made me gag. His face, inches from my own ashe
glared at me, was the face of an animal, not aman, and yet | could now begin to discern the eyes, the
nose, the lips of my brother, the handsome youth who had |eft the house just ayear before.

He shouted something gruffly, and one of his older warriors flung him alength of rope with anoose onthe
end. The rope was coarse and sharp, and he tugged the noose over my head and tightened it on my

neck, tossing the free rope over the shed. A moment later the dack was taken up and the noose tugged
meto my toes. | could breathe, but | couldn't relax. | began to gasp, and Christian smiled, reaching up a
gtinking hand to block my nostrils and my mouth.

Heran hisfinger over my face. It was an almost sensuous touch. When | struggled for bresth he released
my mouth and | sucked air into my lungs gratefully. All the time he had watched me curioudy asif
desperately searching for some memory of friendship between us. Hisfingers were like awoman's
caressing my brow, my cheeks, my chin, thejunction of the rope and the torn skin of my neck. Inthis
way hefound the oak leaf amulet that | wore, and he frowned as he fiw it. He rested the Silver leef in his
hand and stared at it. Without looking at me he said, 'Where did you get this? He sounded quite
astonished.

I found it.'

He said nothing for a second, then snapped the thong from my neck, and held the oak leaf to hislips. 'l
would have been dead but for this. When | lost it | thought my fate was sedled. | haveit back, now. |
have everything back . . .

Heturned to look a me, then, searching my eyes, my face.
'It's been many years. . ." he whispered.

'What's happened to you? | managed to breathe. The rope tugged at me, irritated me. He watched my
discomfort, the movement of my lips, through gleaming dark eyesthat showed no compassion.

"Too much,’ he said. 'I've searched too long. But I've found her at last. I'veruntoo long . . . Helooked
wigtful, glancing away from me. 'Perhaps the running will never end. He dtill pursuesme!’

'Who?

He glanced a me again. 'The beast. The Urscumug. The old man. Damn his eyes. Damn hissoul, he
follows melike ahound on the scent. Heis always there, awaysin the woodland, dwaysjust outsde the
fort. Always, dwaysthe beast. I'm tired, brother. | truly am. At last -' he glanced at the dumped form of
thegirl - 'Atlast | have the onething | have sought. Guiwenneth, my Guiwen-neth. If | die, wedie
together. | no longer careif shelovesme. | shdl have her, | shdl use her. She will make the dying good.
She will insgpire meto make alast effort to kill the beast.’

'l can't let you take her,' | said hopelesdy, and Christian frowned, then smiled. But he said nothing,
moving away from me, back towardsthe fire. He walked dowly, thoughtfully. He stopped and stared at
the house. One of hismen, along-haired, raggedly dressed warrior, moved to the body of Harry Keeton,
turned it over and split through the man's shirt with aknife, raising the blade above Keeton's breast. He
stopped and said something in an aien tongue. Christian looked at me, then spoke back to the man, and
thewarrior rose angrily to hisfeet and stalked back to thefire.

Chrigtian said, The Fenlander isangry. They want to eet hisliver. They're hungry. The pig was smdl.' He
smiled. 'l said no. To spare your fedings.’



He walked to the house then, and vanished insde. It seemed he was gone for along time. Guiwenneth
looked up only once, and her face was wet with tears. She stared at me, and her lips moved; but | could
make out no sound, nor what she wastrying to say. 'l love you, Guin," | called back to her. Til get usout
of this. Don't worry.'

But my words had no effect on her, and her battered face fell down again as she knelt by thefire, trussed
and guarded.

Around me, the garden was a scene of confusing activity. One of the horses had panicked, and was
rearing and kicking againgt its tether. Men walked to and fro, others were digging a pit, still others
crouched by the fires and talked and laughed in loud voices. In the night, the burning woodland was a

terifying Sght.

When Christian emerged from the house again, he had shaved off the ragged grey-black beard, and
combed hislong, greasy hair back into apigtail. Hisface was broad, strong, even if hisjowlswere
dightly loose. He looked uncannily as| remembered our father, in the years before | went to France. But
bulkier, harder. He carried his sword and belt in one hand. In the other he held a bottle of wine, the top
neetly broken off. Wine?

He came over to me and drank from the bottle, smacking hislips appreciatively. 'l didn't think you'd find
the store," he said. 'Forty bottles of the best Bordeaux. A taste more sweet | can't imagine. Will you have
some? He waved the broken bottle at me. ‘A drink before dying. A toast to brotherhood, to the past. To
abattle won and logt. Drink with me, Steve.'

| shook my head. Christian seemed momentarily disappointed, then flung back his head and poured the
red wine into his mouth, stopping only when he choked, laughing as he choked. He passed the bottle to
the most sinigter of his compatriots, the Fenlander, the man who had wanted to dit open the corpse of
Harry Keeton, and the man drank the remnants down, tossing the bottle into the woodland. The rest of
the secret store of winethat | had failed to discover was carried out in improvised sacks, and distributed
among the hawksfor carriage.

The woodland fire burned down and began to die out. Whatever had caused it, whatever magic, the spell
was waning, and the smell of wood ash was strong on the air. But two very strange figures suddenly
appeared at the garden's edge, and began to run about the perimeter. They were amost naked, their
bodies covered with white chalk, except for their faces, which were black. Their hair waslong, but held
back by aleathery band around the crown. They carried long, bone batons, and waved these at the
trees, and where they passed, so the flames sprang up again, the fire rekindled as furious as before.

At last Chrigtian came back to me, and | redlized that the delay, the strange sense of pause, was because
he did not know what to do with me. He drew hisknife and stuck it hard into the shed beside me, and he
leaned on the hilt, taking hisweight, resting his chin on his hands, and focusing not upon me, but upon the
grain of the pitch-painted wood dats. He was atired man, aweary man. Everything about him, from his
breathing to the shadows around his eyes, told me that.

"You've aged,' | said, pointing out the obvious.

'Have I”? He smiled wearily, then spoke dowly. 'Yes. | suppose | have. Many years have passed, for
me. | went along way inwards, trying to escape the beast. But the beast belonged in the heartwoods,
and | couldn't outrun it. It'sastrange world, Steven. A strange and terrible world beyond the hogback
glade. The old man knew so much, and he knew so little. He knew of the heartwoods; he had seen, or
heard of, or imagined the heartwoods, but his only way to get there. . . He broke off and looked at me
curioudly. Then he smiled again and straightened up. Touching me on the cheek, he shook his head.



'What in the name of the woodnymph Handryamaam | going to do with you?

'What isto stop you leaving me, and leaving Guiwen-neth, to live happily for aslong aswe can? And do
whatever you must do, go back, or leave the wood and go abroad. Come back to us, Christian.’

He leaned back on the knife, so closeto methat | could easily have touched hisface with my lips, but not
looking a me. 'l could no longer do that,” he said. 'For awhile, when | journeyed inwards, yes, | might
have come back. But | wanted her. | knew she would be somewhere there, somewhere deep. | followed
stories of her, ventured to mountains, and valeys, where storiestold of her. Always| seemed to beafew
dayslate. The beast talked me. Twice | battled with it, but the battle was not resolved. | have stood, my
brother, upon the hill, the talest hill, where the stone folly was built, and seen into the heart-woods of the
forest, the place where | shall be safe. And now that | have found my Guiwenneth, that iswhere | shdl
go. Oncethere, | have alifeto finish, aloveto find; but | shal be safe. Safe from the beast. The old man.’

'Go theredone, Chris,' | said. 'Guiwenneth loves me, and nothing will change that.'

'Nothing? he repeated, and smiled wearily. "Time can change anything. With no-one dseto love, shewill
cometoloveme. ..

'Look at her, Chris," | said angrily. 'A captive. Dejected. Y ou care no more for her than you do for your
hawks.'

'| care aout the having of her," he said quietly, menacingly. 'l have hunted too far, too long to worry
about thefiner aspects of love. | shall make her love me before dying; | shdl enjoy her until then . .

'Sheisnot yours, Chris. Sheis my mythago -'

He reacted with sudden violence, smashing hisfist into the side of my face so hard that two of my teeth
were buckled inward. Through the pain, blood flooding my mouth, | heard him say, "Y our mythago is
dead! Thisoneismine. Yours| killed yearsago. Sheis mine! If not for that | wouldn't take her.’

| spat the blood from my mouth. 'Perhaps she belongs to neither of us. She has her own life, Chris!’

He shook hishead. 'l claim her. Thereis nothing moreto be said." As| began to speak, heraised ahand
and roughly pinched my lipstogether, slencing me. The spear shaft beneath my armswas so painful thet |
felt sure my bones would soon bresk. The noose ate degper into my skin.

'Shall | let you live? he said, dmost musingly. | made soundsin my throat, and he pinched my lipstighter.
He wrenched the knife from the shed and held it before me, touching my nose with its cold point, then
lowering the blade and tapping it gently againgt my lower bely. ‘| might alow thelifeto remainin your
body . . . but the cost -' he tapped me again - 'the cost would be very high. | couldn't let you live ... asa
man. . . not having knownthewoman| clam. ..’

Theideafroze mewith the horror of it. | could hardly see him for the sudden pulsing of blood through my
head, the sudden shock.

Helet go of my lips, but held his hand over my mouth. Through fear, through pure terror, | had started to
cry, and my body shuddered with the sobs that came from deep within me. Christian came closg, his
eyesnarrow, but frowning, unhappy about many things.

'Oh Steve . . . he said, and repeated thetired, sad statement. ‘It could have been . . . what could it have
been? Good? | don't suppose it could have been good. But | would have liked to have known you during
the last fifteen years. There were times when | yearned for your company, to talk to you, to be.. . .'He
smiled and used hisforefinger to wipe the tears from my cheeks. 'Just to be anorma man among normal



company.’
"It could be that way again,’ | whispered, but he shook his head, till sad.
‘Alas no." And added, after athoughtful pause, regarding me, ‘And | regret that.’

Before either of us could speak further, aterrifying sound came from beyond the burning trees. Chrigtian
turned from me, and looked towards the woodland. He seemed shocked; almost furious with shock.
'‘Not soclose ... hecan'tbesoclose. . .

The sound had been the roar of awild beast. Tempered by distance, and the noise of the warrior band
about me, | had not recognized the cry of the boar creature, the Urscumug. Now the sound became
familiar, for it came a second time, and with it the distant groan and crack of trees and branches being
snapped and pushed aside. In the garden, the hawks, the warriors, the strange men from cultures
unrecogni zable, began to move swiftly into action, gathering equipment, dinging the harnesseson to the
five horses, calling orders, preparing to leave.

Chrigtian made amotion to two of his hawks, who tugged Guiwenneth to her feet, removed the
spear-shaft from beneath her arms, and Sung her over the broad back of ahorse, tying her securely
below itsbdly.

‘Steven!" she screamed, struggling to see me.
‘Guiwenneth! Oh my God, no!'

'Quickly!" shouted Christian, repeating the order in another language. The sound of the Urscumug grew
closer. | struggled against the restraining rope, but it was too tight, too secure.

The company of mercenaries were moving swiftly towards the woodland to the south side of the garden,
where two of them hacked the fencing down, before beginning the process of legping through the flames
of the burning orchard, to escape the garden glade.

Soon, most of them had gone, only Christian, the Fenlander and one of the strange, white-painted
Neoliths remaining behind. Thisancient warrior held the horse over which Guiwenneth wastied. The
Fenlander went behind the shed and | felt histug on the rope around my neck.

Chrigtian walked close to me, and shook his head again. Thefire around us burned brightly, but the
sound of the gpproaching beast was loud. My eyesfilled with tears, and Christian became adark blur
againg the bright flame.

Without aword he reached his handsto my face, and leaned close to me, pressing hislipsto mine,
holding the kissfor two or three seconds.

'l have missed you,' he said quietly. 'l shal continueto do so.'

Then he stepped away from me, glanced at the Fenlan-der and said, without pause, without concern,
'Hang him.'

And turned his back, calling acommand to the man by the horse, who led the beast towards the burning
orchard.

'Chris!" | screamed, but he ignored me.

A moment later | felt mysdlf wrenched from the ground, and the noose bit deeply, strangling me swiftly.



And yet awvareness remained, and though my feet dangled above the ground, | managed to keep
breathing. Water blurred my vison. And the last | saw of Guiwenneth was her long, beautiful hair, flowing
down the side of the beast which carried her. It snagged on the broken fencing, and | thought a strand or
two of the auburn hair had remained there, caught in the wood.

Then darkness began to close about me. There was the sound of a sea, pounding against rocks, and the
deafening screech of abird of prey, or some smilar carrion cregture. The bright fire became abright blur.
My lipsmoved but | could utter no sound. . .

Something dark came between my dangling body and the flame trees. | blinked, and desperately tried to
scream. Inthat brief action, my vision cleared, and | redized that | waslooking at the legs and lower
torso of the Urscumug. The stench of animal sweat and dung was overwhelming. The creature bent
towards me, and through watering eyes | saw the stark, hideous features of the man-boar, painted white,
bristling with hawthorn and leaves. The mouth opened and closed in a curious semblance of speech. All |
heard was ahissing sound. All | was aware of were those danted, penetrating eyes, the eyes of my
father, the facid features around it grimacing and grinning, asif triumphant a having caught up with one of
hiserrant sonsat last.

A clawed fist closed about my waist, squeezing hard, lifting me towards the glistening jaws. | heard
laughter, human laughter, or so it seemed, and then | was shaken so violently - asadog worries at abird
- that at last unconsciousness claimed me, and that terrifying moment passed into the relm of dreams.

Therewas asound like aswarm of wasps, which gradually faded. | could hear bird-song. My eyeswere
open. Patterns and shadows swirled and shifted, dowly resolving into anight vision of stars, clouds, and
ahuman face.

My body was numb, everywhere except my neck, which began to fed asif needles were being pressed
into the bone. The hanging-rope was till tied in place, but its cut end lay beside me, on the cold ground.

Sowly | sat up. The cooking fire still burned brightly. The air smelled powerfully of ash, blood, and
animd. | turned and saw Harry Keeton.

| tried to speak, but nothing moved, no sound came. My eyes watered and K eeton reached out and
patted my arm. He was sprawled on his side, propped up by one elbow. The broken arrow shaft stuck
obscendly from his shoulder, rising and falling with each of hislaboured breaths.

"They took her," he said, shaking his head, sharing my grief. | nodded asbest | could. Keeton said, 'l
couldn't do anything . . .

| reached for the cut rope, made a hoarse sound, querying what had happened.

‘That beast,’ he said. 'The boar thing. It picked you up. It shook you. My God, what a creature. | think it
thought you were dead. It sniffed you hard, then let you dangle again. | cut the rope with your own
sword. | thought | wastoo late.’

| tried to say thank you, but still no sound came.

"They left this, though,’ Keeton said, and held up the silver oak leaf. Christian must have droppediit. |
reached for it and closed my fingers around the cold metd.

We lay there in the darkening garden, watching the bright streams of sparks rise skywards from the
smouldering trees. Keeton's face was ghastly paein the glow of the fire. Somehow we had both
survived, and towards dawn we helped each other into the house, and collapsed again, two woe-begone,



wounded creatures, shivering and shaken.

| cried for an hour at least, for Guiwenneth, with anger, for theloss of al | had loved. Keeton remained
slent, hisjaw set firm, hisright hand pressed against the arrow wound, asif staunching the flow of blood.

We were adesperate pair of warriors.

But we survived the day, and when | had the strength, | walked to the manor house, and summoned help
for the wounded airman.

PART THREE

The Heartwoods

|nwards

From my father's diary, December 1941:

Wrote to Wynne-Jones, urging him to return to the Lodge. | have been more than five weeks in the deep woodland,
but only afortnight or so has passed at home. For me, there has been no sense of the time shift, the winter being as
mild and as persistent in the woods as at home. There was alittle snow, no more than aflurry. No doubt the effect -
which | am led to believe is an effect of 'relativity' - is more pronounced the closer to the heartwoods one journeys.

| have discovered afourth pathway into the woods, away of travelling beyond the outer defensive zones, although
the feeling of disorientation is strong. This route is almost too obvious: the stream that passes through the wood,
which C & Scall 'stickleb-rook'. Since thistiny rivulet expands to full flood within two days journey inwards, | cannot
imagine how the water balance isworked! Does it become afull torrent at some point? A river like the Thames?

The track reaches beyond the Horse Shrine, beyond the Stone Falls, even beyond the place of ruins. | encountered
the sha-miga. They are from the early Bronze Age in Europe, perhaps two thousand years b.c. Their storytelling ability
isprolific. The so-called 'life-speaker' isayoung girl - painted green - with clear 'psychic' talents. They are alegendary
people themselves, the eternal guardians of river fords. From them | have learned of the nature of the inner realm, of
the way to the heartwoods that will take one beyond the zone of ruins, and the 'great rift'. | have heard of agreat fire
that holds back the primal woodland at the very heart of the realm itsdlf.

My difficulty is still exhaustion. | need to return to Oak L odge because the journey istoo daunting, too demanding. A
younger man, perhaps . . . who knows? | must organize an expedition. The wood continues to obstruct me, defending
itself with the same vigour that originally made travelling through even its periphery afrightening experience. The

shamiga, however, hold many keys. They arethe traveller'sfriend, and | shall attempt to rediscover them before the
coming summer isout.

The shamiga are the traveller's friend. They hold many keys ...
| have no sense of the time shift. . .

The girl affects me totally. J has seen this, but what can | do? It is the nature of the mythago
itsdlf. . .

How comforting theincomplete and obsessive journa becamein the days after that painful and



heartbreaking night. The shamiga held the keysto many things. The sticklebrook wastheway into the
deeper woods. And since Chrigtian was from the outside | found it comforting to think that he, too, was
bound to the 'routeways, and | would be able to follow him.

| read the diary asif my life depended upon it; perhapsthere was vauein the obsesson. | intended to
follow my brother as soon as my strength was back, and Keeton felt up to journeying. There was no way
of tdling what s mple observations or comments of my father's might have been of crucid vaue a some
later stage.

Harry Keeton received medical attention at the airforce base from which he operated. The wound was
not dangerous, but was certainly severe. He came back to Oak Lodge three days after the attack, his
aminading, hisbody wesk, but his spirit strong and vita. He was willing himsdlf better. He knew what
was on my mind, and he wanted to come with me; and the thought of his companionship was agreesgble.

For my part, there were two woundsto heal. | couldn't speak for three days, and could only manage to
swalow liquids. | felt weak and distraught. The strength returned to my limbs, but distress camein the
persistent image of Guiwenneth, dung crudely across the back of ahorse and dragged from my sight. |
couldn't deep for thinking of her. | wept more tearsthan | would have believed possible. For awhile,
three days or so after the abduction, my anger peaked, and becameirrationally expressed in a series of
hystericd fits, one of which was witnessed by the airman, who braved my abusive assault upon him and
hel ped to calm me down.

| had to get her back. Legendary role or no, Guiwenneth from the greenwood was the woman | loved,
and my life could not continue until she was safe again. | wanted to smash and crush my brother's skull in
the sameway that | smashed vases and chairsin that sequence of physicaly powerful tantrums.

But | had to wait aweek. | just couldn't see mysdlf heading through tangled woodland without becoming
completely exhausted. My voice came back, my strength returned, and | made my preparations and
plans

The day of departure would be the 7th of September.

An hour before dawn Harry Keeton arrived at the Lodge. | listened to the sound of his motorcycle for
some minutes before the bright beam of his headlight swept through the darkened halways, and the noisy
enginewas cut. | wasin the oak cage, curled up in the tree hollow where | had spent so much timewith
Guiwenneth. | wasthinking of her, of course, and impatient with Keeton for being late. | wasaso
irritated with the man for arriving and breaking through my melanchaly.

'I'm ready," he said as he stepped in through the front door. He was wet with condensation and smelled
of leather and petrol. We went into the dining-room.

'WEll leavet firgt light,' | said. "That is, if you can move.’

Keeton had prepared himsdlf well, and taken the prospective journey very seriousy. Hewaswesaring his
motorcycle leathers, with heavy boots and aleather pilot's cap. His rucksack was bulging. He carried
two knives at hiswaist, one awide-bladed object, which he presumably intended to use asamachete as
we forced through the underwood. Pots and pans rattled as he moved.

As he eased the immense pack from his shoulder he said, "'Thought it would be wise to be prepared.’

'Prepared for what? | asked with asmile. 'Sunday roast? A forest waltz? Y ou've brought your life-style
with you. Y ou're not going to need it. And you're certainly not going to be ableto carry it.'



He stripped off the tight pilot's helmet and scratched histawny hair. The burn-mark on the lower part of
his face was flushed brightly; his eyestwinkled, partly with excitement, partly with embarrassment.

Y ou think I've overdoneit?
'How's the shoulder?

He stretched his arm, made atentative swinging motion. ‘Healing well. Intact. Two or three days and it'll
be good as new.’

‘Then you've certainly overdoneit. Y ou'll never carry that pack on one shoulder.’
Helooked dightly worried. ‘How about this?

As he spoke he shrugged off the Lee-Enfield rifle which had been dung behind his back. It was aheavy
rifle, as| knew from experience, and smelled of oil where he had cleaned and waterproofed it. From his
leather coat pocket he produced boxes of ammunition. From his breast pocket he produced his pistol,
with ammunition for that from the zip pocket of hisleggings. By the time this process of unloading had
been completed his volume had withered by half. He suddenly seemed far more the dender airman of
days before.

Thought they might comein useful,' hesad.

Inaway hewasright, but | shook my head. One of uswould have to carry them, and atrek through
dense wildwood did not lend itself to carrying unreasonably heavy loads. K eeton's shoulder had healed
quickly, but he would clearly begin to suffer if the wound was subjected to too much abrasion and
pressure. My own wounds had healed aswell, and | felt strong, but not so strong that | could add twenty
pounds of rifleto my neck.

And yet, there would be riflesin the woodland. | had aready encountered a matchlock. | had no idea
whether or not heroic figures from more recent years were present in the forest, and what weaponry they

might possess.

'Perhapsthe pigtal,’ | said. ‘But Harry ... the man we're going in to find is primitive. He has opted for
sword and spear and | intend to challenge him in the same fashion.'

'l can understand that,’ said Keeton softly. He reached out for the pistol and returned it to its shoulder
holgter.

We unpacked his rucksack, removing a plethora of items that we agreed would be more of an
encumbrance than a comfort. We carried food enough for aweek, in the form of bread, cheese, fruit and
salt beef. A ground sheet and lightweight tent seemed agood idea. Water flasksin case we found only
poisoned water. Brandy, medicinal acohol, plagters, antiseptic cream, antifungal ointment, bandages: dl
of these seemed of the highest importance. A plate each to eat off, enamel mugs, matches and asmall
supply of very dry straw. Therest of our packs consisted of clothing, one complete change each. The
heaviest item was the oilskin which | had obtained from the manor. Keeton's leather outfit, likewise,
would be aburden to carry, but for warmth and waterproofing seemed a good idea.

All thisfor ajourney through astand of trees around which | could run in little more than an hour! How
quickly we had both come to accept the occult nature of Ryhope Wood.

Christian had taken the original map. | spread out the copy | had made from memory and showed
Keeton the route | proposed to take, along the rivulet, to the place marked 'stonefalls. This meant
crossing two zones, one of which | could remember as having been |abelled 'oscillating traverse zoné€.



Christian was aweek or so ahead of us, but | felt confident that we could il find traces of his passage
inwards.

Atfirst light | picked up my stone-bladed spear, and buckled on the Celtic sword that Magidion had
given me. Then, ceremonialy, | closed and locked the back door of Oak Lodge. Keeton made some
feeble joke about notes for milkmen, but went quiet as | turned towards the oak orchard and began to
walk. Images of Guiwenneth were everywhere. My heart raced when | remembered the Hawks leaping
through the burning trees, which had rapidly regenerated and were in full summer leaf. The day was going
to be hot and till. The oak orchard seemed unnaturdly silent. We walked through its thin underbrush and
emerged on to the dew-glistening open land beyond, trekking down the s ope to the sticklebrook, and
the mossy fence that seemed to guard the ghostwood from the morta land outside.

| have discovered a fourth pathway into the deeper zones of the wood. The brook itself. So obvious, now, a water
track! | believe it could be used to enter the heartwoods themselves. But time, always time!

Keeton helped me wrench the old gate from where it had been nailed to atree. It was half-buried in the
bank of the stream. It came away from its attachments, trailing weed, rot, moss and briar rose. Beyond
the gate the stream widened and deegpened to form a dangerous pool, bordered by tangled hawthorns.
Barefoot, and with trousersrolled up, | stepped into that pool and waded around its edge, carefully
holding on to the roots and branches of that firgt, quite natural defensive zone. The pool's bottom was at
first dippery, then soft. The water swirled about my legs, cold and scummy. The moment we entered the
dank woodland in thisway, achill came over us, the sensation of being cut off from the brightening day
outsde.

Keeton dipped and did hisway after, and | helped him from the pool on to the muddy bank. We had to
stoop and force our way through the tangle of snagging thorn and briar, easing our way aong the stream's
edge. There were bits and pieces of fencing here, decades old, so rotten that they crumbled at the touch.
The dawn chorus was subdued, | thought, athough there was much bird motion above usin the high,

dark foliage.

The gloom lifted suddenly and we came to amore open patch of bank, and here sat down to dry our feet
and put boots back on.

"That wasn't so hard, Keeton said, wiping blood from athorn scratch on his cheek.
'Weve barely started,’ | said, and he laughed.

"Just trying to keep the spirits high." He looked about him. 'One thing's for sure. Y our brother and his
troop didn't comethisway.'

"They'll be heading for the river, though. Well pick up thetrail soon enough.’

| am going to keep this diary as arecord of what happens to me. There are several reasons. | have left aletter
explaining them. | hope the diary will be read. My nameis Harry Keeton, of 27 Middleton Gardens, Buxford. | am 34
years of age. Today isthe 7th September 1948. The date, though, no longer matters. ItisDAY ONE.

We are spending our first night in the ghostwood. We have walked for twelve hours. No sign of Christian, or horses,
or G. We are in the place that Steven's father discovered and named Little Stone Glade. We reached the glade before
last light, and it is a perfect site to recoup from the exertions of the walk, and to eat. The so-called 'little ston€' isa
massive sandstone block, fourteen feet high (we estimate) and twenty paces round. Much chipped, eroded, weathered

etc. Steven has found faint markings upon it, including his father'sinitials GH. If thisisthe little stone, what | wonder .
.?

Totally exhausted. Shoulder very troublesome, but have opted for 'hero's way out, and shall not mention it unless S.
notices. | can carry my pack quite adequately, but there isfar more scrambling and physical effort than | had
anticipated. Tent is pitched. A warm evening. The woodland seems very normal. The sound of the stream is clear,



although it isless a stream, more asmall river. We have been forced away from its bank by the density of the
underbrush. Already thereis a quality about the woodland that defies experience, the size of certain trees, gigantic,
natural, no sign of having been trimmed or coppiced. They seem to enfold whole areas of underwood, and feel very
protective. When the leaf cover is so complete, the underwood isthin, and walking is easy. But of course, it isvery
dark. Werest below these giant trees quite naturally, though. The whole wood breathes and sighs. Many
horse-chestnuts, so the wood is not ‘primal’, but a great abundance of oak and hazel, with whole stands of ash and
beech. A hundred forestsin one.

K eeton began to keep hisdiary from that first night, but maintained the journa for only afew days. It was
intended to be asecret, | believe, hislast testament to the world should anything happen to him. The
skirmish in the garden, the arrow wound that nearly killed him, my account of how close he had cometo
being cooked liver, dl thisinspired him with a sense of foreboding, whose deeper nature | failed to grasp
until much later.

Sneaking alook at the diary each night ashe dept, | discovered | was glad of thislittle focus of normdlity.
| knew, for example, that his shoulder was causing him trouble, and made sure he put no undue exertion
upon it. Hewas dso quite flattering to me: Steven a fine walker, determined. His purpose, whether
consciously or unconsciously guides him inwards with accuracy. Heis a great comfort, despite the
anger and grief that seethe just below the surface.

Thank you, Harry. In those first few days of the journey you were a great comfort too.

If thefirst day had been along, but straightforward journey, the second was not. Although we were
following the ‘water track’, the woodland defences were still agreat nuisance.

Firg, there was disorientation. We found ourselveswalking back the way we had come. At timesit was
amost possible to experience the switch in perception. Wefdt dizzy; the underwood became
pretematuraly dark; the sound of the river changed from our left to our right. It frightened Keeton. It
disturbed me. The closer we hugged theriverside, the less pronounced the effect. But the river itself was
defended from us by a screen of thorns which was quite impenetrable.

Somehow we passed that first defensive zone. The wood began to haunt us. Trees seemed to move.
Branchesfdl upon us... in our mind's eyes only, but not before we had reacted with exhausting shock.
The ground seemed to writhe at times, and split open. We smelled fumes, fire, astench like decay. If we
perssted, theillusions passed.

And Keeton wrotein hisdiary, The same haunting that | experienced before. And just as
frightening. But does it mean I'm close? | must not begin to expect too much.

A wind blew at us, then, and this storm was certainly no illusion. It howled through the forest; leaves
were stripped from the trees; twigs, brambles, earth, stones, al came surging towards us, so that we had
to shelter, clinging on to treesfor dear life, threastened with being blown back the way we had come. To
escape that incredible gale we had to hack through the thorn on the riverside. It took usafull day to
move no more than haf amile or so, and we were bruised, cut and exhausted when we finaly camped
for thenight. . .

And during the night the sounds of beasts haunted us. The earth vibrated, the tent was shaken violently,
and lights glowed in the darkness, throwing eerie, wispy shadows across the canvas. We didn't deep for
aminute. But the following day we seemed to have overcome the defences. We made good progress,
and eventually found we could encroach upon theriver with greater facility.

K eeton began to experience the formation of pre-mythagos. He became jumpy during the fourth day,
garting with shock, hissing for silence, crouching and searching the woodland. | explained to him how to
distinguish between real movement and the hdlucinatory forms of the pre-mythagos, but after the terrors



of thefirst few days hewas not at ease, and didn't become so until much later. Asfor real mythago
forms, we heard one on that easy first day, but saw none.

Or isthat true?

We had come to a place marked on my father's map as'Stone Falls, a place he had often referred to.
Theriver -our tiny sticklebrook - had widened to about ten feet, and was a crystal torrent of water,
swirling through the thin woodland that crowded banks more sandy than muddy. The place felt open, a
ddightful sitefor acamp, and indeed we found the signs of such an encampment, traces of rope, the
marks where fastenings had been driven into trees. But there were no tracks, no signs of fire, and though
my spiritslegpt at the thought of being on Chrigtian'strail, | had to acknowledge that the Site had been
constructed by a mythago, at sometimelong in the past.

Away from theriver theland doped steeply upwards, arisng woodland of thin trees, mosily beech. They
sprouted from an earth that was strewn with great boulders and jagged promontories of dark rock. The
map had shown atrack over thisrise of ground, cutting off a meander in the river, where the bank was
marked as 'dangerous passage.

We rested, then moved away from the river and through the beechwood, pulling ourselves up the steep
dopes by hanging on to the dender trunks of the trees. Each outcrop of stone was like a cave, and there
weretraces of animd life outsde many of them.

It was hard going. Theriver dropped away below us, in sight and sound. The silence of the wood
enveloped ustotaly. Keeton was labouring with his sore shoulder, hisface so red that the ferocious burn
didn't show at dl.

We crossed the maossy rocks on the ridge and began to descend to the river on the other side. A great
stone was leaning at asharp angle from the dope. It looked - and K eeton remarked upon the fact as well
- like astanding stone that had dipped. We skidded and ran towardsiit, fetching up sharp and hard
againg its smooth side. Keeton was breathless.

'How about thisl" he exclaimed, running hisfinger around the design that had been deeply chipped into
therock. It wasthe face of awolf against a diamond background; westher had blurred the finer detall. 'Is
someone buried here, | wonder?

He stepped round the rock, il leaning againgt it. | glanced about me and redlized that there were at least
ten such stones, dthough smdler, risng from the underbrush of the beechwood.

It'sacemetery,’ | murmured.

Keeton was standing below the imposing monument, staring up at it. From somewhere on the dope came
the sound of wood cracking, and the noisy tumbling of a stone down towardstheriver.

Then the ground shook dightly. | glanced about apprenensively, wondering if something was
approaching. Keeton's cry of, 'Oh Chrigt!" jerked my attention back to him, and | saw him madly
scrambling towards me. It took me a second to reslize what was happening.

The great stone was beginning to move, dowly toppling forwards.

Keeton got clear. The monoalith dipped majesticaly over, crashed through two dender young trees and
did heavily down the dope for about forty yards, leaving agreet gaping hole behind it.

We edged forward to the pit and cautioudy peered in. At the bottom of the hole, just visible through the
packed earth, were the bones of aman, still clad in armour. The skull, which stared up at us, had been



cracked open by ablow. A dender, pointed helmet, of green but bright metal, had been placed above
the head. The warrior's arms were crossed on the flattened breastplate. The meta looked polished, even
though it had tarnished. Keeton thought it was bronze.

Aswe stood staring reverently down at the corpse, earth fell from the breastplate, and the skeleton
began to move. Keeton cried out in shock, and | felt every organ in my body twist with fright. But it was
just asnake, abrightly coloured adder, it came diding from the ribcage, below the breastplate, and tried
to ascend the earthy dope of the grave.

That brief movement had totally unnerved the two of us.

'‘God Almighty,' was all Keeton said, saveto add, 'Let's get out of here.’
It'sonly askeleton,' | said. 'It can't harm us.'

'Somebody buried him," Keeton pointed out correctly.

We grabbed our packs and dipped and did our way down the dope, to the more protective trees of the
riverside. | laughed when we got back to what felt like safety, but Keeton stared back through the
crowded trees, up towards the stone ridge where the megdlith lay.

Following his solemn gaze | saw the unmistakable flash of light on green metd. After asecond it
vanished.

Day five. Fifth night. Colder. | am very tired, shoulder in great pain. Steven tired too, but very determined. The incident
with the standing stone was more terrifying than | can admit. The warrior is pursuing us. Convinced it is. | seeflashes
of light onits armour. Noisy progress through underbrush. Steven says | should put it from my mind. We are well

equipped to deal with pursuers. He has confidence. The thought of battling with that thing, though. Horrible!

| am haunted by these edge of vision images. S explained them to me, but | had no idea of how distracting they could
be. Figures, groups, even animals. | see them, sometimes, very clearly. Frightening visions. He says | am beginning to
shape them, and they do not exist, to try and concentrate only on the forward vision until | am used to them.

Tonight, wolves have sniffed at us from across theriver. Fivein all, great beasts, rancid to smell, so confident. They
made no sound. They were quite real. Padded off silently back towards the edgewoods.

We have walked, now, for five days. A total of sixty hours by my reckoning. My watch is broken for no reason that |
can fathom. Steven came without. But sixty hoursis about right, and that means eighty or ninety miles at least. We
have not yet reached the place where my photographs showed figures/buildings. We looked at the photographs by
torch-light. We could have walked through the wood twenty times over, and we are till at the edge.

| am frightened. But thisis certainly aghost wood. And if Sisright in everything he tells me, then the avatar and the
city will be here too, and the damage can be undone. God watch me, guide me!

The avatar and the city will be here.. . .
The damage can be undone. . .

| read the words through again, while Keeton dept silently close by. The firewaslow, no more than a
flickering flame, and | pushed two more pieces of wood upon it. Sparks flew into the night. In the
darkness around us there was stealthy sound, clear and unnerving against the perpetua rush of the
sticklebrook.

The avatar and the city will be here. . .

| watched K eeton's dumbering form, then gently replaced the small notebook in the sealed pocket of his
haversack.



So Keeton's relationship with Ryhope Wood - the ghostwood, as he called it - was more than a
companion-out-of-curiogity to me. He had been in such awood before, and more had happened to him
there than he had told me.

Had he encountered amythago form in that woodland? An avatar, the earthly form of a God? And what
damage did he mean? His burnmark?

How dearly | would have liked to have talked to him about it. But | couldn't reved that | had read his
diary, and he had mentioned the ghostwood in France only briefly. | hoped that in time he would entrust
me with whatever secret he carried, whether dread, or guilt, or revenge.

We broke camp an hour after first light, having been disturbed by wild animals, probably wolves.
Looking at the map we carried, it was uncanny to recognize how far we had not come, how closeto the
edge of the woodland we remained. We had walked for so many days, and yet had hardly begun our
journey. Keeton was having greet difficulty in accepting the changing relationship of space and time. For
my part, | wondered what the wildwoods themsalves would do to us.

For these, as yet, were not the wildwoods. The cemetery, Keeton told me, had been an area of ancient
coppice. Ryhope Wood, growing wild, had returned to anaturd form at its edges, but the signs of man
were everywhere abundant. K eeton showed me what he meant: that the large, standard oak we passed
bel ow had self-seeded and grown to its majestic-size without being affected by man, but close by wasa
beech that had been nesatly lopped ten feet from the ground, abeit hundreds of years before, and the
resulting cluster of new shoots that had grown from this pollard had thickened to give the severa
immense trunk-like limbs that reached skywards, and cast such gloom across the underwood.

But had the coppicing been performed by man or mythago?

We were passing through the zones of habitation of such strange forest beings asthe Twigling, the
Jack-in-the-Greens, Arthur; and of communities too, according to my father'sjournal: the shamiga,
outlaw bands, gypsy villages, dl of the mythic peoples associated, either infear or magic, with thick
woodland.

And perhaps, too, we were passing through the genesis zone of Guiwenneth herself. How many
Guiwenneth mech Penn Evs were there? Guiwenneth, daughter of the Chief. How many wandered this
expansive forest? It was aworld of mind and earth, arealm outside of real laws of space and time, a
giant world, with room enough for athousand such girls, each the product of ahuman mind, drawn from
the towns and villages around the estate where Ryhope Wood grew.

How | missed her. How right Keeton wasto refer to the fury bubbling just below. There were times
when an uncontrollable rage overcame me, and | could hardly bear to be with the other man, stalking
ahead into the brush, dtriking at anything and everything, shaking with rage at what my brother had done
tous.

It had been days since the attack, and he would be miles ahead of us. | should not have delayed! | had

o little chance of finding her, now. The woodland was a gigantic landscape, aprimd place, endlesdy
wide.

The depressions passed. And halfway through that sixth day'strek | found evidence of Chrigtianin aform
| had not expected, evidence which made it clear that he was not so far ahead of us after all.

We had been following a deer track for nearly an hour along the river's edge. The carpet of dog's
mercury and bracken wasthin, here, and the spoor of asmall stag was so obviousin the soft mud
patches that a child could have followed it. The trees crowded closer to the water. Their outer branches



amost closed over theriver, forming an eerie, sllent tunnd. Light shafted through the broken foliage and
formed aglorioudy-lit underworld, into which we pursued our prey.'

The anima was smaller than | had expected, and was standing, proud and dert, near to a spinney, where
the river bank waswide and dry. Keeton had trouble seeing the beast, it was so perfectly camouflaged
againgt the dark wood behind. | approached cautioudy under cover, holding Keeton's pistol. | wastoo
hungry for fresh mest to care about the ignominity of thiskill. | placed asingle shot, just abovethe
animd's anus, and splinters of backbone perforated the hide for two feet dong the spine. The stag was
mamed, and | fell upon it, swiftly ending its agony. After butchering it as Guiwenneth had showed me, |
tossed araw haunch to Keeton, with asmile, and told him to get afire going. Keeton was pale and
disgusted. He jumped back from the blood-raw mest, then looked at me startled. 'Y ou've done this
before.’

'Indeed | have. Well feed well, for the moment. Keep severa pounds of cooked meat for tomorrow,
and carry two joints, as much aswe can manage.’

'And the rest?
‘Leaveit. It'll keep the wolves off our backsfor awhile.’

'Will it, though? he murmured, and gingerly picked up the deer haunch and began to brush the lef litter
and dirt fromit.

It was as he was gathering wood for the fire that Keeton gasped with horror and called to me. Hewas
standing beyond the spinney, staring at the ground. | walked up to him, conscious, again, of an odour |
confess | had noticed as soon as | had gone stalking the deer: the decay of an animd of large Size.

The offending objects were human animals, two in number. Keeton gagged dightly, then closed hiseyes.
'Look at the man," he said, and | stooped, peering through the gloom, and saw what he meant. The man's
breastbone had been split, the same motion that the Fenlander had been about to make upon Keeton
himsdlf, to extract the liver from the corpse.

It'sChrigtian,’ | said. 'Hekilled them.'

Two, three days dead,’ said Keeton. 'I've seen corpses in France. They'reflexible, do you see? He
leaned down, still shaking, and moved the girl's ankle. 'But beginning to swell. Damn. Shewasyoung . . .
look at her ...

| cleared the brush from around the bodies. They were certainly young. Lovers, | imagined, both quite
naked, dthough the girl still had a necklace of bone around her neck, and the boy had strands of leather
around his calves, asif the sandasthat he had been wearing had been too cruddly looted from his

corpse. The girl'sfists were clenched. | reached out and the fingers unfurled quite easily. In each hand she
held a broken partridge feather, and | thought of Chrigtian's cloak, which had been fringed by such things.

'We should bury them," Keeton said. | noticed that he had tearsin his eyes. Hisnose was wet. He
reached down and moved the boy's hand into hislover's, then turned, presumably to see where agood
stefor burid might be.

Trouble," he whispered, and | turned too, and felt a sudden shock as | saw the ring of angry-looking men
around us. All but one - an older man in authority - had abow drawn, the arrow pointed either at myself
or Keeton. One of them was shaking, the bow trembling, the arrow wavering between my face and
chest. Tears marked thisman'sfacein agreat streak through the grey paint with which he was decorated.



'He's going to shoot,’ Keeton hissed, and before | could say, 'l know,' this manifestly distressed man had
loosed the arrow. In the same ingtant the older man next to him had raised his staff, clipping the edge of
the bow. The arrow was nothing but a sudden, shocking sound, passing between Keeton and myself and
impacting with atree, degper in the woods.

The ring remained, the arrows pointed. The distressed man stood, crestfalen, angry, hisbow held limply
by hissde. His chief came forward, searching our eyeswith his, aware of the sone-bladed spear | held.
He smelled sweet, a strange phenomenon, sweet like apple, asif he had daubed his body with apple
juice. His hair was braided five times, and painted with blue and red whorls.

He looked between us at the bodies of the youngsters, then spoke to the men around him. Bowswere
lowered, arrows unnocked. He could see that they had been dead for days, but to check his point he ran
afinger over the blade of my spear, sniggered, then checked my sword, which impressed him, and
Keeton's knives, which puzzled him.

The two bodies were dragged out into the clear space by the river and bound with twine. Two litters
were made, crude affairs, and the corpses reverently placed upon them. The band's leader crouched
abovethegirl, staring a her face. | heard him say, 'Uth guerig . . . uth guerig

9
The man who had been the girl'sfather (or the boy's, it was hard to tell) wept sllently again.

‘Uth guerig,’ | murmured aoud, and the older man glanced up at me. He tugged the partridge feather
from the girl'sright hand and crushed it in hisown. 'Uth guerig!’ he said angrily.

So they knew of Christian. He was uth guerig, whatever that meant.
Killer. Rapist. Man without compasson.
Uth guerig! | dared not tell them that | wasthe brother of that murderous cregture.

The deer gave cause for some concern. After dl, it belonged to us. The haunches and cadaver were
brought close by, and the ring of men stood back, some of them smiling and indicating that we should
take the meat. It took very littlein theway of gesturing to indicate that the meat would be a gift from usto
them. | had hardly smiled and shaken my head before six of them swooped upon the pile and dung the
great joints over their shoulders, walking briskly dong the river's edge, towards their community.

Life-Speaker

Sixth night. We are with a people who guard river crossings, called the shamiga according to Steven, who remembered
their name from his father's account. A strangely touching burial for the two youngsters we found. Also unnervingly
sexual. They were buried across theriver, in the woods, among other graves, the earth piled high above the ground.
Each was painted with white spirals, circles and crosses, the pattern on the girl different from that on the boy. They
were laid in the same grave, straight out, arms crossed on chest. A piece of thin twine was tied to the tip of the boy's
member, and tugged around his neck to simulate erection. The girl's passage was opened with a painted stone. Steven
believes thisisto make sure they are sexually active in the other world. A large mound of earth was raised over the
grave.

The shamiga are mythagos, alegendary group, atribe out of fable. Odd to think of it. Odder than being with
Guiwenneth. They are alegendary people who guard - and haunt, after death - the river crossings. They transform into
stepping stones when the river floods, or so the legend goes. There are several fables associated with the shamiga, dl



lost in our own time, but Steven learned a fragment of one such tale, concerning a girl who stepped into the water,
ducked down to assist the crossing of a Chieftain and was taken to help build the wall of a stone fort.

The shamiga do not appear to specialize in happy endings. This became clear later when the 'life-speaker’ came to us.
A girl in her early teens, quite naked, painted green. Quite alarming. Something happened to Steven and he seemed to
understand her perfectly.

At dusk, after the burid, the shamiga feasted on our fresh kill of venison. A grest firewaskindled, and a
ring of torches placed around us, about twenty feet away. Around the fire gathered the shamiga, more
menfolk than women, | noticed, with only four children, but al wearing brightly coloured tunics, or skirts,
and waist-length cloaks. Their huts - away from the river, where the ground had been cleared - were
crude affairs, square plan, with shalow thatch roofs, each building supported by asmple frame of
hardwood. From the waste-tips and the remains of old buildings - indeed, from the graveyard itsdlf - we
could seethat this community had been here for many generations.

The venison, spit-roasted and basted with a herb and wild-cherry sauce, was ddlicious. Politeness
required the use of twigs, sharpened and split into forks, with which to consume meat. Fingers were used
to tear the meat from the carcass, however.

It was till quite light when the feast finished. | discovered that the grieving man had been the father of the
girl. The boy was inshan: from another place. A crude communication by sign language continued for
some while. We were not suspected of being evil; reference to uth guerig were rudely shrugged away -
it was not our business, questions about our own origins produced answers that puzzled the gathered
adults, and after awhile made them suspicious.

And then a change came over our hosts, abuzz of anticipation, agreat deal of understated excitement.
Those among the gathered clan who did not watch Keeton and mysdlf with asort of amiable curiosty,
glanced around, searching beyond the torches, watching the dusk, the woodland, the gentleriver.
Somewhere abird shrilled unnaturally and there was amoment's cry of excitement. The tribe's elder, who
was called Durium, leaned towards me and whispered, '‘Kushar!'

She was among us before | redized it, passing among the shamiga, adark, dim shape, silhouetted
againgt the burning ring of torches. She touched each adult on the ears, eyes and mouth, and to some she
gaveasmall, twisted twig of wood. These were held reverently by most, though two or three of the
shamiga madelittle gravesin the ground and buried the offerings at their feet.

Kushar dropped to a crouch before Keeton and mysdlf and examined us closely. She was daubed with
green paint, though her eyes were ringed with thin circles of white and black ochre. Even her teeth were
green. Her hair was long and dark, combed out very straight. Her breasts were mere buds, and her limbs
thin. She had no body hair. Thefeding | had was that she was only ten or twelve years old, but how hard
it wasto gauge!

She spoke to us and we spoke back in our language. Her dark eyes, gleaming by torchlight, focused
more upon me than upon Keeton, and it was to me that she gave the smdll twig. | kissed it, and she
laughed briefly, then closed her small hand around mine, squeezing gently.

Two torches were brought and placed on each side of her and she settled into a more comfortable
knedling position, facing me, then started to speak. The shamiga dl turned to face us. The girl - was she
called Kushar? Or was kushar aword for what she was? - closed her eyes and spokein adightly
higher pitch than | thought was normd for her.

The words flowed from her tongue, € oquent, sibilant, incomprehensible. K egton glanced uncomfortably
at me, and | shrugged. A minute or so passed and | whispered, 'My father managed to understand
somehow -'



| said no more than that because Durium glanced a me sharply, leaning towards me, his hand
outstretched in an angry gesture that clearly indicated, ‘Be silent!”

Kushar kept talking, her eyes till closed, unaware of the gesturing going on around her. | grew very
conscious of the sounds of the river, the torches, the rustle of the woodland. So | dmost jumped when
the girl said, and repeated, 'Uth guerig! Uth guerig!”

Aloud | said, 'Uth guerig! Tell me about him!"

The girl's eyes opened. She stopped speaking. Her face |ooked shocked. Around methe rest of the
shamiga were shocked as well. Then they became restless, upset, Durium loudly expressing hisown
irritation.

'I'msorry,' | said quietly, looking at him, then back at the girl.

... tellsall storieswith her eyes closed, so that the smiles or frowns of those who listen cannot
effect a shape-change upon the characters within the story.

Thewords, from my father's|etter to Wynne-Jones, were haunting fragments of guilt inmy mind. |
wondered if | had changed something at a crucid point, and the story would never be the same again.

Kushar continued to stare a me, her lower lip trembling dightly. | thought tearswelled up in her eyesfor
asecond, but her suddenly moist gaze became clear again. Keeton remained dutifully silent, his hand
resting againg his pocket where he carried the pistal.

'Now | know you," Kushar said, and for amoment | was too surprised to react.
I'm sorry,’ | said to her again.
'So am |,' she said. 'But no harm has been done. The story has not changed. | did not recognize you.'

'I'm not so sure | understand -' | said. Keeton had been watching the two of us peculiarly. He said, "What
don't you understand?

'What shemeans. . .

He frowned. "Y ou can understand her words?
| looked a him briefly. "Y ou don't?

'l don't know the language.’

The shamiga began to make a hissng sound, acertain Sgn that they wished silence, that they wanted the
history to continue.

To Keeton, the girl was gtill.speaking the language of two thousand years before Christ. But | understood
her, now. Somehow | had entered the awareness of thisyoung life-speaker. Isthat what "my father had
meant when he referred to agirl with ‘clear psychic talents? And yet, the astonishing fact of our
establishing communication stopped me thinking about what had redlly happened. | could not have
known, then, what a devastating change had occurred in me, as| sat by the river and listened to the
whispered voice of the past.

'I am the speaker of thelife of this people,’ she said, and closed her eyes again. 'Listen without speaking.
Thelife must not be changed.’



Tdl meof uth guerig,’ | said.

"Thelife of the Outsder has gone for the moment. | cantdll only thelifethat | see. Listen!”
And with that urgent statement | fell sllent -

Outsider! Chrigtian wasthe Outsider!

- and attended to the sequence of tales that the life-speaker recounted.

Thefirg tale | remember easily; others have faded from mind because they meant little, and were
obscure. Thefina tae affected me strongly, for it concerned both Christian and Guiwenneth.

Thiswas Kushar'sfirg tale:

On that far day, during the life of this people, the Chieftain, Parthorlas took the head of his brother, Diermadas, and ran
back to his stone fort. The pursuit was fierce. Forty men with spears, forty men with swords, forty dogs the height of
deer, but Parthorlas outran them, holding the head of his brother in the palm of hisleft hand.

On that day the river had flooded and the shamiga were hunting, al save the girl Swithoran, whose lover was the son
of Diermadas, known as Kimuth Hawkspeaker. The girl Swithoran stepped into the water and ducked her head, to aid
the crossing of Parthorlas. She was a stone as smooth as any stepping stone, with her back so white and pure as it
rose above the water. Parthorlas stepped upon her and jumped to the far bank, then reached back and plucked the
stone from theriver.

It nestled in hisright hand. His fort was stone built and there was a gap in the southern wall. And on that day
Swithoran became a part of the fort, stuck in the hole to stop the winter winds.

Kimuth Hawkspeaker summoned the clans of his tuad, which isto say of the lands he controlled, and made them swear
allegiance to him, now that Diermadas was dead. Thisthey did, after amonth of bargaining. Then Kimuth Hawkspeaker
led them and charged them to lay siege to the stone fort.

Thisthey did, for seven years.

For the first year, Parthorlas alone shot arrows at the assembled host on the plain, below the fort. For the second year
Parthorlas flung metal spears at the host. For the third year he fashioned knives from the wood of carts, and so kept
the furious host at bay. In the fourth year he flung the cattle and wild pigs that he kept in the fort, keeping just enough
to sustain him and his family. In the fifth year, with no weapons and little food and water, he flung his wife and
daughters at the army on the plain, and this scattered them for more than six seasons. Then he flung his sons, but
Hawkspeaker flung them back, and this frightened Parthorlas even more, for his sons were like broken-backed hens,
and pecked for favours. In the seventh year Parthorlas began to fling the stones from the walls of hisfort. Each stone
was ten times the weight of aman, but Parthorlas flung them to the far horizon. In time he came to the last bits of the
wall, where the winter draughts were blocked. He failed to recognize the smooth white stone from the river and flung it
at the War Chief Kimuth Hawkspeaker himsalf, killing him.

Swithoran was rel eased from the stone-shape and wept for the dead chieftain. ‘A thousand men have died because of a
holein awall,' she said. 'Now thereisaholein my breast. Shall we daughter a thousand more because of that? The
clan chiefs discussed the matter, then returned to the river, because it was the season when the big fish swam up from
the sea. The place in the valley became known as I ssaga ukirik, which means where the river girl stopped the war.

As she spoke the history, the shamiga murmured and laughed, involved with every phrase, every image.
| could seevery littleamusing in the story at al. Why did they laugh more loudty at the description of
pursuit (eighty men and forty dogs) and of the stone fort than at the image of Parthorlasflinging hiswife,
daughters and sons? (And why, for that matter, did they alow themselvesto laugh at dl? Surdly Kushar
could hear that response!).

Other higtories followed. Keeton, listening only to the fluent sound of an dien language, looked glum, yet
resigned to patience. The stories were inconsequentia, and most of them | have now forgotten.

Then, after an hour of speaking, and without pausing for breath, Kushar told a story about the Outsider,



and | scribbled it down with pen and paper, searching for cluesas| wrote, unaware that the story itself
contained the seeds of the final conflict that was ill so far away in time, and woodland.

On that far day, during the life of this people, the Outsider came to the bare hill behind the stones that stood in aring
around the magic place called Veruambas. The Outsider thrust his spear into the earth, and squatted down beside it,
watching the place of stones for many hours. The people gathered outside the great circle, and then came inside the
ditch. The circle was four hundred paces across. The ditch around it had been sunk to five man heights. The stones
were all animals, which had once been men, and each had a stone-talker, who whispered the prayers of the prieststo
them.

The youngest of the three sons of the Chieftain Aubriagas was sent up the hill to study the Outsider. He came back,
breathless and bleeding from awound to his neck. The Outsider, he said, was like abeast, clad in leggings and jerkin
of bear hide, with agreat bear's skull for a helmet, and boots made of ashwood and leather.

The second youngest son of Aubriagas was sent up the hill. He returned, bruised about the face and shoulders. The
Outsider, he said, carried forty spears and seven shields. About his belt hung the shrivelled heads of five great
warriors, al of them chieftains, none of them with the eyes|eft in the skulls. Behind the hill, camped out of sight, he
had an entourage of twenty warriors, each achampion, all of them frightened of their leader.

Then the eldest of the brothers was sent to study the Outsider. He came back with his head held in his hands. The
head spoke briefly before the Outsider on the hill rattled his heaviest shield.

Thisiswhat the head said:

'Heis not of us, nor of our kin, nor of our race, nor of our land, nor of this season, nor of any season during which our
tribe has lived. Hiswords are not our words; his metal comes from deeper in the earth than the place of ghouls; his
animals are beasts from the dark places; his words have the sound of a man dying, without meaning; his compassion
cannot be seen; to him, love is something meaningless; to him, sorrow is laughter; to him, the great clans of our people
are cattle, to be harvested and serviced. He is here to destroy us, for he destroys all that is strange to him. Heisthe
violent wind of time, and we must stand or fall against him, because we can never be one tribe with him. Heisthe
Outsider. The one who can kill him is still along way away. He has eaten three hills, drunk four rivers, and sept for a
year in avalley closeto the brightest star. Now he needs a hundred women, and four hundred heads, and then he will
leave these lands for his own strangerealm.’

The Outsider rattled his heaviest war-shield and the head of the eldest brother cried, casting forlorn glances at the one
he loved. Then awild dog was brought, and the head was tied to its back. It was sent to the Outsider, who pricked out
the eyes and tied the skull to his belt.

For ten days and nights the Outsider walked around the stone shrine, always out of reach of arrows. The ten best
warriors were sent to speak to him and came back with their heads in their hands, weeping, to say goodbye to their
wives and children. In thisway, all the wild dogs were sent from the shrine, carrying the combat trophies of the aien.

The wolf stonesin the great circle were daubed with wolf blood and the speakers whispered the names of Gulgaroth
and Olgarog, the great Wolf Gods from the time of the wildwoods.

The deer stones were painted with the patterns of the stags and the speakers called for Munnos and Clumug, the
stags who walk with the hearts of men.

And on the great boar stone the carcass of a boar that had killed ten men was placed, and its heart blood smeared on
the ground. The speaker for this stone, who was the oldest and wisest of the speakers, called for Urshacam to appear,
and destroy the Outsider.

On the dawn of the eleventh night, the bones of the strangers who guarded the gates rose and ran, screeching, into
the boggy woods. There were eight of them, ghastly white, and still wearing the garments from the time of their
sacrifice. The ghosts of these strangers fled in the form of black crows, and so the shrine was unguarded.

Now, from the wolf stone came the great spirits of the wolves, huge shapes, grey and fierce, leaping through the fires
and across the great ditch. They were followed by the horned beasts of old, the stags which ran on their hind legs.
They too went through the smoke of the fires, and their cries were frightening to hear. They were dim shapesin the
mist on that cold morning. They could not kill the Outsider, and they fled back to the ghost caves in the earth.

Finally, the boar spirit squeezed from the pores of the stone and grunted, sniffing the morning air, lapping at the dew
that had formed on the wild grass around the stone. The boar was twice the height of a man. Its tusks were as sharp as



achieftain's dagger, and the spread of a full-grown man's arms. It watched as the Outsider ran swiftly around the circle,
spears and shields held so easily in his hands. Then it ran towards the north gate of the circle.

In that dawn, in the mist, the Outsider cried out for the first time, and though he stood his ground, the spirit of the
Urshacam terrified him. Using amethysts for eyes, he sent the head of the eldest son of Aubriagas back to the shrine,
where the tribes were huddled in their hide tents, to tell them that all he required was their strongest spear, their
sweetest ox, freshly slaughtered, their oldest clay flagon of wine, and their fairest daughter. Then he would go.

All of these things were sent, but the daughter - fairer, it was thought, than the fabled Swithoran - returned, having
been rejected by the Outsider as ugly. (She was not at all unhappy about this.) Others were sent, but though they were
beautiful in all the various ways of women, all were rejected by the Outsider.

At last the young Warrior-shaman Ebbrega gathered twigs and branches of oak, elder and hawthorn and fashioned the
bones of agirl. He fleshed them with the rotten leaves and litter from the sties, the hard droppings of hare and sheep.
All this he covered with scented flowers from the woodland glades, blue, pink and white, the colours of true beauty.
He brought her to life with love, and when she sat before him, naked and cold, he dressed her in afine white tunic, and
braided her hair. When Aubriagas and the other elders saw her they could not speak. She was beautiful in away they
had never seen, and it stilled their tongues. When she cried, Ebbrega saw what he had done and tried to take her for
his own, but the chieftain restrained him and the girl was taken. She was called Muarthan, which means loving one
made fromfear. She went to the Outsider and gave him an oak leaf, shaped from thin bronze. The Outsider lost his
reason and loved her. What happened to them after does riot concern the life of this people, except to say that
Ebbrega never ceased to search for the child he had made, and searches still.

Kushar finished the tale and opened her eyes. She amiled a me briefly, then shifted her body into amore
comfortable position. Keeton looked glum, his chin resting on his knees, his gaze vacant and bored. As
the girl stopped speaking he looked up, glanced a me and said, 'All over?

'I've got to writeit down,’ | said. | had managed to take notes only on the first third of the tale, becoming
too absorbed in the unfolding images, too fascinated by what Kushar had been saying. Keeton noticed
the excitement in my voice, and the girl cocked her head and looked at me, puzzled. She too had seen
that her story had affected me strongly. Around us, the shamiga were drifting away from the torches.
The evening was finished, for them. Understanding was just beginning for me, however, and | tried to
keep Kushar with us.

Chrigtian was the Outsider, then. The stranger who is too strong to subdue, too alien, too powerful. The
Outsider must have been an image of terror to very many communities. There was a difference between
strangers and the Outsiders. Strangers, travellers from other communities, needed the assistance of the
tribes. They could be helped, or sacrificed, according to whim. Indeed, the story that Kushar had just
told had referred to the bones of the strangers who guarded the gatesinto the greet circle, which was
surely Avebury, in Wiltshire.

But the Outsder was different. He was terrifying because he was unrecognizable, incomprehensible. He
used unfamiliar weapons, he spoke atotally foreign tongue; hisbehaviour did not conform; his attitude to
love and honour were very different from what wasfamiliar. And it wasthat dien quaity that made him
destructive and without compassion in the eyes of the community.

And Christian had indeed now become destructive and compassionless.

He had taken Guiwenneth because that iswhat he had dedicated hislife to achieving. He no longer loved
her, was no longer strongly under the effect of her, but he had taken her. What had he said?’l care about
the having of her. | have hunted too far, too long, to worry about the finer aspects of love!

The story that Kushar had told was fascinating, for there were so many ingredients | could recognize: the
girl made from the wild, nature sent to subdue the unnatura; the symbol of the oak leaf, the talisman
which | still wore; the creator of the girl reluctant to part with her; the Outsder himsdlf terrified of one
thing only, the spirit of the boar, Urshacam: the Urscumug! And hiswillingnessto accept the tribute of
cattle, wine and girl and return to his'own strange redlm’, as Chrigtian was now making for the very heart



of Ryhope Wood.

What had happened in the tale afterwards, | wondered, and perhaps | would never know. The girl, the
life-gpeaker, seemed attuned only to the folk memories of her people; events, stories, passed down by
word of mouth, changing, perhaps, with each tlling, which iswhy they inssted on the strange rule of
slence during the recounting, frightened of the truth dipping away because of the responses of the
ligeners.

Clearly, much truth had aready gone from the story. Heads that talked, girls made from wild flowersand
dung . . . perhapsdl that had happened was that aband of warriors from another culture had threatened
the community at Avebury and had been appeased with cattle, wine and marriage to one of the daughters
of aminor chief. But the myth of the Outsider was il terrifying, and the sheer anxiety of encompassing
the unknown was a persistent and deep-rooted concern.

I'm hunting uth guerig,' | said, and Kushar shrugged.
'Of course. It will bealong and difficult pursuit.’
'How long ago did hekill the girl?

Two days. But perhapsit was not the Outsider himsdlf. Hiswarriors guard hisretregt through the
wildwoods, to Lavondyss. Uth guerig himself may be aweek or more ahead of you.'

'What is Lavondyss?”
‘The realm beyond the fire. The place where the spirits of men are not tied to the seasons!’
'Do the shamiga know of the boar-like beast? The Urscumug?

Kushar shivered, wrapping her thin arms around her body. "The beast is close. Two days ago it was
heard in the stag glen, near to the broch.’

Two days ago the Urscumug had been in the areal That dmost certainly meant that Christian had been
close by aswell. Whatever he was doing, wherever he was going, hewas not asfar ahead of measl'd

thought.

"The Urshacam,’ she went on, ‘wasthefirst outsider. It walked the great valleys of ice; it watched the tall
trees sprout from the barren ground; it guarded the woodlands against our people, and the people before
us, and the people who came to the land after us. It isan ever-living beast. It draws nourishment from the
earth and sun. It was once aman, and with otherswas sent to livein exile in theice valeys of thisland.
Magic had changed them dl to the appearance of beasts. Magic made them ever-living. Many of my
people have died because the Urshacam and hiskin wereangry.’

| stared a Kushar for amoment, amazed by what she was saying. The end of the Ice Age had been
seven or eight thousand years before the time of her own people (which | took to be an early Bronze
Age culture that had settled in Wessex). And yet she knew of theice, and of the retreat of theice... Was
it possible that the stories could survive that long? Tades of the glaciers, and the new forests, and the
advance of human societies northwards across the marshes and the frozen hills?

The Urscumug. Thefirst Outsder. What had my father writtenin hisjourna? | am anxious to find the
primary image. . . | suspect that the legend of the Urscumug was powerful enough to carry
through all the Neolithic and on into the second millennium b.c., perhaps even later. Wynne-Jones
thinks the Urscumug may pre-date even the Neolithic.



Thetrouble with the shamiga wasthat their life-speaker could not spin talesto order. During my father's
contact with them, referencesto Urshacam had not occurred. But clearly the primary mythago, the first
of the legendary charactersthat had so fascinated my father, came from the Ice Age itsdlf. It had been
created in the minds of the flint-workers and hunter-gatherers of that cold time, asthey struggled to keep
the forests back, following the retreating cold northwards, settling the fertile vales and daes that were so
gradudly exposed over the generations-long spring.

Then, without another word, Kushar dipped away from me, and the two torches were extinguished. It
was late, and the shamiga had al goneto their low huts, although afew of them had dragged hidesto the
firesde and were deeping there. Keeton and | erected our tiny tent and crawled in.

During the night an owl cried loudly, an irritating, haunting cal. Theriver was an endless sound, bresking
and splashing over the stepping stones which the shamiga guarded.

In the morning they were gone. Their huts were deserted. A dog, or ajacka, had worried at the grave of
the two youngsters. Thefire still smouldered.

'Where the hell are they? Keeton murmured, as we stood by the river and stretched, after splashing our
faces. They had left us severad strips of mest, carefully wrapped in thin linen. It was an odd and
unexpected departure. This place seemed to be the community home, and | should have thought that
some of them would have remained. Theriver was high; the stepping stones were bel ow the surface.
Keeton stared at them and said, 'l think there are more stones than yesterday.'

| followed his gaze. Was he right? With the river swollen by rains somewhere behind us, were there
suddenly three times the number of stones than the day before?

'Pureimagination,' | said, shivering dightly. | shrugged on my pack.

'I'm not so sure,’ Keeton said as he followed me dong the river shore, degper into the woodland.

Abandoned Places

Two days after leaving the shamiga we found the ruined stone tower, the 'broch’, the same structure that
Keeton had photographed from his plane. It stood back from the river and was much overgrown. We
hovered in the underbrush and stared across the clearing at theimposing grey walls, the window dits, the
vine and creeper that were dowly smothering the building.

Keeton said, 'What do you think itis? A watchtower? A folly?

The tower had no top. Its doorway was square and lined with heavy blocks of stone. Thelintel was
intricately carved.

'l have no idea.'

We stepped towards the place and noticed at once how the ground was churned and trodden, the clear
tracks of horses. There were sgns of two fires. And most obvious of al, the deeper, broader marks of
some large creature, obliterating the earlier tracks.

"They were here!' | said, my heart racing. At last | had a tangible sign of how closeto Christian we
were. He had been held up. He was two days or less ahead of me.



Inside the broch the smell of ash was till strong, and here the marauding band had again set about the
task of repair and reforging of wegpons. Light shafted into the gloomy interior from the window dlits; the
hole where the roof had been was covered with foliage. | could see well enough, however, to notice, the
corner place where Guiwenneth had been held with acloak, perhaps, cast over the rotting straw that was
ill piled there. Two long, glistening strands of her hair were caught on the rough stone of this barbarian
place; | unsnagged them and carefully wound them around my finger. | stared at them in the half-light for
along time, fighting back the sudden despair that threatened to overwhelm me.

'Look at this!" Keeton called suddenly, and | walked back to the low doorway. | stepped out through the
tangle of briar and vine and saw that he had hacked away the plant life from thelintdl, to expose the
carving more clearly.

It was a panoramic scene, of forest and fire. At each side of thelintdl, treeswere shown, al growing from
asngle, snake-like root that stretched across the stone. From the root dangled eight blind, human heads.
The woodland was shown crowding towards a centrd fire. Standing in the middle of the fire was a naked
human man, hisform pecked out in detail, save for the face. The erect phallus was disproportionately
large; thefigure'sarms were held above the head, grasping asword and ashield.

'Hercules," ventured Keeton. 'Like the chalk giant at Cerne Abbas. Y ou know, that hillsdefigure.’
It was as good aguess as any.

My first thought about the ruined stone broch was that it had been constructed thousands of years ago
and had been consumed by the woodland in much the same way as Oak Lodge was being engulfed. But
we had come so far into this strange landscape, dready many milesfurther from the edge than was
physicaly possible, so how could the broch have been erected by human hand? There remained the
possihility that asthe forest expanded so the distortion of timewithin it expanded . . .

Keeton said the wordsthat | knew to betrue: "The whole building isamythago. And yet it means nothing
tome...

The lost broch. The ruined place of stone, fascinating to the minds of men who lived below steep thatch,
insgde structures of wicker and mud. There could be no other explanation.

And indeed, the broch marked the outskirts of an eerie and haunting landscape of such legendary, lost
buildings.

Theforest felt no different, but aswe followed anima paths and natura ridges through the bright
undergrowth, so we could see the walls and gardens of these ruined, abandoned structures. We saw an
ornately gabled house, its windows empty, its roof half-collapsed. There was a Tudor building of
exquisite design, itswalls grey-green with mossy growth, itstimbers corroded and crumbling. Inits
garden, statues rose like white marble wraiths, faces peering a us from the tangle of ivy and rose, ams
outstretched, fingers pointing.

In one place thewood itself changed subtly, becoming darker, more pungent. The heavy predominance
of deciduoustrees atered dramatically. Now a sparsaly foliaged pine-forest covered the descending
dopeof theland.

Theair fdt rarefied, sharp with the odour of the trees. And we came at once upon atall wooden house,
itswindows, shuttered, itstiled roof bright. A great wolf lay curled in the glade that surrounded it: abare
garden, not grassy but heavy with pine needles, and dry asabone. The wolf smelled usand roseto its
feet, raigng its muzzle and emitting ahaunting, terrifying cry.



We retreated into the thin pinewoods and retraced our steps, away from this old Germanic location
within the forest.

Sometimes the deciduous woodland thinned and the undergrowth grew too dense for us to move through
it, S0 that we had to skirt the impenetrable tangle, striving to keep our sense of direction. In such
expansive thickets we saw corrupted thatch, wicker and daub walls, sometimes the heavy posts or stone
pillars of cultures unrecognizable from these remains. We peered into one well-hidden glade and saw
canvas-and-hide canopies, the remains of afire, the piled bones of deer and sheep, and encampment in
the dark forest - and from the sharp smdll of ash on the air, aplace till used.

It was towards the end of that day, however, that we emerged from the wood and confronted the most
agtonishing and memorable of these mythagos. We had glimpsed it through the thinning trees: high towers,
crenellated walls; adark, brooding stone presence in the near distance.

It was a cagtle out of the wildest dreams of faerie, agloomy, overgrown fortress from the time of
Knights, when chivalry had been more romantic than cruel. Twelfth century, | thought, or perhapsa
century earlier. It made no difference. Thiswasthe image of the stronghold from times after the sacking
and abandonment of the great Keeps, when many of the castles had fallen into ruin, and some had
becomelost in the more remote forests of Europe. The land around it was grassy, well-grazed by asmal
flock of scrawny grey sheep. Aswe walked from the cover towards the stagnant waters of the moat, so
these animal s scattered, blesting angrily.

The sun waslow and we stepped into the shadow of the great walls, and began a dow tour of the castle.
We kept away from the treacherous s ope that bordered the moat. High, ditted windows had once given
archersawide view of seging forces, and when we remembered this we moved back towards the scrub
wood. But we neither saw nor heard the signs of any human presence insde the fort.

We stopped and stared at the tallest of the watch towers. From such a prison maidens of myth like
Rapunzel had let down their golden hair, arope for chivarous knightsto climb.

'A painful experience, no doubt," Keeton reflected, and we laughed and walked on.
Back into the sun, and we came to the gate. The drawbridge was up, but |ooked rotten and decayed.

Keeton wanted to look inside, but | felt avague apprehension. It was then that | noticed the ropes,
hanging from two of the crendlations on the wall. Keeton, smultaneoudy, saw the signs of afire on the
sheep-grazed bank. We looked around us and sure enough, the grassand was quite churned with
hoofprints.

It could only have been Chrigtian. We were il following him. He had preceded usto this castle, and had
scaed thewallsto plunder theinside.

Or had he?

Floating face down in the moat was a human shape. | became aware of it by stages. It was naked. The
dark hair and pale buttocks were greened with dime. A thin patch of pink about the middle of the back,
likeapdered dgd growth, informed me of the wound that had sent this Hawk to his doom.

| had hardly recovered from the frisson of apprehension that the sght of this dead warrior dicited in me
when | heard movement beyond the drawbridge.

'A horse," Keeton said, and | heard the whickering of such abeast and nodded.

'l suggest we make a strategic withdrawa,' | said.



But Keeton hesitated, staring at the wooden gate.
‘Comeon, Harry .. .
‘No. Wait ... I'd like to seeinsde

And even as he stepped forward, scanning the arrow dits above the gate, there came the sound of wood
creaking, and ropes singing with strain. The huge drawbridge came crashing down. It struck the near
bank just inches from Keeton's startled figure, and the jarring shock in the earth made me bite my tongue.

‘Chrigt!" was dl Keeton said, and backed towards me, fumbling for the pistol in hiswaist pocket. A figure
on horseback was revedled in the high gateway. It kicked its mount forward, and lowered its short,
blue-pennanted lance.

Weturned and ran for the woodland. The steed galloped after us, hooves loud on the hard ground. The
Knight cried out a us, hisvoice angry, hiswords familiar yet meaningless, with asuggestion of French. |
had had timeto take in only very little about him. He was fair-haired and thinly-bearded, and wore a
dark band around his head, although aheavy stel helmet was dung on the back of his saddle. He was
clad in amail shirt and dark leather breeches. The horse was black with three white hooves -

Three white for a death! Guiwenneth's rhyme came back to me with numbing force.

- and was decorated in the smplest of red trappings: on the reins, across its neck, with a patterned
saddlecloth hanging below itsbelly.

The horse snorted behind us, thumping heavily acrossthe turf, nearer with every stride. The Knight
kicked and urged it faster. Hismail shirt rattled, and the bright helmet struck noisily against some metal
part of his saddle. Glancing back aswe ran for cover, | could see how he leaned dightly to the left, the
lance held low, ready to be jerked up asit struck at our bodies.

But we plunged into the cool undergrowth seconds before the lance was struck angrily against atowering
blackthorn. He kicked his steed into the woodland, leaning low across the beast's withers, and holding
the lance carefully againgt the flank. Keeton and | circled him, hugging bush and trunk, trying to avoid his

eyes.

After amoment or two he turned and went out into the dusk light again, galloped up and down the length
of the scrub for afew minutes, and then dismounted.

Now | redlized how truly huge thisman was, at least Sx and ahdf feet tall. He swung his double-edged
sword and hacked hisway through the thorn, shouting al thetimein his quas-French.

'Why is he so damned angry? Keeton whispered from afew feet away, and the words were overheard.
The Knight glanced towards us, saw us, and began to run in our direction; sunlight caught in glinting
flasheson hismail shirt.

Then therewas ashot. Not from Keeton. It was a strange, muffled sound, and the moist, mossy air was
suddenly acrid with the smdll of sulphur. The Knight was flung back, but didn't fall. He stared in
astonishment to our right, holding the shoulder where the ball had made its glancing strike. | looked too.
The shadowy form of the cavalier who had shot at me by the mill-pond could just be glimpsed. He was
franticaly re-priming his heavy matchlock rifle.

‘It can't bethe same man,’ | said doud, but the mythago turned towards me and smiled, and even if it was
adifferent genesis, it wasthe same form which | had previousy encountered.



The Knight walked out of the bosk and called hishorse. He began to gtrip the trappings from the animal.
With adap of hisbroad blade on its hindquarters, he gave the horseits freedom.

The cavdier had vanished into the gloom. Once before he had tried to kill me. Now he had saved me
from a potentially murderous attack. Was he following me?

Asthe uncanny thought occurred to me, Keeton drew my attention to the part of the encroaching
woodland from which we had first seen the castle. A figure stood there, gleaming greenly in the fading
light. Its face was ghastly and drawn, but it was armoured, and was watching us. It had probably been
following us since our encounter at the Stone Fals.

Unnerved by thisthird apparition, Keeton led the way through the greenwood, following the course we
had set oursalves before. We were soon out of sight of the great fortress, and from behind there came no
obvious sound of pursuit.

Wefound the road on the fourth day after leaving the shamiga. Keeton and | had separated, forcing our
way through the tangled forest, seeking aboar run, or stag track, anything to make the going easier. The
river was away to our left, dropping into ashalow gorge, where the bank was unmanagesble.

Keeton's cry did not startle me because it was not anguished. | cut through the thorn and bramble
towards him, redlizing at once that hewasin asort of clearing.

| emerged from the underbrush on to an overgrown and decaying brick roadway, about fifteen feet wide
and with gutters on either sde. Thetreesformed a sort of arch acrossit, atunne of foliage, through
which sunlight filtered.

'‘Good God,' | said, and Keeton, standing in the middle of thisunlikely track, agreed with me. He had
shrugged off his pack, and was resting, hands on hips.

'Roman, | think," he said. Another guess, and in this case agood one.

Wefollowed the road for afew minutes, glad of the freedom of movement after so many hours picking
our way through the forest. Around us, birds sang shrilly, feeding, no doubt, on the flying insects that
svarmed intheclear air.

Keeton was inclined to think of theroad asared structure, overtaken by woodland, but we were surely
too deep for that to have been the case.

Then what's the purpose of it? | don't have fantasies about lost roads, lost tracks.’

But that wasn't the way it worked. At one time, amysterious road, leading beyond the known land, might
have been a strong myth image; over the centuriesit degenerated, but | could remember my grandparents
talking about ‘fairy tracks that could only be seen on certain nights.

After afew hundred yards, Keeton stopped and indicated the bizarre totems that had been placed on
each side of the crumbling road. They had been haf-hidden in the underbrush, and | cleared the leaves
from one, disturbed by the sight which greeted me: adecaying human head, its jaw stretched open and an
animal's long-bone rammed through the mouth. It had been impaled upon three sharpened stakes of
wood. Across the road Keeton was holding his nose againgt the stink of decay. 'This onesawoman,’ he
sad. 'l get the feding we're being warned.'

Warned or not, we continued to walk. It may have been imagination, but a hush enveloped the enclosing
trees. There was movement in the branches, but no song.



We noticed other totems. They weretied to the low branches, sometimes strung on bushes. They werein
the form of rag creatures, little bags of coloured cloth, with the crude representations of limbs drawn
upon them. Some had been impal ed with bones and nails, and the whole unnerving presence of the
offerings was suggestive of witchcraft.

We passed below a brick archway which spanned the road, and scrambled over the dead tree that had
falen beyond it. We found we had come into a cleared space, aruined garden, pillars and statuesrising
from atangle of weeds, wild flowers and a bramble thorn gone wild. Ahead of uswasavillaof clear
Roman design.

Theredtiled roof had partly fallenin. The wals, once white, were dulled by time and the e ements. The
entrance door was open and we stepped into the cold, eerie place. Some of the mosaic and marble
flooring was intact. The mosaics were exquidite, showing animals, hunters, scenes of country life, and
gods. We stepped carefully across them. Much of the floor space had aready collapsed into the

hypocaust.

Wetoured the villa, exploring the bath-house, with its three, deep pooals, gtill lined with marble. In two of
the roomsthe walls were painted, and the features of an elderly Roman couple gazed at us, serene and
perfectly groomed . . . the only blemishes were the savage sword cuts that had been made acrossthe
throats of each, hacking into the wall itself.

In the main room, on the marble floor, there were the signs of severa fires, and the charred, chewed
bones of animals had been flung into awaste pit in the corner. But the fireswere cold, long dead.

We decided to stay here for the night, a change from pitching the smdl tent in the cramped and lumpy
spaces between insect-infested trees. We were both on edge in the ruined villa, aware that we were
spending the night in the product of fear, or hope, of some other age.

Initsway, the villawas the equivaent of the broch, and of the great castle whose wallswe had skirted a
couple of days before. It was aplace of mystery, lost and no doubt romanced about. But to which race
didit Beong? Wasit the end of the Roman dream, the villawhere the last Romanslived? The legions had
pulled out of Britain in the early fifth century, leaving thousands of their people vulnerableto attack by the
invading Anglo-Saxons. Wasthisvillalinked with a Romano-British myth of surviva? Or wasit a Saxon
dream, the villawhere gold might be buried, or where the ghosts of the legions remained? A place of
quest, or of fear? In Keeton and mysdlf it ingpired only fear.

We built asmal fire, from wood that we found in the remains of the heating system. As darkness came
down, so the sméll of our fire, or perhaps the smell of food, attracted visitors.

| heard it first, a stealthy movement in the bath-house, followed by the whispered sound of awarning.
Then there was silence. Keeton rose to hisfeet and drew hisrevolver. | walked to the cold passage that
led from our room to the bath area, and used my small torch to expose the intruders.

They were startled, but not frightened, and stared at me beyond the circle of light, shielding their eyes
dightly. The man wastal and heavily built. The woman, tal aswell, carried asmdl bundle of clothin her
arms. The boy who was with them stood motionless and blank faced.

The man spoke to me. It sounded like German. | noticed how he kept hisleft hand resting on the pommel
of along, sheathed sword. Then the woman smiled and spoke too, and the tension evaporated for the
moment.

| led them back to the enclosed room. Keeton made up the fire and began to spit-cook some more of
the meat we carried. Our guests crouched across the fire from us, looking at the food, at the room, at



Keeton and mysdf.

They were obvioudy Saxons. The man's clothing was heavy and woollen, and he used leather Strapsto
tie hisleggings and baggy shirt. He wore agreet fur topcoat. His hair, long and blond, had been tied into
two braids at the front. The woman was also fair-haired, and wore aloose, check-patterned tunic, tied at
thewaist. The boy was aminiature version of the man, but sat in sllence, saring at thefire.

When they had eaten they expressed gratitude, and then introduced themsdves: the man was Ed dwullf,
the woman Egwearda, the boy Hurthig. They were afraid of the villa, that much was clear. But they were
puzzled by us. With gestures | tried to explain that we were exploring the woodlands, but for some
minutes the message failed to penetrate. EQweardastared at me, frowning, her face quite pae, quite
lovely, despite the lines of tension and hardship that were etched around her eyes.

All at once she said something - the word sounded like Cunnasman - and Edldwulf gasped,
comprehension brightening hisrugged face.

He asked me aquestion, repeating the word. | shrugged, not understanding.

He said another word, or words. Elchempa. He pointed at me. He repeated Cunnasman. He used his
hand to indicate following. He was asking meif | was following someone, and | nodded vigoroudy.

'Yes,' | said, and added, 'Jal’

‘Cunnasman,’ Egwearda breathed, and shifted position so she could reach across the fire and touch my
hand.

There's something odd about you,’ Keeton said. To these people, at least. And to the shamiga.'

Thewoman had reached for her bundle. Little Hurthig whimpered and squirmed away, looking anxiously
as the cloths were unfolded. She had placed the bundle by the fire, and | was discomfited by what the
flickering light revealed to me.

What Egwearda had been carrying, asif it were achild, was the mummified hand and arm of aman,
severed just below the elbow. Thefingers were long and powerful; on the middle finger was abright red
stone. In the same parcel was the broken blade of asted dagger, itsjeweled haft just afragment of the
decorative wegpon it had once been.

'Adfric,’ she said softly, and laid her own hand gently on the dead limb. The man, Ealdwullf, did the same.
And then Egwearda covered the gruesomerelic. The boy made a sound, and at that moment | redlized
that he was mute. He was quite deaf. His eyes shone, though, with an awareness that was quite uncanny.

Who were they?

| sat there and stared at them. Who were they? From what historical period, | wondered. They were
amog certainly from thefifth century after Chrigt, the early decades of the Germanic infiltrationsinto
Britain. How else could they be associated with a Roman villa? By the sixth century, woodland and
earth-dip had covered most of the Roman remains of this sort.

What they represented | couldn't imagine, but a some time atae had been told of the strange family, the
mute son, the husband and wife, carrying the preciousrelic of aKing, or awarrior, seeking for
something, seeking for aresolution to their tale.

| could think of no story of Adlfric. Thelegend had been lost from the written accounts; intime, it had
been logt from the ord traditions. Thereafter it had remained only as an unconscious memory.



The Saxons may have meant nothing to me, but as Keeton had pointed out, | certainly meant something
to them. It was asif . . .asif they knew me, or at least knew of me.

Eadwulf was talking to me, scratching patterns on the marble. After awhile | began to grasp that he was
drawing amap, and | gave him paper and a pencil from the small supply | carried. Now | could see what
he was representing. He marked the villaand the road, and the distant curving river - the sticklebrook -
now agigantic flow, cutting through the forestlands. It seemed that ahead of uswas agorge, steep-sded
and wooded, with the river curling through its narrow valley bottom.

Eddwulf said theword, 'Freyal’ and indicated that | should go up the river. He repeated the word,
looking for sgns of understanding. He said, 'Drichtan! Freya!'

| shrugged to indicate complete bafflement, and Ealdwulf gasped with exasperation and |ooked at
Egwearda

'Freyal’ said the woman. She made funny motions with her hands. ‘Drichtan.’
I'm sorry. It'sal Saxonto me!
'Wiccan,' she said, and searched for more way's to express the concept, but then shrugged and gave up.

| asked what was across the gorge. When Eadwulf understood the question he drew flames, pointed to
our own small fire, and indicated afire of gigantic proportions. He aso seemed to be very much against
my going there.

'Elchempa,’ he said, stabbing the fire. He watched me. He stabbed at the flames again. 'Feor buend!
Elchempal" He shook his head. Then he tapped me on the chest.

'‘Cunnasman. Freya. Her. Her] He wastouching the map where it showed the river, some way from the
nearest point of crossing of the gorge.

' think," said Keeton softly, 'l think he'ssaying . . . kinsman.'
'Kinsman?

'Cunnasman. Kinsman.' Keeton looked a me. 'It'sa possibility.’
'And Elchempa? Outsider, | suppose.’

'El. Alien. Yes, | think that could beright. Y our brother is heading towards the fire, but Ealdwulf wants
you to go up theriver and find the Freya.'

‘Whatever that is. . .

'Egweardareferred to wiccan,” Keeton said. "'That could be witch. Or wise one. It probably doesn't
mean quite what they intend . . .’

With some difficulty | asked Edldwulf about Elchempa, and his dramatic gestures of killing, burning and
dismembering left mein no doubt that we were talking of Chrigtian. He had pillaged hisway through the
forest, and was known and feared throughoui.

But now Ealdwulf seemed to have anew hope. And | wasthat hope. Little Kushar's words came back
tome

Now | know you. But no harm has been done. The story has not been changed. | did not recognize



you.

Keeton said, They've been waiting for you. They know you.'

'How isthat possible?

'Word spread from the shamiga, perhaps. Perhaps Christian himsdf has talked about you.'

"Theimportant thing is, they know I'm here. But why the relief? Do they think | can control Chrigtian? |
touched my neck where the scars of the rope were rough and still sengitive. 'They'rewrong if they do.’

"Then why are you following him? Keeton asked quietly.
And | said, without thinking, To kill him and rel ease Guiwenneth.'
Keeton laughed. 'l think that might do thetrick.'

| wastired, but the towering presence of the early Saxon unnerved me. Nevertheless, Edldwulf was
adamant that Keeton and | should deep. He gestured and repeated the word daip! which was clear

enough.
‘Saip! Ichwillawhere d'yon!'
'I'll guard you,' Keeton said with agrin. 'It's easy once you get the rhythm.'

Egwearda came around to us and spread out her cloak, curling up safdly beside us. Ealdwulf walked to
the open doorway and stepped out into the night. He drew hislongsword and drove it into the ground,
dropping to a crouch behind it, his kneesto either sde of the bright blade.

In this position he guarded us through the night that remained. In the morning his beard and clothes were
dew-drenched. When he heard me gtir he rose from his crouch and grinned, coming back into the room
and brushing the wetness from his body. He reached for my sword and drew it from the leather
scabbard. He frowned as he held the Cdltic toy before his eyes, and compared it with his own hardened
gted blade. My sword was curved and tapered, and only half the length of Ealdwulfs wespon. He shook
his head in doubt, but then struck each blade against the other and seemed to change hismind. He
weighed and hefted Magidion's gift to me, struck through the air with it twice, and then nodded approval.

Repesting hisguttural adviceto methat | should follow the river and forget al notion of pursuing the
Outlander, he and Egwearda departed. Their mute, miserable son walked ahead of them, brushing his
hand through the damp fernsthat grew in abundance in the deserted garden.

Keeton and | breskfasted, which isto say we forced down ahandful of oats, moistened with water.
Somehow thissimpleritud, the putting aside of time for amoment's egting and contemplation, made a
cheering sart to the day.

We retraced our steps aong the Roman road, then went back into the woodland where there seemed to
be anatura causeway through the tight brush. Quite where we would come out | had no idea, dthough if
the sticklebrook continued to curve as Eddwulf s map had indicated, then we would intersect it again.

We had seen no trace of Chrigtian for aday or more, and had totaly lost histracks. My only hope, now,
wasto find the place a which he had crossed the river. To that end, Keeton and | would have to part
company for awhile, exploring the sticklebrook in both directions.

Keeton said, 'Y ou'll not be taking the Saxon's advice, then?



'It's Guiwenneth | want, not the blessing of some superdtitious pagan. I'm sure he meant well, but | can't
afford to let Christian get that far ahead . . '

Inmy mind wasmy father'sdiary . ..

... away for ninety days, though only a fortnight has passed at Oak Lodge. . .
And Chrigtian, dways Chrigtian, the shock of the sght of him as an ageing man.

/ would have liked to have known you during the last fifteen years.

And he had only been gone twelve months or so!

Each day that Christian gained on me might have been aweek, or amonth. Perhaps, at the centre'of the
wildwoods, beyond thefire - the heart of the realm, which Kushar had called Lavondyss - was aplace
where time had no meaning at al. When my brother crossed that line he would go too far from me, into a
redlm as dien to me as London would have been to Kushar herself. And al hope of finding him would be

gone.

The thought thrilled me. It also terrified me. It had surfaced unbidden, asif planted and waiting itstimeto
be known. And now | remembered Kushar's description of Lavondyss:

The place where the spirits of men are not tied to the seasons.

Astheimage of Chrigtian drifting into time's endless redlm sent acold chill of anguish through me, | knew
that | wasright.

There was not an hour to belost, not amoment to bewasted . . .

Necromancer

Shortly after our departure from the villawe crossed the border between two zones of woodland. The
land cleared and we entered awide, bright glade. The long grass was sticky with dew and matted with
spider's webs, which glistened and quivered in the breeze.

In the middle of the glade stood an imposing tree, ahorse-chestnut, its swell of foliage broad and dense,
reaching close to the ground.

Onthefar sde, however, the tree had lost its magnificence in ashocking way. It was blighted, and
grotesquely parasitized. Itsfoliage was brown and rotting, and great ropes of creeper and sucking plant
parasites, like anet of tendrils, had reached across the glade from the wood and were entangled with the
branches.

At timesthe tree quivered and grest ripples of writhing activity coursed down the sucker net, back to the
treeline. The very ground itsalf was a mess of roots and bindweed, and strange sticky protrusions that
reached inchesinto the air and waved, asif searching for prey.

Horse-chestnut was arecent addition to the British landscape, only afew hundred years anative. Keeton
felt that we had moved beyond the mediaeva wood, now, and were stepping into amore primitive
forest. Indeed, he soon pointed out the greater preponderance of hazel and em, with oak and ash, and



the towering beech standards, beginning to be lessin evidence.

Therewas anew quality to thisforest, adarker, heavier fed. The smell was more rank and cloying, like
rotting leaves and dung. The sound of bird life was more muted. The foliage quivered in breezesthat we
could not fed.

The underwood about uswas far gloomier, and the sunlight that pierced the dense leaf cover did soin
gartlingly brilliant shafts of yelow, ahazy light that picked out dripping leaves, and shining bark, giving
metheimpresson that adl around us there were silent figures, watching.

Everywhere we looked we could see the rotting hulks of trees. Some were still stlanding, held by their
neighbours, but most had crashed at angles through the wood, and were now overgrown with vine and
mass, and crawling with insect life.

We remained trapped in this endless twilight for hours.

At one point it began to rain. The broken light about us faded atogether so that we trudged through the
saturated underbrush in an gppalling gloom. When the rain stopped the trees continued to drip
uncomfortably, though the patchy light returned.

We had heard the sound of the river for some time without really being aware of it. Suddenly Keeton,
who was taking the lead, stopped and turned back to me, frowning. ‘Hear that?

Now | noticed the distant sound of the sticklebrook. The rushing of the water had an odd quality toiit, as
if it echoed and came from very far away.

"Theriver,' | said, and Keeton shook his head irritably.
'No. Not theriver . . . thevoices.
| approached him and we stood for afew further secondsin silence.

And thereit was! The sound of aman'svoice, coming to uswith that same echoing qudity, followed by
the whickering complaint of ahorse and the distant rumble and clatter of rocksfaling from adope.

'Chrigtian!" | cried, and pushed past Keeton at arun. He ssumbled after me, and we surged through the
brush, veering between the crowded trees, and using our staffsto strike violently at the tangles of thorn
that blocked our way.

| saw light ahead of me and the woodland began to thin. It was ahazy, green light, difficult to distinguish.
| raced on, my pack making movement awkward. | burst out of the light wood and only afrantic legp to
my right, clutching desperately at the gnarled root of atree, sopped me from plummeting head-first over
the ravine that was suddenly reveded there.

Keeton came running after me. | hauled myself up and reached for him, dragging him to astop just before
he too redlized that the ground had gone, dropping away in an dmost sheer cliff to the sparkling band of
theriver, haf amile below.

We struggled back to safety, and then edged closer to the precipice. There was certainly no path down
here. The opposite cliff was less dramaticaly sheer, and was quite heavily wooded. The trees, sparse
forms of whitebeam and oak, clung desperately to every crevice and ledge. A denser woodland resumed
at the cliffstop.

Again | heard the distant, hollow sound of avoice. Thistime as| searched the far Sde of the gorge



began to detect movement. Rocks dipped and fell through the clinging scrub, plunging down to the river
below.

And aman emerged, leading a straining and rearing horse, tugging the beast up what seemed to be an
amogt impossibly narrow pathway.

Behind the horse came other figures, armour and leathers shining. They were pushing and pulling at
severd reluctant pack-animals. A cart was being drawn dowly up the sameledge, and it dipped and got
stuck for afew seconds as the whed went off the path. There was aflurry of activity, and much shouting
and ordering.

As| watched, | grew aware that this straggling column of warriors stretched along way up the cliff.
Suddenly the bulky, cloaked form of Christian was there, leading ahorse with black trappings! The
shape that was dumped over the animal’'s withers seemed to be femae. Sunlight glanced off red hair, or
was that just the desperate deception of my imagination?

Before | could reflect upon the wisdom of the act, | had bellowed Chrigtian's name across the gulf, and
the whole column stopped and stared at me as the sound echoed and reverberated away to nothing.
Keeton sucked in his breath, in agesture of frustration.

'‘Now you've doneit," he whispered.

'l want him to know I'm following,' | retorted, but felt embarrassed at having lost the element of surprise.
"Ther€'s got to be apath down,' | said, and began to move through the undergrowth paralle with the cliff
top.

Keeton restrained me for amoment, then pointed across the ravine. Four or five shapes were dipping
back aong the steep ledge, dropping swiftly through the trees.

'Hawks,' Keeton said. 'l made six. Six, | think. Yes, there! Look.'

The small band were heading down the dope, weapons held loosdly as they grabbed for support and
steadied themselves for the treacherous dide back to theriver.

Thistime Keeton followed me, and we raced through the wood at the cliff edge, wary for loose rock or
hidden roots that might have tripped us.

Where was the path?

My frustration grew as the minutes passed and the Hawks dropped lower, and out of sight. They would
be at the river within the hour, and could be there waiting for us. We had to be therefirst.

| was so absorbed with searching for signs of the path which my brother had used that for afew seconds
| failed to notice the quivering black shape ahead of me.

It rose abruptly and dramatically to itsfeet, exhaling breath in a powerful and vibrant gust, adeep hissing
sound that deafened aswell as assailed with its tink. Keeton ran into me, then cried out and staggered
back.

The Urscumug swayed from side to side, its mouth working, the distorted white festures of the man | had
so feared writhing and grinning upon its tusked features. The great spear it held seemed to have been
made from the entire trunk of atree.

Keeton vanished into the underbrush and | stepped quietly after him. For amoment it seemed that the



great boar-beast hadn't really seen us, but now it grew aware of us by sound, and began to chase. It
wove between the trees, moving in that same startling fashion as before, fast and determined. Keeton
raced in onedirection and | fled in another. The Urscumug stopped, cocked its head and listened. Its
chest rose and fdll, the sharp hair on its body bristling, the crown-of-thorn branches that it wore rustling
asit turned thisway and that. In the subdued light its tusks were high, bright points. It reached out and
snapped the branch from atree, which it used to smash at the undergrowth, still listening.

Then it turned and walked in its stooped, swaying manner, back to the ravine. Thereit stood, staring
acrossthe gorge at Chrigtian'strain of horse and warrior. It flung the branch into the chasm, then again
looked back towards me, and cocked its head.

| swear it seemed to follow my movementsas | stedthily crept back to the place it had been guarding.
Perhapsit wasill, or wounded. | dmost cried out with shock when Keeton's hand touched my shoulder.
Indicating total sillence he pointed to the top of the narrow pathway that began to lead down the cliff.

Ever watchful, we began to walk down that track. Thelast | saw of my father's mythago wasits towering
black form, swaying dightly asit Stared into the distance, its nogtrils quivering, its bresthing aquiet, cam,
contemplative sound.

No journey was ever more difficult, or moreterrifying, than that climb down to theriver valey. | lost
count of the number of timesthat | lost my grip, dipped and went skidding down the sharp-stoned,
tangle-rooted ledge, avoiding oblivion only by reflex grasping and the occasiond hel ping hand from
Keeton. | returned the favour to him just as often. We took to descending with our hands almost
touching, ready for afrantic grab.

Horse manure, whedl-tracks, and the sign of rope supports on the trunks of the wind-twisted treestold
of Christian's equally perilous passage, hours or perhaps aday or so before.

We could no longer see the Hawks who were coming to confront us. When we stopped and listened to
the heavy silence we could hear only the chatter of birds, though once or twice we heard voicesfrom
very far away, Christian and the main band, now nearly on to the plateau of theinner realm.

For over an hour we descended. At last the ledge widened, becoming more of anaturd path, leading
down towards the great green swathe of woodland, a carpet of foliage through which we could see the
occasiond gleam of the greet river, and above which the grey walls of the gorge were sinister and
conceding.

Onleve ground at last there was asinister hush, a sense of watching and being watched. The
undergrowth was sparse. Theriver surged past, a hundred yards or so away, invisible through the heavy
shade of the silent wood.

‘They're here already,’ Keeton whispered. He was holding his Smith and Wesson. He crouched behind a
heavy stand of gorse and peered towardstheriver.

| ran to the nearest tree and K eeton followed, overtaking me and approaching theriver. A bird fluttered
noisily above us. To our right an anima, perhapsasmall deer, shifted restlesdy in athicket. | could see
thelong line of its back and hear the dight snorting of its bresthing.

By dint of stedlth, and adarting motion from tree to tree, we cameto the dry, dightly sandy shore of the
river, where the snaking roots of hazel and em formed aseries of pits and wells, into which we dipped
for cover. Theriver here was about forty yards wide, deep and swirling. Its centre was bright, but the
canopy of thetrees along its bank threw much of it into shade. And now that it was | ate afternoon, the
light was going and the far bank was darkening. It looked a threatening place.



Perhaps the Hawks had not arrived yet after al. Or were they watching us from the gloom of the far
sde?

We had to get across the river. Keeton was nervous about attempting that crossing now. We should wait
until dawn, he said. For thelong night ahead, one of uswould watch and one would deep. The Hawks
had to be here somewhere, and were smply waiting for the best moment to attack.

| agreed with him. For thefirgt timel was glad that he had brought the pistol. The gun should at least give
usatactica advantage, achance to send them scattering while we completed our crossing.

| had entertained these idle thoughts for no more than ten minutes when they came at us. | was crouched
by theriver, hdf in the lee of an emwood trunk, searching the shadows across the water for asign of
movement. Keeton roseto hisfeet and cautioudy stepped to the water's edge. | heard his gasping cry
and then the whoosh of an arrow, which splashed distantly in theriver. Keeton began to run.

They were already on our sde of the sticklebrook, and they came a us suddenly and swiftly, running
and legping in azig-zagging, wild fashion. Two carried bows, and a second arrow clattered off the tree
next to me, its shaft broken. Following Keeton, | ran asfast as| could. | wasthrown forward by a heavy
thump in my back, and knew without looking that my haversack had saved my life.

Then there was a single shot and aterrible scream. | glanced back and one of the Hawks was
motionless, handsto face, blood gouting from between hisfingers.

His compatriots scattered sideways, and this unfortunate warrior collapsed to knee and belly, quite dead.

Keeton had found a degper depression in the ground, with a screen of tight gorse, and afence of tree
root between us and the Hawks. Arrows skimmed above our heads, one snagging my ankle asit
rebounded from abranch. It was ashalow but incredibly painful cut.

Then Harry Keeton did something very foolish. He stood up and aimed very deliberately a the most
active of the attackers. Simultaneous with the discharge of the pistol, a ding-stone knocked the weapon
from his hand, sending it skidding yards away across the dry ground. Keeton ducked back into cover,
holding his hand, nursing the bruised and cut finger.

Chrigtian's guardians came at usthen, like five hounds from hell, whooping and howling: lithe, near-nude
shapes, protected by the most basic of leather armour. Only the gleaming hawk masks were of metd -
and the short, glinting bladesthey held.

Keeton and | ran from these warriorslike deer from afire. We were fleet, despite our packs and heavy
protective clothing. Theimagined pain of aknife drawn across our throats gave us great incentive to find
the energy for retreat.

Wheat appalled me mogt, as| veered from cover to cover, was how unprepared we had been. For al our
talk, for dl my feding of strength, when it came down to it we were totdly vulnerable, not even a.38
cdibre pistol serving uswedl againgt the smple skills of trained soldiers. We were children in the woods,
naivekidsplaying a survival.

If I had been caled upon to confront Chrigtian, he would have made mincemest of me. To go against him
with a stone-bladed spear, a Cdtic blade, and alot of anger would have been scarcely more effective
than shouting a him.

The ground dropped away beneath me, and Keeton dragged me down into yet another ‘shell-hol€. |
turned and raised my spear, and watched as one of the Hawks came jumping towards us.



What happened next was quite odd.

The warrior stopped, and in every sinuous, tense movement of hisbody | could see that he was suddenly
frightened, even though the yellow bird-mask gave nothing away. He backed away from us, and |
became aware of the sudden, chill wind that blew around us.

Theair became dark, dl light draining from theriversde asif a sudden thunderous black cloud had come
across the sun. The trees about me began to whip and strain, branches creaked, leafy twigs trembled and
rustled in ashiver of disturbance. Something misty and wraithlike curled around the leading Hawk. He
screamed and ran back towards his companions.

Dust rose from the ground in great columns. The waters of the river spouted asif great marine beasts
fought there. The trees around us became dmost frantically shaken, shedding branchesnoisily. Theair
was freezing cold, and the ghastly, grinning shapes of e emental s darted and flowed through an eerie mist
which hovered, refusing to be dispersed by the wind.

Keeton wasterrified. Crystals of ice formed on his eyebrows and thetip of his nose. He shivered

violently, huddling deeper into his motorcycle leathers. | shivered too, my bregth frosting, and eyes
smarting with ice. The trees became white, laced with afinefdl of snow. Strange laughter, and the
banshee dhrieking of violent mind-forms, cut this part of the woodland off from dl that was natural.

Through chattering teeth Harry Keeton sammered, 'What the devil isit?
‘A friend,' | said, and reached out reassuringly.
The freya had cometo me after all.

Keeton glanced a me through frosted lids, wiping ahand across hisface. Around us the whole landscape
was white with ice and snow. Tdll, flowing shapes ran slently through the air, some coming towards us,
peering at uswith sharp faces and narrow eyesfull of mischief. Otherswere smply swirls of size and
sombre shape that caused the air to thud and bang asthey passed, like someweird implosion.

The Hawks ran screaming. | saw one lifted from his feet and crushed double, then twisted and crushed
further until asticky exudate dripped from his suspended corpse. . . acorpsethat hovered intheair, held
by invisible hands. The ragged, splintered remains were tossed into the river and vanished below the
crystal surface. Another Hawk was sent squirming and struggling to his doom on the far sde of the water,
impaled on ajagged stump of branch. What happened to the others| couldn't tell, but the screaming
went on for some minutes, and the poltergeist activity remained asintense as ever.

Eventualy there was silence. The air warmed, the sheen of white vanished, and Keeton and | rubbed our
frozen hands vigoroudy. Severd tdl, wraithlike forms approached us, tenuous mist-shapes, vaguely
human. They hovered above us, peering down, hair flowing in eerie dow moation. Their handstrembled,
long tapered fingers pointing, grasping. The glow of their eyes was focused upon us, gleaming wells of
awareness above wide, grinning mouths. Keeton watched these ghosts, aghast and terrified. One of them
reached down and pinched his nose, and he whimpered with fear, causing the dementasto laughina
cackling way. It sounded wrong, a sound of malice, awoodland echo that did not issue from their lips,
but seemed to bray from dl around us.

Thelight came then, the golden, diffuse light which marked the solemn arriva of the boat. The eementas
surrounding us shivered and quavered, still making sounds of laughter. Those that were naked seemed to
dissolve into smoke, others drifted away from us, hugging the shadowy places, the nooks and crevices of
branch and root, bright eyes till fixed upon us.



K eeton gasped as he saw the boat. | watched, fedling greetly relieved. For the first time sincethe
beginning of thisjourney | thought of the silver oak leaf amulet, and reached into my saturated shirt to
draw the medallion out, and hold it towards the man who watched us from the vessdl.

The boat seemed far more a home on thiswide stretch of water than on the impossibly narrow
sticklebrook near to the Lodge. Its sail was dack. It drifted out of the gloom and thetdll, cloaked man
legpt ashore, tying amooring rope to a stump of root. The light came from a glowing torch on the boat's
prow. It had been anillusion that he himself shone. He no longer wore the eaborately crested helmet,
and as Keeton and | watched he flung off his cloak, reached for the bright Firebrand and drove the shaft
into theriver bank, stepping past it so that its auraradiated around his massive frame.

He came over to us and leaned down to lift usto our feet.
‘Sorthdan!" he said loudly, and repeated the word, thistime striking his chest with hisfist. 'Sorthaan!’

He reached to the amulet around my neck, touched it and smiled through his thick beard. What he said
then, in aflowing tongue reminiscent of Kushar's language, meant nothing to me. And yet | felt again that
what was being said was: | have been waiting for you.

An hour after dusk the Urscumug came down from the high cliff, to cross the water in pursuit of
Chrigtian. Stedlthy movement in the woodland was thefirst Sign of its approach, and Sorthalan
extinguished the torch. There was ahaf-full moon, high above theriver, and the clear night allowed the
first starsto show through. It must have been about nine o'clock, the dusk made darker by the canopy.

The Urscumug gppeared through the trees, walking dowly, making a strange snuffling sound in the il
evening. We watched from cover as the great boar-shape stopped at the water's edge and stooped to
pick up thelimp, crushed body of one of the Hawks. It used its tusks to rend open the body and
crouched, in agtartlingly human way, asit sucked the soft innards of the dead mythago. The cadaver was
flung into the river, and the Urscumug, growling deeply, looked dong the shore. For along moment its
gleaming gaze rested upon us, but it surely could have seen nothing in the gloom.

Y et the white mask of the human face seemed to glow in the moonlight, and | swear the lips were parting
in an unheard communication, asif the spirit of my father were spesking silently, and smiling as he spoke.

Then the beast rose from its haunches and waded into the water, raising its huge armsto shoulder levd,
holding the gnarled spear dightly above .its head. The thorn antlersit wore snagged in the trees on the far
sde, but apart from agrumble or two there was no further sound from the Urscumug, save that an hour
or S0 later rocks clattered down through the woodland, and splashed gently into theriver.

On theriver the boat bobbed noisily, caught by the current and straining at its tethering rope. | peered
intoitshull. It was of smple, yet degant design; it had anarrow draught, but with space enough for
perhaps twenty people to huddle beneath the skin coverings which could be Jung to weatherproof the
craft. A sanglesal, smply rigged, could let it take the wind, but there were rowlocks of crude design, and
four oarsfor calmer waters.

It was the figurines that caught my attention again, the gargoyles carved at stern and prow. They sent
shivers of recognition and horror through me, touching apart of my racia memory that | had long since
suppressed. Wide-faced, narrow-eyed, bulbous-lipped, the features were an art form of their own,
unrecognizable yet haunting.

Sorthalan dug afire pit and struck flameinto dry wood from aflint apparatus of his own making. He
wood-roasted two pigeons and awoodcock, yet there was scarcely enough meat upon the fowl to
satisfy my own hunger, et lone the appetites of the three of us.



For once we did not begin the pointlessritual of communication and misunderstanding. Sorthdan atein
slence, watching me, but more intent upon his own thoughts. It was | who tried to communicate. |
pointed in the direction of the primary mythago and said, 'Urscu-mug.’

Sorthalan shrugged. 'Urshucum.’
Almost the same name that Kushar had used.

| tried something else. Using my fingersto indicate movement | said, 'I'm following uth guerig. Do you
know of him?

Sorthaan chewed and watched me, then licked the bird grease from two fingers. He reached over and
used the same two sticky digitsto pressmy lipstogether.

Whatever it was he said, it meant, '‘Be quiet and eat,' and | did just that.

| estimated Sorthalan to be aman in hisfifties, heavily lined, yet till quite dark of hair. His clothing was
smple, acloth shirt with aribbed leather corselet that seemed quite effective. Histrousers were long and
bound with cloth strips. For shoes he had gtitched |eather. He seemed, it must be said, a colourless man,
since dl these fabrics were the same monotonous brown hue. All, that is, except the necklet of coloured
bonesthat he wore. He had |eft the intricately patterned helmet in the boat, but didn't object when
Keeton fetched it to the firesde and ran hisfingers over the beautifully depicted scenes of hunting and
war.

Indeed, it soon occurred to Keeton that the pattern of silver on bronze on the helmet depicted
Sorthadan'slifeitsef. It began above theleft eyebrow ridge and ran in a subtly continuous scene around
the crest to the pand above the elaborate cheek guard. There was room, till, for a scene or two to be
etched.

The pattern showed boats on astormy sea; aforested river estuary; a settlement; tall, snister figures,
wraiths and fire; and, finally, asingle boat with the shape of aman at the prow.

Keeton said nothing, but was clearly impressed and moved by the exquisite artistry involved in the
etching.

Sorthalan wrapped his cloak around his body and appeared to drift into alight deep. Keeton poked the
fireand put anew piece of wood on to the bright embers. It must have been close to midnight and we
both tried to deep.

But | could only dozefitfully, and at sometimein the dead part of the night | became conscious of
Sorthalan's voi ce whispering softly. | opened my eyes and sat up, and saw him seated next to the deeply
deeping Keeton, one hand resting on the arman's head. The words were like aritua chant. Thefirewas
very low and | again madeit up. By itsrenewed light | saw the Sweet that was saturating Sorthalan's face.
Keeton shifted, but stayed adeep. Sorthalan raised his free hand to hislips as he glanced at me, and |
trusted him.

After awhile the softly chanted words ended. Sorthaan roseto hisfeet, shrugged off his cloak and
walked to the water, stooping to wash his hands and splash hisface. Then he crouched on his haunches,
garing into the night sky, and hisvoice grew louder, the sbilant, hesitant sounds of hislanguage echoing
into the darkness. Keeton woke and sat up, rubbing his eyes. 'What's going on?

'I don't know.'

We watched for afew minutes, our puzzlement increasing. | told Harry Keeton what Sorthaan had been



doing to him, but he showed neither fear nor concern.

'Wheat is he? Keeton said.

'A shaman. A magic man. A necromancer.’

The Saxon cdled him Freya. | thought that was a Viking god or something.’

'‘God grew out of the memories of powerful men,’ | suggested. 'Perhaps an early form of Freyawasa
witch.'

"Too complicated too early,’ Keeton said with ayawn, and then we both reacted with startled surprise at
amovement in the underwood behind us. Sorthaan remained where he was, gill stooped by the water,
but slent now.

Keeton and | roseto our feet and stared into the darkness. An increasing amount of rustling heralded the
gpproach of avaguely human shape. It hestated, swaying dightly in the gloom, itsoutline only just picked
out by thefire.

'Hello!" came aman'svoice, not cultured, very uncertain. The word had sounded more like "Allo!"

Following the hailing cry, the figure stepped closer, and soon ayoung man came into view. He hoveredin
the zone of dementas, surrounded by the wraiths and ghostly forms of Sorthaan's entourage, which
seemed to urge him forward, though he was reluctant to come. All | recognized at thistimewas his
uniform. He was ragged, certainly and without equipment, neither pack nor rifle. His khaki jacket was
open at the neck. His breeches were loose at the thigh and bound tight to his calves with cloth puttees.
Onthe deevesof hisjacket hewore asingle stripe.

He was s0 obvioudy asoldier from the British Army of the First World War that at first | refused to trust
my senses. Used to avisud diet of primitive, iron-wieding forms, so familiar and comprehensibleasight
did not ring true.

Then he spoke again, till hesitant, his voice rich with cockney vowels.

'Can | gpproach? Come on, mates, it's bleedin’ cold out here.’

'‘Comeonin,’ Keeton said.

‘At last!" said our night guest cheerfully, and took several pacestowardsus. And | saw hisface. ..
And so did Keeton!

| think Harry Keeton gasped. | just looked from one to the other of the men and said, 'Oh God.'

Keeton backed away from his dter-image. Theinfantryman didn't appear to notice anything. He came
into the camp and rubbed his arms vigoroudy. When he smiled at me | tried to smile back, but
confronted with the pitting image of my travelling companion my uncertainty must have shown.

'l thought | could smell chicken.'
'Pigeon,’ | said. 'But dl gone!'

The cockney infantryman shrugged. 'Can't be 'elped. Bleedin' starvin' though. | ain't got the equipment to
hunt properly.’ He looked from one to the other of us. 'Any chance of afag?



‘Sorry,' we said in unison. He shrugged.
'Can't be 'dped,’ he repeated, then brightened. 'Name's Billy Frampton. Y ou get lost from your unit?

We introduced ourselves. Frampton crouched by thefire, which burned brightly, now. | noticed
Sorthalan approach us, and circle round to come behind the new arrival. Frampton appeared to be
unaware of the shaman. His fresh face, sparkling eyes, and flop of fair hair were avision of ayounger
Harry Keeton - and without the burn mark.

'‘Mesdf, I'm heading back to thelines,' said Frampton. 'Got this Sixth sense, y'see? Always did, evenin
London asasprog. Got lost in Soho once, about four years old.

Found me way back to Mile End, though. Good sense of direction. So you'll be okay, mates. Stick with
me. You'll beright asrain.'

Even as he spoke he was frowning, looking anxioudy &t theriver. A moment later he glanced a me, and
there was awild sort of expression in hiseyes, an dmost panicked uncertainty.

‘Thanks, Billy,' | said. 'Wé're heading inwards. Up thefar cliff.’
'Cdl me Spud. All me mates call me Spud.’

Keeton exhaled loudly and shivered. The two men exchanged along stare, and Keeton whispered, 'Spud
Frampton. | was at school with him. But thisisn't him. He wasfat, and dark

'Spud Frampton, that's me," said our guest, and smiled. 'Stick with me, mates. Well get back to thelines.
Getting to know these woods like the inside of the old Cockney Pride.’

He was another mythago, of course. | watched him as he talked. He continually glanced around: he
seemed to be in adegp and growing state of distress. Something was wrong, and he knew it. His
existence was wrong. Inasmuch as any mythago could be caled anaturad woodland presence, Spud
Frampton was unnatural. | intuited why, and murmured my theory to Keeton, while Spud stared at the
fire and kept repeating, in anincreasingly pointlesstone, 'Stick with me, mates.”

‘Sorthalan created him out of your mind.'
'Whilel wasdeeping. . .

Indeed. Sorthalan did not have the same talent aslittle Kushar, and so he had reached into Harry
Keeton's stored race memory and found the most recent mythago-form secured there. By magic, or by a
psychic power of his own possesson, the necromancer had formed the mythago in an hour or so, and
had brought it to the camp. He had given him Keeton's features, and named him from a school boy
memory. Through Spud Frampton, the Bronze Age magician would speak to us.

Keeton said, 'l know him, then. Yes. My father spoke of him. Or of them. Shellhole Sam was one. And
he told me severa stories of acockney corpora - Hellfire Harry, he called him. They were al about
"getting home'. Hellfire Harry was the corpord who'd dip down into your shell hole, in the mist, where
you were crouched, utterly buggered, utterly lost, and would somehow get you home. Hellfire Harry used
to do thingsin style, though. He got one group of logt soldiers from the Somme in France right back to
their croft in the Scottish Ides. "Well bugger me, mates, | thought me feet was sore. . ."" Keeton
grinned. That sort of thing.'

'Mythago forms asrecently asthat,’ | said quietly. | was astonished. But | could well imagine how the
horrors and disorientation of the FHlanders trenches could cause the anguished generation of a'hope form,



afigurethat could confidently lead, give new inspiration, reinvest the lost and terrified soldierswith
courage.

Y et looking at our acquaintance, thisrapidly created heroic figure, | could see only disorientation and
confusion. He had been created for a purpose, and the purpose was language, not myth.

Sorthal an approached and eased his bulky form into a crouch, resting ahand lightly on the soldier's
shoulder. Frampton jumped dightly, then looked up at me. 'He's glad you found the courage to come.

'Who is? | asked, frowning, and then redlized what was happening. Sorthalan's lips moved, though no
sound came. As he spoke silently, so Frampton addressed me, his cockney tones sounding strange
againgt the legend he spoke. He reiterated in words the picture story on Sorthalan's helmet.

'His name is Sorthalan, which means "the first boatman”. In theland of Sorthdan's people agreat sorm
was coming. That land isfar away from this. The storm was of anew magic, and new Gods. Theland
itself wasrgecting Sorthaan's people. At that time, Sorthaan was till aghogt in theloins of theold
priest, Mithan. Mithan could see the dark cloud in the future, but there were none to lead the tribes
acrosstheland, and the ses, to the forested ides beyond. Mithan wastoo old for hisghoststo form
infantsin the bellies of women.

'Hefound alarge boulder with awater-worn furrow in its surface. He placed his ghost in the stone, and
the stone on a high pinnacle. The stone grew for two seasons, then Mithan pushed it from the pinnacle. It
broke open and an infant was curled up inside. That was how Sorthalan was born.

‘Mithan nourished the child on secret herbs from the grasd ands and the woodlands. When he had
reached manhood Sorthalan returned from the wild lands to the tribes, and gathered families from each.
Every family built aboat, and carried the boats by cart to the grey sea.

"Thefirgt boatman led them across the sea and dong the coast of theide, searching the cliffs and the dark
woods, and theriver estuaries, for a safe place of landing. He found reed-choked marshlands, where
wild geese and moorhens swam. They dipped into the land through a hundred channels, and soon found
adeeper riverway, leading inwards, cutting between wooded hills and steep gorges.

'One by one the boats moored on the bank, and the families trekked away from the river to form their
tribes. Some survived, some did not. It was ajourney into the dark ghost places of theworld, ajourney
more terrifying than any that had ever been contemplated. The land was inhabited, and these hidden folk
came againg the intruders with their sones and spears. They summoned the earth forces, and the river
forces, and the spiritsthat united al of nature, and sent them againgt the intruders.

But Sorthalan had been well taught by the old priest. He absorbed the maevolent spiritsinto his body,
and controlled them.

‘Soon only the first boatman remained upon theriver, and he sailed north, the land's ghosts with him. He
sdlstheriversaways, waiting for the call from histribes, and heisadwaysthereto help, with his
entourage of these ancient forces.

Sorthaan, through his human medium, had told us of hisown legend. That marked, more than anything,
the power of the man. And yet his powers were limited; he could not achieve what Kushar had achieved.
And he, too, seemed to be waiting for me, as the shamiga, asthe Knight, and asthe Saxon family had
been waiting.

'Why is he glad that I've come? | asked. Now it was Frampton's turn to mouth the silent words, and a
moment later he said aoud,



"The Outlander must be destroyed. It'san dien thing. It is destroying the woodland.'

"Y ou seem powerful enough to destroy any man,' | said. Sorthalan smiled and shook his head, answering
in his cockney way.

‘Thelegendisclear. It'sthe Kin who killsthe Outlander - or iskilled. Only theKin.'

The legend was clear? At last, then, the words had been spoken to confirm my growing suspicion. | had
become a part of legend myself. Christian and his brother, the Outlander and his Kin, working through
roleslaid down by myth, perhaps from the beginnings of time.

'Y ou've been waiting for me," | said.

"The realm has been waiting, Sorthalan said. 'l wasn't sure that you were the Kin, but | saw what effect
the oak leaf had upon you. | began to will it to be.’

'I've been expected.’
s
Tofulfil my part of alegend.’

To do what must be done. To remove the dlien from the relm. To take hislife. To stop the destruction.'
'Can one smple man be so powerful ?

Sortha an laughed, though his mouthpiece remained solemn, saying, The Outlander isnot sSmple, and is
not asimple man. He doesn't belong -

‘Nordo! -

‘But you arethe Kin. You're the bright side of the dien. It's the dark that destroys. He has come so far
snce the guardian was lured to the edge.’

'Which guardian?

The Urshucum. The Urshuca were the oldest of the Outlanders, but they grew closeto the earth. The
Urshucum you have seen had always guarded the passto the valey of the flame-talkers, but it was called
to the edge. Thereisagreat magic beyond theseforests. A voice caled. The guardian went, and the
heart of the realm was exposed. The Outlander is eating at that heart. Only the Kin can stop him.’

'Or bekilled by him.

Sorthaan made no comment at that. His piercing grey eyesregarded me narrowly, asif gill searching for
ggnsthat | wasthe man to fulfil themyth role.

| said, 'But how can the Urshucum have aways guarded these - * what had he referred to? -
flame-talkers. My father created the Urshucum. From here,' | tapped my head. 'From hismind. Asyou
have just created this man.'

Spud Frampton made no response that would have indicated his understanding of my cruel words. He
watched me sadly, then spoke as the necromancer directed him. 'Y our father merely summoned the
guardian. All that isin the relm has dways been here. The Urshucum was summoned to the edge of the
realm and changed as Sion had changed it before.”



This meant nothing to me.
"Who was Sion?

‘A great Lord. A shaman. Lord of Power. He controlled the seasons so that Spring followed Summer,
then Summer followed Spring. He could give men the power to fly like kestrels. His voice was so loud
that it reached the heavens!'

'And he changed the Urshuca?

"There were ten minor Lords," Sorthalan said. "'They were afraid of Sion's spreading power so they came
againgt him. But they were defeated. Sion used magic to transform them into beasts of the wood. He sent
them into exile, to aland where the longest winter wasjust ending. That land was this place, which once
had been buried by ice. Theice melted, and the forests returned, and the Urshuca became the guardians
of that forest. Sion had given them the power of near immortdlity. Like trees, the Urshucagrew but did
not wither. Each went to ariver, or aland valey, and built his castle to guard the way into the newly
growing greenwood. They became close to the earth, and were friends of those who came to settle and
hunt and live from theland.

| asked the obvious question. 'If the Urshucawere friends of man, why isthis one so violent? It's hunting
my brother; it would kill me without thinking if it could catch me.'

Sorthalan nodded, and Frampton's lips hardly moved as the words of his creator emerged.

'A people came who had flame-takers with them. The flame-talkers could control fire. They could make
firejump from the sky. They could point their fingers to the east and the flame would spread to the esst.
They could spit upon the fire and it would become a glowing ember. The flame-talkers came and began
to burn the forests. The Urshuca opposed them violently.'

The communication stopped for aminute or so as Sorthaan rose to hisfest, turned from us, and urinated
impressively into the night.

‘There were men controlling the fire that night when Christian came," Keeton whispered. | had not
forgotten them. | had caled them Neoliths. They seemed the most primitive of Chrigtian's entourage, but
gpparently they had amind control over fire and flameitself.

| could well imagine the smple higtorica basis from which legends of the Urscumug and the flame-talkers
had sprung. Thevison | had was of atime when thelast Ice Age wasrapidly declining. Theice had
advanced asfar asthe English Midlands. Over the centuries, asit withdrew, the climate had been cold,
theland in the valleys marshy and treacherous, the dopes bare and frozen. The pines had arrived, a
gparsefir forest, foreshadowing the greet Bavarian forests of our own time. Then thefirst of the
deciduous trees had begun to take root, the el ms, the thorns, the hazels, followed by the limes, oaks and
ashes, pushing the evergreen forest northwards, creating the dense greenwood cover that partidly
survived to this day.

In the dark, empty spaces below the canopy, boars, bears and wolves had run, deer had grazed the
glades and glens, emerging occasionally on to the high ridges, where the forest thinned and the bramble
and thorn formed bright spinneys.

But human animal's had come back to the greenwood, advancing north into the cold. And they had begun
to clear the forest. They had used fire. What askill it must have been to set afire, control it, and clear the
gtefor assettlement. And what agreater skill it must have been to have resisted the re-encroachment of
theforest.



Therewould have been abitter struggle for survival. The wood was desperate and determined to keep
its mastery of theland. Man and hisfire had been determined that it should not. The beasts of that primal
woodland had become dark forces, dark Gods; the wood itself would have been seen to be sentient,
creating ghosts and banshees to send againgt the puny human invader. Stories of the Urscumug, the forest
guardian, had become associated with the fear of strangers, new invaders, speaking other languages,
bringing other ills.

The Qutsders.
And later, the men who had used fire had become amost deified as 'flame-talkers.

'What isthe end of the legend of the Outsider? | asked Sorthalan as he sat down again. He shrugged, a
very modern gesture, and drew his heavy cloak around his shoulders, tying the rough cords at the front.
He seemed tired.

'Each Outlander is different, he said. "'The Kinsman will come against him. The outcome cannot be
known. It's not the certainty of success that makes us welcome your presence in the ream. It'sthe hope
of success. Without you, the reslm will wither like acut flower.'

Tell meabout the girl, then,’ | said. Sorthalan was clearly very tired. Keeton too was restless and
yawning. Only the infantryman seemed aert and awake, but his gaze was fixed a some point in the
distance, and there was nothing behind his eyes except the controlling presence of the shaman.

'Which girl?

'Guiwenneth.’

Sortha an shrugged again and shook hishead. 'The nameis meaningless!

What had Kushar called her? | checked my notes.

Again, Sorthdan shook his head.

‘The girl created from love out of hate,' | suggested, and thistime the necromancer understood.

He leaned towards me and rested his hand on my knee, saying something aoud in hislanguage, and
daring a me quizzicdly. Asif remembering himsdlf, heinclined his head dightly towards the vacant
infantryman, whose gaze sharpened.

Thegirl iswith the Outlander.’

'l know," | said, and added, 'That's my reason for pursuing him. | want her back.'
‘Thegirl ishappy with him.

‘Sheisnot.' "Thegirl belongsto him.'

'l don't accept that. He stole her fromme-*

Sorthalan reacted with startled surprise. | went on. 'He stole her from me and I'm going to take her
back.'

'She has no life outsde the realm,' Sorthalan said.

'l believe she does. A lifewith me. She chosethat life, and Christian acted againgt her choice. | don't



intend to own her, or possess her. | just love her. And sheloves me, of that I'm sure.’ | leaned closer.
'Do you know her story?

Sorthalan turned away, thinking deeply, evidently disturbed by my revelations.

| perssted: 'She wasraised by the friends of her father. She wastrained in the way of the woods and
magic, and trained with wegponstoo. Am | right? She was kept until she was awoman, guarded by the
Night Hunt. Shefdl inlovefor the first time and the Night Hunt brought her back to theland of her
father, to the valey where hewas buried. Thismuch | know. The ghost of her father linked her with the
Horned God. This much | know. But what happened then? What happened to the one who loved her?

It happened, then, that she fell in love with the son of a chief who was determined to have her.
Thewords of the diary were strong and clear in my mind. But was this verson too recent for Sorthalan to
recognize the details?

Suddenly Sorthaan turned sharply on me, and his eyes blazed; through his beard he seemed to be
amiling. He was excited, and very positively so. 'Nothing has happened until it happens,’ he said through
Frampton. 'l had not understood the presence of the girl. Now | do. Thetask iseasier, Kinsman!'

'How?

'Because of what sheis,' said Sorthalan. 'She has been subdued by the Outlander, but now sheis beyond
theriver. Shewill not stay with him. Shewill find the power to escape -'

'And return to the edge of the wood!'

'No,' said Sorthalan, shaking his head as Frampton articulated the sound. 'She will go to the valey. She
will go to the white stone, to the place where her father isburied. She will know thet it is her only hope
for release.’

'But shewon't know how to get there!" My father'sjournal had referred to Guiwenneth's 'sadness' that
she could not find the valey which bresthed.

'Shewill runto thefire, Sorthdan said. The valey leadsto the place where thefire burns. Trust me,
Kinsman. Once beyond the river sheiscloser to her father than she has ever been. She will find the way.
Y ou must be there to meet her - and to confront her pursuer!’

‘But what happened after that confrontation? The storiesmust say . . .!I"

Sorthalan laughed and grasped me by the shoulders, shaking me. 'In years to come they will say
everything. At the moment the sory isunfinished.'

| stood there supidly. Harry Keeton was shaking his head in asort of disbelief. Then Sorthaan thought
of something else. His gaze went past me and he released me from his powerful grip. Frampton said on
his behdf, The three who are following will have to be abandoned.’

"The three who are following?

"The Outlander gathered aband of men as he devastated the realm. The Kinsman too. But if the girl goes
to thevalley, thereis abetter way for you to meet her, and the three must be abandoned for awhile!

He stepped past me and called into the darkness. Keeton rose to hisfeet, apprehensive and puzzled.
Sorthalan spoke wordsin his own language and the dementd s gathered about us, forming ashimmering
bright vell.



Threefigures stepped from the obscurity of night into the glow of the elementals. They walked
uncertainly. First came the cavdier, then the Knight. Behind them, his sword and shield held loosely at his
Sde, came the cadaverous form of the man from the stone grave. He kept apart from the other two, a
ghastly myth creature, born more from horror than hope.

"Y ou will meet them again, a another time," Sorthalan said to me. | kept thinking that | hadn't even heard
them coming down the cliff! But the sensation of being followed was borne out as a genuine avareness
and not anirrationa fear.

Whatever passed between the shaman and the warriors, the three men who might have accompanied me
in another tale stepped back into the Stygian wood and vanished from my sight.

The consciousness of Billy Frampton returned briefly to the mythago form that sat with us. The
infantryman's eyes it up alittle and he smiled. 'We should get somekip, mates. It'sgoing to bealong
hike tomorrow, back to the lines. Bit of shut-eye, do us the power of good.'

'Will you be able to guide usinwards? Keeton asked his dter-image. 'Can you lead usto the valley of
the white stone?

Frampton looked utterly blank. 'Blimey, mate. What's all that about? I'll be bleedin’ glad just to get back
toatrenchand aniceplateof bully . . .

As he spoke the words he frowned, shivered, and glanced around. That cascade of uncertainty returned
to hisfeatures, and he began to tremble violently. Thisain't right . . ." he whispered, looking from oneto
the other of us.

'What isn't right? | asked.

Thiswhole place. | think I'm dreaming. | can't hear gunfire. | don't fed right.' He rubbed hisfingerson his
cheeks and chin, like afrozen man rubbing circulation back into hisflesh. Thisjust ain't right,’ he
repeated, and looked up into the night sky, at the breeze-blown foliage. | thought tears glistened in his
eyes. He amiled. 'Maybe I'll pinch mesdlf. Maybe I'm dreaming. I'll wake up in alittlewhile. That'sit. I'll
wake up and everything will beright again.'

And with that he tugged at Sorthalan’s cloak and curled up by the shaman, like achild, deeping.

For my part, | managed to deep alittletoo. So did Keeton, | think. We were woken abruptly, sometime
before dawn. The riverside was beginning to become visible with the approaching day.

What had woken us was a sudden, distant shot.

Sorthalan, hugged in his cloak, was watching us through narrowed, dew-touched eyes. He remained
expressonless. Therewas no sign of Billy Frampton.

‘A shot,' Keeton said.
'Yes. | heard it
'My pigtal ...’

Welooked back towards the place where the Hawks had attacked us, then shrugged off our smple
coverings. Chilled and aching from the hard ground, we ran together dong theriver shore.

Keeton saw it, and shouted to me. We stood by the tree and stared at his pistol, which was hooked on



to athin branch. Touching it gently, Keeton sniffed the barrel and confirmed that it had just been fired.

'He must havefixed it like that so that it wouldn't follow him into theriver,' Keeton said. Weturned and
dared at the flowing waters, but there was no sign of blood or of the infantryman himsdlf.

'He knew,' Keeton said. 'He knew what he was. He knew that he had no redl life. He ended it in the only
honourable way.’

Maybe I'm dreaming. That's it. I'll wake up and everything will be right again.

| don't redly know why, but for awhile | felt inordinately sad, and rather irrationaly angry with Sorthaan,
who seemed to me to have created a human being smply to be used and expended. The truth of the
matter, of course, wasthat Billy Frampton had been no more real than the ghosts which hovered in the
foliage around our camp.

The Valley

There waslittle time available for brooding over Framp-ton's death, however. When we got back to the
camp, Sorthalan had dready rolled up the hides from the camp, and was aboard the small boat, making
preparationsto sail.

| picked up my haversack and spear and waved to the boatman, finding it hard to smile.

But ahand pushed me forward from behind, and | ssumbled towards the river. Keeton had likewise been
propelled towards the boat, and Sorthalan shouted aword at us, indicating that we should jump aboard.

Around us, the dementalswere like a perpetud breeze, and the touch of fingers on my face and neck
was both disturbing and comforting. Sorthalan extended ahand to hel p us board, and we hunkered down
in the midships, on the rough seats. Symbols and faces had been painted and carved, or smply

scratched, dl around the inner hull -the marks, perhaps, of the families who had origindly sailled with the
first boatman. At the prow, peering towards us, was the grimacing face of abear, its eyes peculiarly
danted, two stubby horns suggesting more of an amagamation of deity-figures than the smple bear itsalf.

Suddenly the sail flapped noisily and unfurled. Sorthalan walked about the boat, tethering therigging. The
vessel rocked once, then spun out into the river, turned about, and went with the flow. The sail billowed
and stretched, the ropes creaked and snapped, and the boat listed sharply. Sorthalan stood at the long
rudder, his cloak wrapped about him, his gaze fixed now on the degpening gorge ahead of us. A fine
spray cut from the water's surface and cooled our skins. The sun was low and the shadow of the high
cliffswas dill cast darkly acrossthe surging river. The eementals flowed through the trees, and acrossthe
waters ahead of us, making the water ripple with an eerielight.

At Sorthalan'sinstruction, Keeton and | took positions at various rigging stations. We soon learned how
to tug and loosen the sal to take full advantage of the dawn winds. The river curved and meandered
through the chasm. We skipped over the waters, surging ahead faster than aman could run.

It grew colder, and | was glad of my oilskin. The landscape around us began to show signs of seasonal
change, adarkening of the foliage, then athinning. It became acold, late autumnd forest, in ablesk,
seemingly endless gorge. The cliff topswere so far above us that few details could be seen, though
squinting againgt the bright sky on several occasions| saw movement up there. Occasiondly, grest



bouldersfell heavily and noidly into the river behind us, causing the boat to rock violently. Sorthaan just
grinned and shrugged.

It seemed that the boat was dragged by a current, faster and faster. It shot over rapids, with Sorthalan
working the rudder expertly, and Keeton and myself hanging on to the rowlocks for desr life. Oncewe
came periloudy closeto the chasm's sides, and only frantic tacking of the sail avoided disaster.

Sorthalan seemed unbothered. His e ementals were now adark and brooding swarm of shape behind
and above us, dthough occasionally astresk of snuous light would dart ahead, winding up through the
autumnd forest which lined the gorge.

Where were we going? Attempts to get an answer to that question were met with asingle finger prqdded
upwards, towards the plateau on the inward side of theriver.

We cameinto the sun, theriver ablinding, brilliant gold. The e ementa crowded ahead of us, forming a
gloomy veil through which the sun was dimly filtered. In shadow again, we gasped as we saw animmense
stonefortress, rigng from the water's edge and built up the whole of the dliff to our right. It wasan
astonishing sSight, aseries of towers, turrets, and crendlated walls, seemingly crawling up the rock itself.
Sorthaan urged the boat to the far side of the river and beckoned usto lower our heads. | soon saw
why. A hail of bolts struck the boat and the water around us.

When we were beyond firing range | was instructed to wrench the short wooden shafts from the outer
hull, ajob more difficult than it sounds.

We saw other things on thewalls of the ravine, most notably ahuge, rusting meta shape, intheform of a
man.

‘Taod' Keeton breathed as we sailed rapidly past, thewind tugging noisily at the sail. The giant metal
machine, ahundred feet high or more, was crushed against the rocks, partly consumed by trees. Onearm
was outstretched across the river and we sailed through the shadow of the huge hand, half expecting it to
suddenly fall and grasp us. But this Tal os was dead, and we passed on from its sad, blind face.

A strong surge of anxiety made me demand repeatedly in English, 'Where the hell are wegoing,
Sorthdan?

Chrigtian, by now, was miles away, days avay.

Theriver could be seen to be curving asif around the plateau. We had covered many many miles
ourselves, and the day was nearly done. Indeed, abruptly Sorthalan pulled the boat to the shore, moored
it and made camp. It was a cold evening, very wintry. We huddled by thefire, and spent severa hoursin
slence before curling up to deep.

There followed another day of the same, aterrifying journey across rocky shalows, down endlessrapids,
around great swirling pools, where silver-backed fish of incredible size darted at us.

Another day's sailing, another day of watching ruins, shapes and the sgns of primitive activity on the
enclosing cliffs. At one point we passed below a cave community. The scrubby trees had been cleared,
exposing the cliff face, and there were nearly twenty caverns carved, or fashioned, in that vertiginous
wall. Faces peered down at us as we sailed past, but | could see no more detail than that.

It was on the third day that Sorthalan cried out cheerfully, and pointed ahead. | peered over the Side,
squinting againgt the bright sun, and saw that the river was spanned by ahigh, crumbling bridge, which
extended from dliff top to diff top.



Sorthaan guided the boet to the inward shore, furled the sail, and let thelittle vessal coast on the current
until it was below the huge stone edifice. A great shadow passed over us. Theimmensity of that bridge
was bresthtaking. Bizarre faces and animal forms had been carved on the span. The supporting pillars
were shaped from the cliff itself. The whole bridge wasfalling into decay, and even aswe were
clambering ashore ahuge stone, twice my height, detached itself noisily from the arch above us and
curled slently and terrifyingly down to the water, where its splash nearly swvamped the three of us.

We began to climb amost a once. What was a daunting prospect proved to be far easier than | had
expected, since there were ample hand and footholds in the cruddly-carved supporting pillars. The
tenuous shapes of Sortha-lan's entourage were clearly visible around us, and | redized they were
actudly helping us, for my pack and spear seemed lighter than 1'd expected.

Abruptly the full weight of my pack returned. K eeton gasped too. He was poised precarioudy on the
sheer pillar, three hundred yards or more above the river, and suddenly unaided for thefirst time.
Sorthaan scrambled on, caling to usin his ancient tongue.

| risked only one glance down. The boat was so tiny, and the river so distant, that my stomach gave way
and | groaned doud.

'Hang on,’ called Keeton, and | looked up, and took reassurance from his grin.
"They werehelping us' | said as| hauled mysdlf after him.

Tied to the boat, he said. 'Limited distance they can move, no doubt. Never mind. Nearly there. Only
about haf amiletogo. . .

For the last hundred yards we climbed up the vertica face of the bridge itself. The wind tugged and
teased at me, asif handswere pulling at my pack, trying to didodge me from the greet structure. We
climbed over one of the grinning gargoyle faces, using its nogtrils, eyes and lips as handholds. Eventualy |
fet Sorthdan's strong hands clutching at my arms, dragging meto safety.

Wewaked briskly to the plateau, over the crumbling bridge gate and through the trees beyond. The land
doped up, and then down, and we emerged on to arocky knoll from where we could see acrossthe
wide, winter landscape of theinner realm.

This, clearly, was asfar as Sorthadan would accompany us. Hislegend, his purpose, bound him to the
river. In our time of need he had come to our aid, and now he had shown me the way to Guiwenneth, the
shortest way.

Hefound a bare patch of rock, and used a sharp stone to scratch out the map that | would memorize.
Digtantly, mere vague outlines on the far horizon, | could see twin peaks, snow-capped mountains. He
indicated them on the rock, and drew the valley between them, and the standing stone. He showed how
thevalley led to forest that bordered a part of the great wall of flame. | could see no smoke from here;
the distance was too great. He marked, then, the way we had sailed. We were closer to the valley than at
the place where Chrigtian had crossed theriver. If Guiwenneth did escape from my brother, and made
her way, by whim or ingtinct to the valley of her father's grave, then Chrigtian would have severd more
days journey.

We were closer to the stone than he was.

Sorthalan's last gesture was an interesting one. He drew my flint-bladed spear from where | had secured
it in my pack and made the mark of an eye upon the shaft, about two feet from the stone blade. Through
the eye he scratched arune like an inverted 'V, with asquiggle on onetail. Then he stood between the



two of us, ahand on each of our shoulders, and propelled us gently towards the winter land.

Thelast | saw of him, he was crouched on the bare rock, staring into the far distance. As| waved so he
waved back, then rose and vanished into the trees behind him, making hisway back to the bridge.

| have lost track of time, so thisisDAY X. The cold is growing more severe. Both of us concerned that we may not be
equipped for an intensely cold environment. Twice during the last four days, snow has fallen. On each occasion only
flurries, which drifted through the bare branches of the winter wood and hardly settled. But an ominous portent of
what isto come. From higher ground, where the forest thins, the mountains look uninviting and sinister. We are
getting closer to them, certainly, but the days go past and we seem to make no real ground.

Steven is becoming more on edge. Sometimes heis sullenly silent, at others he shouts angrily, blaming Sorthalan for
what he sees as an interminable delay. He is growing so strange. He looks more like his brother. | had afleeting
glimpse of C in the garden, and while Sisyounger, his hair iswild, his beard thick, now. He walksin the same
swaggering manner. He isincreasingly adept with sword and spear, while my own facility with a spear or knivesis
non-existent. | have seven rounds left for the pistol.

For my part | find it continually fascinating to think that Steven has become a myth character himself! Heisthe
mythago realm's mythago. When he kills C the decay of the landscape will reverse. And since | am with him, | suppose
| am part of the myth myself. Will there be storiestold one day of the Kinsman and his companion, the stigmatized
Kee, or Kitten, or however the names get changed? Kitten, who had once been able to fly above the land, now
accompanying the Kinsman through strange landscapes, ascending a giant bridge, adventuring against strange
beasts. If we do become legends to the various historical peoples scattered throughout thisrealm . . . what would that
mean? Will we somehow have become areal part of history? Will the real world have distorted tales of Steven and
myself, and our quest to avenge the Outsider's abduction? | cannot remember my folklore well enough, but it intrigues
me to think that tales -of Arthur and his Knights, perhaps (Sir Kay?) - are elaborate versions of what we are
undertaking now!

Names change with time and culture. Peregu, Peredur, Perci-val? And the Urscumug - aso caled Urshucum. | have
been thinking alot about the fragmentary legend associated with the Urscumug. Sent into exile in avery far-off land,
but that land was England, and an England at the very end of the Ice Age. So who sent them? And from where? | keep
thinking of the Lord of Power, who could change the weather, whose voice echoed around the stars. Sion. Lord Sion. |
think of names, words, half remembered. Ursh. Sion. Earth, perhaps. Science, perhaps. Earth watchers exiled by
Science?

Do the earliest of folk-heroes, or legendary characters, come not from the past but from. ..

Whimsy! Simple whimsy. And thereis the rational man in me again. | am hundreds of milesinto arealm outside the
normal laws of space and time, but | have come to accept the strangeness as normal. That said, | still cannot accept
what | believe to be abnormal.

What happened, | wonder, to the Kinsman's friend? What has legend told of faithful Kitten? What will happen to me if
| do not find the Avatar?

We began to starve. The woodland was a desolate and seemingly uninhabited place. | saw certain fowl
birds, but had no means of catching them. We crossed brooks and skirted small lakes, but if there were
fish in them then they chose to hidewell from our sght. The onetime we saw asmdl hind | called for
Keeton's pistal, but he refused to giveit, and in my momentary confusion | let the beast escape, even
though | charged between the sparse thickets in pursuit and flung my spear with dl my might.

K eeton was becoming superstitious. At some point in the last few days he had managed to lose dl but
seven bullets. These he guarded with hislife. | found him examining them. He had marked one with his
initids. Thisismine," he said. 'But one of the others. . .

'One of the otherswhat?

He looked at me, hollow-eyed and haunted. "We can't take from the redlm without sacrifice hesaid. He
looked down at the other six bulletsin his hand. 'One of these belongsto the Huntsman. Oneishis, and
hell destroy something preciousif | should useit by mistake.’



Perhaps he was thinking of the legend of the Jagad. | don't know. But he would no longer use the pistal.
We had taken too much from the redlm. There had to be atime of repaying favour.

'Soyou'll forceusto starve,' | said angrily, ‘through aslly whim!

His breath frosted, moisture forming on the sparse hair of his moustache. The burned skin of his chin and
jaw was quite pae. 'Wewon't starve, he said quietly. "There are villages dong the way. Sorthaan
showed usthat.'

We stood, tense and angry in the frozen forest, watching asafdl of light snow drifted from the grey
heavens.

'l smelled wood smoke afew minutes ago, he said suddenly. 'We can't befar.’
‘Let'ssee, shal we? | replied, and pushed past him, walking briskly on the hard forest floor.

My face was suffering badly from the cold, despite my growth of beard. Keeton's enclosing leathers kept
him warm. But my oilskin cape, though a good waterproof, was not good thermal wear. | needed an
animal skin, and athick fur hat.

Within minutes of thet brief and hogtile confrontation, | too smelled awood-burning fire. It wasa
charcoa maker, infact, in acleared woodland glade, an earth mound over adeep fire pit, untended. We
followed the beaten track to the stockade of the village, just visible ahead, then hailed the occupantsin as
friendly atone aspossible.

They were an early Scandinavian community - | can't say "Viking, athough their origina legend must
suredly haveincluded some eements of warriorhood. Three long houses, warmed by large open fires,
peered out into ayard overrun with animals and children. But the sSigns of past destruction were evident,
for afourth house was burned to aruin, and outside the village was an earth mound of a different sort
from the charcod maker - atumulusin which, weweretold, eighty kinsfolk lay, daughtered some years
before by ...

Wall, of course.
The Outsider.

They fed uswell, dthough eating food from human craniawas unnerving. They sat around us, tall,
far-haired menin great furs; tall, angular women in patterned cloaks; tal, bright-eyed children, their hair,
boy and girl dike, braided over the crown. They supplied us with dried meat and vegetables, and a
flagon of sour ae that we would jettison as soon as we were beyond the stockade. They offered us
weapons, which was astonishing, since asword to any early culture represented not just wealth, but
possession of an implement that was normally very difficult to obtain. We refused. We did accept,
though, their gifts of heavy reindeer-hide cloaks, which | substituted for my own cape. The cloak was
hooded. Warm &t last!

Swathed in these new clothes, we took our leave on amist-shrouded, icy dawn. We followed tracks
back through the woodland, but during the day the fog became denser, dowing usdown. It was a
frustrating experience, which did not help my humour. Always at the back of my mind was a picture of
Chrigtian, getting closer to thefire, gpproaching the redlm of Lavondyss where the spirits of men were not
tied to the seasons. | could aso clearly see Guiwenneth, trussed and despondent behind him. Even the
thought of her riding like the wind towards her father's valey was becoming hopelesdy anguished. This
trek was taking so long. Surdly they would be there before us!



Thefog lifted later in the day, though the temperature dropped still further. The wood was ableak, grey
place, stretching endlesdy around us; the sky was overcast and sombre. | frequently shinned up thetaller
treesto look for the twin peaks ahead of us, for reassurance.

Thewood, too, wasincreasingly primitive, thick stands of hazel and em, and an increasing
preponderance of birch on the higher ground, but the comforting oak seemed almost gone, except that
occasionally there would be abrooding stand of the trees, around aclear, cold glade. Rather than being
afraid of these clearings, Keeton and | found them to be sanctuaries, hearteasing and welcoming.
Towards each dusk, the moment of finding such adell was the moment of camping.

For aweek we trekked acrosstheicy land. Lakes were frozen. Icicles hung from the exposed branches
of trees at the edge of clearings, or open land. When it rained we huddled, miserable and depressed. The
rain froze, and the landscape glittered.

Soon the mountainswere alot closer. There wasasmell of snow on the air. The woodland thinned, and
we peered along ridges where old tracks would once have passed. And from this high land we saw the
smoke of firesin the distance, avillage haven. Keeton became very quiet, but also very agitated. When |
asked him what was wrong he couldn't say, except that he felt very londly, that the time of parting was
coming.

The thought of not having Keeton's company was not pleasant to contemplate. But he had changed over
the days, becoming increasingly superdtitious, more and more aware of his own mythologicd role. His
diary, essentidly amundane account of journey and pain (his shoulder was il hurting him) repeatedly
asked the question: what isthe future for me? What haslegend told of Brave K.?

For my part | had ceased to worry about how the legend of the Outsider ended. Sorthalan had said that
the story was unfinished. | took that to mean that there was no preordination of events, that time and
Stuation were mutable. My concern was only for Guiwenneth, whose face both haunted and inspired me.
She seemed adways to be with me. Sometimes, when the wind was mournful, | thought | could hear her
cry. | longed for pre-mythago activity: | might have glimpsed a doppelganger, then, and taken comfort
from that illusory closeness. But since passing the zone of abandoned places all that activity had gone -
for Keeton too, dthough in his case, the loss of the shifting peripherd shapeswasamercy.

We came within sSght of the village and redlized that we had come back, now, to something dmost dien
inits primitiveness. There was awooden palisade on araised earth bank. Outside the bank were afew
yards of chipped and razor sharp rocks, rammed into the ground like crude spikes, asimple defence,
smply overcome. Beyond thewall the huts were of stone, built around sunken floors. Crossed wooden
beams formed the support for roofs of turf and occasiondly a primitive sort of thatch. Thewhole
community had the fed of being more subterranean than earth bound, and as we entered the gateway
through the earth wall we were conscious only of the dull stone, and the heavy smell of turf, both fresh
and burning.

An old man, supported by two younger bloods, came towards us, they al wielded long, curved staffs.
Their clothing was the ragged and titched hides of animals, formed into tunics with trousers below, tied
at the calves with leather. They wore bright headbands, from which dangled feathers and bones. The
younger men were clean-shaven; the old man had aragged white growth of beard that grew to his chest.

He reached towards us as we approached, and held out a clay pot. In the pot was adark red cream. |
accepted the gift, but more was obvioudy required. Behind them afew huddled figures had appeared,
men and women, wrapped againgt the cold, watching us. | noticed bones lying on raised platforms
beyond the squat huts.



And ontheair camethe smdl of grilled oniond

| passed the clay pot to the old man, and leaned forward, imagining that | was expected to daub my
featuresin some way. He seemed pleased and touched hisfinger to the ochre, then quickly drew aline
on each of my cheeks, repeating the decoration on Keeton. | took the pot back, and we went deeper
into the village. Keeton was till agitated, and after amoment said, 'He's here.!”

'Who's here?
But there was no answer to my question. Keeton wastotally absorbed in his own thoughts.

Thiswas aNeolithic people. Their language was asinister series of gutturals and extended diphthongs, a
weird and incomprehensible communication that defies even phonetic reproduction. | looked around the
bleak and uninviting community for some sign of the connection with myth, but there was nothing to
demand interest save for an enormous, white-fac.aded tumulus being constructed on aknall of high land
towards the mountains, and an el aborate display of intricately patterned boulders surrounding the central
house. Work was till continuing on the carving of these stones, supervised by aboy of no more than
twelve years of age. He wasintroduced as Ennik-tig-encruik, but | noticed he was referred to as 'tig'.
He watched us searchingly aswe, in turn, watched the work of pecking out patterns using antler and
stone.

| was reminded of the megalithic tombs of thewest, of Irdland in particular, acountry | had visited with
my parents when | had been about seven years old. Those great tombs had been silent repositories of
myth and folklore for thousands of years. They werefairy castles, and the golden-armoured little folk
could often be seen by night, riding from the hidden passagesin the mounds.

Were these people associated with the earliest memories of the tombs?

It was a question never to be answered. We had come too far inwards; we had journeyed too far back
into the hidden memories of man. Only the Outsder myth could be related to these primitive times, and
the earliest Outsiders of them al: the Urshuca

A grey and shivery dusk enveloped the land. Freezing mist shrouded the mountains and the valleys
around. The woodland was astand of sinister black bones, arms raised through theicy fog. Thefiresin
the earth huts belched smoke from the holesin the turf roofs, and the air became sweet with the smell of
burning hazelwood.

Keeton abruptly stripped off hisfurs and pack, |etting them fal to the ground. Despite my query, he
ignored me, and ignored the old man, walking past him towards the far sde of the enclosure. The
white-haired elder watched him, frowning. | called Keeton's name, but was aware of the futility of the
act. Whatever had suddenly come to obsess the airman, it was his business alone.

| was taken to the main hut and fed fully on a vegetable broth in which rather unpleasant chunks of fowl
werefloating. Thetastiest food presented to me was a biscuit, made from agrain, nutty in flavour, with a
dight aftertaste of straw - not at al bad.

In the early evening, replete but feding very isolated, | stepped out into the yard beyond the huts, where
torches burned brightly, throwing the palisade into shadowy relief. A brisk, freezing wind blew, and the
torches guttered noisily. Two or three of the Neoliths watched me from their furs, talking together quietly.
From below acanopy, where light burned, came the sharp strike of bone on stone, where an artist
worked late into the night, anxious to express the earth symbol s that the boy 'tig' was summoning.

In the distance, as| peered into the nightland, other fires burned between the mountains. These pinpricks



of light were clearly communities. But in the far distance, eerily illuminating the mist, was a stronger,
widdy diffuse glow. We were dready coming into range of the barrier of fire, the wdl of flame
maintained by flame-talkers, the boundary between the encroaching forest and the clear land beyond.
There, the world of mythago wood entered a timeless zone that would be unexplorable.

Keeton called my name. | turned and saw him standing in the darkness, athin figure without his
protective clothing.

'What's going on, Harry? | asked as | stepped up to him.

‘Timeto go, Steve,' hesaid, and | saw that there weretearsin hiseyes. 'l didwarnyou. . .'
He turned and led me to the hut where he had been sheltering.

'l don't understand, Harry. Go where?

'God knows," he said quietly, as he ducked through the low doorway into the warm, smelly interior. ‘But |
knew it would cometo this. | didn't comewith you just for fun.'

'Y ou're making no sense, Harry,' | said as| straightened up.

The hut was smdll, but could have dept about ten adults. The fire burned healthily in the centre of the
earth floor. A matting of sorts had been laid around the edge of the floor space. Clay vessels cluttered
one corner; implements of bone and wood were stacked in another. Strands of grass and reed thatch
dangled from the low roof.

There was only one other occupant of the hut. He sat across from the fire, frowning as | entered,
recognizing me even as| recognized him. His sword was resting against the supporting pillar for the roof.
| doubt if he could have stood in that tiny place even if he'd wanted to.

'Stiv'nl' he exclaimed, his accent so like Guiwenneth's.

And | crossed the floor to him, dropped to my knees, and with a sense of incredible confusion, and yet
great pleasure, greeted Magidion, the Chieftain of the Jaguth.

My first thought, strangely, was that Magidion would be angry with me for having failed to protect
Guiwenneth. This sudden surge of anxiety must have made me seem asachild at hisknees. Thefeding
passed. It was Magidion himself, and his Jaguth, who had failed her. And besides: there was something
not right with the man. For atart, he was alone. Secondly, he seemed distracted and sad, and hisgrip
on my arm - awelcoming gesture - was uncertain and short-lived.

'I'velost her,' | said to him. 'Guiwenneth. She was taken from me!'

'Guiwenneth," he repeated, his voice soft. He reached out and pushed a branch deeper into the fire,
causing ashower of sparks and a sudden wave of heat from the declining embers. | saw then that there
weretears glistening in the big man's eyes. | glanced at Keeton. Harry Keeton was watching the other
man with an intendity, and a concern, that | could not fathom.

'He's been called,’ Keeton said.

'Cdled?

'Y ou told me the story of the Jaguth yoursdif -

| understood at once! Magidion, in his own time, had been summoned by the Jagad. First Guillauc, then



Rhyd-derch, and now Magidion. He was gpart from the others now, asolitary, questing figure, following
the whim of awoodland deity as strange as she was ancient.

"When was he summoned?

‘A few daysago.'

'Have you spoken to him about it?

Keeton merely shrugged. 'As much asispossble. Asusua. But it was enough
'Enough? | till don't understand.’

Keeton looked a me, and he seemed dightly anguished. Then he amiled thinly. 'Enough to givemea
dight hope, Steve!'

The"avatar"?

If | felt embarrassed as| said the word, Keeton just laughed. 'In away | wanted you to read what | was
writing.' He reached into the pocket of his motorcycle trousers and drew out the damp, dightly
dog-eared notebook. After cradling it in hishand for amoment he passed it to me. | thought therewas a
certain hopein his eyes, achange from the brooding man who had developed over the last few days.
'Keepit, Steve. | dwaysintended that you should.’

| accepted the notebook. ‘My lifeisfull of diaries!

"Thisoné's very scruffy. But there are one or two peoplein England . . ." He laughed as he said that, then
shook his head. 'One or two people back home. . . well, their names are written at the back. Important
peopleto me. Just tell them, will you?

Tdl themwhat?

'Where| am. Where I've gone. That I'm happy. Especialy that, Steve. That I'm happy. Y ou may not
want to give thewood's secret away . . .

| felt atremendous sadness. Keeton's face in the firelight was calm, dmost radiant, and he stared at
Magidion, who watched us both, puzzled by us, | thought.

'You'regoing with Magidion . . ." | said.

'He's reluctant to take me. But he will. The Jagad has called him, but his quest involvesaplacel saw in
that wood in France. | only glimpsed it briefly. But it was enough. Such aplace, Steve, amagic place. |
know | can get rid of this. . ." He touched the burn mark on hisface. His hand was shaking, hislips
trembling. It wasthefirst time, | realized, that he had ever referred to hiswound. 'I have never felt whole.
Can you understand that? Men lost arms and legs in the war and went on normally. But | have never felt
wholewith this. | waslogt in that ghost wood. It was awood like Ryhope, I'm sure of it. | was attacked
by ...something..." A hollow-eyed, frightened look. 'I'm glad we didn't come acrossit, Steve. I'm
glad, now. It burned me with itstouch. It was defending the place | saw. Such abeautiful place. What
can burn can unburn. It's not just weaponsthat are hidden in thisrealm, and legends of warriorsand
defenders of the right, and that sort of thing. Thereis beauty too, wish-fulfilment of amore... | don't
know how to describe it. Utopia? Peace? A sort of future vision of every people. A place like heaven.
Maybe heaven itsdf.

'You've come dl thisway to find heaven,' | said softly. To find peace, he said. That'stheword, | think.'



'‘And Magidion knows of this. . . peaceful place? 'He saw it once. He knows of the beast god that
guardsit, the"avatar" as| cdl it. He saw the city. He saw itslights, and the glimmer of its Streets and
windows. He walked around it by watching its spires, and listening to the night-calls of its priests. An
incredible place, Steve. Images of that city have dways haunted me. And that'strue, you know ..." He
frowned, realizing something even as he spoke. 'l think | dreamed of that place even in childhood, long
before| crashed in the ghost wood. | dreamed of it. Did | cresteit? Helaughed with a sort of weary
confusion. 'Maybe | did. My first mythago. Maybe| did.'

| was bone-weary, but | felt | had to know as much from Keeton as possible. | was about to lose him.
Thethought of his departure filled me with a powerful dread. To bedonein thisrealm, to be utterly aone

He could tell mevery little more. The full facts of his story were that he had crashed in ghost woodland,
with his navigator, and the two of them had stumbled, terrified and starving, through aforest as dense and
as uncanny as Ryhope Wood. They had struggled to survive for two months. How they had come across
the city was pure chance. They had been attracted by what they thought were the lights of atown, at the
edge of thewood. The city had glowed in the night. It was dien to them, unlike any city of history, a
glowing, gorgeous place, which beckoned them emotionaly and had them stumbling blindly towardsit.
But the city was guarded by creatures with terrifying powers, and one of these 'avatars had projected
firea Keeton, and burned him from mouth to belly. His companion, however, had dipped past the
guardian and the last Keeton had seen blinded by tears, hardly able to restrain the screams of pain, was
the navigator walking the bright streets, adistant silhouette, swalowed by colour.

Theavatar itsdlf had carried him away from the city and set him loose in the woodland fringes. It had
been awarning to him. He was captured by a German patrol and spent the rest of thewar in aprison
camp hospital. And after the war he had been unable to find that ghost wood, no matter how hard he
tried.

Concerning Magidion, there wasllittle moreto tell. The call had come afew days before. Magidion had
left the Jaguth and moved towards the heart of the realm, to the same valley which was my own
destination. For Magidion, and his sword-kin, the valley was a so a potent symbol, a place of spiritua
strength. Their leader lay buried there, brave Peredur. Each, on being summoned, made the trek to the
stone, before passing either inwards, through the flame and thence into no-time, or back out again, as
seemed to be Magidion's destiny.

He knew nothing of Guiwenneth. She had loved with her heart, and the tie with the Jaguth was broken.
Her anguish had summoned them to Oak Lodge, al those weeks ago, to comfort her, to reassure her
that she might, with their blessing, take this strange, thin young man as her lover. But Guiwenneth had
passed beyond them in her tale. They had trained her and nurtured her; now she needed to go to the
valey which breathed, to raise the spirit of her father. In the sory which my own father had told, the
Jaguth had ridden with her. But time and circumstances changed the details of astory and inthe version
that | wasliving out, Guiwenneth had been alost soul, destined to return to her valey asthe captive of an
evil and compassionless brother.

Shewould triumph, of course. How could it be otherwise? Her legend would have been meaningless
unless she overcame her oppressor, to triumph, to become the girl of power.

The valley was close. Magidion had aready been there, and was now retracing his steps across the inner
realm of forest.

When thefirefinaly died down, | dept like alog. Keeton dept too, though during the night | woke to the
sound of aman crying. We rose together beforefirst light. It was bitterly cold, and even in the hut our



breath frosted. A woman came in and began to make up the fire. Magidion freshened himsdlf, and
Keeton did likewise, breaking theice that had formed on aheavy stone pot of water.

We stepped outside into the enclosure. No-one e se was about, athough from al the huts camethe first
thin streamers of smoke. Shivering violently, | redized that snow was on itsway. The whole Neolithic
compound was bright with frost. The trees that loomed around its walls looked like crystal.

K eeton reached into hisleathers and drew out the pistol, holding it towards me.
'Perhaps you should have this," he said, but | shook my head.
"Thanks. But | don't think so. It wouldn't seem right to go againgt Chrigtian with artillery.’

He stared a me for a second, then smiled in aforlorn, almost fatalistic way. He pocketed the wespon
again and said, 'lt's probably for the best.'

Then, with the briefest of goodbyes, Magidion began to wak towards the gate. Keeton followed him, his
pack large upon his back. His body was bulky in the fur cloak. Even so, he seemed tiny next to the
antlered man who led the way into the dawn. At the gate Keeton hesitated and turned, raising ahand to
wave.

'l hopeyou find her," he called.
'l will, Harry. I'll find her and take her back.'

He hovered in the gateway, along, uncertain pause before he caled, 'Goodbye, Steve. Y ou've been the
best of friends!’

| was almost too choked to speak. 'Goodbye, Harry. Take care.’

And then there was a barked order from Magidion. The airman turned and walked swiftly into the gloom
of thetrees.

May you find your peace of mind, brave K. May your story be a happy one.

A terrible depression swamped mefor hours. | huddled in the small hut, watching the fire, occasiondly
reading and re-reading the entriesin Harry Keeton's notebook. | felt overwhelmed by panic and
loneliness, and for awhile was quite unable to continue my journey.

The old man with the white beard came and sat with me, and | was glad of his studious presence.
The depression passed, of course.

Harry was gone. Good luck to Harry. He had indicated to methat it was just two or three days journey
to the valey. Magidion had been there aready and there was a huntsman's shelter close by the stone. |
could wait there for Guiwenneth to arrive.

And Chrigtian too. The time of confrontation was scant days awvay.

| took my leave of the enclosure in the early afternoon and paced away through the thin flurries of snow
that swirled from the grey skies. The old man had marked my face with different ochres, and presented
me with asmal ivory figurinein the shape of abear. What purpose was served by paint andicon | have
no idea, but | was glad of both contributions and tucked the bear-talisman deeply into my
trouser-pocket.



| nearly froze to death that night, huddled under my canvastent in aglade that had seemed sheltered but
through which an evil wind blew continually from midnight to dawn. | survived the cold, and thefollowing
day | emerged on to clear ground, at the top of a dope, and was able to look over the woodland at the
digtant mountains.

It had been my impression that the valley of Peredur's stone lay between those imposing, snow-capped
dopes. Now | saw how wrong that belief was, how mideading Sorthalan's map had been.

From thisvantage point, | could glimpse for thefirst time the great wall of fire. Theland roseand fel ina
series of steep, wooded hills. Somewhere among them was the valey, but the barrier of fire, risng above
the dark forest in aband of brilliant yellow which merged with apd| of grey smoke, was clearly on this
gdeof themountains.

The mountains were in the realm beyond, the no-place where time ceased to have meaning.

Another night, thistime spent huddled in a sheltered overhang of rock, which could be madewarm by a
smdl fire. | wasreluctant to light that fire, Snce my shelter was on higher ground and the flame might have
been noticed. But warmth was a precious thing in that blesk and frozen landscape.

| sat in my cave, starving, yet without any interest in the meagre supplies| carried. | watched the
darkness of theland, and the distant glow of the flame-talker'sfire. It seemed, at times, that | could hear
the sounds of the burning wood.

During the night | heard a horse whinny. It was somewhere out among the moonlit trees, below the
overhang where | huddled. | moved in front of my dimming fireto try to block the light. The sound had
been muffled and distant. Had there been voices as well? Would anyone be travelling on so dark and
cold anight?

There was no further sound. Shaking with apprehension | crept back into my cave, and waited for dawn.

In the morning the land was shrouded in snow. It wasn't deep, but it made walking hazardous. Among
the treesit was easer to see the ground and avoid the twisting roots and trap-holes. The woodland
rustled and whispered in the white stillness. Animal's scampered within earshot, but were never visble.
Black birds screeched and circled above the bare branches.

Thefdl of snow grew heavier. | began to fedl haunted by it as| pushed on through the forest. Eachtimea
branch shifted and spilled snow on to the.ground | jumped out of my skin.

At some time during the morning a strange compulsion affected me. It was partly fear, | suppose, and
partly the memory of that horse, whinnying and complaining in the frozen night. | became convinced | was
being followed and started to run.

| ran easily for awhile, cautioudy picking my way through the snow-bound forest, careful of rootsand
covered pot-holes. Each time | stopped and stared back into the silent wood | thought | could hear a
furtive movement. The place was a shadowy, confusing mix of white and grey. Nothing moved in those
shadows, save the sprinkle of snowflakesthat drifted through the branches, a gentle accompaniment to

my increesingly panicky flight.

A few minuteslater | heard it. The unmistakable sound of ahorse, and the sound of men running. |
peered hard through the snow, and into the grey places between the trees. A voice cdled quietly and was
answered from my right. The horse whinnied again. | could hear the whisper of feet on the soft ground.

Now | turned towards the valley and began to run for my life. Behind me there was soon no attempt to



disguise the pursuit. The whickering of the horse wasloud and regular. The cries of the men hinted at
triumph. When | glanced back | saw shapes weaving through the forest. The rider and his horse loomed
largethrough the white vell.

| tripped as| ran, and ssumbled hard against atree, turning like an animal at bay and bringing down my
flintbladed spear. To my astonishment, wolves were leaping through the snow on either sde of me, some
casting nervous glances at me, but running on. Looking round, | saw thetal stag weaving between the
trees, pursued by thisvoracious pack. For asecond | was confused. Had the whole sensation of being
chased been nothing but the sound of nature?

But the horseman was there. The beast shook its head asitsrider kicked it forward, each step sending
the snow flying. The Fenlander sat adtrideit, cloaked and dark, holding his own lethaly-tipped javein
with arrogant ease. He watched me through narrowed eyes, then abruptly urged the horseinto arun,
bringing up thejavelin to drike.

| darted to one side, tangled in tree roots, my haversack swinging awkwardly. As| moved | blindly
swung the spear at my attacker. There was an anima sound of pain, and the spear was jerked roughly in
my hands. | had caught the horse in the flank, ripping itsflesh. It shook, then reared, and the Fenlander
was thrown from its back. He laughed as he sat in the snow, till watching me. Then he began to climb to
hisfeet, reaching for hisjavein.

| reacted without thinking, stabbing at him. The spear broke where Sorthalan had carved hiswatching
eye. The Fenlander stared stupidly at the stump of wood in his breast, then looked up a my shaking
figure, the broken shaft of the spear till held towards him. His eyesrolled up and he toppled backwards,
mouth open.

Snow began to coat hisfeatures.

| left him where he lay. What else should | do?1 threw the broken shaft aside and walked unsteadily on
through the woodland, wondering where the rest of the pack were. And where Christian was hiding.

And in thisway, trembling with the shock of thekill and lost in my nervous thoughts, | emerged from the
forest at thetop of the valey, where amournful wind blew.

Peredur's stone rose from the snow before me, a huge, wind-scoured pinnacle, towering above the land
to aheight of at least Sixty feet. | walked towards the grey megdlith, awestruck and deeply moved by the
slent authority of the monument. Undecorated, the stone had been formed from asingle hew, and had
been roughly dressed with the most primitive of tools. It tapered dightly towardsitstop, and was leaning
dightly towardsthewall of firea the far end of the valey. Snow had drifted against one side of the stone
and haf obscured the cruddly etched shape of a bird, whose species was not clear. Thiswasthe earliest
symbol representing Peredur, the smple association with the myth of rescue. Here, then, was Peredur's
stonefor al the ages of legend: astone for Peredur by whatever name he had been known, a place of
quest for the girl who had been rescued on the wing, in whatever form she had been known through the
centuries.

Guiwenneth. Her face was before me, more beautiful than before, her eyestwinkling with amusement.
Wherever | looked | could see her - in the hills, in the white branches, againgt the distant dark wall of
smoke. 'Inos c'da, Stivw'n," she said, and laughed, her hand across her mouith.

I'vemissed you,' | said.

‘My flintspear," she murmured, touching afinger to my nose. *You have the strength. My own precious
flintspear



)

Thewind was bitterly cold. It blew from the hills behind, feeding and fanning the flame-talker's barrier to
the innermost realm. Her voice faded, her pale features became lost against the snow. | walked around
the stone, wary of surprise by Christian's Hawks, almost crying out for Guiwenneth to be huddled there,
waiting for me.

Thefirgt thing | noticed wasthetrail of shalow prints, leading towards the trees and the far flame. The
snow had amost filled them in, but it was plain enough that someone had been to the stone, and had
walked on down thevalley.

| began to follow them, hardly daring to think of theidentity of their maker. The trees were densdy
clustered in the deep valley bottom. The snow was thick for awhile, but soon vanished from the ground
asthewarmth of thefirewall grew intense.

The crackle and roar of the flames mounted in volume. Soon | could see the fire through the wood. And
soon the whole wood ahead of mewas ablazing wall, and | stepped through a zone of charred and
skeleta trunks, their blackened branches like the stiffened limbs of fire victims. Smdl, charred remnants
of oak and hazdl, and dl the rest of the primitive wood, were slhouetted againgt the brilliance of the
flame; they looked like twisted human figures.

One of the figures moved, stepping pardld to thefire and disappearing behind the tall shadow of atree. |
moved quickly into cover and watched, then darted to a closer vantage point, trying to hug the sparse
cover and squinting to see againgt the brilliance of the firelight before me. Again there wasfurtive
movement. A tal shape - too tal for Guiwenneth - it carried something thet glinted.

| dropped to a crouch, then ran to asmall boulder and ducked behind it. | saw no more movement and
stepped cautioudy into the lee of a stooping, carbonized oak.

He rose from the ground like awraith, no more than five paces from me, a shadow emerging from the
shade. | recognized him at once. He was holding along-bladed sword. He was dripping with sweat and
had stripped down to a saturated dark-grey woollen shirt, opened to the waist, and loose cloth trousers,
tied at the calvesto stop them flapping. There were two recent cuts on hisface, one of which had gashed
across hiseye. He looked vile and violent, grinning through the dark beard. He held his sword as easily
asif it was made of wood, and came dowly towards me as he spoke.

'So you've cometo kill me, brother. Y ou've come to do the deed.’
'Did you think | wouldn't?

He stopped, smiled and shrugged. Ramming his sword into the ground he seemed to lean oniit. 'I'm
disappointed, though,' he said evenly. 'No stone-age spear.’

'l left the sharp end in your right-hand man. The Fenlander. Back in the woods.'

Chrigtian looked surprised at that, frowning dightly and glancing beyond Peredur's stone. "The
Fenlander?1 thought I'd sent him to the Underworld mysdif.’

‘Apparently not,' | said camly, but my thoughts were racing. What was Christian saying? Was he
implying that there had been acivil war within his band? Was he done, now, aone and abandoned by his
troop?

There was something weary, dmogt fatalistic, about my brother. He kept glancing at the fire, but when |
moved dightly in hisdirection he reacted promptly, and the red, gleaming blade stabbed towards me. He



dowly circled me, the fire becoming bright in hiseyes, and on the dried blood of hisface.

I must say, Steven, I'm impressed by your doggedness. | thought I'd hanged you at Oak Lodge. Then |
sent Six men back to settle with you by the river. What happened to them, | wonder?

"They'redl face down in theriver, well eaten by fish by now.’
'Shot, | suppose,' he said hitterly.
'Only one," | murmured. "The rest just weren't good enough swordsmen.’

Chrigtian laughed disbelievingly, shaking hishead. 'l like your tone, Steve. Arrogant. That's a strength.
Youredly are determined to be the avenging Kinsman.'

I want Guiwenneth. That'sdl. Killing you islessimportant. I'll do it if | haveto. I'd prefer not.'

Chrigtian's dow circling motion stopped. | held my Celtic blade menacingly and he cocked his heed,
examining the weapon. ‘Nicelittle toy," he said with cynicism, scratching his belly through the dark grey
materia of hisshirt. 'Useful for vegetables, | don't doubt.'

'‘And Hawks,' | lied.
Chrigtian was surprised. 'Y ou killed one of my men with that?
"Two heads, two hearts. . .’

For asecond my brother was silent, but then he just laughed again. 'What aliar you are, Steve. What a
nobleliar. | would do the same mysdlf.’

'Where's Guiwenneth?

'Well, now. There's aquestion. Where's Guiwenneth? Where indeed?
'She escaped from you, then.'

Rdlidf, like abird, had begun to flutter in my chest.

Chrigtian's smile was sour, however. | felt blood burning in my face, and the heat from the fire wall was
amost overwhelming. It roared and hissed as it blazed, atorrent of sound close by. ‘Not exactly,’
Chrigtian said dowly. 'Not escaped somuch as. . . letgo. . .

'‘Answer me, Chrisl Or | swear I'll cut you down!" Anger made me sound ridiculous.
'I've had alittle trouble, Steve. | let her go. | let them dll go.’
"Y our band turned againgt you, then.’

"They'returning in their graves, now.' He chuckled coldly. They were foolish to think they could
overpower me. They hadn't been reading their folklore. Why, only the Kinsman can kill the Outsder. I'm
honoured, brother. Honoured that you've come thisfar to put an end to me!'

Hiswords were hammer blows. By 'let go' he meant killed. Oh God, had he killed Guiwenneth too? The
thought overpowered my reason. Already hot enough to drop, | felt only anger, and the red hest of hate.
| ran at Christian, swinging my sword wide and hard. He backed away raising his own blade and laughing
asironrang on sted. | struck again, low down. The sound was like the dull tolling of abell. And again, at



his head - and again, athrusting blow to his belly. My arm ached as each stroke was parried with a
jarring, ferocious blow from Christian's own sword. Exhausted, | stopped, and stared at the flickering
shadows cast by the fire across his savage, grinning features. "What's happened to her? | said, breathless
and aching.

'Shelll be here," he said. 'In her owntime. A handy little girl, that. . . with aknife. . .'

And as he spoke he pulled open his dark shirt and showed me the spreading bloodstain over hisbelly
that | had taken for dark sweat. 'A good strike. Not fatal, but closeto fatal. I'm draining away, but of
course... | shan't die. . ." He growled as he spoke, then. 'Because only the Kinsman can kill me!'

As he said thewords so an animal look of rage came into his stare and he came at mein ablur of speed,
hissword invisble againgt thefire. | ft it dice the air on each sde of my head and a second later my
own blade was struck from my hand. It spun across the clearing. | staggered back dightly and tried to
duck below thefourth of Christian's strokes, which cut horizontally towards my neck and stopped dead
agang theskin,

| was shaking like aleaf, my lips dack, my mouth dry with shock.

'So thisisthe great Kinsman," heroared, irony and anger tainting the words. "Thisisthe warrior who
cameto kill hisbrother. Knees knocking, teeth chattering, a pathetic excuse for asoldier!”

There was nothing useful to be said. The hot blade was gently cutting more deeply into my neck.
Chrigtian's eyes seemed dmogt literaly to blaze.

' think they'll haveto rewrite the legend,’ he murmured with asmile. 'Y ou've come along way to be
humiliated, Steve. A long way to end up agrinning, flyblown head on hisown sword.'

In desperation | flung mysdlf away from his blade, ducking down and more than haf hoping for amiracle.
| faced him again and was shocked at the death mask that was hisface, hislips drawn back exposing
white teeth that now glowed yellow. He swept his sword from side to side, a blur of speed and wind, as
regular as a heartbest. Each time the point passed by, the tip touched my eydids, my nose, my lips. |
backed steadily away. Chrigtian stepped steadiiy after me, taunting me with his kill.

All at once hetripped me with the sword, dedlt me a stinging blow to the buttocks, then lifted me to my
feet, the sharp edge below my chin. Asbefore, in the garden, he pushed me back against atree. As
before, he had the better of me. Asbefore, the scenewasringed by fire.

And Christian was an old and weary man.

'I don't care about legends," he said quietly, and again looked at the roaring flames. The bright fire shone
on the blood and swest that caked his features. He turned back to me, speaking dowly, hisface closeto
mine, hisbreath surprisngly sweet. 'I'm not going to kill you' . . . Kinsman. I'm beyond killing, now. I'm
beyond everything.'

'l don't understand.’

Chrigtian hesitated for amoment and then, to my surprise, released me and backed away. Hewaked a
few pacestowardsthefire. | remained where | was, clutching the tree for support, but aware that my
own sword was close by.

With his back to me, stooping dightly asif in pain, he said, 'Do you remember the boat, Steve? The
Voyager T



'Of course | do.'

| was astonished. What atimeto get nostalgic. But thiswas no mere soft memory. Christian turned back
towards me and now he glowed with anew emation: excitement. '‘Remember when we found it? The day
with the old Aunt? That little ship came out of Ryhope Wood as good as new. Remember that, Steve?

'‘Asgood as new,’ | agreed. 'And six weeks later.'
'Six weeks," Chrigtian said dreamily. "The old man knew. Or thought he did.’

| pushed away from the tree and gingerly stepped towards my brother. 'He referred to the distortion of
time. In hisdiary. It wasone of hisfirg red ingghts'

Christian nodded. He had let his sword relax. The perspiration poured from him. He looked vacant, then
in pain. He seemed dmost to sway. Then his focus sharpened.

'I've been thinking alot about our little Voyager,' he said, and looked up and around. 'There's more to
this realm than Robin Hood and the Twigling.' His gaze fixed on me. "Thereés more to legend than heroes.
Do you know what's beyond the fire? Do you know what's through there? With grest difficulty he used
his sword to point behind him.

They cdl it Lavondyss,' | sad.
Hetook adifficult step forward, one hand on his sde, the other using his sword asa stick.

‘They can cdl it what they like," he said. 'But it'sthe Ice Age. Thelce Age that covered Britain more than
ten thousand years ago!’

'‘And beyond the Ice Age, the interglacial, | suppose. And then the Ice Age before that, and so on, back
to the Dinosaurs. . '

Christian shook his head, contemplating me with deadly seriousness. 'Just the lce Age, Steve. Or s0 I'm
told. After al - another grin - 'Ryhope Wood isavery small wood.'

'What's your point, Chris?

'‘Beyond thefireisthe lce, he said. 'And withinthe Ice ... asecret place. I've heard stories about it,
rumours. A beginning place. . . something to do with the Urscumug. And then, beyond the Ice there'sthe
fire again. Beyond thefire, the wildwood.' And then England. Normd time. I've been thinking about the
Voyager. Wasit scarred and damaged as it salled through the realm? It must have been. It must have
been here alot longer than six weeks! But what happened to that damage? Maybe. . . maybeit fell
away. Maybe asit came through the wood the reallm took back the timeit had imposed upon it. Do you
seewhat I'm saying? Y ou've been here, how long? Three weeks? Four? But outside, only afew days
have passed, perhaps. The realm has imposed time upon you. But perhapsit takes back that timeif you
gothroughitintheright way.'

'Eternd youth .. ' | said.

'Not intheleast!" he exclamed, asif frustrated by my failure to understand. ‘Regeneration.
Compensation. I'm fourteen, fifteen years older than | would have been if I'd stayed at Oak Lodge. |
think the realm will let me shed those years, and the scars, and the pain, and the anger. . ." He suddenly
sounded asif hewasimploring me. 'I've got to try, Steve. Theré's nothing left for me now.'

'Y ou've destroyed therealm,’ | said. 'I've seen the decay. We have to fight, Chris. Y ou have to be killed.'



For amoment he said nothing to that, then made a sound halfway between scorn and uncertainty.
'Could you redly kill me, Steve? he asked, with aquiet tone of menacein hisvoice.

| made no answer. He wasright, of course. | probably couldn't. | could have doneit in the heat of the
moment, but watching thiswounded, failing man, | knew | could probably not strike the blow.

Andyet...
And yet so much depended on me, on my courage, on my resolve.
| began to fed dizzy. The hest from the fire was exhausting, draining.

My brother said, 'In away you have killed me. All | wanted was Guiwenneth. But | couldn't have her.
Sheloved you too much. It destroyed me. I'd looked for her for too many years. The pain of finding her
was too grest. | want to leave therealm, Steve. Let mego -’

Surprised by hiswords, | said, 'l can't stop you going.'
"You'll hunt me. I need peace. | need to find my own peace. | must know that you won't be behind me.’
'Kill methen,’ | said bluntly.

But he just shook his head and laughed ironicaly. Y ou've risen from the dead twice, Steven. I'm
beginning to be afraid of you. | don't think I'll try it athird time.’

'Wdll, thank you for that at least.’
| hesitated, then asked quietly, 'ls she dive?

Christian nodded dowly. 'She'syours, Steve. That's how the story will be told. The Kinsman showed
compassion. The Outsder was reformed and left the redlm. The girl from the greenwood was reunited
with her lover. They kissed by thetal white stone. . .

| watched him. | believed him. Hiswords were like asong that brings tearsto the eyes.

'| shdl wait for her, then. And thank you for sparing her.’

'She'sahandy little girl," Christian repeated, touching his scomach wound again. ‘I had very little choice.’
Something in hiswords. . .

He turned from me and walked towards the fire. The thought that | was about to bid aglad adieu to my
brother stopped me thinking about Guiwenneth for amoment.

"How will you get through?

'Earth,’ he said, and reached for his cloak. He had piled soil into the hood. He held the garment like a
ding; with hisfree hand he gouged a handful of dirt from the ground and flung it into thefire. Therewasa
gplutter and a sudden darkening of the flame, asif the earth had swamped the conflagration.

'It'saquestion of the right words and sufficient dirt to scatter through the flames," he said. 'l learned the
words, but the quantity of Mother Earth isa problem.’ He glanced round. 'I'm a pretty poor shaman.'

"Why not go dong theriver? | said as he began to swing the cloak. That's your easiest option, surely.
The Voyager madeit through that way?



‘River'sblocked to people like me," he said. The cloak was swinging in agreet circle around his head.
'And besides, that's Lavondyss beyond the fire. Tir-na-nOc, dear Steven. Avaon. Heaven. Cdl it what
you like. It's the unknown land, the beginning of the labyrinth. The place of mystery. The realm guarded
not againg Man but against Man's curiosity. Theinaccessible place. The unknowable, forgotten past.' He
looked round a me, as he swung the heavily laden cloak. "When so muchislogt in the dark of timethere
must be amyth to glorify that lost knowledge.' Back to thefire, stepping forward as he spoke. 'Butin
Lavondyss the place of that knowledge il exists. And that's where I'm going first, brother. Wish me
luck!

'Luck!" | cried, as heflung the dirt from the cloak. The flames roared, then died, and for an instant | saw
theicy lands beyond, through the charred corpses of trees.

Chrigtian ran towards that temporary pathway through the surging fire, an old man, heavily built, limping
dightly ashiswound jarred painfully. He was about to achieve something that | had committed myself to
preventing -save that he was aone, now, and not with Guiwenneth. And yet | could scarcely bear to
think of what would happen to him in timeless Lavondyss. From hatred | had comefull circle and now
felt an uncontrollable sadness that | would probably never see him again. | wanted to give him something.
| wanted something of his, some memento, some piece of thelifel had lost. And as| fdt this, so |
thought of the oak-leaf amulet, ill around my neck and warm againgt my chest. | began to chase after
him, tearing at the necklet, ripping the heavy siver leaf fromitslesther binding.

'Chridl' | shouted. 'Wait! The oak leaf! For luck!'
And | threw it after him.

He stopped and turned. The silver talisman curved towards him and | redlized immediately what would
happen. | watched in numb horror as the heavy object struck him on the face, knocking him back.

‘Chridl'

Thefire closed in about him. There was along, piercing scream, then only the roar of the flames;
maintained by earth magic, they cut me off from my brother'sterrible fate.

| could hardly believe what had happened. | dropped to my knees, staring at thefire, deeply shocked
and shaking asif with afever.

But | couldn't cry. No matter how hard | tried, | couldn't cry.

Heartwood

It was done, then, Christian was dead. The Outsider was dead. The Kinsman had triumphed. Thelegend
had resolved in favour of the rellm. The destruction and decay would cease henceforth.

| turned from the fire and walked back through the crowded wood, to the snow line and on up the valley.
Around me, the land was blanketed with white. The bright stone that towered above me was almost
invisblein the heavy fdl. | walked past it, no longer afraid of confronting Christian's mercenaries.

| struck the stone with my sword. If | had expected the note to ring out acrossthe valley | waswrong.
The clang died dmost immediately, though no more quickly than my bellowed cry for Guiwenneth. Three



times| caled her name. Threetimes| was answered by nothing but the whisper of snow.

She had either been and gone, or had not yet arrived. Christian had implied that the stone was her
destination. Why had he laughed? What did he know that he had kept so secret?

| suppose | knew even then, but after such an agonizing journey in pursuit of her the thought was too
painful to contemplate, | was unprepared to acknowledge the obvious. And yet that same thought tied
me to the place, stopped meleaving. | had to wait for her, no matter what.

There was nothing e se in the world which mattered so much.

For anight and afull day | waited in the hunter's shelter, close to Peredur's monument, warming myself
by afire of em. When it opped snowing | walked the land around the stone, calling for her, but to no
avall. | ventured down the valey asfar as| dared and stood in the forest, staring at the huge wall of fire,
fedling its heat melt the snow around, bringing an uncanny sense of summer to thismost primitive of dl
woodlands.

She cameto the valey during the second night, walking so softly acrossthe snow carpet that | amost
missed her. The moon was haf full, the night bright and clear, and | saw her. She was ahunched and
miserable shape waking dowly through the trees, towards the imposing rise of the monalith.

For somereason | didn't shout her name. | tugged on my cloak and stepped from my tiny enclosure,
wading through the driftsin pursuit of the girl. She seemed to be staggering as she walked. She remained
hunched up, folded in on hersalf. The Moon, behind the monoalith, made the stone a sort of beacon,
beckoning to her.

She reached the place of her father's buria and stood, for amoment, staring up at the rock marker. She
caled for him then, and her voice was hoarse, breaking with cold and pain, and pure exhaustion.

'Guiwenneth!' | said doud, as| stepped through the trees. She visibly jumped, and turned in the night.
It'sme. Steven.'

She looked pale. Her arms were folded across her body and she seemed tiny. Her long hair was lank,
soaked with snow.

| redlized that she was trembling. She watched mein terror as| approached. | remembered, then, how
like Chrigtian | must have seemed to her, darkly bearded, bulky with furs.

‘Chrigianisdead,’ | said. 'l killed him. I've found you again, Guin. We can go back to the Lodge. We
can be together without fear.’

Go back to the Lodge. The thought filled me with warm hope. A lifetime without distress, without worry.
Oh God, a that moment | wanted it so much!

'Steve.. . ." she said, her voice amere whisper.

And collapsed againgt the stone, clutching hersdf asif in pain. She was exhausted. The walk had taken
S0 much out of her.

| walked quickly to her and lifted her into my arms, and she gasped, asif I'd hurt her.
It'sdl right, Guin. Therésavillage close by. We can rest for aslong asyou like!

| put my handsinto the warmth of her cloak, and with a sense of terrible shock, felt the cold stickiness on



her belly.
'Oh Guinl OhGod, no. . .'
Christian had had the last word after dll.

Her hand, lifted with the last of her strength, touched my face. Her eyes misted, the sad gaze lingering on
me. | could hardly hear her bresthing.

| looked up at the stone. 'Peredur!’ | called desperately. 'Peredur! Show yourself!'

The stone stood silently above us. Guiwenneth folded herself more deeply into my embrace and Sghed, a
small sound in the cold night. | hugged her so hard | was afraid she would snap like atwig, but | had to
keep the warmth in her body somehow.

Then the ground shook alittle, and again. Snow fell from the top of the stone and was didodged from the
branches of trees. Another vibration, and another . . .

'He'scoming,’ | said tothe silent girl. "Y our father. HE's coming. Hell help.'

But it was not Guiwenneth's father that appeared around the stone, holding the limp carcass of the
Fen-lander initsleft hand. It was not the ghost of brave Peredur which stood above us, swaying dightly,
its breathing a steady, ominous sound in the darkness. | stared up at the moonlit features of the man who
had begun dl this, and had no strength to do anything but bitterly shout my disappointment as | tucked
Guiwenneth deegper into my cloak, bending my head above her, trying to make her invisible.

It must have stood there for aminute or more, and in al that time | waited for the fed of itsfingers
pinching about my shoulders, lifting me to my doom. When nothing happened | looked up. The
Urscumug was till there, watching me, eyes blinking, mouth opening and closing, showing the glistening
teeth within. It till held the Fenlander's body, but with a single, sudden motion that made me jump with
fright, it flung the corpse away, and reached for me.

Its touch was more gentle than | would have thought possible. It tugged a my arm, making me release
my protective grip upon Guiwenneth. It picked her up and cradled her body initsright arm aseasly asa
child cradlesatoy.

He was going to take her from me. The thought was too much to bear and | started to cry, watching the
shape of my father through ablur of tears.

Then the Urscumug stretched out its | eft hand to me. | stared at it for amoment, and then | redlized what
it wanted. | stood up and reached out to the hand, which enclosed minetotaly.

In thisway we waked round the stone, through the snow to the trees, and through the trees to the fire
wall aheed.

So much passed through my mind as | walked with my father. Thelook on his face was not a scowl of
hate, but a soft and sad expression of sympathy. In the garden of Oak Lodge, when the Urscumug had
shaken me so hard, perhaps he had been trying to shake life back into my body. At the wooded gorge,
when my father had hesitated, listening for us, perhaps he had known where we were dl the time, and
waswaiting for usto passhim by.

He had helped mein my pursuit of the Outsider, not hindered. When he - asdl thingsin therealm - had
come to need me, he had rediscovered compassion.



My father placed Guiwenneth on the hot ground. The fire roared into the sky. Treesblistered and
charred, branches faling in flames as they reached towards the barrier. It was an odd place. The sweat
poured from me, the hest of that supernatural inferno soaking me. The struggle was eterndl, | realized.
Thewadl of fire probably never moved - trees grew into it and were consumed. All thetime it was
maintained by the flame-takers, the first red heroes of modern humankind.

| had imagined that the three of uswere to pass through the flames, but | waswrong. My father reached
towards me and pushed me away.

'Don't take her fromme!’ | implored him. How beautiful she looked, face framed in red hair, skin glowing
with the brightness of thefire. "Please! | must bewith her!

The Urscumug watched me. The great beast's head dowly shook.
No. | could not be with her.

But then he did something wonderful, something that was to give me courage and hope for the long years
to come - agesture that would live with me as a friend through the eternd winter, while | waited with the
Neolithic peoples of the nearby village, guarding Peredur's stone.

He touched afinger to the girl's body, then pointed to the fire wal. And then he indicated that she would
return. To me. She would come back to me, dive again, my Guiwenneth.

'How long? | begged the Urscumug. 'How long will | wait? How long will it take?

The Urscumug bent to the girl and picked her up. He held her towards me and | pressed my lipsto
Guiwenneth's cold lips, and held the kiss, my eyes closed, my whole body shaking.

My father curled her up into his safe grasp and turned to the flames. He flung agreat handful of earth a
the wall and the flames died down. | had the briefest of glimpses of the mountains beyond, and then the
shape of the boar passed through the charred treesinto the timelessrealm. Asit walked, so it brushed
past a blackened tree stump that looked uncannily like ahuman figure, arms raised to its head. The shape
disntegrated. A second later the flames grew bright again and | was aone, |eft with the memory of akiss,
and the joy of seeing tearsin my father'seyes.

Coda

At that time, in thelife of this people, Mogoch the giant was set atask by the fates, and walked north for
ahundred days without resting. This brought him to the furthest limits of the known world, facing the gate
of firethat guarded Lavondyss.

At thetop of the valley was astone, ten timesthe height of aman. Mogoch rested his|eft foot on the
stone, and wondered for what reason the fates had brought him thisfar from histribal territory.

A voice hailed him. Take your foot from the stone.’

Mogoch looked about him and saw a hunter, standing on a cairn of rocks, staring up.



'l shdl not, said Mogoch.
"Take your foot from the stone," shouted the hunter. 'A brave man is buried there.”

'l know," said Mogoch, not moving hisfooat. 'l buried him myself. | placed the stone on his body with my
own hands. | found the stone in my mouth. Look!" And Mogoch grinned, showing the hunter the great
gap in histeeth where he had found the brave man's marker.

'Wéll, then," said the hunter. 'l| supposethat'sall right.’

‘Thank you,' said Mogoch, glad that he would not have to fight the man. "And what great deed brings you
to the borders of Lavondyss?

'I'm waiting for someone,’ the hunter said.
'Well,' said Mogoch. 'l hope they'll be by shortly.'
'I'm sure shewill,' the hunter said, and turned from the giant.

Mogoch used an oak tree to scratch his back, then ate a deer for his supper, wondering why he had
been summoned to this place. Eventudly heleft, but named the vdley ritha muireog, which means
‘where the hunter waits.

Later, however, the valey was caled imarn uklyss, which means ‘where the girl came back through the
fire.

But that isastory for another time, and another people.
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