
MYIHICAL OBSESSION

The wood's mysterious Powers obsessed Steven
Huxley's father and drove his brother to rnad-
ness. Now the wood yrelds unto Steven a beau-
tiful lover-4uiwenneth, the daughter of the
mighty warior Peredur. In her world, magic
covenants transform men into beasts, heroes
battle evil with broadswor''d and spear, and young
seers speak ancient truths with closed eyes.

But when Guiwenneth is stolen from him,
Steven must iourney into the center of the wood.
llhere he finds that he has entered the lmart of
a legend-where the consuming terror sf the
mythagos has awaited his arrival. - .
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PROLOGUE

Blward Wynne-Jones Esq.
l5 College Road
Oxford

Edward-
You mrsl come back to the Lodge. Please don't delay for

even an hour! I have discovered a fourth pathway into tlrc decper
zones of the wood. The brook itself. So obvious now, a water
track! It leads directly through thc outer ash vortex, bcyond thc
spiral track and the Stone Falls. I believe it could be used to entcr
ttre heartwoods themsclves. But time, always tinrc!

I have found a people called ttrc shamiga. Thcy live beyond
the Stone Falls. Ttrcy guard ttp fords on the river, but to my gpet
satisfaction they are willing story-tellcrs, which they call *lif,e-

qreaking". The life-speaker hersclf is a young girl who paints
lrer face quite green, and rclls all storics with tnreyes closcd so
that the smiles or frowns of thoac who listcn cannot effrct a
"shapc-change" u1rcn tlrc sory. I heard much from her, but most
important of all ulss a fragr*nt of what can olrly be Guiwen-
nethts tale. It is a pre€cltic version of thc myth, but I arn
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convinced that it relates to the girl. What I managcd to under-
stand of it ges thus:

"Ore afternoon, having killd a stag with eight tines, a boar
twice the hcight of a man, and cured four villages of bad
rnannerr, Mogoch, a chieftain, sat down by the shore to rest. He
was so mighg in decd and build that his head was half-covered
by clouds. He spread his feet out in the sea at the bottom of the
cliffs to cool. Then he lay back and watched a meeting talce place
between two sisters upon his belly.

"The sisters were twins, equally beautiful, equally sweet of
tongue, and skilled with the harp. One'sister, however, had
married the warlord of a great 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 ard deadwoods of the far forest, but came to his lover as a
nightbird. Now she had produced his child, which was a girl, but
because of the exile of Peregu, her sour-faced sister and an army
had come to claim the infant.

"A great argument occurre4 and there were several clashes
of arms. The lover of Percgu had not even named the child when
her sister snarched the tiny bundle in its heavy cloth wrappings
and raised it above her head, intending to name it herself.

"But the sky darlcened as ten magpies appeared. These were
Peregu and his nine sword=kin, changed by forest magic. Peregu
swoo@ and caught his child in his claws, and flew upwards,
but a marksman used slingshot to bring him down. The child
fell, but the other birds caught her and carried hcr away. Thus
she was named Hurfathna, which nrcans 'thc gid raised by
magpies'.

"Mogoch, the chieftain, watched all this with amusemcnt,
but had respect for ttre dead Percgu. He picked up the tiny bird
and shook the human form back into it. But lre was afraid that he
would crush whole villages if he @ded out a grave in the
country with his finger. So Mogoch popped the dead exile into
his mouth ard twisted out a toottr to stand as a monurnent. In this
way Peregu was buried beneath a tall white stone, in a valley
which breathes."

Thcre can be no doubt that this is an early form of Guiwen-
rrcth's tale, and I think you can see why I'm excited. The last
time the girl was here I was able to question her about her
sadness. She was lost, she told me. Strc could not find the valley
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which brcathed and thc bright stone of her dcet fathcr. It u drc
same. I know rt,lfeel it! We mu$t summon heragain. We must
go beyond ttrc Stone Falls again. I ned yourhelp.

Who kno*,s where ard whcn this war will end? My eldest son
will be celled up soon, and Stevcn soon after. I shall havc more
ftecdom to explore ttre wood,ind deal with tlrc girl.

Edward, you ntrst corne .

With kird rugards,
&orge Huxloy.
Dccember'41.
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MytlngoWood
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In May 1944I received my call-up papers and went rcluctantly
away to war, raining at first in the l^ake District, then shipping
over to Frarrce with the 7th Infantry.

On the eve of my final departue I felt so rpsentful of rny
father's apptrent lack ofesneem fer my safety that, when he was
asleep, I went quiedy to his desk and tore a pagc out of his
notebook, the diary in which his silent, obsessive work was
recorded. The fuagment was dated simply "A
rcad it numy times, dismayed by its I
content that I had stolen at least a tiny part of his lifc with which
to support myself through those painful, lonely tinres.

Ttrc entry began with a bitrcr cofiment on tlre distractions in
his life-ttn mnning of Oak Lodge, ow family homc, the
demands of his two sons, and ttte difficult rslationship with his
wife, Jennifer. @y then, I remember, my mother was desper-
ately ill.) It closcd with a passage quite rnemorable for its
incohercrrce:

A lefier fr,om Watkins-agrees with me that at ccrtain times
of the yearthe auraaroundthe woodlardcould rcach as faras
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the house. Must frrink through the implications of this. He is
keen to know the power of the oak vortex ttrat I have mca-
sured. What to tell him? Cenainly not of the first mythago.
Havc noticed too that the enrichment of the pre-mythago
zone is mor€ persi$tent, but concomitant with this, am dis-
tinctly losing my sense of time.

I heasured this piece of paper for many r€asons, but particu-
larly for the moment or two of my father's passionate interest
that it rcpresented-and yet, it locked me out of its understand-
ing, as he had locked me out at home. Everything he loved,
everything I hated.

I was wounded in early 1945 and when the war finished I
managed to stay in France, ravelling south to convalesce in a
village in the hills behind Marseilles, where I lived with old
friends of my father. It was ahot, dry place, very still, very slow;
I spent my time sitting in the village square and quickly became a
part of the tiny community.

I-etters from my brother Christian, who had returned to Oak
Lodge after the war, arrived every month throughout the long
year of 1946. They were chatty, informative letters, but there
was an increasing note of tension in them, and it was clear that
Christian's relationship with our father was deteriorating rap
idly. I never heard a word from the old man himself, but then I
nev€r expected to; I had long since rcsigned myself to the fact
that, even at !pst, he regarded me with total indifference. All his
family had tien an intusion in his work, and his guilt at
neglecting us, and espccially at driving our mother to taking her
own lifc, had blossomed rapidly, during the early years of the
war, into an hysterical madness that could be truly frightening.
Which is not to say that he was perpetually shouting; on tlrc
contrary, most of his life was spent in silent, absorbed contcm-
plation of the oak woodland that bordered our horne. At first
infuriating, bccausg of the distance it trrt betrpecn him and his
family, soon thoselong periods of quiet bocame blcssed, ear-
nestly welcomed.

He dicd in November 1916, of an illness that hd afflicted
him fc years. When I h€ard thc news I was torn between my
unwillingness to r€turn to Oak tr-odge, at the edge of the Ryhope
estatc in l{€r€fordshire, ard my awar€ncs$ of Christian's obvi,
ous distress. Hc was alone now, in the house whcre we had lived
through our childhood togettrcr. I could irnaginc him prcwling
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the empty rrooms, perfiap sitting in father's dsnk and unwlrole-
some snfiy and remembering ttre hours of denial, the srrcll of
wood and compost that the old man had trudged in through the
glass-panelled doors after his week-long sorties inp Oe-OfP
wooaUnAs. The forest had spread into that room as if my father
could not bear to be away from the rar* undergrowth and &e
cool, moist oak glades, even when making token ackno*'ledgc-
ment of his family. He made that acknowledgcnnnt in the only
way he knew: by telting us-and mainly telling my brcdrer..-
stories of the ancient forcstlands beyond the house, the primary
woodland of oak, ash, beech and the like , in whose dark interim
(he once said) wild boar could still be heard, and srrelled, and
tracked by their spoor.

I doubt if he had ever s€en such a creatult, btrt that evcning,
as I sat in my troom overlooking the tiny village to gtg hills
(Christian's lettcr a crushed ball still held in my hand) I vividly
r€called how I had listened to the muffled grunting of sorrc
woodland animal, ard tpard the lreavy, unhurried crashing of
somatring bulky moving inwards, towards the winding pathway
that we catted Dep Trrck, a toute that-led spirally towards tb
very heartwoods of the forest.

I tcnew I would have to go home, and yet I delayed my
deparrure for nearly another year. During that tirne Christian's
letiers ceased abrutrly. In his last letter, dated April lfth, hc
wrde of Guiwenrpth, of his unusual marriage, and hintcd &at I
would be surprised by thc lovely girl to whom tle Fad loct his
"hcaf,t, mind, soul, rcason, cooking ability andjustaboutevery-
thing else, Stcve". I wtote to congranrlate him, of course, but
thed was no furtrer communication between us for months.

Eventually I wrote tp say I was coming horne, ttnt I wouH
stay st Oak l"odge fr a few rpeeks, and thsn fird accomrnoda-
tioi inorc of the-neuby town$. I $aid goodbye to France, rnd to
the community trat hd becorne so much a part of my life- I
uavelled to England by bus ard train, by ferE, and then by uail
again. On August 2fth I anived by pony atd trap at thc disusod
railway linc Srat skirted the edge of thc extensivc catrtc. Oak
Lodgclay on tlp far side of thc grounds, four milcs further round
tlrc road, but rccessible via tb right of way ttuough thc cstafic's
fiolds and woodlads. I intm&d to take an intennediab rure
md so, lugging my sirqlc, crilnmtd suitcasc as be* I could, I
bcgan to walk along the grasg-covcrcdrailway track, PeTngoq
occasion over thc higlr, re*U*ct wan that rna*ed tb limit of
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ttre estate, trying to see througlr the gtoom of tlrc plngent
pircwoods

Soon this woodland, and tlre wall, vanished, and thc land
opened into tight, r*-bol&rcd fields, to which I gaincd access
rcross a rickety wooden stile, aknost lost bencath b'riar and
full-fruited blackberry bushcs. I had to trample my way out of
thc public domain and so on to tlre south trrckway that wourd,
skirting patchy woodland and the stream called "sticklebrook",
up to the ivy-covered house that was my home.

It was late morning, and very hot, as I canrc in distant sight of
Oah l-odge. Somewherc off to my left I could hcarthe drone of a
tractor. I thought of old Alphonse Jeffries, the estate's farm
qupervisor, and with the nremory of his weather-tanned, smiling
face came images of tlre mill-pond, and fishing forpike ftom hii
tiny rowing boat.

Memory of the tranquil mill-pond haunted me, and I moved
away frorn the south track, through waist-high nettles and a
tangc of ash and hawthorn scrub. I came out closc to the bank of
the wide, shadowy pool, ia full extenr hidden by the gloom of
tlc dcnse stand of oak woodland that began on its far sidc.
Alrrpst hidden among the rushes that crowded the nearerdge of
the pond was the shallow boat from which Chris and I hd
fishcd, years before; its white paint had ffaked away alnrost
entirely now, and although the craft looked wastcrtight, I
douhed if it would take thc weight of a full grown man. I didn't
distu6 it but walked around the bank and sat down on thc rough
concrctc steps of ttrc cnrmbling boathouse; from herc I watcM
the surfrce of the pool rippling with the darting motions of
insects, and tlrc occasional passage of a fish, just below.

"A couple of sticks and a bit of sring . . . that's all it takes."
Christian's voice startled me . He must have walked along a

beaten trrck ftom the lodge, hid&n from my view by thc shcd.
Delighted, I jumped to my feet and nmcd to fre him. Thc
shock of his appcaranc€ was like a physical blow io nrc, and I
thir* he noticed, even though I ttnew my anns about hirn and
gave him a powerful brottrerly bear-hug.

"I had to see this place again," I said.
"I know what you tncan," he said, an we broke ourembrace.

"I oftcn walk hcrc myself." There wls a morrrnt's awkward
silence as we stared at each other. I felt, distinctly, that hc wes
not plcased to sss me. "You're looking b[owt," he said. .[d
very drawn. Healthy and ill togcthcr. . . ."
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"Mcditerranean sun, grapc-picking, and shrapnel. I'm still
not on€ hundrd pcrcent fit.-I smiled. "But it ls good to bc back,
to spe you again."

"Ycs,' he said dulty. "I'm glad you've conlc, Steve. Very
glad. I'm afraid ttrc place. . . well, a bit of a nrcs$. I only got
your lener yesterday and I haven't had a chancc to do anything.
Things have changcd quite a bit, you'll find."

And he more than anything. I could hardly bclieve that this
was the chipper, perky young man who had left with his army
unit in 1942. He hd aged ircredibly, his hairquirc stncaked with
grey, morc noticeable for his having allowed it to grow long and
untidy at the back and sidcs. He neminded me very much of
father: the same distant, distracted look, thc sarnc hollow chccks
and deeply wrinkled face. But it was his whole dcneanour that
had shocked rne. He had always been a stocky muscrrlar chap;
now he was like the proverbial scarccrow, wiry, ungainly, on
edge all the time. His gazc dafi€d about, but ncver seemed to
focus upon me. And tre smelled. Of mothballs, as if the crisp
white shirt and grey flannels that he wore had bcen draggcd out
of storage; and another smell beyond the naphtha . . . the hint of
woodland and grass. Tlrere was dirt under his fingernails, and in
his hair, and his teeth were yellowing

He seenpd to relax slightty as the minutcs tickcd by. Sb
sparred a bit, laughed a bit, and walked arcund tlre pond,
whacking at tlp rushcs with sticks. I could not shake off th
feeling that I had arrived home at a bad tinre.

"Was it difficult. . . with the otd man, I npan? The la$t
days."

He strook his trcad. "There was a nurse here for tb final two
weeks or so. I can't exactly say ftat he wentpeacefulln but she
managed to stop him damaging himself . . . or rrc, for ttnt mat-
tcr."

'1I was going to ask you about that. Your letters suggested
hostility betwecn tlp tno of you."

Christian smiled quitc grrnly, and gldirlccd at me with a
curious exprcssion, sonrwhere'bctween agreemcnt and suspi.
cion. "More like open warfale. $oon after I got brck from
France, he went quitc maO. You should have.sen the plrcc,
Stcve. You should have sen him. I don't think he 'd washed for
months. I wondered what hc'd bcen eating . . . certainly nothing
as simple as eggs urd'meat. In all hon€sty, for a few months I
think he'd been e*ing wood and leaves. Hc was in a wrerched
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ltate. Although he let rrre help him with his work, he quickly
began to r€sent me. He tried to kill me on scveral occasions,
Steve. And I rnean that, really desperarc attempts on my life.
There was a reason for it, I suppose. . . ."

I was astonished by what Christian was telling me. The
image of my father hd changed fmm that of a cold, rescnfril
man into acrazeA figute, ranting at Christian and beating at him
with his fists.

"I always thought he had a touch of affection for you; trc
always toldyou the stories of the wood; I listened, but it was you
who sat on his knee. Why would he try to kill you?'

"I became too involved," was all Christian said. He was
keeping something back, something of critical imponarrce. I
could tell from his tone, from his sullen, almost resentful
expression. Did I push the point or not? It was hard to make the
decision. I had never before felt so distant from my own brother.
I wondered if his behaviour was having an effect on Guiwen-
neth, the girl he had married. I wondered what sort of atmos-
phere she was living in up at Oak l-odge.

Tcntatively, I broached the subject of thc girl.
Christian struck angrily at the rushes by ttrc pond. "Guiwen-

neth's gone," he said simply, and I stopped, startled.
"What does that mean, Chris? Gone where?'
"She's just gone, Steve," he snapped, ffigry and cornered.

"She was father's girl, and she's gone, and that's all tlrere is to
it. "

"I don't understand what you mean. Where'g she gone to? ln
yourletrcryou sounded so happy. . . ."

"I shouldn't have written about her. That was a mistake. Now
let it drop, will you?'

After that outburst, my un€a$e with Christian grew stronger
by the minurc. There was somcthing very wnong with him
indecd, and clearly Guiwenneth's leaving M contributed
grcatly to the rcrrible change I could see; but I senscd there was
something mor€. Unless he spoke about it, however, there was
no way through to him. I could find only the words, "I'm sotry."

"Don't be."
We walked m, almost to the woods, wherp the ground

bccame marshy ard unsafe fora few yardsbefore vanishing into
a musty &pncss of stone ard nrot ald roming wood. It was cool
here, thc sun bcing bcyond the thickly foliaged hres. The &nse



stardsof nrsh rnoved inttre brcczc and I watchcdttreroningboat
as it striftcd slightly on its mooring.

Clnistian followed my galra, but hc was not looking attfu
boat or the pord; he.was lost, sonrewhere in his own ttrcughts.
For a b'rief monrent I experierrced a jrring sdrcss at thc sight of
my brothcr so nrined in appearance and aftinrde. I wantcd
&spcratcly to torrch his ann, to hug him, and I could hardly bear
tlr knowlcdge that I was afraid to do so.

Qdte quietly I asked him, "lVhat sr earth has happened to
you, Chris? Arc you ill?'

He didn't answer for a rnomcnt, tlcn said, "I'm not ill," and
struck hard at a p-uffball, which shattercd and spread on tho
breeze. He looked at m€, something of resignation in his
haunted fac€. "I've been going through a few changes, that's all.
I've bn picking up on thc old man's wort. Perhaps a bit of his
rwlusiveness is rubbing offon me, a bit of his detachnrcnt."

"If that's true, thcn perhaps you should give up for a while."
"Why?"
"Because the old mar's obcession with the oah forest eventu-

ally killed him. And from the look of you, you're going the sarte
way."

Christian smiled thinly and chucked his rpedwhacker out into
the pord, wherc it made a dull splash and floatcd in a patch of
scummy green algae. "It might even be worth dytng to rchiev,e
whathc ried to achieve . . . and failed."

Ididn't un&rstand the dramatic overtone inChristian's state-
ment. Tlp work that had so obsessed our father hd hn
corrcerned with mapping th€ woodland, and scarching for evi-
dence of old forest ssttlements. He had invenrcd a whole rew
jargon forhimsclf, and effectivcly isolated rne frornany &per
urderstalrding of his work. I said this to Christian, atd'addod,
"Which is all very interesting, buthardly tlwtnt$esting."

"He was doing much moro than that, much molp than juet
rmpping. But do you remember tlnee maps, Stevc? Incradibly
dctailed.. .."

I could renrcmberorc quitc clcarly, the largest map, showing
carefully mffted aackways and casy noute$ through thc tangle
of reec ard stony ortcrcps; it showcd clerings drawn with
almost ob$essive precision, cach gladc nunrbercd ard kbntifiod,
and the whote forcst divid into zorrs, itd grvcn namco. r&
had madc a camp in onc of the cleuings clw to thc woodlrod
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edge. "lVe ofteR tried to get deeper into thc hcartwoods,
remember those ex@itions, Chris? But thc doep hack just
ends, and we always managcd to get lost; and very scared."

"That's tme," Christian said quietly, looking at me quizzi-
dly; and added, "'What if I told you thc forcst hd sapped us
ent€ring? Would you believe rre?"

I peered into the tanglc of brush, tnee and gloom, to wherc a
sunlit clearing was visible. "In a way I suppose it did," I said. "It
stopped us penetrating very deeply because it made us scar€d,
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 a little more
sinister?"

"Sinister isn't the word I'd use," said Christian, but added
nothing more for a moment; he reached up to pluck a leaf from a
small, immature oak, and rubbed it between thumb and forefin-
gerbefore crushing it in his palm. All the timehe stared into the
deep woods. "This is primary oak woodland, Steve, untouched
forest from a time when all of the country was covered with
deciduous forests of oak and ash and elder and rowan and
hawthorn. . . . "

"And all the ttst," I said with a smile. "I remember ttre old
man listing them forus."

'"That's right, he did. And therc's mor€ than three square
miles of such forest stretching from herc to well beyond Grim-
ley. Three squarc miles of original, post-Icc Age forestland.
Untouched, uninvaded for thousands of years." He broke off
and loolced at np hard, before adding, "Resistant to change."

I said, "He always thought there werc boars alive in ttrcre. I
renpmber hearing sornething one night, and he convinced nre
that it was a great big old bull boar, skirting ttre edge of the
woods, looking fora matc."

Christian lcd the way back towards the boathouse. "He was
probably right. If boars ftad survivcd from mediaeval times, this
is just the sort of woodland they'd be found in."

With my mird opened to thoee events of yean ago, rnem-
ory inched back, images of childhood-the burning touch
of sun on bramble-Wzd skin; fishing rips to the mill-pond;
tree carrrpsn games, cxplorations . . . and instantly I recalled the
Twigling.

As we walked back to the beaten pathway that led up to the
lodge, we discussed thc sighting. I had beon about nine or ten
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years old. On txr way brck to thc sticklbrook to fish we had
itcciOcO to bst out our stick and string rods qr fte mill-pmd' in
thc vain tropc of snring mc of tre pedatcy fuh thst li\tcd
th€rc. As we crurchcd by the watcr (we only werdrcd to go dlr
in the boat with Atptnnsc) w€ $aw movemcnt in th trces, acnxls
on the other ban[. It was r bewil&ring visbn that held us
enthrattcd for the ncxt few momcnt$, ald not a little rcrrifiod:
standing warcting us was a rnan in brown, teathcry clctrcs, with
e wide, gtcaming bclt arourd his waist, ald a rytky' ofangc
beard ttrat rerehcd ta his chcsu on'his hcad hc ww twigs, lrcld to
his crown by a hatlrcr hnd' He watchcd us f,u a monrcnt ontyt
trfore slipping back into thc dartness. Wc had nottting in alt
this time, no sourd of approrch, rc sdrnd of dcpefir€'

Running brck !o tlrc houre we had som calnpd down.
Cluistian decidcd, cvcntually, that it must havc been old
Alphonsc, playing uicks on us. But whcn I mcntiond whst
wc.d sen lo my fatber lre rcrcted ahnst urgrtty (al0tough
Ctristian recalts him as heving bccn excitcd, and bellowing for
that rpason, ad not because hc was angry with qn having bcen
ncar tlrc forbidden pool). It was father who refcnsd to thc vicion
as "th Twigling"l and qoon aftcr we had spoken to him hc
vanishcd into thc wdland for nearly two weelrs.

'That was when he carnc back hurt, renrembcr?- Wo had
reachd thc grourds of Oak l,odgr, ard Christim hcld tNe gnfic
open fcrnc as he spokc.- 'qlte anow wourd. Ttrc gypsy arrosr. My God, that was e
bd day."

'"Ils first of rnany."
I noticcd that mostof th ivy hadbeen cleared fr,omthc walls

of the lrousc; it was a grcy plrcc now, small, ctrtainless wirdows
sGt in the da* brick. The slate rsof, with its tttttc tall chimney
strcks, was partially hkt&n behfud the branclrs o{ a big qH
beech ree. Thc yad and gudens werc untidyardunkem$, the
empfy chickcn coops am ilnirnat shcltcrs ramchacklc and docay-
ing; Christian had rcally lct thc P-lam slip. But when I snppod
actacs the threshold, it was as if I hd ncver bcen away. Thc
hor$c srnellcd of stdc food ad chlorine, and I could almoat s
the thin figure of my nntbcr, wutcing away * thc immettsc
pirewood tabb in tlrc kitchcn, cats stletch€d ottt arcrd hcr o[
ftc r€d-tilcd floor.

Christiar hd grown tsrsc again, staring at rnc in that fidgcty
way th* msrkcd his u,rcase. I imsgincd hc wac still rmsurc
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whether to be glad or angry that I had conre home like this. For a
mornent I felt like an intnrder. He said, "Why don'tyou unpack
and freshen up. You can use your old room. It's a bit stu$, I
expect, but it'll soon air. Then come down and wc'll have some
late lurrch. We've got all the tirnc in the world to chat, as long as
we're finishd by tea." He smiled, and I thought this was some
slight attempt at humour. But tre went on quickly, staring at nrc
in a cold, hard way, "Because if you're going to stay at home for
a while, then you'd better know what's going on here. I don't
want you interfering with it, Steve, or with what I'm doing."

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

nervous of you being trere. But since you arc. . . ." He Eailed
off, and for a second looked almost embarrassed. "Well, we'll
have a chat later on."



rD TWO KF

Intrigued by what Christian had said, and worried by his apprc-
hension of me, I nonetheless resEairpd my curiosity and spent
an hour exploring the house again from top to bottom, inside and
out, everywhere save father's study, the contemplation of which
chilled rnc mone than Christian's behaviour had dorc. Nothing
had changed, except that it was untidy, and untenanted. Ctris-
tian had employed a part-tine cleaner and cook, a wonran finm a
nearby village who cycled to the l-odge every wek and prepared
a pie or stew that would last him thec days. Christian did not go
short of farm produce, so much so that he rarely bothct€d to use
his ration book. He seemed to get all he needed, including sugar
and tea, from the Ryhope estate, which had always been good to

My old room was almost exactly as I rcrmmbered it. I opencd
the window wide and lay down on the bed for a few minutcs,
staring out ald up into tlrc hazy, latc srrmnrer sky, past tlr
waving branctres of thc gigantic beech thar gew so close to thc
I-odge. Several tirnes, in the years before my teens, I had
climbed from wiodow to tne€, and rnadc a secret camP arnolry
tlre thick brarrches; I had shivered by moonlight in my urder-

1 7
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pants, crouched in that private place, imagining the dark activi-
ties of nightcnoatures below.

Lunch, in mid-afterffxrn, was a substantial feast of cold
pork, chicken and hard-boiled eggs, in quantities that, after two
ye_ars in France on strict rations, I had neverthought to see again.
We were, of course, eating his fbod supply forseveral days, but
the fact seemed irrelevant to Christian, who in any case only
picked at his meal.

Afterwards we talked for a couple of hours, and Christian
rclaxed quite noticeably, although he never referred to Guiwen-
neth, or to father's work, and I never broached either subject.

We sprawled in the uncomfortable armchairs that had
belonged to my grandparents, surrounded by the time-faded
mernentoes of our family. . . photographs, a noisy rosewood
clock, honible pictures of exotic Spain, all framed in cracked
mock-gilded wood, and all pressed hard against the same floral
wallpaper that had hugged the walls of the sitting-room since a
time before my birth. But it was home, and Christian was home,
and the smell, and the faded surrounds, all werc home to me. I
knew within two hours of arriving, that I would have to stay. It
was not so much that I belonged herc (although I certainly felt
that) but simply that the place belonged to me-not in any
mercenary sense of ownership, more in the way that the house
and the land around the house shared a common life with nre; we
ryere part of the same evolution. Even in France, even in the
village in the south, I had not been separated from that evolu-
tion, rnerely sEetched to an extrerrc.

As the heavy old clock began to whirr and click, preceding its
laboured chiming of the hour of five, Christian abruptly rose
from his chair and tossed his half-smoked cigarette into the
empty firc grate.

"L€t's go to thc study," he said, and I rose without speaking
and followed him through the house to ttre small room wherp our
father had worked. "You'l€ scared of this (x)m, arEn't you?" He
opened the door and walked inside, crossing to the heavy oak
desk and pulling out a large leather-bound book from one of the
drawcrs.

I hesitated outside the study, watching Christian, almost
unable to move my legs to carry myself into the room. I recog-
nized the book he held, my father's notebook. I touched my back
pocket, thc wallct I carried there, and thought of the fragnrcnt of
that notebook which was hidden inside the thin leather. I won-
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dcred if anyorrc, my father or Christian, hd cvcrnoticed that a
page was ririssing.-Christian was watching me, his cyes bright
with excitement now, his hands utmbling as hc plrced the book
on the desk top.

"He's dead, Steve. He's gone from this noorn, from tlp
house. Therr's no need to be afraid any mot€."

But I found the sudden srenglh to move, and stepped acntss
thc tlrcshold. The moment I cntcrcd thc musty rmm I felt ffially
subdued, decply affected by thc coolness of thc plrce, thc statt,
haunted atmosphere that huggcd the walls and carpets and
windows. It sm€lled slightly of leather, herc, and dust too, with
just a distant hint of polish, as if Christian made a token effort to
keep this stifling room clean. It was not a crow&d room, not a
Iibrary as my fathcr would perhaps have likcd it to be. Thcr€
were books on zoology and botany, on history and archaeology,
but tlpse wer€ not mre editions, rnerely the cheapest cophs hc
cotrld find at the tinp. Thcre werc morc papeftacks than hrd-
cover books; the exquisite birding of his note$, and the decply
varnisH desk, had an air of Victuian elegance abant them that
belicd the otherwise shabby studio.

On th€ walls, between the qascs of books, were his glass-
frarn€d specinrns: pieces of wood, collections of lcaves, crudc
*etchcs of animal and plant life made during the first years of
his fascination with the forest. And almost hidden awey among
the cascs andthe shelves wmthe pdtemed shaftof theanow that
had struck him fifteen yetrs before, its flights twised ad
useless, the broken shaft glucd togeiltcr, the iron hed dulled
with conosion, but.a lethal-looking weapon nonethcless.

I stared at that arrow for several seconds, rcliving the rrut's
agon!, and the tears that Christian arid I hd wep forhim as we
had helpeO him back from thc woodlards, that cold auturmr
aftgrnoon, convirrced that he nould dio.

How quickly thingshad changed after that strange, a$d ncvcr
fully explained incident. If ttrc arrow linked me with ancadbr
day, wlrcn sorrc somblance of concern ard love had rqnaitd in
rny father's mind, the rest of thc study radiated only coldrrcss.

I c-ould still see thc greying figure , bcnt over his dosk tniting
furiously. I could trear the roubtod breathing, the lung disoder
*rat finally killed hirn; I could hear his caught br"ath, the
vo€alized sound of irritation as hc grcw awarE of my ptresenoe,
and waved ilre away with a half-initated gsstur€, as if he
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begrudged even that split second sf acknowledgernent.
How like him Christian looked now, standing therc behind

the desk dishevellcd and sickly, his hands in the pockets of his
flannels, shoulders drooped, his whole body visibly shaking,
and yet with the mark of absolute confidence about.him.

He had waited quietly as I ailjusted to the room, and let the
memories and atmospherc play through me. As I step@ up to
the desk, my mind backon the moment at hand, he said, "Steve,
you should rcad the notes. They'll make a lot of things clear to
you, and help you understand what it is I'm doing as well."

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

'I intend to read them, Chris. From beginning to end, and
that's a promise . But not for the moment."

I closed the book, noticing as I did that my hands werc
clammy and trembling. I was not yet rcady to be so close to my
father again, and Christian saw this, and accepted it.

Conversation died quirc early that night, as my energy expired,
and the tensions of the long journey finally caught up with me.
Christian came upstairs with me and stood in the doorway of my
troom, watching as I turned back the strcets and pottcrcd about,
picking up bits and pieces of my past life, laughing, shaking my
head and trying to evoke a last moment's tircd nostalgia.
"Rerncmber making camp out in thc beech?" I askcd, watching
the grey of branch and leaf against the fading evening sky.
"Yes," said Christian with a smilc. "Yes, I rcrnember very
clcady."

But the convcrsation was as tircd as that, and Christian took
ttrc hint and said, "Sleep well, old chap. I'll sec you in the
rnoming."

If I slep at all, it was for the first four or five trours after
putting head to pillow. I woke sharply, and brightly, in the dead
of night, onc or two o'clock pcrhaps; the sky was yery dart now,
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and it was quite windy outside. I lay and stared at tlrc window,
wondering how my body could feel so fresh, so alert. There was
movement downstairs, &rd I guessed that Christian was doing
some tidying, restlessly walking through the house, trying to
adjust to the idea of my moving in.

The sheets smelled of mothballs and old cotton; the bed
creaked in a metallic way when I shifted on it, and when I lay
still the whole room clicked and shuffled, as if adapting itself to
its first company in so many years. I lay awake f,or ages, but
must have drifted to sleep again before first light, because
suddenly Christian was bending over me, shakini my shou.lder
gently.

I started with surprise, awake at once, and propped up on my
elbows, looking around. It was dawn. "What is it, Chris?'

"I've got to go. I'm sorry, but I have to."
I realized he was wearing a heavy oilskin c&p€, and had

thicksoled walking boots on his feet. "Go? What d'you rnean,
go?'

"f'm sorry, Steve. There's nothing I can do about it." He
spoke softly, as if there were someone else in the house who
might be woken by raised voices. He looked morie drawn than
ever in this pale light, and his eyes were narrowed-I thought
with pain, or anxiety. "I have to go away for a few days. You'll
b€ all right. I've left a list of instructions downstairs, where to
get bread, eggs, all that sort of thing. I'm sure you'll be able to
us€ my ration book until yours comes. I shan't be long, just a few
days. That's a promise. . . ."

He rose from his crouch and walked out of the door. 'oFor

God's sake, Chris, where are you going?"
'nlnwards," was all he said, before I heard him clump heavily

down the stairs. I remained motionless for 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
left the house. I 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 a long, black staff; on his back he had a small
nrcksack, slung uncomfortably over one shoulder.

"'Where's inwards, Chris?" I said to his vanishing figure, and
watched long after he had disappeared fiom view.

a a a



22 Rabert Holdstock

"What's going on, Chris?" I asked of his empty bedroom as I
wandered restlessly through the house; Guiwenneth, I decided
in my wisdom, her loss, her leaving,. . how little one could
interpret from the words "she's gone". And in all ourchat of the
evening before he had never alluded to his wife again. I had
come home to England expecting to find a cheerful young
couple, and instead had found a haunted, wasting brother living
in the derelict shadow of our family home.

By the afternoon I had resigned myself to a period of solitary
living, for wherever Christian had gone (and I had a fairly good
idea) he had said clearly that he would be gone for some time.
There was a lot 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. I made a list of essential
repairs, and the following day walked into the nearest town to
order what materials I could, mostly wood and paint, which I
found in reasonable supply.

I renewed my acquaintance with the Ryhope family, and with
many of the local families with whom I had once been friendly. I
terminated the services of the part-time cook; I could look after
myself quite well enough.

And at last I visited the cemetery; a single, brief visit, coldly
accomplished.

The month of August turned to September, and I noticed a
definite crispness in the air by evening, and early in the morning.
It was a season I loved, the turn from summer to autumn,
although it bore with it associations of return to school after the
long holiday, a memory I didn't cherish.

I soon grew used to being on my own in the house, and
although I took long walks around the deep woodlands, watch-
ing the road and the railway track for Christian's return, I had
ceased to feel anxious about him by the end of my first week
home, and had settled comfortably into a daily routine of build-
ing in the yard, painting the exterior woodwork of the house
ready for the onslaught of winter, and digging over the large,
untended garden.

It was during the evening of my eleventh day at home that this
domestic routine was disturbed by a circumstance of such pecu-
liarity that afterwards I could not sleep for thinking about it.

I had been in the town of Hobbhurst for most of the after-
noon, and after a light evening meal was sitting reading the
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newspaper; toryards nine o'clock, as I began to feel ready fq an
evening stroll, I thought I heard a dog, not so much barking as
howling. My first thought was that Christian was coming back,
my second that there were no dogs in this imrnediate arca at all.

I went out into the yard; it was after dusk, but still quite
bright, although the oakwoods were melded tpgether into a
grey-green blur. I called for Christian, but there was no
rcsponse . I was about to return to my paper when a man stepped
out of the distant woodland, and began to ffot towalds me. He
was holding on a short, leather leash the most enornpus hound I
have ever s@n.

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 almost to the height of its master. I felt nervous at
once, keeping my att€ntion balanced betwecn the gaping, Pmt-
ing mouth of that dark beast, and the strange man who held it in
check.

It was difficult to malce him out clearly, for his face was
painted with dark patterns and his moustaches drooped to well
below his chin; his hair was plastered thickly about his scalp; he
worc a dark woollen shirt, with a leatherjerkin overthe top, and
tight, check-patterned breechcs that reached to just below his
knees. Whenhe steppcd cautiously through the gate I co-uld see
his rough and ready sandals. Across his shoulder hc carried a
crude-looking boq and a bundle of arrows, held together with a
simple thong and tied to his belt. Like Christian, he bore a staff.

Inside the gate he hesitated, watching me. The hound was
restless beside him, licking its mouth and growling softly.-I had
lrcver seen a dog such as this, shaggy and dart-furred, with ttrc
narrow pointed face of an Alsatian, but the body, it seemed to
me , of a bear-except that its legs were long and thin, an animal
made for chasing, for hunting.

The man spoke to me, and although I felt familiar with the
words, they meant nothing. I didn't know what to do, so I shook
my head and said that I didn't understand. The man hesitated just
a moment before repeating what he had said, this time with a
distinct edge of anger in his voice. And he started to walk
towards me, tugging at the hound to prevent it straining at the
leash. Ttre light was draining from the sky, and he seemed to
grow in stature in the greyness as he approached. The bcast
watched rne, hungrily.
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"'What do you want?" I called, and tried to sound firm when I
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 his staff. Now I under-
stood.

I nodded vigorously. "Wait heren'n I said, and went back to the
house to fetch the cold joint of pork that was to last me four more
days. It was not large, but it seemed an hospitable thing to do. I
took the meat, half a granary loaf, and a jug 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 I tried
to approach them, the dog growled, then barked in a way that set
my heart racing and nearly made me drop my gifts. The man
shouted at the beast, and said something to me. I placed the food
where I stood and backed away. The gruesome pair approached
and again squatted down to eat.

As he picked up the joint I saw the scars on his arm, running
down and across the bunched muscles. I also smelled him, a raw,
rancid odour, sweat and urine mixed with the fetid aroma of
rotting meat. I felt sick, but held my ground watching as the
stranger tore at the pork with his teeth, swallowing hard and fast.
The hound watched me.

After a few minutes the man stopped eating, looked at me,
and with his gaze fixed on mine, almost challenging me to react,
passed the rest of the meat 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
cautiously - and without much apparent pleasure-drank beer,
and chewed on a large mouthful of bread.

Finally this bizarre feast was over. The man rose to his feet
and jerked the hound away from where it was licking the ground
noisily. He said a word I 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 tengthily at
his charge. The hound moved with him, padding silently and
monstrously into the gloom beyond the yard. They ran at full
speed arcund the edge of the woodland, towards the farmlands
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around the village of Grimley and that was the last I saw of
them.

In the morning the place where the man and beast had rested
sri/l smelled rank. I skirted the area quickly as I walked to the
woods and found the place where my.strange visitors had
emerged from the trees; it was trampled and broken, and I
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 arow and hunting dog for survival?

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

How I knew I cannot say: intuition, or perhaps something
that my subconscious had detected in Christian's words atd
mannerisms the week or so before, during our brief encounter.
In any event, late in the afternoon that same day I took a spade to
the chicken huts, and within a few minutes of digging had
p:roved my instinct right.

It took me half an hour of sitting on the back doontep of the
house, staring across the yard at the grave, to find the courage to
uncoverthe woman's body totally. I was dizzy, slightly sick, but
most of all I was shaking; an uncontrollable, unwelcome shak-
ing of arms and legs, so pronounced that I could hardly pull on a
pair of gloves. But eventually I knelt by ttrc hole and brushed the
rest of the dirt from the corpse.

Christian had buried her three feet deep, face down; her hair
was long and red; her body was still clad in a strange green
garment, a patterned tunic that was laced at the sides and, though
it was crushed up almost to her waist now, would have reached to
her calves. A staff was buried with her. I turned the head,
holding my breath against the almost intolerable smell of putre-
faction, and with a little effort could gaze upon the withering
face. I saw then how she had died, for the head and stump of tlp
arrow were still embedded in her eye. Had Christian tried to
withdraw the weapon and succbeded only in breaking it? There
was cnough of the shaft left forme to notice that it had the sarlrc
canred markings as the arriow in my fatlrcr's study.
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Poor Guiwenneth, I thought, and let the corpse drop back to
its resting place. I filled in rhe dirt again. when I reathed the
house I was cold with sweat, and in no doubt that I was about to
be violentlv sick.
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Two days later, when I came down in the morning, I found the
kitchen littered with Christian's clothes and effects, the floor
covered with mud and leaf litter. I crept upstairs to his room and
stared at his semi-naked body: he was belly down on the bed,
face turned towards me, sleeping soundly and noisily and I
imagined that he was sleeping enough for a week. Ttt€ state of
his body, though, gave me cause for concern. He was scratched
and scarred from neck to ankle, filthy, and malodorous to an
extreme. His hair was matted. And yet, about him there was
something hardened and strong, atangible physical change from
the hollow-faced, ratherskeletal young manwhohad greeted me
neady two weeks before.

He slept for most of the day, emerging at six in the evening
wearing a loose-fitting grcy shirt and ffannels, torn off just
above the knee. He had half-heartedly washed his face, but still
reeked of sweat and vegetation, as if he had spent the days away
'buried in compost.

I fed him, and he drank the entire contents of a pot of rca as I
sat watching him; he kept darting glances at me, suspicious liule
looks as if he were nervous of some sudden move or surprise

27



2E Robert Holdstock

attack upon him. The muscles of his arms and wrists were
pronounced. This was almost a different man.

"Wh€re have you been, Chris?" I asked after a while, and
was not at all surprised when he answered, "In the woods. Deep
in the woods." He stuffed more meat into his mouth and chewed
noisily. As he swallowed he found a moment to say, "I'm quite
fit. Bruised and scratched by the damned brambles, but quite
fit."

In the woods. Deep in the woods. What in heaven's name
could he have been doing there? As I watched him wolf down his
food I saw again the stranger, crouching like an animal in my
yard, chewing on meat as if he were some wild beast. Christian
reminded me of that man. There was the same air of the primi-
tive about him.

"You need a bath rather badly," I said, and he grinned and
made a sound of affirmation. I went on, "What have you been
doing? In the woods. Have you been camping?"

He swallowed noisily, and drank half a cup of tea before
shaking his head. "I have a camp there, but I've been searching,
walking as deep as I could go. But I still can't get beyond. . . ."
He broke off and glanced at me, a questioning look in his eyes.
"Did you read the old man's notebook?"

I said that I hadn't. In truth, I had been so surprised by his
abrupt departure, and so committed to getting the house back
into some sort of shape, that I had forgouen all about father's
notes on his work. And even as I said this I wondered if the truth
of the matter was that I had put father, his work and his notes, as
far from my mind as possible, as if they wcre spectres whose
haunting would reduce my resolve to go forward.

Christian wiped his hand across his mouth and stared at his
empty plate. He suddenly sniffed at himself and laughed.

"By God, I do stink. You'd bener boil me up some water,
Steve. I'll wash right now."

But I didn't move. Instead I stared across the wooden table at
him; he caught my gaze and frowned. "What is it? What's on
yourmind?"

"I found her, Chris. I found her body. Guiwenneth. I found
where you buried her."

I don't know what reaction I expected from Christian. Anger,
perhaps, or panic, or a sudden babbling burst of explanation. I
half hoped he would react with puzzlement, that the corpse in the
yard would turn out not to be the remains of his wife, and that he
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had no involvement with its burial. Btt Christian knew about the
body. He stared at me blar*ly, and a heavy, sweaty silence made
me grow uncomfortable.

Suddenly I realized that Christian was crying, his gaze not
wavering from my own, but rnoistened now by the tears that
coursed through the remaining gnryq on his face. And yet he
made no sound, and his face never changed its expression from
that of bland, almost blind contemplation.

"Who shot her, Chris?'I asked quietly. "Did you?"
"Not me," he said, and with the wods his tears stopped, and

his gaze dropped to the table. "She was shot by a mythago.
There was nothing I could do about it."

Mythago? The meaning was dien to nre, although I recog-
nized the word from the scrap of my father's notebook that I
carried. I queried it and Chris rose from the table, but rested his
hands upon it as he watched me. "A mlrthago," he repeated. "It's
still in the woods. . .they all are. That's wtrere I've been,
seeking among them. I tried to save her, Steve. She was alive
when I found her, and she mighthave stayed alive, but I brought
her out of the woods . . . in a way, I did kill her. I took her away
from the vortex, and she died quite quickly. I Ftticked, then. I
didn't know what to do. I burkd lrer because it seemed the
easiest way out. . . ."

"Did you tell the police? Did you report her dcattr?'
Christian smiled, but it was not with any moftid humour. It

was a knowing smile, a rcsponse to some s€cret that he had not
so far shared; and yet the gesture was merely a &fcnce, for it
faded rapidly. "Not necessary, Stcve. . . the police would not
have been interested."

I rose angrily from the table. It seemed to me that Christian
was behaving, and had behaved, with appalling inesponsibility.
"Her family, Chris . . . her parents! They have a right to know."

And Christian laughed.
I felt the blood rise in my face. "I don't see anything to laugh

at.t '
He sobered instantly, looked at rne almost abashed. "You"e

right. I'm sorry. You don't urderstand, ild it's tinp you did.
Steve, she had no parents becausc stre had no life, no real life.
She's lived a thousand times, ad $c's never lived at all. But I
still fell in love with her. . . and I shall find her again in the
woods; she's in there somewherc. . . ."

Had he gonc mad? His words were tlre unreasoned babblings
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of one insane, and yet something about his eyes, something
about his derneanour, told me that it was not so much insanity as
obsession. But obsession with what?

"You must rcad 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. I nrean it. I'm neithermad norcallous. I'mjust
trapaed, and before I 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 we' ll talk. And when
you know what our de ar depaned father managed to do , then I 'm
afraid I shall have to take my leave of you again."



+> FOUR KG

There is one entry in my father's notebook that seems to mark a
turning point in his research, and in his life. It is longerthan the
other notes of that particular time, and follows an absence of
ssven months from the pages. While his entries are often
detailed, he co-uld not bc described as having been a dedicated
diarist, and the style varies from clippcd hotes to fluent descrip
tion. (I discovered, too, that he hirnself had torn many pagcs
from the thick book, thus concealing my minor crime quite
effectively. Christian had never noticed the missing page.) Ort
the whole, he seems to have used the notebook, and the quiet
hours of recording, as a way of conversing with himscf-a
nreans of clarification of his own thoughts.

The entry in question is dated Scptcmber 1935, and was
written shortly after our encounter with thc Twigling. After
rcading the entry for the fint time I thought back to that yer and
realized I had been just eight years old.

Wynne-Jones arrived aftcr dawn. Walked together along the
south fiack, checking the fluxdrains for signs of mythago
activity. Back to the house quite shortly after-no-one

31.
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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 gr€en.
He comes forward, and the oakwoods whisper to him. He
must be close to genesis. Wynne-Jones thinks a fuither time
of isolation needed, and it must be done. Jennifer already
concerned and distraught by my absences. I feel helpless-
can't speak to her. Must do what is needed.

Yesterday the boys glimpsed the Twigling. I had thought
him resorbed-clearly the resonance is strongerthan we had
believed. He seems to frequent the woodland edge, which is
to be expected. I have seen him along the track several times,
but not for a year or so. The persistence is worrying. Both
boys clearly disturbed by the sighting; Christian less emo-
tional. I 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 I know that penetrating
into deep woodland will involve more than a week's absence,
and poor Jennifer is already deeply depressed by my
behaviour. Cannot explain it to her, though I dearly want to.
Do not want the children involved in thii and it worries me
that they have now twice seen a mythago. I have invented
magic forest sreaturcs-stories for them. Hope they will
associate what they see with products of their own imagina-
tions. But must be careful.

Until it is resolved, until the Urscumug mythago forms
from the woodland, must not let any butWynne-Jones know
of what I have discovered. The completeness of the nesurrec-
tion essential. The Urscumug is the most powerful because
he is the primary. I know for certain that the oakwoods will
contain him, but others might be frightened of the power they
would certainly be able to feel, and end it for everyone.
Dread to think what would happen if these forests wele
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 powerf[l I have ever known.
Am now totally convinced that each half of the brain func-
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tions in a slightly different way, and,that the hid&n aware-
ness is located on the righrhand side. It has been lost for so
long! The Wynne-Jones bridge enables a zuperficial commu-
nion between the fields around each hemisphere, and ttt€
zone of the pre-mythago is excited accordingly. If only there
were sorne 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, stilt. Why never in fore-vision? These unreal images
are mere reflections, after all. The form of Hood was subtly
different-more brown than geen, the face less friendly,
more haunted, drawn. This is 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 powerfu l, reaches
tb the basic form, without interference. The Arthur form was
more real as well, and I glimpsed the various marshland
forrns from the latter part of the first millennium AD. Also, a
hint of the haunting presence oJ what I believe is a Bronze
Age necromantic figure . A tenifying mornent. The guardian
of the Horse Shrine has gone, the shrine destroyed. I wonder
why? The huntsman has been back to the "Wolf Glen"; his
fire was quite fresh. I also 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 tlrese folk heroes, unrecorded and unknown, but I am
anxious to find the primary image.

The Urscumug had fornred in my mind in the clearest
form I 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 seerns
smeared with white clay, forming a mask upon the exagger'
ated features below; but it is hard to see the face clearly. A
mask upon a mask? The hair a mass of stiff and spiky points;
gnarled hawthorn branches are driven up through tlrc matted
hair, giving a most bizarre appearance. I believe he carries a
$p€or, with a wide, stone blade. . . &tl angry-looking
weapon, but again, hard to see, always just out of focus. He
is so old, this primary image, that he is fading from tha
human mind. He is also touched with confusion. The over-
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laying of later cultural interpretation of how his appearance
would have ben. . . a hint of bronze particularly, mostly
about the arms (torques). I suspect that the legend of the
Urscumug was powerfrrl enough to carry through all the
neolithic and on into the second millenium BC, perhaps even
later. Wynne-Jones thinks the Urscumug may predate even
the neolithic.

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

Without commenting on the strange, confusing passages I
had read, I turned the pages of the diary and read enfties here and
there. I could clearly rccall that autumn in 1933, the time when
my father had packed a large nrcksack and wandered into the
woods, walking swiftly away from my mother's hysterical
shouting, ffanked 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 came to 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 I had become so distraught at her behaviour that in the later
afternoon we had penetrated the oakwoods as deeply as we
dared, calling for our father and finally panicking at the gloomy
silence, and the loud, sudden sounds that disturbed it. He had
rpturned weeks later, dishevelled and stinking like a tramp. The
entry in his notebook, a few days subsequentln is a short and
bitter account of tailure. Nothing had happened. A single, rather
rambling paragraph caught my attention.

The mythogenetic pnosess is not only complex, it is reluc-
tant. I am too old! The equipment helps, but a younger mind
could accomplish the task unaidd, I'm sure. I dread the
ttrought! Also, my mind is not at rest and as Wynne-Jones has
explained, it is likely that my human consideration, my
worries, form an effective barrier bcrween the two mytho-
poetic energy flows in my cortex-the form from the right
brain, the reality from the left. The pre-mythago zone is not
sufficiently enrichcd by my own life force for it to interact in
the oak vort€x.

I fear too that the natural disappearance of so much life
from the forest is affecting the interface. The boars arc there,
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I'm sure. But perhaps the life number is critical, I estimate no
more than forty, moving within the spiral vortex bounded by
the ashwood intnrsions into 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 mwh that once lived here has thrown the
balance of the fsrmula. And yet, throughout the pnmary
existence of these woods, life was changing. By ttre thir-
teenth 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 mcn changes, adapts, and it is the later
forms that generate most easily

Hood is back-like all the Jack-in-the Greens, is a nui-
sance, and several times rnoved into the ridge-zone around
the hogback glade. He shot at me, and this is becoming a
cause of great concern! But I cannot enrich the oalc vortex
sufficiently with the pre-mythago of the Urscumug. What is
the answer? To try to enter more deeply, to find the wild-
woods? Perhaps the memory is too far gone, too deep in the
silent zones of the brain, now, to touch the tnees.

Christian saw me frown as I read through this tumblq of
words and images. Hood? Robin Hood? And someone*this
Hood-shooting at my father in the woods? I glanced areund
the study and saw the iron-tipped arrow in its long, narow gla$$
case , mounted above the display of woodland buuerfties, Chris-
tian 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; I sat in father's chair.

"What's all this about, Chris? It reads as if he were actually
trying to create copies of storybook heroes."

"Not copies, Steve. The rpal thing. There. Last bit of reading
for the moment, then I'll go through it with you in layman's
terms."

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

I call those particular times "cultural interfaces"; they form
zones, bounded in space, of course, by the limit$ of th
country, but bounded also in time, a few ycars, a &ca& or
so, when the two cultures*that of the invaded and the
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invader-are in a highly anguished state. The mythagos
grow from the power of hate, and fear, and form in the natural
woodlands from which they can eitheremerge-such as the
Arthur, or Artorius form, the bear-like man with his charis-
matic leadership-or remain in the natural landscape, estab-
lishing a hidden focus of hope-the Robin Hood form,
peftaps Hereward, tnd of course the hero-form I call the
Twigling, harassing the Romans in so many parts of the
country. I imagine that it is the combined emotion of the two
races that draws out the mythago, but it clearly sides with that
culture whose rcots are longest established in what I agree
could be a sort of ley matrix; thus, Arthurforms and helps the
Britons against the Saxons, but later Hood is created to help
the Saxons against the Norman invader.

I drew back from the book, shaking my head. The expres-
sions were confusing, bemusing. Christian grinned as he-took
the notebook, and weighed it in his hands. "Years of his life,
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 a month. And he has removed and
hidden several pages." He frowned slightly as he said this.

"I need a drink of something. And a few definitions."
We walked from the study, Christian carrying the notebook.

As we passed the framed aniow I peered closely at it. "Is he
saying that the rcaI Robin Hood shot that into him? And killed
Guiwennettr too?'

"It depends," said Christian thoughtfully, "on what you mean
by real. Hood came to that oak forest, and may still be there. I
think he is. As you have obviously noticed, he was there four
gnnths ago when he shot Guiwenneth. But there were many
Robin Hoods, and all were as real or unreal as each other,
cleated by ttte Saxon peasants during their time of repression by
the Norman invader."

"I don't comprehend this at all, Chris-but what's a 'ley
matrix'? What's an 'oak vortex'? Does it mean anything?"

As we sipped scotch and water in the sitting-rmm, watching
the dusk draw closer, the yard beyond the window gr€ying into a
place of featurpless shapes, Christian explained how a man
called Alfred Watkins had visited our father on several occasions
and shown him on a map of ttre country how snaight lines
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connected places of spirirual or ancient power-the barrows,
ston€s and churches of three diffenent culturcs. These lines lrc
called leys, and believed that they existed as a form of earth
energy running below the ground, but influencing that which
stood upon it.

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 ttre oakwoods
-an energy associated with all the life that grew therc. He had
found a spiral vortex around each tnee, a sort of aura, and those
spirals 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 I looked at it again, but
from a different point of view, beginning to understand the
marks made upon it by the man who had spent so much tirne
within the territories it depicted. Circles within 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 exised
there, a clearing that neither Christian rtor I had ever been able to
find. There were zones marked out as "spiral oak", "dead ash
zone" and "oscillating traverse".

"The old man believed that all life is surrounded by an
energetic alra-you can see the human aura as a faint glow in
certain light. In these ancient woodlands, primary woodlands,
the combined aura forms something farmore powerfrrl, a sort of
creative field that can interact with our urrconscious. And it's in
the unconscious that we carry what he calls the prc-mythago-
that's myth inugo, the image of the idealized form of a myth
creature. The image takes on substance in a nahrral environ-
ment, solid flesh, blood, clothing, and-as you saw-weap
onry. The form of the idealized myth, tlre hero figrre, altcrs
with cultural changes, assuming the identity and rcchnology of
the time. When one culture invades anotlpr-according to
father's theory-the heroes are made manifest, and not just in
one location! Historians and legend-seekers argue about where
Arthur of the Britons, and Robin Hood realty lived and fought,
and don't realize that they lived in ,nuty sites. And anotlpr
important fact to remember is that when ttrc mind image of the
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mythago forms it forms in the whole population. . . and when it
is no longer needed, it remains in our collective unconscious,
and is transmitted through the generations."

"And the changing form of the mythago," I said, to see if I
had understd my sketchy reading of father's notes, "is based
on an archetype, an archaic primary image which father called
the Urscumug, and from which all later forms come. And he
tried to raise the Urscumug from his own unconscious
mind.. . ."

l'And railed to do so," said Christian, "although not for want
of trying. The effort killed him. It weakened him so much that
his body couldn't take the pace. But he certainly seems to have
created several of the more recent adaptations of the Urscu-
mug."

There were so many questions, so many areas that begged for
clarification. One above all: "But a thousand years ago, if I
understand the notes correctly, there was acounfiy-wideneedof
the hero, the legendary figure, acting for the side of Right. How
can one man capture such a passionate mood? How did he power
the interaction? Surely not from the simple family anguish he
caused among us, and in his own head. As he said, that crcated
an unsettled mind and he couldn't function properly."

"If there's an answer," said Christian calmly "it's to be found
in the woodland area, perhaps in the hogback glade. The old
man wrote in his notes of the need for a period of solitary
existence, a period of meditation. For a year now I've been
following his example directly. He invented a sort of electrical
bridge which seems tofuse elements from each half of the brain.
I've used his equipment a great deal, with and without him. But I
already find images-the pre-mythagos-forming in my
peripheral vision without the complicated pogramme that he
used. He was the pioneer; his own interaction with the wood has
made it easier for those who come after. Also, I'm younger. He
felt that would be important. He achicved a certain success; I
intend to complete his work, eventually. I shall raise the Urscu-
mug, this hero of the first men."

'*[b what end, Chris?" I asked quietly, and in all truth could
not see a reason for so tampering with the ancient forces that
inhabited both woodland and human spirit. Christian was clearly
obsessed with the idea of 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, I had not
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head a single word that explai neA why so bizarre a state of
nature should be so important to the ones who snrdid it.

Christian had an answer. And as hc spoke to me his voice was
hollow, the mark of his urrcertainty, the stigma of his lack of
conviction in thc tnlth 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, the visions, the cultural identity of a tirne so far gone
that even its stone monuments are incompretrensible to us. To
learn. To communicate tluough those persistent images of our
past that are locked in each and every onc of us."

He stopped speaking, and there was thc briefest of silences,
intemrpted only by the heavy rhythmic sound of the clock. I
said, "I'm not convinced, Chris." For a moment I thought he
would shout his anger; his face fiushed, his whole body tensed
up, furious with my calm dismissal of his script. But the fire
softened, and he frowned, staring at me almost helplessly.
"Whatdoes that mean?"

"Nice-sounding words ; no conviction. "
Aftera secodhe seernedto acknowledge sonrc tnrthin what

I said. "Perhaps my conviction has gone, then, buried beneath
. . . beneath the other thing. Guiwenneth. She's becorc my
main reason for going back now."

I remembered his callous words of a while ago, about how
she had no life yet a thousand lives. I understood instantly, and
wondered how so obvious a fact could have rcmained so dog-
gedly elusive to me. "Sho was a mythago hersclf," I said. *I

understand now."
"She was my father's mythago, a glrl from Roman times, a

manifestation of the Earth Goddess, the young warrior prirrcess
who, through her own suffering, can unite the tribes."

"Like Qreen Boadicea," I said.
"Boudicca," Christian corrected, then shook his head. "Bou-

dicca was historically real, although much of her legend was
inspired by the myths and tales of the girl Guiwenneth. Therc are
no recorded legends about Guiwenneth. In her own tirne, and
her own culture, the oral tradition hcld sway. Nothing was
written; but no Roman observer, or later Christian chronicler,
refers to her either, although the old man thought that early tales
of Queen Guenevere might have drawn partly ftom the forgotten
legends. She's lost from popular memory-"

"But not from hidden memory!"
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Christian nodded. "That's exactly right. Her story is very
old, very familiar. I*gends of Guiwenneth rose out of stories
from previous cultures, perhaps right back to the post-glacial
period, or to the time of the Urscumug itself!"

"And each of those earlier forms of the girl will be in the
wood too?"

Christian shrugged. "The old man saw none, and norhave I.
But they mustbr- there."

"And what ls her story Chris?"
He looked at me peculiarly. "That's hard to say. Our dear

father tore the pages about Guiwenneth from his diary. I have no
idea why, or where he hid them. I only know what he told me.
Oral tradition again." He smiled. "She was the child to the
younger of two sisters, by a young warrior banished to a secret
camp in the wildwoods. The elder sister 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
all around the country, under the guardianship of the L,ord of
Animals. When she was old enough, otrd sfiong enough, she
returned, raised the ghost of her warlord father, and drove the
invaders out."

"Not much to go on," I said.
"A fragment only," Christian agreed. "There is something

about a bright stone, in a valley that breathes. Whatever else the
old man learned about her, or from her, he has destroyed."

"Wh], I wonder?"
Christian said nothing for a moment, then added, "Anyway,

legends of Guiwenneth inspired many tribes to take offensive
action against the invader, whether they were Wessex Chieftain,
which is to say, Bronze Age, Stonehenge and all that; Belgic
Celts, which is to say Iron Age; or Romans." His gaze became
distant for a moment. "And then she was formed in this wood,
and I found her and came to love hcr. She was not violent,
perhaps because the old man himself could not think of a woman
being violent. He imposed a structure on her, disarming her,
leaving her quite helpless in the fotrest."

"How long did you know her?" I asked, and he shnrgged.
"I can't tell, Steve. How long have I been away?"
'"Twelve days or so."
"As short as that?" He seemed surprised. "I thought mor€

than three weeks. Perhaps I knew hcr for no time at all, thcn, but
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it seems like months. I lived in the forest with her, trying to
understand her language, trying to teach her mine, speaking
with signs and yet always able to talk quite deeply. But tlrc old
man pursued us right to thc heartwoods, right to the end. He
wouldn't let up-she was ftls gid, and h€ had been as struck by
her as had I. I found him, one day, exhausted and terrified, half
buried by leaves at the forest edge. I took him home and he was
dead within the month. That's what I rneant by his having had a
r€ason for attacking me. I took Guiwenneth from him."

"And then she was taken from you. Shot dead."
"A few months later, yes. I became a little too happy, alittle

too content. I wrote to you because I had to tcll $orneea€ eburt
her . . . clearly that was too much for fate. Two days later I fotnd
her in a glade, dying. She might have lived if I could have got
help to her in the forest, and left her there. I canied her out of the
wood, though, and she died." He stared at me and the expression
of sadness hardened to one ofresolve. "But when I'm back in tlre
wood, her myth image from my own subconscious has a charrcc
of being formed . . . she might be a little tougher than my father's
version, but I can find her again, Steve , if I look hard, if I can
find that energy you asked about, if I can get into the deepest part
of the wood, to that central vortex. . . ."

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

"It's well defined. I get near it, but I can't ever get byond the
field that's about two hundred yards around it. I find myself
walking in elaborate circles even though I'm convinced I've
walked sfaight. I can't get in, and whatever's in there can't get
out. All the mythagos are tied to their genesis zones, although
the Twigling, and Guiwenneth too, could get to the very edgc of
the forest, down by the pool."

But that wasn't true! And I'd spent a shaky night to prove it. I
said, "One of the mythagos has come out of the wood . . . a tall
man with the most unbelievably tenifying hound. He came into
the yard and ate a leg of pork."

Christian looked stunned. "A mythago? Are you sure?"
"Wbll, no. I had no idea at all what he was until now. But he

stank, was filthy, had obviously lived in the woods for months,
spoke a strange language, canid abow and arrows. . . ."

"And ran with a hunting dog. Yes, of course. It's.a late
Bronze Age, early lron Age image, very widespread. The lrish
have taken him to their own with Cuchulainn, made a big herc
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out of him, but he's one of the most powerful of the myth
images, recognizable all across Europe." Christian frowned,
then. "I don't understand. . . a year ago I saw him, and avoided
him, but he was fading fast, dccaying. . . it happens to them
after a while. Something must have fed the mythago, strength-
e n e d i t . . . . "

"Some one, Chris."
"But who?" It dawned on him, then, and his eyes widened

slightly. "My God. Me. From my own mind. It took the old man
years, and I thought it would take me a lot longer, many more
months in the woodlands, much more isolation. But it's started
already, my own interaction with the vortex. . . ."

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

"You know what this means," he said quietly, and before I
could answer went on, "She'll form. She'll come back; my
Guiwenneth. She may be back alrcady."

"Don't go rushing offagain, Chris. Wait a while; rest."
He placed his staff against the wall again. "I don't dare. If she

has formed by now, she's in danger. I have to go back." He
looked at me and smiled thinly, apologetically. "Sorry, bnrther.
Not much of a honrecoming for you."
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As quickly as this, after the briefest of reunions, I had lost
Christian again. He was in no mood to talk, too distracted by thc
thought of Guiwenneth alone and trapped in the forest to allow
me much of an insight into his plans, and into his hopes and fears
for some resolution to thcir impossible love affair.

I wandered through the kitchen andthc restof the house as he
gathered his provisions together. Again and again he assurpd rre
ttrat he would be gone for no more than a week, perhaps trro. If
she was in the wood he wouldhavefoundherby thattime; if not,
then he would rEturn and wait a while before going back to thc
deep zorrs and tying to form her mythago. In a year, he said,
many of the more hostile mythagos would have faded into
nonexistence, and she would be safer. His thoughts wet€ con-
fused, his plan that he would strengthen lrer to allow her the
sarne freedom as the man and the hound did not seem support-
able on the evidence from our father's notes; but Christian was a
determined rnan.

If one mythago could escape, tlrcn so could the one he loved.
One idea that appealed to him was that I should come with

him as far as the glade where we had rnade camp as childrcn, ad
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pitch a tent there. This could be a regular rendezvous for us, he
said, and it would keep his time sense on the right track. And if I
spent time in the forest I 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 I expressed concern that my own mind would begin to
produce mythagos, he assured me that it would take months for
the first pre-mythago activity to show up as a haunting prcsence
at the edge of my vision. He was equally blunt in saying that, if I
stayed in the area for too long, I would certainly start to relate to
the woodland, who 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 pale yellow sun hung high above the forest. It was a cool,
bright day, the air full of the scent of smoke, drifting from the
distant farm where the stubbly remains of the surnmer harvest
were being burned. We walked in silence until we came to the
mill-pond; I had assumed Christian would enter the oak wood-
land here, but wisely he decided against 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 Christian turned
off the path.

I followed him inwards, seeking the easiest route between
tangles of bracken and nettles, enjoying the heavy stillness. The
trees were small, here at the edge, but within a hundred yards
they began to show their real age, great gnarled oak trunks,
hollow and half-dead, twisting up from the ground, almost
groaning beneath the weight of their branches. The ground rose
slightly, and th.e 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 carne
over the woodland. It seemed darker, somehow, more alive, and
I noticed that the shrill September bird-sound of the forest edge
was replaced, here, by a more sporadic, mournful song.

Christian beat his way through bramblc thickets, and I
trudged wearily after, and we soon cam€ to the large glade
lvhere, years before, we had made our camp. One particutarty
large oak tree dominated the surrounds, and we laughed as we
traced the faded initials we had once carved there. ln its branches
we had made our lookouttower, but we had seen very little from
that leafy vantage point.
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'fb I look the part?" asked Christian, holding his arms out,

and I grinned as I surveyed his caped figure, the nrne-inscribed
staff looking less odd, now, rnore functional.

"You look like something. Quite what I don't know."
He glanced around ttre clearing. "I'll fu my best to get back

here as often as I can. If anything go€s wrong, I'lI try and leave a
nressage if I can't find you, some mark to let you know. . . ."

"Nothing's going to go wrong," I said with a smile. It was
clear that he didn't wish me to accompany him beyond this
glade, and that suited me. I felt a chill, an odd tingle, a sense of
_being watched. Christian noticed my discomfort and admitted
that tre felt it too, the pres€nce 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. I watched him go, then
listened, and only when all sound had gone did I set about
pitching the small tent.

For most of September the weather remained cool and dry, a dull
sort of month that enabled me to drift through the days in a very
low-key state. I worked on the house, read some morc of father's
notebook (but quickly tired of the repetitive images and
thoughts) and withdecreasing frequency walked into the wood-
lands and sat near, or in the tent, listening for Christian, cursing
the midges that haunted the place, and watching for any hint of
movernent.

With October came rain and the abrup, almost $anling
realization that Christian had been gone for nearly a month. The
time had slipped by, and instead of feeling concerned for him I
had merely assumed that he knew whathe was doing, and would
return when he was quite ready. But he had been absent for
weeks without even the slightest sign. He could surely have
conre back to the gla& onoe, and left sorne mark of his passing.

Now I began to feel more corrcern for his safety than perhaps
was warranted. As soon as the rain stopped I trudged back
through the forest and waited out the rest of the day in the
rniserable, leaking canvas shelter. I saw hares, and a wood owl,
and heard distant movements that did not respond to my cries of
"Christian? Is that you?'

It got colder. I spent more tinp in the tent, creating a slwping
bag out of blankets and some tatt€red oilskins I found in the
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cellar of Oak l,odge. I repaired the splits in the tent, and stocked
it with food and beer, and dry wood for fircs. By the middle of
October I noticed that I could not spend more than an hour at the
house before becoming rcstless, an unease that could only be
dispelled by returning to the glade and taking up my watching
post, seated cross-legged just inside the tent, watching the
gloom a few yards away. On several occasions I took long,
rather nervous sorties furttrer into the forcst, but I disliked the
sensation of stillness and the tingling of my skin which seemed
to say repeatedly that I was being watched. All this was imagina-
tion, of courre, or an exhemely sensitive response to woodland
animals, for on one occasion, when I ran scrcaming and yelling
at the thicket whercin I imagined the voyeur was crouched, I saw
nothing but a red squirrel go scampering in panic up into the
crossed and confused branches of its home oak.

Where was Christian? I tacked paper messages as deep in the
wood, and in as many locations, as I could. But I found that
wherever I walked too far into the great dip that seemed to be
swallowing the forest down, I would, at some point within the
span of a few hours, find myself approaching the glade and the
tent again. Uncanny, yes, and infuriating too; but I began to get
an idea of Christian's own frushation at not being able to
maintain a straight line in the dense oakwood. Perhaps, after all,
there was sonrc 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 rcached 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
beneath. I was miserable, and my searches for Christian grew
more angry, more frustrated. My voice was often hoarse with
shouting, my skin blistered and scratched from climbing tnees. I
lost track of time, realizing on mor€ than one occasion, and with
sonre shock, that I had been two, or perhaps three days in the
forest without returning to the house. Oak Iodge grew stale and
desened. I used it to wash, to feed; to rcst, but as soon as the
worst ravages of my body were corected, thoughts of Christian,
anxiety about him, grew in my mind and pulled me back to the
glade, as surely as if I were a metal filing tugged to a magnet.

I began to suspect that something tenible had happened to
him; or perhaps not terrible, just natural: if there really werc
boars in the wood, he might have been gored by orrc, and be
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either dead or dragging himseHfrom the heartwoods to the edge,
unable to cry for help. Or perhaps he had fallen from a Eee, or
quite simply gone to sleep in the cold and wet and failed to rcvive
in the morning.

I searchedlor any sign ofhis body, or ofhis having passcd by,
and I found absolutely nothing, although I discovered the spoor
of sorne large beast, and marks on the lower trunks of sevcral
oaks that toofeA fike nothing other than the scratchings of a
tusked animal.

But my mood of depression passed, and by mid-November I
was quite confident again that Christian was alive. My feelings,
now, were that he had sornehow become mpped in this autum-
nal forest.

For the first time in two.weeks I went into the village, and
after obtaining fmd supplies, I picked up the papers that had
been accumulating at the tiny newsagents. Skimming the front
pages of the weekly local, I noticed an item concerning tlrc
decaying bodies of a man and an kish wolfhound, discovcrcd in
a ditch on farrnland nearGrimley. Foul play was not suspected. I
felt no emotion, apart from a curious coldness, a sense of
sympathy for Cluistian, whose drearn of freedom for Guiwen-
netr- was surely no more than that a fervent hope, a dcsire
t*ffi:t#;ff;5had 

only rwo encounrers, neitherof them
of much note. The first was with a shadowy man-form that
skirted the clearing, watching D€, and ftnally ran into the
darkness, striking at the tnrnks of trees with a short, wooden
stick. The second rn€eting was with the Twigling, whose $tlape I
followed stealthily as hc walked to the mill-pond and stood in th€
fiees, staring across at the boat-house. I felt no real fear of ttrese
manifestations, merely a slight apprelrension. But it was only
after the second meeting that I began to redize horr alicn the
wood was to the mythagos, and how alien the mythagos were to
the wood. These creatures, created far away from their nanral
age, echoes of a past given substance, were equipped with a life,
a language and a certain ferocity that was quite inappropriate to
the war-scarred world of lW. No wonder the aura of the
woodland was so charged with a sens€ of solitude, an infectious
loneliness that had come to inhabit the body of my fathcr, and
thcn Christian, and which was even now crawling through my
own tissues, and would trap rne if I followed it.

It was at this tirrrc, too, that I began to hallucinate. Notably at
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dusk, as I stared into the woodlands, I saw movementatthe edge
of my vision. At first I put this down to tir€dness, or imagina-
tion, but I remembered clearly the passage from my father's
notebook in which he described how the pre-mythagos, the
initial images, always appeared at hiq peripheral vision. I was
frightened 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 a while I sat and tried to see details of them. I
failed to do so. I could sense movement, and the occasional
manlike shape, but whatever field was inducing their appear-
ance was not yet strong enough to pull them into full view; either
that, or my mind could not yet control their emergence.

On the 24th of November I went back to the house and spent a
few hours resting and listening to the wireless. A thunderstorm
passed overhead and I watched the rain and the darkness, feeling
wretched and cold. But as soon as the air cleared, and the clouds
brightened, I draped my oilskin about my shoulders and headed
back to the glade. I 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 tram-
pled 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 as if there had been a fight. As I
walked into the space I noticed that the ground was pitted by
strange fooprints, round and cleft, like hooves, I thought.
Whatever the beast had been it had quite effectively torn the
canvas shelter to tatters.

I noticed then how silent the forest was, as if holding its
brcath and watching. Every hair on my body stood on end, and
my heartbeat was so powerful that I thought my chest would
burst. I stood by the ruined tent for just a second or two and the
panic hit me, making my head spin and the forest seem to lean
towards me, I fled from the glade, crashing into the sopping
undergrowth between two thick oak tnurks. I ran through the
gloom for several yards before realizing I was running away
from the woodland edge. I think I cried out, and turned and
began to nrn back.

A spear thudded heavily into the tree beside me and I had run
into the black wood shaft before I could stop; a hand gnpped my
shoulder and flung me against the tnee. I shouted out in fear,
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staring into the rnud-smear,ed, 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 a whimper and I

peerd hard at the angry man who held rne. It was Christian, I
rcalized, and my relief was so intense that I laughed, and for
long moments failed to notice what a total change had come
about him.

He was looking back towards the glade. "You've got to get
out of here," he said, and before I could respond he had
wrenched me into a run, and was practically dragging me back to
the tent.

In the clearing he hesitated and looked at me. There was Ro
smile from behind the mask of mud and browning leaves. His
eyes shone, but they were niurowed and lined. His hair was slick
and spiky. He was naked but for a breechclout and a ragged skin
jacket that could not have supplied much warmth. He carried
three viciously pointed spears. Gone was the skeletal thinness of
summer. He was muscular and hard, deepchested and heavy-
limbed. He was a man made for fighting.

"You've got to get outof the wood, Steve; and forGod's sake
don't come back."

"What's happened to you, Chris ...?" I 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 is it, Chris?"

And then I heard it too, a heavy crashing sound, something
picking its way through the bracken and the tnees towards us.
Following Christian's gazs I saw a monstrous shape, twice as
high as a m&$, but man-shaped and stooped, black as night save
for the great white splash of its face, still indistinct in the
distance and greyness.

"God, it's broken out!" said Christian. "It's got between us
and the edge."

"What is it? A mythago?"
"The mylhugo,"'oid-Chnistian quickly, and nrned ard fled

back across the clearing. I followed, all tirc&pss suddcnly gone
from my body.

"The Urscumug? That's it? But it's not human. . . it's ani-
mal. No human was ever that tdl."
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Imking back as I ran, I saw it enter the glade and move
across the open space so fast I thought I was watching a
speeded-up film. It plunged into the wood behind us and was lost
in darkness again, but it was running now, weaving begreen
trees as it pursued us, closing the distance with incredible speed.

Quite suddenly the ground went out from under me. I fell
heavily into a depression in the ground, to be steadied, as I
hrmbled, by Christian, who moved a bramble covering across us
and put a finger to his lips. I could barely make him out in this
dark 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 Christian. "It's waiting, listen-

ing. It's been pursuing me for two days, out of the deep zones of
the forest. It won't let up until I'm gone."

"But why, Chris? Why is it trying to kill you?"
"It's the old man's mythago," he said. "He brought it into

being in the heartwoods, but it was weak and trapped until I
came along and gave it more power to draw on. But it was the old
man's mythago, and he shaped it slightly from his own mind, his
own ego. Oh God, Steve, how he must have hated, and hated ru,
to have imposed such terror on to the thing."

"And Guiwenneth. . . ." I said.
"Yes. , . Guiwenneth. . . ." Christian echoed, speaking

softly now. "He'll revenge himself on me forthat. If I give him
half a chance."

He stretched up to peer through the branrble covering. I could
hear a distant, restless movement, ird thought I caught the
sound of some animal grumbling deep in its throat.

"I thought he'd failed to create the primary mythago."
Christian said, "He died believing that. What would he have

done, I wonder, if he'd seen how successful he'd becn." He
crouched back down in the ditch. "It's like a boar. Part boar, part
man, elements of other beasts from the wildwood. It walks
upright, but can nrn like the wind. It paints its face white in the
semblance of a human face. Whatpver age it lived in, one thing's
for sure, it lived a long time before man as we understand'man'
existed; this thing cornes from a time when man and naturc were
so close that they were indistinguishable."

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



MvrHeco Wooo 51

"'When you run," he said, "run for the edge. Don't stop. And
when you get out of the wood, don't come back. There is no way
out for rl€, now. I'm trapped in this wood by something in my
own mind as surely as if I were a mythago myself. Don't corn€
back here, Steve. Not for a long, long time."

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

The Urscumug opened its mouth to roar, and my father
seemed to leer at rne.
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One morning, in early spring, I found a brace of hare hanging
from one of the pothooks in the kitchen; below them, scratched
in the yellow paintwork on the wall, was the letter "C." The gift
was repeated about two weeks later, but then nothing, and dre
months pass€d.

I had not been back to.the wood.
Overthe long winterthad readmy father'sdiary tentirnes if I

had read it once, steeping myself in the mystery of his life as
much as he had srceped himself in the myst€ry of his own
urrconscious links with the prinrcval woodland. I fotrnd, in his
erratic recordings, much that told of his sens€ of danger, of
what-just once-he called "ego's mythological ideal," th€
involvement of the creator's mind which he feared would influ-
ence the shape and behaviour of ttre mythago forms. He hd
known of the dangcr, then, but I wondcr if Christian had fuily
comprehended this most subtle of the occult processesoccurring
in the forest. From the darkness and pain of my father's mind a
single thread had ernerged in the fashioning of a gul in a green
hrnic, dooming her to a helplessness in tlrc forest that was
contrary to lrer natural form. But if she were to errerge again, it

55



56 Rfurt Holdstock

would be with Christian's mind contrrolling her, and Christian
had no such preconceivcd ideas about a woman's stnength or
weakness.

It would not be the sarne encounter.

The notebook itself both perplexed ard saddened me. There
were so many entries that referred to the years before the war, to
orr family, to Chris and myself particularly; it was as if my
father had watchcd us all the time, and in that way h,ad fun
relating to us, had been close to us. And yet all the tinre he
watched, he was detached, cold. I had thought him unaware of
me; I had imagined myself a mere irritation in his life, a nagging
insect that he waved aside brusquely, hardly noticing. And yet
he had been totally aware of me, recording each ganre I played,
each walk to, and around, the woodland, recording the effects
upon me.

One incident, written b,riefly and in great haste, broughtback
a memory of a long, summer's day when I had been nine or ten
years old. It involved a wooden ship, which Chris had fashioned
from a piece sf fallen beech, and which I had painted. The ship,
the stream we called the sticklebrook, and a raging passage
through the woodland below the garden. lnnocent, childish fun,
and all the time my father had becn a somb,re, dark shape,
observing us from the window of his study.

The day had begun well, a bright, fresh dawn, and I had
awoken to the sight of Chris, crouched in the branches of the
beech tree outside my room. I crawled through the window in
my pyjamas, and we sat therc, in our s€crct carnp, and watched
the distant activity of the farmer who managed the land here-
abouts. Somewhere else in the house therc was movement, and I
imagined that the cleaning lady had arived early, to benefit fbom
this finc summer's day.

Chris had the piece of wood, already shaped into the hull of a
small boat. We discussed our plans for the epic journey by river,
then scampered brck into the house, &€ssed, snatcM brcakfast
from the hands of the sleepy figure of our mother, ard wcnt out
into the workshed. A mast was soon shaped and drilled into the
hull. I layered red paint on to the plantring, and daubed our
initials, one s€t on eitlrcr sidc of thc mast. A paper sail, some
token rigging, and the grcat vess€l was ready.
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rille ran from the yard, skining the dense, silent woodland,

until we found tlre stneam where the launching of the vessel
would take place.

It was late July, I remember, hot and still. The brook was low,
the banks steep and dry, and littered with sheep droppings. The
water was slightty green where algal life was growing from
the stones and mud below. But the ffow was strong, still, and the
brook wound across the fields, between lightning-blasted u€es,
into denser undergrowth, and finally below a ruined gate. This
gate was much overgrcrwn with weed, bramble and shrubby tnee
life. It had been placed across the strealn by the farmerAlphonsc
Jeffries to stop "urchins" such as Chris and myself from floun-
dering into the deeper waters of the pool beyond, where the
brcok widened and beame morc aggressive.

But the gate was rotten, and ttlere was a cler gap below it,
where the ship of our dreams would pass quite easily.

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

Chris let the vessel go. It bobbed, spun and whirled away
from us, looking urrcomfortable on the water. I felt disappointed
that the boat didn't sail like the real thing, leaning slightly to thp
side, rising and falling on the swell. But it was exciting to watch
ttre tiny ship go spinning towards the woodland. And at last,
before vanishing beyond ttre garc, itdid sit nue upon the oceall,
and the mast seemed to duck as it passcd the barrier and was
swept from our sight.

Now began *re fun. We raced breathlessly round the edge of
the wood. It was a long trek across a private field, high and ripe
with corn, then along the disused railway track, across a cow
field. (Tlrer€ was a bull, grazing the corner. He looked up at us,
and snorted, but was well content.)

Beyond this farmland we canp to tk northern edge of the
oakwood, and there the sticklebrook emerged, a wider, shal-
lower stream.

Wb sat down to await our ship, to welcome it home.
In my imagination, during firat long afternoon as we played

in the sun and earnestly scanncd the dartrrcss of tlrc woods fw
some sign of our vessel, the tiny ship encountered all manner of
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strange beasts, rapids, and whirlpools. I could see it fighting
valiantly against stormy seas, outrunning otters and water rats
that loomed high above its gunwales. The mind's journey was
what that voyage was all about, the images of drama that the
simple boattrip inspired.

How I would have loved to see it come bobbing out along 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 reality
that somewhere in the dark, dense woodland, the model had
snagged on a branch and become stuck, theri to rcmain, roning
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 the long car and train
journey back to school, Christian and I returned to the northern
spread of the woods, this time walking our Aunt's two Springer
spaniels. Aunt Edie was such a trial that we would welcome any
excuse to leave the house, even when the day wils ils overcast
and damp as that Friday in Sepernber.

We passed the sticklebrook and there, to our amazed delight,
was the HMS Voyager, spinning and racing along in the curent;
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 along the bank of the sfream, the dogs yapping
ferociously, delighted with this sudden sprint. At last Christian
gai,ned on the spinning vessel and reached out across the water,
snaring our tiny model.

He shook off the water and held it high, his face bright with
pleasure. Panting, I arrived beside him and took the model from
him. The sail was intact, the initials still there. Ttre little object
of our dreams looked exactly as when we had launched it.

"Stuck, I guess, and released wlren the waters rose," said
Chris, and what otherexplanation could there have been?

And yet, that very night, my father had written this in his
diary:

Even in the nrnc peripheral zones of the forest, time is
distorted to a degree. It is as I suspected. The aura produccd
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by the primal woodland has a pronounced effect upon tlrc
nature of-dimensions. ln a way, the boys have conducrcd an
experiment for me, by releasing their model ship on to the
brcok that flows-or so I believe*around the edge of ttrc
woodland. It has taken six weeks to travene the outer zones,
a distance, in rcal terms, of no mone than a mile. Six wceks!
Deeper in the wood, if the expansion of tirne and space
increases-which Wynne-Jones suspects-who can tell
what bizarrc landscapes are to be found?

During the rest of the long wet winter, following Christian's
disappearance, I increasingly @uented the dark, musty room
at the back of the house: my father's study. I found a strange
solace among the books and specimens. I would sit at his desk
forhours, notreading, noreven thinking, merely staring intothe
near distance, as if waiting. I could visualize my peculiar beha-
viour quite cleady, snapping out of the mindless reverie almost
irritably.

There were always letters to be done, mostly of a financial
naturc, since the money on which I was living was rapidly
dwindling to a sum insufficient to guarantee mor€ than a few
months' idle seclusion. But it was hard to focus the mind upon
such humdrum affairs when the weeks passed, and Christian
remained vanished, and the wind and rain bleq like living
cr€atures, against the smeared panes of the Frcnch windows,
almost calling me to follow my brotlrer.

I was too tenified. Though I knew that tlre beast-having
rejected me yet again-would have followed Christian deeper
into Ryhope Wood, I could not f,ace the thought of a repeat of
that encounter. I had staggered home once, distraught and
anguished, and now all I could do was walk around the forpst
edge, calling for Christian, hoping, always hoping, that he
would suddenly appoar again.

How long did I spend just standing, watching that part of the
woodland which could be seen from the French windows?
Hours? Days? Perhaps it was weeks. Children, villagers, the
farm lads, all were occasionally to be seen, figurcs scurrying
acnocs the fields, or skining the ftes, making fo'r the right of
way across the estate. On each occasion that I sighted a human
form my spirits leapt, only to subside again in disappointment.
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Oak Indge was damp, and smelled so, but it was in no sorrier
a state tlnn its rcstless occupant.

I searched thc study, every inch of it. Soon I had accumulated
a bizarre collection of objects which-years bcfore-had been
of no interest to me. Arrow and spear heads, both of stone and
bronze, I found literally crammed into a drawer, therc werc so
many of them. Beads, shaped and polished stones, and neck-
laces too, some made from large teeth. Two bone objects-long
thin shafs, much inscribed with patterning-I discovered to be
spear throwers. The most beautiful object was a small ivory
horse, much stylized, its body strangely fat, its legs thin 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 ln
copulo.

This object made me check again a short reference in the
journal:

The horse shrine is still deserted, I think now for good. The
shaman has returned to the heartlands, beyond the fire that he
has talked about. Left me a gift. The fire puzzles me. Why
was he so afraid of it? What lies beyond?

I hnaily discovered the "frontal bridge- equipment that my
father had used. Christian had destroyed it as much as he could,
breaking the curious mask and bending the various electric
gadgetry out of shape. It was a strangely malicious thing for my
brother to have donen and yet I felt I understood why. Christian
was jealous of entry into the realm in which he sought Guiwen-
neth, and wanted no furttrer experimentation with mythago
generation.

I closed the cupboard on the wreckage,
To cheer myself up, to break the sclf-obsession, I reestab-

lished contact with the Ryhopes, up at the marxrr house . They
were pleased enough with my company-all, that is, except
the two teenagc daughten, who were aloof and affeced, tod
found me distinctly below their class. But Captain Ryhope-
whose family had occupied this land for many generations-
gave nre chickens with which to iepopulate my own coops,
butter from his own farm supplies, and best of all, several bottles
of wirre.

I felt it was his way of expressing his syrnpathy for what must
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have seemed to him to be a most tragic few years of my life.
Concerning the woodland he knew nothing, not even that it

was, for the most part, unmanaged. The southern extent was
coppiced, to supply farm poles, and firewood. But the latest
rcference he could find in his family's accounts to any sort of
woodland managernent was l722.It was a brief allusion:

The wod is not safe. Tlwt part which lies between Lower
Grubbings and the Pollards, as far as Dyluly Field, is
marsh-riilen andpeopledby stange common-folk, who are
wise to woodland ways. To remove them would be too costly,
so I lave issued orders tofence offthis 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 a fact I
found hard to bclieve and to understand, but even today, Captain
Ryhope had hardly given o s€cortrl thought to the area between
those strangely named fields.

It was just "the wood," and people skirted it, or used the
tacks round the edge , but neverthought about its interior. It was
"the wood." It had always been thcre. It was a fact of life. Life
went on around it.

He did show me a written entry in the manor's accounts for
1536, or37 , it was not clear which. This was befse his family's
time, and he showed me the entry nrue out of pride at its allusion
to King Henry the Eighth than fq tlp refercnce to Ryhope
Wood's smnge qualities:

The Kingwas pleasedto htmthewoodlands, withfour of his
entourage ard two ladies. Fou howks were talccn, and a
canter across the wildfields.Tlu King expresseddniration
for the dangerous hunt, ridingwitlwut duc care through the
btderwood. Returned at duskto tlw Manor. A stag had been
kille d by the K ing hims elf . Tlw King nlked of glwsts, and was
entertaining on the rnanner of hc@ lwunted in thc deeper
gldes by the figure of Robin Hd, which apparent$ laosed
cM atrorg at him. He has promiud to lwnt upon tlw estates in
another season.

a a a
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Shortly after Christmas, whilst I cooked in the kitchen, I
detected movement beside me. It was a shock to my system, a
moment of fright that made me twist around, adrenalin making
my heart race.

The kitchen was empty. The movement remained, a hesitant
flickering at the edge of vision. I raced through the house to the
study, and sat hehind tl:c desk, my hands on the polished wooden
surface, my breathing laboured.

The movenrent disappeared.
But it was a grou'ing presence that had to be faced. My own

mind was nc\t' interacting with the aura of the woodland, and at
the edge of vision the first 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, paraphernalia out of Frankenstein, to enable his own
ageing mind to generate these "stored" mythic presences from
his racial unconscious. His journal-the log of his experiments
with Wynns-Jenss-and Chris, too, had hinted that a younger
mind might interact with the wildwoods more simply, and very
much faster than my father had ever imagined possible.

In the study 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, along the passage to my father's studio, was somehow to
shake off those insistent movements.

In time, in a maffer of weeksn I became less afraid of the
images from my unconscious that were slowly materializing.
They became an intnrsive, but rather unthreatening part of my
life. I kept clear of the woods, imagining that by so doing I was
not causing the generation of mythagos which might later
emerge to haunt me. I spent a great deal of time in the local
village, and journeyed to [,ondon, to friends, on as many occa-
sions as I could manage. I avoided making contact with the
family of my father's friend, Edward Wynne-Jones, despite my
growing awareness of the necessity of finding the man and
speaking to him about his research.

In all these ways I suppose I was cowardly; and yet, in
retrospect, it was more a result of my unease, my distraction at
the incomplete nature of events with Christian. He ought to
come back at any time. Without knowing for sure whether he
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was dead, or just totally lost, therc was a great tendency to move
neither forward nor back.

Stasis, then: the flow of time through the house, the endless
routine of feeding, washing, rcading, but without direction,
without goal.

The gifts from my brother-the hares, the initials-pro-
voked something akin to a panic reaction in me. In early spring I
ventured for the first time close to the encroaching woodlands,
calling Christian's name.

And it was shortly after this break in routine; perhaps in the
middle of March, that occurred the first of trvo visitations from
the woodland which were to have a profound effect upon me in
later months. Of the two emergences it is the second that was
most immediately important; but the first would become of
increasing significance to me later, even though, on that windy,
cold dusk in March, it was an enigrnatic haunting that passed
through my life like a cold breath, a fleting encounter.

I had been to Gloucester for the day, visiting the bank where my
father's affairs were still managed. It had been a frustrating few
hours; everything was in Christian's narne, and there was no
evidence that my brother had agreed to pass the handling of
affairs across to nre. My pleas that Christian was lost in distant
woodlands were listened to with sympathy, but precious little
understanding. Certain standing orders were being paid, cer-
tainly, but my financial predicame[t sras growing acute, and
without some access to my father's account I would be forccd
back upon my education. Honest employment was sorething I
had once looked forward to. Now, distracted and obsessed with
the past, I wanted nothing more than to be allowed to govern my
own life.

The bus was late, and the journey home thrcugh the Here-
fordshire countryside was slow and continually held up by cattle
being moved along the roadways. It was late afternoon before I
cycled the final miles from the bus station to Oak Lodge.

Ttre house was cold. I pulled on a thick, Shetland jumper and
busied myself at the fire-grate , cleaning the ashes of the wood
fire from the previous day. My breath frostcd and I shivcred
violentlS and at that moment I rpalized there was something
unnatural in that intense chill. The room was deserted; through
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the lace-covered windows, the front gardens wene a blur of
.bncwn-an{ green, a fading vision in the gathering gloom of dusk.
I pgt the light on, wrapped my anns around mylhoulders and
walked quickly through the house.

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

Towards the woodland
Therc was a movementthere, avague stirring, as tenuous, as

intangible as the flickering motions of the pre-myttragos which,
though they occupied my peripheral vision, hadceased to con-
cern me. I watched that distant stir in the forest as it rippled
through the trees and undergrowth, and seemed to cast a moving
shadow across the thistle-covered field that separated treeline
from the edge of the garden.

There was something there, something invisible. It was
watching me, and slowly approaching the house.
__ Not knowing what else to do, terrified that perhaps the
Urscumug had returned to the woodland edge in search of rne, I
picked up the heavy-hafted, flint-bladed spear that I had made
durirrg the December weeks. It was a coarse-and primitive means
of defence, but was satisfyingly secune in a way that no gun
could have been. What else, it had occurred to me, should one
use in offence against the primitive but a primitive tool?
- Passing down the stairs, I felt a breath of warm air on my
frozen cheeks, a touch like the quick exhalation of breath of
someone close by. A shadow seemed to hover about me, but it
disappeared quickly.

F- *y father's study the haunting aura vanished, perhaps
unable to compete against the powerful residuum of inteliectthat
w:rs my father's own ghost. I peered through the French win-
dows at that woodland which could be seen from here, rubbing
at the frosted glass, watching as my father had once warched,
frightened, curious, drawn to the enigmatic happenings beyond
the human limit of ttre house and grounds.

Shapes dafted about the fence. They seemed to pour from the
woodland edg", spiralling and leaping, grey, shadowy forms
that-vanished as quickly as they carne, like the tongues of grey
smoke from a gorse fire. From the Eees, and backlo the ftes,
somgthing reaching, feeling, prowling about the grounds.

One of the tendrils pass€d over the fence and extended to the
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French windows themsclves, and I drew brck, startled, as a face
starcd at rF from the outsidc, then vanished. The strock had
made my heart race and I dropped the spcar. Reaching down for
the heavy weapon, I listerpd as the French windows werc rattled
and banged. The woodshed door was stnrck a violent blow, and a
sudden fury swept anrong the startled hens.

But all I could think of was that face. So strange: human, yet
with qualities that I can only describe as elfin; the eyes had been
slanted, the inside of the grinning mouth a glowing red; the face
had possessed no nosc, nor ears, but a wild, spiky growth of fur
or hair had spnouted fr,om cranium and cheeks.

At once mischievous, malevolent, funny, frightening.
Abmptly the light drained fum the sky, and thc land outsidc

became grey and foggy; ttre trees had bccome shrouded in a
prcrcrnatural mist, through which an ecrie light shone from a
direction towards the sticklebrook.

My curiosity at last outweighed my aprehension. I openod
the windows and stepped into the garden, walking slowly
through the darkness towards the gate. To the west, in the
direction of Grimley the horizon was bright. I could clearly see
the shapes of farmhouses, copses and the roll of hills. To the
east, towards the manor house , the evening was similarly clear.
It was only above the woods, and Oak Lodge itself, that this
stormdark pall of gloom hovered.

The elernentals canrc in force, then, emerging from the very
ground itself, rising about me, hovering, probing, and making
smnge sounds very like laughter. I twisted and rwirled, trying to
glimpse some rational form to the gusting crlsatures, occasion-
ally glimpsing a face, a hand, a long, curved finger, the nail of a
polished claw that jabbed towards me, but curled away before
contact could be made. I glimpsed female shapes, lithe and
sensuous. But mostly I saw the grimacing faces of something
more elfin than human; hair flowed, eyes sparkled, broad
rnouths parted in silent cries. Were they mythagos? I hardly had
time to question it. My hair was touclrcd, my skin stroked.
Invisible fingers proddcd my back, tickled rne below the ears.
The silence of the grey dusk was intemrpted by abrup and brief
bunts of wind-shrouded laughter, orthe eerie cties of nightbirds
that hovered abovc me, broad-winged, human-faced.

The rees at th€ edge of the wooC swayed rhythmically; in
their branches, through the hanging mist, I saw furtlpr shapes,
shadows chased each othcr across the sunless fields about. I was
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surrounded by poltergeist activity of uncanny and immense
proportions.

Swiftly, then, the activity died away, and the light from the
sticklebrook grew morc intense. The stillness was frighrcning,
chilling. The cold was numbing, and my body was racked with
cramp. I watched the light as it emerged from mist and woodland
both, and was astonished when I saw its source.

A boat came sailing from the tr€es, moving steadily along a
sheam far too small to contain its width. The boat was painted
with bright colours, but the glowing light came from the figure
which stod upon its prow, peering intently towards me. Boat
and man, both were among the strangest things I have ever seen.
The boat was high-prowed and high-sterned, with a single 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;
bizane figurines surmounted both prow and stern, and each of
those carved gargoyles seemed to twist to watch me.

The man glowed with a golden aura. He stared from beneath
a bronze-bright helmet, its crown elaborately crested, half-
hidden between the twisting cheek guards. A flowing beard,
chalk-white with sheaks 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 his armour.

About him played the ghouls and ghosts of the forest 
"dg.,and they seemed to be pushing and tugging at the ship, account-

ing for its movement fonrard on the shallow waters of the
stream.

This mutual regard acnoss a distance of no more than a
hundred yards lasted for a full minute. Then a strange wind
began to blow, filling out the broad sail of the eerie vessel; the
black rigging tugged and twanged, the boat rocked and the
glowing man glanced up to the sky. Around him, the dart forces
of his night-time entourage gathered, clusrcring about the boat,
whining and crying with the voices of nature.

The man tossed something towards me, then raised his right
hand in that universal symbol of acknowledgement. I stepped
towards him, but was blinded by a sudden dust-laden wind.
Elementals swirled around me. I saw the golden glow disappear
slowly back towards the wood, the stern now the prow, the sail
filled with a healthy breeze. Try as I might I could not step
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forward through the barier of protective forces that accompa-
nied the mysterious stranger.

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

,It was an oak leaf the size of my palm, fashioned out of silver,
a masterful piece of craftmanship. As I stared down at it, I saw
the shallowly inscribed letter C within the outline of a boar's
head. The leaf was pierced, a long thin tear, as if a knife had been
thnrst through the metal. I shivered, although why the sight of
this talisman should fill me with such dread I was not, at that
time, able to understand.

I went back to the house, to think about these most bizarre
mythago forms yet to have emerged from the edgewoods.
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Rain swept across the land, a drenching shower that seemed to
come from a sky too bright to have canied the downpour. The
fields becanp slick and treacherous as I raced back towards Oak
Lndge. The rain penetrated my thick pullover and flannels, and
was cold and irriating on my skin. I had been caught unawares,
strolling down from the manor house after a few hours garden-
ing, undertaken in exchange for a cut of mutton from their
supplies of salted meat.

I ran across the garden and flung the heavy piece of meat into
the kitchen, then stripped off my saturated jumP€r, still standing
in the rain. The air was heavy with the smell of earth and
woodland, and as I stood there , shedding my wet clothes, so the
storrn passed, and the sky brightened slightly.

Sun broke through cloud, and for a few seconds a wave of
warmth encouraged me in my thinking that as late April was
about to give way to early May the first signs of surnmer werc at
hand.

Then I saw the fragmentary carnage n€arto the chicken coop,
and a chill of apprehension made me dart to the side of the
ki tchendoor. . . .

69
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Before I left I had closed the door, I was certain of that. But it
had been open as I had scampered out of the wet weather.

Wringing out my jumper I walked cautiously to the chicken
coop. Two chicken heads lay there, their necks still bloody
where they had been struck from the bodies with a knife. In the
rain-softened soil round about were the marks of a small-footed
human being.

Entering the house I could see at once that I had entertained a
visitor in my absence. The drawers to the kitchen table were
op€r, cupboards were open, and tins and jars of preserved foods
had been scattered, some jars opened and sampled. I walked
through the house and observed the muddy prints of feet as they
toured through the siuing-room, into the study, up the stairs and
through the various bedrooms.

In my own bedroom the prints, a vague outline of toes and
heels, stopped by the window. The pictures of myself, Christian
and my father, that were placed on my bureau, had been moved.
By holding the framed photographs to the light I could see the
smudges of fingerprints on the glass.

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

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

In a fresh shirt, my trousers changed, I walked out into the
garden and waved, scanning the dense undergrowth, the shad-
owy recesses that were the several pathways into the forest. I
could see nothing.

I resolved, then, that I would have to learn to go back into the
woodland.

The next day was brighter, and considerably drier, and I
equipped myself with spear, kitchen knife and oilskin wrap and
walked cautiously into the woods, as far as the clearing where I
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had made my camp, sonrc months beforc. To my surprise there
was hardly a fragment of that camp site left. All the tent canvas
had gone, the tins and pots purloined. By carefully feeling the
ground I discovered a single, bent tent pcg. And &e glade its€lf
had changed in a remarkable way: it was covered with oak
saplings. They wene no more than trvo or three feet high, but
they clustercd in the space, too many to survive, but too high by
far to have grown in that space of a few months. . . .

l\nd winter months too!
I tugged at one of the saplings and it was deeply rooted; I

skinned my hand, and tore the tender bark, beforc the plant at
last relinquished its fervent grip upon the earth.

She did not return that day, nor the next, but thercafter I
became increasingly aware that I was entertaining a visitor
during the dark hours of night. Food would vanish from tlre
pantry; implements, ordinary items of kitchenware, would be
misplaced, or replaced. Also on some mornings there was a
strange smell in the house, neither earthy, nor female, but-if
you can imagine this bizarre combination-something that was
a little of both. I noticed it most powerfully in the hallway, and
would stand for long minutes, just lening the peculiarly erotic
aroma seep into my system. Dirt and leaf litter were always to be
found on the ground floor and stairs of the house. My visitor was
becoming bolder. I imagined that, whilst I slept, she stood in the
doorway and watched me. Strangely, I felt no apprchension at
the idea.

I tried setting my alarm clock to awaken me in the dead
hours, but all this succeeded in doing was giving me a rcstless
night and a bad temper. On the first occasion I used the alarm I
discovered I had missed my visitor, but the pungent smell of
woodland female filled the house, thrilling me in a way ttrit I felt
almost ashamed to acknowledge. On the second occasion, she
had not visited. The house was silent. It was three in the
moming, and the only smell was of rain; and onions, part of my
supper.

And yet I was glad, on that occasion, to have set the alarm so
early, for though my imagined woodland nymph was not in
evidence, I was being visited. The sound of chickens being
disturbed came to me as I climbed back into bed. Immediately I
raced down the stairs to the back door, and held the oil larnp
high. I had time to glimpse two tall, thickly built man-shapes
before the glass of the larnp shattered and the ffame was extin-
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guished. Thinking back on that incident I can remember the
whoosh of air as a stone was slung, a shot mor€ accurate than is
rationally believable .

In darkness I 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 was long and richly curled, but that detail may have been
wrongly imagined. Each held a living chicken by the neck,
stifling the animal's cries. As I watched, each wrenched the head
from its animal, then turned and walked stiffly to the fence, lost
in the gloom of night. The one in the baggy pantaloons turned,
just as he entered obscurity, and bowed to me.

I remained awalce until dawn, seated in the kitchen, picking
idly at bread and making two pots of tea that I rcally didn't want.
As soon as it was light I dressed fully and investigated the
chicken coops. I was now down to two animals, and they walked
irritably about the grain-scattered arena, almost reientfully
clucking.

"I'll do my best," I told them. "But I have a feeling you're
destined to go the same way."

The hens walked stiffly from me, perhaps requiring to enjoy
their last meal in peace.

An oak sapling, four inches tall, was growing in the middle
of their ground, and-surprised and quite fascinated-I
reached to it and plucked it from the earth. Intrigued by the way
nature itself seemed to be infiltrating my own jealously guarded
territory I toured the grounds, more alert than previously to
what was emerging from the soil.

Saplings were springing up all ovcr the part of the garden
next to the study, and the thistle-field which connected that area
with the woodland itself. There were more than a hundred
saplings-each less than six inches tall-in a scattered band
across the small lawn that led from the study's French windows
to the gate. I went through the gate and noticed how the field,
sparsely grazed for several years and quirc wild, was now richly
doned with seedlings. Towards the woodland edge they were
taller, some almost at my own height. I plotted the width and
ext€nt of that band of growth, and realised with a chill that it
formed a sort of tendril of woodlard, forty or fifty feet wide,
reaching to the house by way of the musty library.

The vision, then, was of a pseudopod of woodland trying to
drag thc house itself into the aura of the main body. I didn't know
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whether to leave the saplings, or crush them. But as I rcached to
tug one of them from the ground, so the pre-mythagq rytiyiq in
my peripheral vision became agitated, almost angry. I decided to
bivb this bizarre growth. It rcached to the very edge of the house
itself, but when the saplings grew too large they could easily be
destroyed, even if they grew at an abnormal PTe:

The house was haunted. The thought of it fascinated me,
even as it sent shivers of fear down my spine; but the feeling of
terror was one step remov€d, s it were; it was the same haunt-
ing, terrifying feeling that one gets when seeing a Boris Karloff
film, or listening to a ghost story on the Home Service. It
occurred to me that I had become apart of the haunting process
that was enveloping Oak Lodge, ild that as such I could not
respond normally to the ovefi signs and manifestations of the
spectral presences.- 

Or perhaps it was simply this: I wanted het. Her. Ttt"" gttl
from the wifdwood who had obsessed my brother, and whom I
knew to have visited Oak Lodge again, in her new life. Perhaps
much of what would follow was caused by this desperate need in
me for love, to find the same degree of commitment to the
female creation of the woodland that Christian had found. I was
in my early twenties, and save for a brief, physically glciting'
but intellectually empty liaison with a girl from the village in
France where I had been after the war, I was inexperienced in
love, in the communion of mind and body that people calllove-
Christian had found it. Christian had lost it. Isolated at Oak
[.odge, miles from anywhere, it is not surprising that the thought
of the return of Guiwenneth began to obsess me.

And evennrally she came back as more than a transient
atroma, or watery footprint on the floor. She came back in full
body, no longer afraid ofme, as curious of me, I like to think, as
I 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,
nervously I thought, that same light glinted from her eyes. I
could get no more than an impression of her, and as she rose to
her full height I could discern only her slender shape, clad in a
loose-fitting tunic. She held a spear, and the cold metal blade
was againsi my throat. It was sharpened along the edges, and
each time I moved her slightest prod caused the skin on my neck
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!o paf . ft was a painful encounter and I was not prepared for it to
be a fatal one.

So I lay there, in the hours after midnight, and listened to her
breathing. she seemed slightly nervous. she was here because
she was. . . what can I say? Seeking. That is the only word I
kroy toexplain it. She was seeking me, or something about me .
Ard in the same way I was seeking her.

She smelled strong. It was the sort of smell I would come to
associate with a life in the forests and remote places of a barren
land, a life where regular washing was something of a luxury
and where one was marked by aroma as clearly as, in my own
day, one was marked by the style of clothes.

So she smelled . . . earthy. Yes. And also of her own secre-
tions, the sharp, not unpleasant smell of sex. And sweat too,
sally, talgy. When she came close to me and peered down I got
an idea that her hair was red, and that her eyes werc fierce. She
said -something like, "Ymma m'ch buth?" She repeated the
words several times, and I said, "I don't understand.';

"Cefrachas. Ichna which ch'athab. Mich ch'athaben!"
"I don't understand."
"Mich ch'athaben ! Cefrachas !"
"I wish I didunderstand, but I really don't."
The blade dug deeper into my neck and I flinched, and raised

a hand slowly to the cold metal. Gently I eased the weapon away,
smiJing, and hoping that in the darkness she coulb see my
willing subservience.

She made a sound, like frustration, or despair, I'm not sure
which. Her clothing was coarse. I 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
qulte gvgrpowering. Her breath on my face was sweet, though,
and slightly. . .nutty.

"Mich ch'athaben!" she said, and this time it was almost with
a tone of hopelessness.

"Mich Steven," I said, wondering if I was on the right track,
but she remained silent. "steven!" I repeated, and tapped my
chest. "Mich Steven."

"Ch'athaben," she insisted, and the blade nicked sharply into
my flesh.

"There's food in the pantry," I offered. "Ch'athaben. Dow-
nen. Stairren."
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"Cumchirioch," she retorted savagely, rod I felt myself
insulted.

"I'm doing my best. Do you have to keep prodding nre 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 silently down the
stairs. Although I followed her swiftly, she was fleet of foot, and
became absorbed by night's shadows- I stood at the back door
and searched forher, but there was no sign.

"Guiwenneth!" I shouted into the darkness. Was that the
name by which she knew herself, I wondered? Or only Chris-
tian's name forher? I repeated the call, changing the emphasis in
the name. "Gwinneth/ Gewizeth! 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 wood-
land. Movement among the blacktttorn 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 I was sure. She stood
quite motionless, watching me, and I imagine that she was
intrigued at my use of her rurme.

"Guiwenneth," she called softly, and it was a throaty, sibilant
sound, a pronunciation more liJr:e chwin aiv.

I raised my right hand in a gesture of parting and called,
"Goodnight then, Chwin aiv."

"Inosc'da. . . Stiwen. . . ."
And the enfolding shadows of the forest claimed her again,

and this time she did not rcappear.
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By day I explored the woodland periphery trying to penetrat€
deeper but still unable to do so; whatever forces were at work
defending the heartwoods, they regarded me with suspicion. I
tripped and became tangled in the rank undergrowth, ending up
time and time again against a mossy $tump, branrble-covered
and unpassable, or finding myself facing a wall of water-slick
rock, that rose, dark and daunting, from the ground below itself
enrded and covered by the twisting, moss-furrcd roots of the
great sessile oaks that grew here.

By the mill-sueam I glimpsed the Twigling. Near to the
sticklebrook, where tlre water swirled more rapidly below the
rotting gate, there I caught sight of other mythagos, qtoving
cautiously through the undergrowth, their features barely dis-
cernible through the paint they had daubed on their skins.

Someone had cleared the saplings from the centre of the
glade and the remains of a fire were pronounced; rabbit and
chicken bones were scattered about, and on tlre thistle'covered
grass were tlp signs of a weapons industry, flakes of stone, and
the peelings of bark from young wood, where a shaft for a spear
or arrow had been fashioned.

77



78 Robqt Holdstock

I was conscious of the activity around me, always out of
Irght, but never out of earshot; furtive movement, sudden rapid
flight, and a strange, eeric calling-bird-like, )€s, but cleady of
human manufacture. The woods were alive with the crcations of
my own mind. . . or Christian's-and they seemed to be clus-
tering around the glade, and the stream, moving from the wood-
land at night along the oak tendril that reached to the study.

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

It was three days after Guiwenneth's first contact with me
that an idea for seeing deeper into the woodland occurred at last;
yhy I hadn't thought of it before I cannot say. perhaps Oak
L,odge was so remote from the normal stream of human exis-
tence, and the landscape around Ryhope so far from the techno-
logically advanced civilization at whose heart it lay, that I had
been thinking only in primitive terms: walking, running, explor-
ing from the ground.

For several days I had been aware of the sound, and occa-
sional sight, of a small monoplane as it circled above the land to
the east of the wood. On two days the plane-a Percival
Proctor, I think-had come quite close to Ryhope Wood, before
turning and disappearing into the distance.

Then in Gloucester, on my way to the bank, I saw the plane
again, or one very like it. It was photographing the city for a land
survey, I discovered. Operating out of Mucklestone Air Field,
an arca of some forty square miles was being photographed
aerially for the Ministry of Housing. If I could just convince the
air crew to "loan" me the passenger seat of one of their planes for
an afternoon, I could fly above the oak woodland and see the
heartwoods from a vantage point where surely the supernatural
defences could not reach. . . .

I.*S met at the perimeter gate of Mucklestone Field by an
air-forrce sergeant who led me, silently, to the small cluster of
white-washed Nissen huts that served as offices, control build-
ings and mess buildings. It was colder inside than out. The
whole area was unpleasantly run-down and lifeless, although a
typewriter clattered somewhere, and I could hear distant h;gh-
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ter. Two planes stood on the runway, one clearly being serviced.
It was a brisk afternoon, the wind was blowing from the south-
east, and most of it seemed to whistle through the corners of the
cramped little room into which my guide conducted me.

The man who smiled uncertainly at rne as I cntered was in his
early thirties, perhaps, fair-haired, bright-eyed and hideously
burn-marked around his chin and left ctreek. He worp the uni-
form and insignia of an RAF Captain, but had the collar of his
shirt open, ild wore plimsolls instead of boots. Everything
about him was casual and confident. He frowned, though, as he
shook my hand and said, "Don't quite understand what exactly it
is you want, Mister Huxley. Sit down, won't you?'

I did as he bade me and stared at the map of the surrounding
landscape that he had spread out on the desk. His narne was
Harry Keeton, that much I kneq and he had clearly flown
during the war. The burn scar was both fascinating and hideous
to look at; but he wore it proudly, like a medal, apparently not in
the least bothered by the grotesque madcing.

If I regarded him curiously, he was equally puzzle.d by rnc,
and after a nnrment or two's hesitant exchange of looks he
laughed nervously. "I don't get many rcquests to borrow a planc.
Farmers, mostly, wanting their houses photographed. And
archaeologists. They always want photographs at dusk or dawn.
Sun shadows, you see? It shows up field markings, old founda-
tions, things like that. . . but you want to fly over a wood. . . is
that right?"

I nodded. I couldn't actually make out where, on the map, the
Ryhope estate lay. "It's a woodland by my house, quite extcn-
sive. I'd just like to fly across the middle of it, and take a few
photographs."

Keeton's face registered something like worr)'. He smiled,
then, and touched his scarred jaw. "I-ast time I flew over a wood
a sniper made the best shot of his life and brought me down. That
was in 43. I was in a Lysander. lnvely plane, lovely handling.
But that shot . . . straight to the fuel tank, and wallop: Down into
the trees. I was lucky to get out. I'm nervous of woods, Mister'
Huxley. But I don't suppose therc're any snipers in yours." fle
smiled in a friendly way, and I smiled back, not liking to say that
I couldn't guarante€ such a thing. "Where exactly is this wood?'
he asked.

"It's on the Ryhope estate ," I said, and stood and bent over
tlre map. After a second I saw the name. Strangely, there was no
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indication at all of the woodland, just a dotted line indicating the
extent of the massive property.

Keeton was looking a me peculiarly when I sraightened up. I
said, "It isn't marked. That's odd."

"Very," he said. His tone was matter of fact. . . or perhaps
slightly knowing. "How big is the place?" he asked then. "How
extensive?" Still he stared at me.

"Very extensive. A perimeterof more than six miles. . . ."
"Six miles!" he exclaimed, then smiled thinly. "That's not a

wood, that's a forest!"
In the silence that followed I became certain that he knew at

least somcthing about Ryhope Wood. I said, "You've been
flying close to the place yourself. You or one of your pilots."

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

"It's what gave me the idea of coming to the air field." When
he added nothing, butjust looked very slightly cagey, I went on,
"You must have noticed the anomaly, then. Nothing marked on
the survey map. . . ."

But instead of addressing himself 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, "I didn't
know we had any mediaeval oak woodland of that extent left
uncharted. Is it managed woodland?"

"Partly. Most of it is quite wild, though."
He leaned back in his chair; the burn scar had darkened

slightly and I thought he seemed to be restraining a growing
excitement. "That in iself is amazing," he said. "The Forest of
Dean is immense, of course, but it's well managed. There's a
wood in Norfolk that's wild. I've been there. . . ." He hesitated,
frowning slightly. "There are others. All small, all just wood-
land that has been allowed to go wild. Not real wildwood atall."

Keeton suddenly seemed quite on edge. He stared at the map,
at the area of the Ryhope estate, and I thought he murmured
something like, "So I was right. . . ."

"Can you help me with a flight over the wood, then?" I asked
and Keeton glanced at me suspiciously.

"Why do you want to over-fly it?"
I started to tell him, then broke off. "I don't want this talked

4[qg[-"

"I understand."
"My brother is wandering somewherp inside it. Months ago
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he went exploring and hasn't conrc back. I don't know if he's
lost or dead, but I'd like to see what can be seen from the air. I
realise that it's irregular. . . ."

Keeton was immersed in his own thoughts. He had gone
quite pale, now, all save the burn scars on his jaw. He focused on
me suddenly and shook his h€ad. "Irregular? Well, yes. But I can
masage it. It will be expensive. I'll have to charge you for
f u e l . . . . "

"How much?"
He quoted a likely figurc for a sixty mile jaunt that made the

blood drain from my face. But I ageed, and was relieved to
discover that there would tre no othr costs. He would fly nrc <rut
himself. He would anrn the carleras on Ryhope Wood and add it
to the landscape map that he was compiling. "It would have to be
done eventually, might as well do it now. The eadiest I could fly
you out is tomorrow, after two o'clock. Is that all right with
you?'

"Fine," I said. "I'll be het€."
ril/e shook hands. As I left the office I glanced back. Keeton

was standing quite motionless behind his desk, staring at the
sunrey mp; I noticed that his hands were shaking slightly.

I had flown only once beforre. The journey had lasted four
hours and had been in a battered, bullet-ravaged Dakota, which
had taken off during a thunderstorm and landed on defiated tyres
on the nrnway at Marseilles. I had known little of the drama,
being dnrgged and semi-conscious; it was an evacuation flight,
arranged with great difficulty, to the place of convalescence
where I wouldtrecoverfrom the bullet wound in my chest.

So the ffight in the Percival Pnoctor was effectively my first
trip skywards, and as the flimsy plane lurched and seemed
almost to leap into the skies, I 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. I don't think I have everfelt sopotentially sick in my
life, and how I remained in equilibrium is beyond me. Every few
seconds my body parted company with my stomach as a gust of
wind-a thermal, Keeton called them-seerned to grasp the
plane with invisible fingers and sltift it upwards ordownwards at
alarming speeds. Ttre wings buckled and flexed. Even through
the trclmct and headphones that I wore I could hear the crcaking
complaint of the aluminumfuselage as this tiny model structue
fought the mindless elements.
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We circled the airfield twice, and at last I risked opening my
eyes. It was an initially disorienting feeling, tr I suddenly
became aware that the view from the side window was not a
distant horizon, but farrnland. My mind caught up with my inner
ear, and I adjusted to the idea of being several hundred feet
above the ground, hardly conscious of the confusionof my body
in relationship to gravity. Then Keeton banked sharply to the
right-and there was no disorientation then, merely panic!-
and the plane slipped quickly away to the north; bright sun
obscured all vision to the west, but by peering hard through the
cold, rather misty side window, I could see the shadowy field
structure below, with the bright scattered clusters of white build-
ings that were hamlets and towns.

"If you feel sick," Keeton called back, his voice a grating
rasp in my ears, "fJse the leather bag beside you, would you
mind?"

"I feel fine," I said back, and felt for the reassuring container.
The plane was buffeted by a cross wind and part of me seemed to
rise within my chest cavity before catching up with its compan-
ion organs. I clutched the bag more tightly, felt the sting of sharp
saliva in my mouth, that awful cold feeling that precedes nausea.
And as quietly, and as quickly, as possible-and humiliated
totally-I gave in to the violent need to empty my stomach.

Keeton laughed loudly. "Waste of rations," he said.
"I feel better for being rid of them."
At once I did feel better. Perhaps anger at my weakness,

perhaps the simple fact of being empty, allowed me a mone
cheerful approach to the tenifying act of flying hundreds of feet
above the ground. Keeton was checking the carneras, 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 alarming speed, we seemed to maintain a
straight course. Below us, farmland blended with dense green
woodland; a hibutary of the Avon was a muddy band winding
aimlessly into the distance. Cloud shadow chased like smoke
across the patchwork paffern of the fields, and all in all every-
thing below seemed lazy, placid, peaceful.

And then Keeton said, "Good God, what's that?"
I looked forward, over his shoulder, and saw the dark begin-

nings of Ryhope Wood on the horizon. A great cloud seemed to
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hang above that part of the land, an eerie darkness as if a stonn
were raging above the forest. And yet the skies were quite clear,
cloud could be seen, as spirse and summery as that above
the whole of the west of England. The sombre pall seemed to
ebb upwards from the wildwoods themselves, and as we
approached the vast expanse ofthe forest, that darkness nagged
at our own moods, darkening us, filling us with something
approaching dread. Keeton voiced it, banking the tiny plane to
ttre right, to skirt the edge of the wmd. I looked down and saw
Oak Lodge, a grey-roofed, miserable huddle of a building, 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 hostile; I could see
away across the foliage tops, and they were unbroken, a sea of
gtey green, rippling in the wind, looking almost organic, a
single entity, breathing and shifting restlessly beneath the
unwelcome aerial gaze.

Keeton flew at a distance from Ryhope Wood, around the
perimeter and it seemed to me that the €xpanse of primal wood-
land was not as vast as it had first appeared. I observed the trickle
of the sticklebrook, a winding, quite eratic flow of grey-brown
water, occasionally sparkling in the sun. It was possible to s€e
the stream's journey 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, the forest tilted
before my fascinated eyes, and suddenly seemed to lurch drunk-
enly towards me, flowing below me, and spreading out widely,
silently before me.

At once the plane was taken by a storm-wind of appalling
strength. It was flung upwards, almost tilting nose over tail as
Keeton stmggled at the controls trying to right the vehicle.
Strange golden light sreamed from wingtip and propellor blur,
as if we flew through a rainbow. The plane was struck from the
right, and pushed hard towards the edge of the forest, back
towards open land. Around the cabin a ghostly, banshee-like
wailing began. It was so deafeningly loud that Keeton's cries of
rage and fear, coming to me through the radio headphones, wene
almost inaudible.

As we left the confines of the woodland, so a relative calm
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reappeared, the plane straightened, dropped slightly, then
banked as Harry Keeton turned back for a second attempt to fly
over the forest.

He was quite silent. I wanted to spealc, but found my tongue
tied as I 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
more intense, crawling along the wings and playing, like tiny
shreds of lightning, over the cabin itself. The scrcaming rcached
an intensity that made me cry out, and the plane was buffeted so
hard that I felt sure it would be broken, shredded like a child's
model.

Looking down through the eerie light, I saw clearings,
glades, a river flowing. . . it was the briefest of visions of a
woodland almost totally obscured by the sup€rnatural forces that
guarded it.

Suddenly the plane was turned over. I'm sure I screamed as I
slipped heavily in my seat, only the heavy leather belt stopping
me from being crushed against the ceiling. Over and over the
plane rolled, 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
the tiny aerial vessel was flung back across the open land,
righting itself, looping twice, and coming perilously close to
impacting with the ground below.

It zipped up, bouncing across copses, farmhouses; running
scared almost, 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, a gloom-covered place
which had defeated his best efforts to explore it.

"I don't know what the devil caused that," he said to me, his
voice a whisper. "But right now I'd prefer not to thirft about it.
We're losing fuel. There must be a tank rupture. Hang on to your
seat. . . ."

And the plane skipped and darted southwards, to the landing
field, where Keeton unloaded the cameras and left me to my own
devices; ttc was badly shaken and seemed quite keen to be away
from me.
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My love atrair with Guiwenneth of the Greenwood began tlre
following day, unexpectedly, dramatically. . . .

I had not returned home from the airfield at Mucklestone
until mid-evening, and I was tired, shaken, and very ready for
bed. I slept through the alarm, waking abruptly at eleven-thirgr
in the morning. It was a bright, if overcast day, and after a
snatched breakfast I walked out across tlre fields, and turned to
rcgard the woodland from a vantage point some half mile dis-
tant.

It was the first time I had seen, from the ground, the mysteri-
ous darkness associated with Ryhope Wood. I wondered
whether or not that appearance had dcveloped recently, or if I
had been so embroiled, so enveloped by the aura of the wood-
land that I had merely failed to notice its enigmatic state. I
walked back towards the house, slightly cold in just my sweatcr
and slacks, but not uncomfortable in these late spring, early
summer days. On impulse I took a sEoll to th€ mill-pond, the site
at which I had rpt Christian for the first time in ysarsi, those
scant months before.

The place had an attraction for me, even in winter, when the
85
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surface of the pool froze around the reeds and nrshes of its
muddy extremities. It was scurnmy now, but still quite clear in
the middle. The algal growth that would soon transform the
pond into a cesspool had not yet shaken off its winter hiberna-
tion. I noticed, though, that the rouen-hulled rowing boat which
had been tethered close to the decaying boathouse for as long
as I could remember, w6 no longer in evidence. The frayed
rope that had held it moored-against what fierce tides, I
wondered?-reached below the water's level and I imagined
that at some time during the rainy winter the comtpted vessel
had simply sunk to the muddy bonom.

On the far side of the pool, the dense woodland began: a wall
of bracken, rush and bramble, strung between thin, gnarled
oak-runks like a fence. There was no way through, for the oaks
themselves had grown from ground too marshy for human
transit.

I walked to the beginning of the marsh, leaning against a
sloping trunk, staring into the musty gloom of the edgewood,

And a man stepped out towards me!
He was one of the two raiders from a few nights before, the

long haired man wearing wide pantaloons. I saw now that his
appearance was that of a Royalist ftom the time of Cromwell,
the mid-seventeenth century; he was naked to the waist, save for
two leather hamesses crossed on his chest, attached to which
were a powder horn, a leather pouch of lead balls, and a dagger.
His hair was richly curled, the curls extending even to his beard
and moustaches.

The words he spoke to me sounded curt, almost angry, and
yet he smiled as he spoke them. They seemed foreign to me, and
yet afterwards I was able to realize that they were English,
spoken with an accent akin to broad country. He had said,
"You're the outsider's kin, that's all that matters. . . ." but at the
time his words had been alien sounds.

Sound, accent, words. . . what mattered more at the time
was that he raised a bright-banelled ffintlock, wrenching back
the lock itself with considerable effort, and discharged the piece
towards me from a position halfway betwecn his waist and his
shoulder. If it had been a warning shot, lre was a marksman
whose skill would earn the greatest admiration. If he had
intended to kill me, then I count myself truly lucky. The ball
stnrck the side of my head. I was moving backwards, raising my
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hands in a defensive gesture, crying out, 'Nol For God's
sake-!"

The noise of the discharge was deafening, but all was swiftly
lost in the pain and confusion of the ball striking my head. I
rcmember being thnrst backwards as if ttmown, and the ice-cold
waters of the pond gripping me and sucking me down. For a
rnoment, then, there was blackness, and when I carne to my
sens€s again I was swallowing the foul mill-pond waters. I
splashed and stnrggled against the clinging mud, and ttle weeds
and rushes which seenred to wind about np. Somehow I sur-
faced and gulped air and water, choking violently.

Then I saw the gleaming haft of a decorated stick, and
realised ttrat I was being offered a spear to grasp. A girl's voice
called something incomp,rehensible in all bttt scntiment, and I
clung on to the cold wood grarcfully, still more drovmcd than
alive.

I felt my body dragged from the clurches of the weeds. Stnong
hands gripeed my shoulders and hauled me all the way out, and
as I blinked water and mud fr'om my eyes I focuscd upon two
bare knees, and ttrc slim shape of my rescuer, leaning towards
np and forcing me down on to my stomach.

"I'm allright!" I spluttered.
"B'th towethoch!" she insistcd, and the hands strongly mas-

saged my back. I felt water surfacing from my guts. I choked and
vomited the mixture of chyme and pond water, but at last felt
able to sit upright, and I pushed her hands aside.

Stre backed off, still cnouching, and as I rubbed the muck
from my eyes I saw herclearly forthe firsttime. She was staring
at me and grinning, almost chuckling at my filth-ridden state.

"It's not funny," I said, glancing anxiously beyond her at the
forest, but my assailant had gone. Thoughts of him faded
quickly as I stared atGuiwenneth.

Her face was quite startling, pale-skinned, sligbtly freckled.
Her hair was brilliant auburn, and nrmbled in unkempt, wind-
swept mass€s about her shoulden. I would have expccted her
eyes to be bright grcen, but they were a depthless brown, and as
she rcgarded me with amus€ment, I felt drawn to that gaze,
fascinated by every tiny line on her face, the pcrfect shape of hcr
mouth, the strands of wild red hair that lay across her forelread.
Her tunic was short and of cotton, dyed brown. Her arms and
legs were ttrin, btrt the muscles wetre wiry a fine blonde down
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covered her calves and I noticed that her knees were 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 small and delicate, the nails
bnrken short. She wore black leather wrist bands, and on the
namo% iron-studded belt around her waist she carried a short
sword in a dull grey sheath.

So this was the girl with whom Christian had become so
helplessly, hopelessly enamoured. I-ooking at her, experiencing
a rapport with her that I had never before encounterpd, the sense
of her sexuality, of her humour, of her power, I could well
understand why.

She helped me to my feet. She was tall, almost as tall 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. I
pulled back, shaking my head, and she nrrned and said some-
thing angrily.

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

When I reached the garden gate I 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 herbelt. She raced past me ,
ran across the garden and into the lee of the house, turning
against the wall, looking anxiously backtowards the trees.

I sauntered after her and opened the back door. With a wild
look, she slipped inside.

I closed the door behind me and followed Guiwenneth as stre
strolled through the house, curious and commanding. She tossed
her spear on to the kitchen table and unbuckled her sword belt,
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scrarching through her tunic at her taut flesh below. "Ysuth'k,"
she said with a chuckle.

"Itchy too, no doubt," I agreed, watching as she picked up
my carving knife, snickered, shook her head and dropped the
implement back on the table. I was beginning to shiver, thinking
of a nice hot bath; but there would only be a lukewarm one, the
wat€r heating in Oak l-odge being primitive in the extreme' I
filled three pans with water and put them on to the stove.
Guiwenneth watched, fascinated, as the blue flame sprang to
life. "R'vannith," she said with atone of weary cynicism.

As the water began to heat I followed her through the
sittingroom, where she looked at pictures, rubbed the fabric
covers of the chairs, smelled the wax fruit and made an aston-
istred, slightly admiring sound, then giggled and tossed the
artificial apple to me. I caught it and she made a gesture as in
eating, questioning,'Cliosga muga?" And laughed.

"Not usually," I said. Her eyes werc so bright, her smile so
youthfirl, so mischievous . . . so beautifuI.

She kept scratching the belt sores around her waist as she
explored further, entering the bathroom and shivering slightly. I
wasn't surprised. The bathroom was a slightly modified section
of the original outhouse, gnmly painted in now fading yellow;
cobwebs festooned every corner; old tins of Vim scouring
powder, and fitth-laden rags, were clustered below the cmcked
porcelain basin. It amazed rle, as I looked at the cold, unwel-
coming place, that all through childhood I had washed here quite
contentedly-well, contented, that is, with everything excePt
the gigantic spiders that scuttled acnoss tlre floor, or ernerged
from the plughole of the bath with alaming fr,equency. The bath
was deep, of white enamel, with tall stainless steel taps that
attracted Guiwenneth's attention more than anything. She ran
her fingers across the cold enamel and said that word again:
"R'vannith." And laughed. And I suddenly realized that shc was
saying Roman. She was associating the cold, marble-like su-
faces, and the special heating techniques, with the most
advanced technology of society as she-in her time-had
known it. ff it was cold, hard, ease-making, decadent, then of
course it was Roman, and she, aCelt, dcspised it.

Mind you, she could have done with a bath herseH. Her
odour was quite overwhelming and I was not yet used to exper-
iencing so powerfirlly that particular animal part of a human. In
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France, in the last 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 srnells had some-
how been a natural part of the war, part of technology. Guiwen-
neth had a woodland, animal aroma that was startlingly
unpleasant, yet strangely erotic.

I ran the tepid water into the bathrub and followed her on her
perambulations towards the study. Here again she shivered,
walking around the edge of the room, looking almost anguished.
She kept glancing at the ceiling. She walked to the French
windows and stared out, then stomped aroundon the ffoorin her
open sandals before touching the desk, the books, and some of
my father's woodland artifacts. Books did not interest her in the
least, although she peered at the page structure of one volume for
several seconds, perhaps rying to puzzle out exactly what it
was. She was certainly pleasad to see pictures of men-in
uniforrn, it happened, in a book on nineteenth-c€ntury army
uniforms-and showed me the plates as if I had rcver seen them
beforc. Her smile proclairned the innocent pleasure of a child,
but I was not dishacted by anything other than the adult power of
her body. She was no naive youth, this.

I left her browsing in the gloomy study and topped up the bath
from the freshly boiled pans. Even so. the water was only just
luke warm. No matter. Anything to scrub away the revolting
residue of algal growth and slime. I sEipped offmy clothes and
stepped into the tub, and became aware that Guiwenneth was
standing in the doorway, smirking as she stared at my gnmy, but
essentially pallid and weedy torso.

'"This is 1948," I said to her, with as much dign ty as possi-
ble, "not the barbarian centuries just after Christ."

Surely, I said to myself, she couldn't expect rrc to bristle with
muscle, not a civilized man like me.

I washed quickly and Guiwenneth droeeed to a crouch,
thoughffirlly silent. Then she said, "Ibri c'thaam k'thirig?"

"I think you'rc beautiful too."
"K'thirig?'
"Only on weekends. It's the English way."
"C'thaan perin avon? Avon!"
Avon? Stratford-upon-Avon? Shakespeare? "My favourite is

Romeo andJuliet I'm glad you have somc culture, at least."
She shook her head, that beautiful hair drifting about her

features like silk. Dirty though it was, lank-I could see-and
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$easy, it still shone and moved with a rich life of its own. Her
hair fascinated me. I rcalized that I was staring at it, ttrc long-
handled scrubbing brush pois€d halfway to a position where I
could get to my back. She said something that sounded like an
instnrction to stop staring, then she rose from her haunches,
tugging down her bnrwn tunic-still scratching!-and folded
her arms as she leaned against the tiled wall, staring out through
the small bathrcom window.

Clean again, and revolted by the appeanmce of the bath-
water, I took my courage into my hands and stood in the bath,
reaching for my towel, but not before she had glanced at nre . . .
and sniggered again! She stopped herself laughing, the twinkle
in her eye quite infuriatingly attractive, and regarded me, staring
up and down at the white flesh she could see. 'oThere's nothing
wrong with me," I said, tow€lling myself vigorously, slightly
self-conscious but determined not to be transpar€ntly coy. "I'm a
perfect specimen of English manhood."

"Chuin atenor!" she said, contradicting me totally.
I wrapped the towel around my waist, and prodded a finger

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 against, her own right shoulder.

She went back into the study and I watched her for a moment
as she nipped through the pages of several books, looking at the
colourplates. I dressed then, and went to the kitchen to prepare a
pot ofsoup.

After a while I heard water being nrn into the bath. There was
the briefest period of splashing, coupled with sounds of confu-
sion and amusement as an unfamiliarly slippery bar of soap
proved morc elusive than functional. Overwhelmed by curios-
ity-and perhaps sexual interest-I walked quietly to the cold
noom and peered round the door at her. She was already out of
tlp tub, tugging her tunic into place. She smiled thinly at m€,
shaking back her hair. Water dripped from her legs and arms,
and she gave herself an elaborate sniff, then shrugged as if to
say, "So what's the difference?"

When I offered her a bowl of the thin vegetable soup, half an
hour later, she rcfused, seeming almost suspicious. Strc sniffed
the pot, and dipped a finger into the broth, tasting it wittlout
much appreciation as she watched me eat. Try as I might, I could
not get her to share this modest fare. But she was hungry, that
much was clear, and she did eventually tear off a piece of bread
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and swirl it in the soup pot. She watched me all the time,
examining me, examining rny eyes in particular, I thought.

At length she said quietly, "C'cayal cualada. . . Christian?"
"Christian?" I repeated, saying the name as it should be

pronounced. She had made it sound lifre Kreesatan, bvt I had
recognized the name with something of a thrill of shock.

"Christian!" she said, and spat on the floor angnly. Hereyes
took on a wild 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 conclu-
sion. "C'cayal cualada? Im clathyr!"

Was she asking if we were brothen? I nodded. "f 've losthim.
He went wild. He went to the woods. Inwards. Do you know
him?" I pointed at her, at her eyes, and said, "Christian?"

Pale though she was, she went a touch paler. She was fright-
ened, that much was clear. "Christian!" she snapped, and flung
the spear expertly and effortlessly across the kitchen. It thudded
into the back door and hung there, quivering.

I got up and wrenched the weapon from the wood, somewhat
annoyed that she had effectively splitthrough the grain, leaving
a fair-sized hole to the outside world. She tensed slightly as I
pulled the spear out and examined the dull, but razor-edged
blade. It was crenulated, but not like a leaf; the teeth were
recurved hooks, running right aroundeach edge. The kish Celts
had used a fearsome weapon called the gae bolga, a spear that
was supposed never to be used in honour, for its recurved teeth
would wrench the innards out of a man it struck. Perhaps in
England, or whatever part of the Celtic world that had birttred
Guiwenneth, no such considerations of honour were important
in the use of weapons.

The haft was inscribed with little lines at different angles:
Ogham, of course. I had heard of it, but had no idea how it
worked. I ran my fingers along the incisions, and queried:
"Guiwenneth?"

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

I passed her the sp€ar, and reached cautiously for the blade in
its scabbard. She moved away from ttrc table, watching me
carefully. The sheath was hard leather with strips of very thin
metal almost stirched into ttte fabric. Bronze snlds decorated it,
but a heavy leather thread had been uscd to bind the two sides
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together. The sword itself was totally functional: a handle of
bone, wrapped round with well-chewed animal skin. More
bronze studs gave an effective finger gnp. The pommel was
almost non-existent. The blade was of bright iron, perhaps
eighteen inches long. It was narrow at the pommel, but flared
out to a width of four or five inches, before tapering to a precise
point. It was a beautiful, curvaceous weapon. And there were
mces of dried blood upon it that testified to its frequent use.

I sheathed the sword again, then reached into the broom
cupboard for my own weapon, the spear I had made from a
stripped and crudely shaped branch, with a large, sharp chipping
of flint for the point. She took one look at it and burst out
laughing, shaking herhead, apparently in disbelief.

"I'm very proud of this, I'll have you know," I said, with
mock indignation. I fingered the sharp stone point. Her laughter
was bright and easy, a genuine amusement at my paltry efforts.
She seemed slightly humbled, then, covering her mouth with her
hand, even though she still shivered with amusement. "It took
me a long time to make. I was quitc impressed with myself."

"Peth'n plantyn!" she said, and grggled.
"How dare you," I retorted, and then did something very

foolish.
I should have known better, but the mood of humour, of

peace, was too conducive to coqilacency. I m& a pretend
attack upon the gid, lowering the spcar, jabbing iteasily towards
her as if to say, "I'll show you. . . ""

She reacted in a split second. The mirth vanished from her
eyes and mouth and an expression of feline fury appearcd there.
She made a throaty sound, an attack sound, and in the brief time
it had taken me to thrust my patlretic child's toy in trer general
direction she had swept her own $pear down twioe, savagely,
and with astonishing sffength.

The first blow ferched offthe spear head, and nearly knocked
the haft from my hand; the second strike snagged thc wood, and
the whole decapitated weapon was wrcnched ftom my grip
and flung across the kirchen. It knocked pots from the wall, and
clattered down among the ctrina stffage vessels.

It had all happened so fast thafi I could hardly r€act. She
seemed as shocked as me, and we $tood thcte, staring at each
other, our faces flushed, our moulbsopen.

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

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

"Don't go," f said, and she seemed to intuit the meaning of
my words, hesiating and saying, "Michag ovnarrana!" (I have
to go?) Then, head low, body tensed for rapid flight, she trotted
back towards the woodland. As she vanished inSo the gloom she
waved once and emitted a cry like a dove.
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That evening I went to the study ad drew out the torn and
tattered journal that my father had kep. I opened it at random,
but the words defied my efforts to rcad them, partly, I 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. Slrc seemed to be every-
where, yet nowhere. And she stepped out of time, out of the
yeam gone by, out of the previous life that had occupied this
silent room.

For a while I stood and stared out into the night, more
conscious of my own reflection in ttrc dirty glass of ttte French
windows, illuminated by tlre &sk lamp. I half expected that
Guiwenneth would app€ar before rne, ernerging through the
shape of the lean, tousle-haired man who gazsd back at ilre so
forlornly.

But perhaps she had sensed the need-the need in rnc, that
is-to establish something I had corne to know as a fact. . . in
all but the reading.

It was something I had krrcwn, I suppose, since I had first
skimmed the journal. The pages in which the bittcr &tails had

95
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once been recorded had long since been torn from the diary,
destroyed no doubt, or hidden too cleverly for me to discover.
But there were hints, insinuations, enough for the sadness to
have suddenly registered upon me.

At last I went back to the desk and sat down, slowly 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 a
full ten minutes. I 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 under-
stand, and I cannot explain. I am desperate. The girl affects
me totally. J has seen this, but what can I do? It is the nanrre of
the mythago itself. I am not immune, any more than were the
cultured men of the Roman settlements against whom she
acted. She is truly the idealized vision of the Celtic Princess,
lustrous red hair, pale skin, a body at once childlike yet
strong. She is a wardor. But carries her weapons with awk-
wardness, as if unfamiliar.

J is unaware of these things, only the girl, and my attrac-
tion. The boys have not se€n her, though Steven has talked
twice, now, of visions of the antlered "sharnar" form that is
also active at this time. The girl is more vital than the earlier
mythago forms, which seem mechanical, quite lost. She is
hardly recent, but behaves with an awarcness that is uncanny.
She watches me. I watch her. There is more than a season
between each visitation, but her confidence appears to be
growing. I wish I knew her story. My surmise must be close,
but the details remain elusive since we cannot communicate.

And a few pages later, written ,o-" two weeks after the
previous event, but not dated:

Returned in less than a month. Indeed, she must be power-
fully generated. I have decided to tell Wynne-Jones about
her. She came at dusk, and entered the study. I rcmained
motionless, watching her. The weapons she carries are vio-
lent looking. She was curious. She spoke words, but my
mind is no longer fast enough to remember the alien sounds
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of lost cultures. Curiosity! She explored books, objects,
cupboards. Her eyes arp unbelievable. I am fixed to my chair
whenever she looks at me. I fied to establish contact with
her, speaking simple words, but the mythago is generated
with all its embedded language, and perception. Neverthe-
less, WJ believes ttrat the mythago mind will be recepive to
education, language also, because of its link with the mind
that created it. I am confused. This record is confused. J
arrived in the study and was distraught. The boys have begun
to be upset by J's decline. She is very ill. When the girl
laughed at her, J almost hysterical, but left the study rather
than confront the woman she thinks I am betraying her for. I
must not lose the interest of the girl. The only mythago to
emerge from the woodland. This is an opportunity to be
grasped.

Pages are missing thereafter, pages of immense relevance
since they certainly deal with my father's efforts to follow the
girl back into the woodland, documenting the passages and
pathways that he used. (Therc is, for example, a cryptic line in
an otherwise routine account of the use of the equipment that he
and Wynne-Jones had devised: "Entered through hog path,
segrnent seven, and moved more than four hundred paces . There
is a possibility here, but the real way in, if not the obvious way,
remains elusive. Defences too powerful, and I am too old. A
younger man? There are other pathways to try." And there it
breaks.)

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

September l5th, 42. Where is the girl? Years! Two years!
Wheie? Is it possible for one mythago to have decayed,
another to have replaced it? J sees her. J! She has declined,
she is close to death, I know she is close. What can I do? She
is haunted. The girl haunts her. Images? Imagination? J more
often hysterical than not, and when S and C around, she
remains coldly silent, functioning as a mother but no longer
as a wife. We have not exchanged. . .(this latter is crossed
out, though not illegibly). J fading. Nothing in me hurts at the
thought of this.
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Whatever illness had afflicted my mother, the condition had
been exacerbated by anger, jealousy, ard ultimately, perhaps, by
grief at the way a younger and astonishingly beautiful woman
had stolen my father's heart. "It is the naturp of the mythago
itself. . . ."

The words were like siren calls, warning me, frightening me,
and yet I was helpless to 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 affections to the
man who was closer to her own age? No wonder the Urscumug
was so violent! What fights, I wondered, what pursuits, what
anger had been expressed in the months before my father's death
in the woodland? The journal contained no reference to this
perid in time, no reference to Guiwenneth at all after those
cold, almost desperate words: J fading. Nathing in me hurts at
the thought of this.

Whose nrytlngo was she?
Something like panic had affected me, and early the next

morning I ran around the woodland, until I was breathless and
saturated with sweat. The day was bright, not too cold. I had
found a pair of heavy walking boots, and carrying my "sawn off'
sp€ir, I had patrolled the oakwoods at the double. I called for
Guiwenneth repeatedly :

Whose mytlngo was she?
The question haunted me as I ran, a dark bird darting about

my head. Was she mine? Or was she Christian's? Christian had
gone into the woods to find her again, to find the Guiwenneth of
the Green that his own mind had generarcd as it interacted with
oak and ash, hawthorn and scrub, the whole complex lifeform
that was ancient Ryhope. But whose mythago was rny Guiwen-
neth? Was she Christian's? Had he found her, punued her, and
forced her to the woodland 

"d9", 
a gid who was afraid of him,

contemptuous of him? Was it frrom Christian that she hid?
Or was she mine? Perhaps my own mind had birttred her, and

she had come to her creator as once before she had gone to my
father, child drawn to adult, like to like. Christian, perhaps , had
found the girl of his dreams, and even now was ensconced in the
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heartwoods, living a life as bizarre as it was fulfilling.
But the doubt nagged me, and the question of Guiwenneth's

"identity" began to become an obsession.
I rested by the stickelbrook, a long way fnrm the house, at the

place where Chris and I had waircd for the tiny ship to emerge
from its forest journey, all those years before. The field was
Eeacherous with cow-pats, although it was only streep who
grazed here now, clustered along tlre overgrown stneam bank,
watching me sideways, and with suspicion. The wood was a
dark wall shetching away towards Oak l-odge. On impulse I
began to follow the stickelbrook back along its cource , clambEr-
ing over ttre fallen trunk of a lightning-stnrck trree, forcing my
way through the tangle of rose briar, bramble and knee-high
nettles. Early surnmer growth was well advanced, even though
the sheep penetrated as deep as this to graze the clearings.

I walked for sorne minutes, against the ffow of the water, the
light dimming as the canopy grew denser. The sftam widened,
the banks became more sever€. Abruply it nlrned in its course,
flowing from the deeper wood, and as I began to follow it so I
became disorientated; a vast oak barred my way, and the grcund
dropped away in a steep, dangerous decline, which I circuircd as
best I could. Moss-slick grey rock thnrst stubby fingers from the
ground; gnarled young oak-trunks grew through and arourd
those stony barriers. By the time I had found my way through, I
had lost the stream, although its distant sound was haunting.

Within minutes I realized I was seeing through the thinner
wood at the edge to open land beyond. I had come in a circle.
Again.

I heard, then, the call of a dove, and turned back into the
silent gloom, I called for Guiwenneth, but was answered only by
the sound of a bird, high above, flapping its wings as if to make
mockery of me.

How had my father entered the woodland? How had he
managed to penetrate so deeply? From his journals, from the
detail on the map that now hung upon the study wall, he had
managed to walk some considerable distance intoRyhopcwood
before the deferrces had turllod him around. He had knov,rn tlrc
way, I was sutre of that, but his journal had been so pillaged by
the man in his last days-hiding evidence, hiding guilt, per-
haps-that the information was gone.

I knew my father quite well. Oak l.odge was a testarent to
many things, and to one thing in particular: his obsessive nature,



100 Robert Holdstock

his need to preserve, to hoard, to shelve. It was unthinkable, to
me, that my father would have destroyed anything. Hidden, !€s,
but never obliterated.

I had searched the house. I had been to the manor, and asked
there, and unless rny father had broken in one evening to use the
vast rooms ard silent corridors to his own ends, then he had
hidden no papers at the manor house either.

One possibility remained, and I sent a letter of warning to
Oxford, hoping that it would arrive beforc I did, something that
could not be guaranteed. The following day I packed a small
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.

I had not expected to find Wynne-Jones himself. I could not
remember how, but at some time during the previous year-or
perhaps before I went to France-I had heard of his disappear-
ance, or death, and that his daughter was now living in the
house. I didn't know her nanre, nor whether she would be
receptive to my visit. It was a chance I would have to take.

In the event, she was most courteous. The house was a
semi-detached on the edge of Oxford, three storeys high, and in
a bad state of repair. It was raining as I arrived, tod the tall,
severc looking woman who answered the door ushered me
quickly inside , but fussily made me stand at the end of the hall
while I shrugged off my soaking coat and shoes. Only then did
she exercise the usual courtesies.

"I'm Anne Hayden."
"Steven Huxley. I'm sorry about the short notice. . ,I hope

it's convenient."
"Perfectly convenient. "
She was in her mid-thirties, soberly dressed in grey skirt and

a grey cardigan over a high-necked white blouse. The house
smelled of polish and damp. All the roorns werc bolted on the
corridor side: a defence, I imagined, against intmders coming in
through the windows. She was the sort of woman who sum-
mons, unbidden, the epithet "spinster" in untrained, inexper-
ienced minds, and perhaps there should have been cats clustered
about her feet.
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In fact, Anne Hayden was far from living in a style that
appearance would have suggested. She had been marrid, and
her husband had left her during the war. As she led mc into the
da(k, leathery sitting-room, I saw a man of about my own age
reading a paper. He rose to his feet, shook hands and was
intnoduced as Jonathan Gadand.

"If you want to talk quietly, I'll leave you for a whil€," he
said, and without waiting for an answer went away, deeper into
the house. Anne made no more explanation of him Oran that. He
lived therc, of course. The bathroom, I noticed later, had shav-
ing things lining tlre lower shelf.

All of these details may perhaps seem irrelevant, but I was
observing the woman and her situation closely. She was uncom-
fortable and solemn, allowing no friendly contact, no touch of
rapport that would have allowed me to begin my questioning
with ease. She made tea, offercd nre biscuits, and sat totally
silently, for a while, until I explained the reason for my visit.

"f never met your father," she said quietly, *although I knew
of him. He visited Oxford several times, but never when I was at
home. My father was a naturalist and spent many weeks away
from Oxford. I was very close to him. When he walked out on us
I was very distress€d."

"When was that, can you remember?"
She gave me a look part-way betrveen anger and pity. "I can

remember it to the day. Saturday, April the l3th, 1942.I was
living on the top floor. My husband had already left me. Father
had a furious argument with John. . . my brother. . . and then
abruptly left. It was the last I saw of him. John went abroad with
the forces and was killed. I remained in the house. . . ."

By dint of careful questioning, gentle prompting, I pieced
togetlrcr a story of double tragedy. Wlrcn Wynne-Jones, for
whatever treason, had walked out on his family, Anne Hayden's
heart had broken for the second time. Distressed, she had lived
as a recluse for the years following, although when the war
ended she began to move in social circles once more.

Wlren the young man who lived with her brought a fresh pot
of tea, the contact berween them was wann, briefly expressed
and genuine. She had not ceas€d feeling, even though thc scar of
herdouble tragedy was blatant

I explained in as much detail as I felt n€cessary that the two
nrcn-our two fathen-had worked together, and that my
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father's records were incomplete. Had she noticed, or discov-
ered, journal exFacts, sheets, letters that were not Vfynne-
Jones's?

"I hav€ hardly looked at anything, Mr. Huxley," she said
quietly. "My father's study is precisely as he left it. If you find
that a touch Dickensian, you are welcome to think so. This is a
large house, and the room is not needed. To clean it, and
maintain it, would be unnecessary effort, so it is locked and
rcmains so until he returns and tidies it up himself."

"May I see the room?"
"If you wish. It's of no interest to me. And, provided you

show me the items, you may borrow anything you like."
She led the way up to the first floor, and along a dark corridor

whose flower-patterned wallpaper was peeling badly. Dusty
pictures lined the walls, dim prina by Matisse and Picasso. The
carp€t was threadbare.

Her father's study was on the end; the room overlooked the
city of Oxford. Through its filthy net curtains I 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 a white sheet, as was &e rest of the
furniture in the room, but the books themselves laboured below
a depth of dust as thick as a fingernail. Maps, charts and
botanical prints were stacked against one wall. Stacks of jour-
nals and bound volumes of letters were thrust to choking point
into a cupboard. Here was the antithesis of my father's meticu-
lously laid out studio, a cluttered, confused den of labour and
intellect, which confounded rne as I stared at it, wondering
where to begin my search.

Anne Hayden watched me for a few minutes, her eyes narow
and tired behind the horn-rimmed spectacles she worp. "I'll
leave you for a while," she said then, and I heard her make her
way downstairs.

I opened drawers, leafed through books, even pulled the
carpets back to check for loose ffoorboards. The task would have
been gigantic, examining every inch of the room, and at the end
of an hour I acknowledged defeat. Not only were there no pages
from my father's journal discreetly concealed in his colleague's
office, there was not even a journal by Wynne-Jones himself.
The only link with the mythago wood was the clutter of bizarrc,
almost Frankensteinian machinery that was Wynne-Jones's
"frontal bridge" equipment. This jumble of invention included
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trcadphones, yards of wire, copper coils, heavy car batteries,
colourpd shob$copic light discs and bonles of pungent chemi-
cals, labelled in code. All of these were stuffed into a large,
wooden chest, covered with a wall drape. The chest was old and
intricately patterned. I pressed and prodded at its panels and did
indeed discover a concealed compartment, but the nilTow space
was empty.

As quietly as possible I walked through the rcst 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 his study. No such feeling stnrck me, nothing but the smell
of must, darnp sheets, decaying paperbackbooks, and that awful
generalized atmosphere of a property that is unused and uncared
for.

I went downstairs again. Anne Hayden smiled thinly. 'Any

luck?"
"I'm afraidnot."
She nodded her head thoughtfully, then added, "'What

exactly were you looking for? A journal?"
"Your father must have kept one. A desk diary, each year. I

can't see them."
"I don't think I've ever seen such a thing," she said soberly,

still thoughtful. !'Which is odd, I grant you."
*Did he ever talk about his work to you?'I sat on the cdge of

an armchair. Anne Hayden crossed her legs and placed hcr
magazine down beside her. "Some rx)nsense about extinct ani-
mals living indeeperwoodlands. Boars, wolves, wildbcar. . . ."
She smiled again. "I think he believed it."

"So did my father," I pointed out. *But my father's journal
has been torn. Whole pages missing. I just wondered if they
might have been concealed here. What happened to any'letters
that were sent after your father's disappearance?'

"I'll show you." $hc rose, and I followed her to a tall
cupboard in the ftont room, a place of austerc furniture, clut-
tered bric-a-brac, the occasional attractive ornament.

The cupboard was as packed as the cupboard upstairs, with
journals still in their envelopes, and faculty newspapers still
rclled tight and bound with tape. *I keep them. God knows why.
Perhaps I'll take them to the college later this week. There socnu
little point. These are the letlerr. . . ."

Beside the journals was a stack nearly a yard high of private
correspondence, all the letten neatly opened, and read, no
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doubt, by the grieving daughter. "There may be something from
your father there. I really can't remember.'! She reached in and
eased out the pile of mail, thnrst it into my anns. I staggered
back to the sitting-room and for an hour checked the handwriting
of each letter. There was nothing. My back ached with sitting
still for so long, and the smell of dust and mould was making me
feel sick.

There was nothing I could do. The clock on the mantlepiece
ticked loudly in the heavy silence of that room, and I began to
feel I was overstaying my welcome. I passed Anne Hayden a
sheet of writing, of inconsequential nature, from anearlierdiary
of my father's. "The handwriting is reasonably distinctive. If
you should discover any loose sheets, or journals . . . I would be
very much obliged."

"I should be glad to oblige, Mister Huxley." She took me to
the front door. It was still raining outside, and she helped me on
with my heavy mackintosh. Then she hesitated, staring at me
peculiarly. "Did you ever meet my father when he visited?"

"I was very young. I remember him more from the mid-
thirties, but he never spoke to me, or my brother. He and my
father would meet, and immediarcly go out into the woodland,
seeking those mythical beasts. . . ."

"In Herefordshire . Where you live now. . . ?" There was
pain in the look she gave me. "I never knew that. None of us
knew. Something, perhaps as long ago ils those same mid-
thirties, something changed him. I always remained close to
him. He tnrsted me, tnrsted the affection I felt for him. But he
never talked, never confided. We were just . . . close. I envy the
times you saw him. I wish I could share your memories of him
doing what he loved. . . mythical beasts or no. The life he
adored he denied to his family. . . ."

"It was the same for me," I said gently. "My mother died of
heartbreak; my brother and I were cut off from his world. My
own father's world,I mean."

"So perhaps we have both been losers."
I smiled. "You more than I, I think. If you would like to visit

Oak l-odge, and see the journal, the place-"
She shook her head quickly. "I'm not sure I dare, Mr. Huxley.

Thank you all the same. It's just that. . .I wonder, from what
y o u s a y . . . . "

She could hardly speak. In ttte gloom of the hallway, with the
rain a monotonous beat against the stippled window, high above
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the door, she seemed to burn with anxiety, her eyes wide, now,
behind the glasses.

"It's just what?" I prompted, 8nd almost without thinking,
without pause, she said, "Is he in the wood?"

Taken aback for a moment, I realized what she meant. "It's
possible," I said. What could I tell her? What should I say about
my belief that within the woodland edge, in the heartwoods
themselves, was a place whose immensity was beyond simple
credence? "Anything is possible."





+> SIX <e

I left Oxford, frustrated, filthy, and very tired. The journey
home could not have been worse, with one train cancelled, and a
traffic jam outside Witney that held my bus up for over half an
hour. Mercifully, the rain passed away, though the sky was
lowering, threatening, and distinctly wintry, something I did not
wish to see in early summer.

It was six in the evening before I got back to Oak Lodge, and I
knew at once that I had a visitor: the back door was wide open,
and a light was on in the study. I hastened my step, but paused by
the door, looking nervously around in case the trigger-happy
cavalier, or a mythago 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 stnrck. Inside there wils a hint of the smell I
associated with her, sharp, pungent. She would obviously need
to bath a lot more often.

I called her name, walking carefully from room to room. She
was not in the study, but I left the light on. Movement upstairs
staaled me, and I walked to the hallway. "Guiwenneth?'

"You catch me snooping, f'm afraid," came Harry Keeton's

1"07
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voice, and he appeared at the top of the stairs, looking embar-
rassed, smiling to cover his guilt. "I'm so sorry. But the door was
open."

"I thought it was someone else," I said. "Th€re's nothing
much worth seeing."

He came down the stairs and I led him back to the
sittingroom. "Was there anybody here when you came in?"

"Someone, I'm not sure who. As I say, I came up the front
way; no answer. Went round the back and found the door open, a
funny smell inside, and this. . . ." He waved his hand around the
room, at the furniture all disarrayed, shelves swept clean, the
books and objects cluttered on the floor. "Not the sort of thing I
do by habit," he said with a smile. "Someone ran out of the
house as I went into the study, but I didn't see who. I thought I'd
hang on for you."

We straightened the room, then sat down at the dining table.
It was chilly, but I 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,
although he nervously covered his jaw with his left hand as he
spoke. He seemed tired, I 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
I could se,e that he wore a hip holster and pistol on his belt.

"I developed the photographs I took on that flight, a few days
back." He drew out a rolled package from his pocket, straight-
ened it and opened the top, taking out several magazine-sized
prints. I had almost forgotten that pan of the process, the
monitoring and photographing of the land below. "After that
storm we seemed to encounter I didn't expect anything to show
up, but I was wrong."

There was a haunted look to him, now, as he pushed the prints
across to me. "I use a high precision, good spying camera. High
grain Kodak film; I've been able to enlarge quite a bit. . . ."

He watched me as I stared at the foggy, occasionally blurred,
and occasionally ulra-sharp scenes of the mythago wood.

Tree tops and clearings seemed to be the main view, but I
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 slightly down, and it showed a
clearing and a tall, decaying stone structure, parts of it rising to
the foliage level itself
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"A building," I 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, rising from a break in the tnee-
structure of the forest, where a number of figures clustercd. No
detail was otservable, beyondthe factof theirhumanness: white
and grey shapes, suggestive of both male and female, caught in
the act of walking about the tower; two shapes crouched, as if
climbing the crumbling stnrcture itself.

"Probably built in the middle ages," Keeton said thought-
fully. "The wood grew across the access roadway, and the place
g o t c u t o f f . . . . "

I-ess romantic, but far more likely, was thatthe structure \ /as
a Victorian folly, something built more for whim than good
reason. But follies had usually been consftucted on high hills:
tall stnrctures, 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 a
folly, then it was peculiarly inept.

I turned to the next print. This showed the image of a river
winding through the densely packed tnees; itscourse meandered,
the tree line broken in an aerial rcflection of the pathway. At two
points, out of focus, the water gleamed, and the river looked
wide. This was the sticklebrook? I could hardly believe what I
was seeing. "I've enlarged the river pa$s as well," Keeton said
softly, and when I turned to those prints I realized that I 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 canrera. They were holding objects above their
heads, perhaps weapons, perhaps just staffs. They were as dim
and indistinct as a photograph of a lake monster I had once seen,
just the suggestion of shape and rnovement.

Wading across the sticklebrook!
The final photograph was in its way the most dramatic of

them all. It showed only woodland. Only? It showed something
mors, and I was unwilling, at the time, even to guess at the
nature of the forccs and strucnres I could sce. What had hap
pened, Keeton explained, was that the negative was underex-
posed. That simple mistake, caused for no neason he could
un&rstand, had captured the winding tendrils of energy arising
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from across the great span of the woodland. They were eerie,
suggestive, tentative. . .I counted twenty of them, like torna"
does, 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 . . . to
rcject it.

"I know what sort of wood it is now," he said, and I glanced at
him, surprised at his words. He was watching me. The expres-
sion in his eyes was akin to riumph, but tinged, perhaps, with
terror. The burn on his face was flushed, and his lip, in the corner
that had been burned, seemed pinched, giving his face a lop-
sided look. He leaned forward, hands spread palm-flat on the
table.

"f've been searching for such a place since the war ended,"
he went on. "In a few days I'd have realized the nature of
Ryhope Wood. I'd already heard stories of a haunted wood in the
area. . . that's why I've been looking in the county."

"A haunted wood?"
"A ghost wood," he said quickly. "There was one in France.

It was where I was shot down. It didn't have the same gloomy
aspect, but it was the sanne."

I prompted him to speak further. He seemed almost afraid to
do so, sitting back in his chair, his gaze drifting away from me as
he remembercd.

"I'd blanked it out of my mind. I've blanked a lot out. . . ."
"But you remembernow."
"Yes. We were close to the Belgian border. I flew on a lot of

missions there, mostly dropping supplies to the resistance. I was
flying one dusk when the plane was thrown about in the air. Like
a tremendous thermal." He glanced at me. "You know the sort of
thing."

I nodded my agreement. He went on, "I couldn't fly over that
wood, Ery as I might. [t was quite small. I banked and tried
again. The same effect of light on the wings, like the other day.
Light streaming from the wings, over the cockpit. And again,
tossed about like a leaf. There were faces down below. They
looked as if they were floating in the foliage. Like ghosts, like
clouds. Tenuous. You know what ghosts are supposed to be like.
They looked like clouds, caught in the tree tops, blowing and
shifting. . . but those faces!"

"So you weren't shot down at all," I said, but he nodded. "Oh
yes. Certainly, the plane was hit. I always say a sniper because
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. . . well, it's the only explanation I have. " He looked down at his
hands. "One shot, one strike, and the plane went down into that
woodland like a stone . I got out, so did John Shackleford . Out of
the wreckage. We were damned lucky. . . fora while, . . ."

"And then?"
He glanced up sharply, suspiciously. "And then. . . blank. I

got out of the wood. I was wandering around farmland when a
German patrol got me. I spent the rcst of the war behind barbed
wirc."

"Did you see anything in the wood?While you were wander-
ing."

He hesitated before answering, ild there was an edge of
irritation to his voice. "As I said, old boy. Blank."

I 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, hideously burned, shot down in bizarre
circumstances. I said, "But this wood, Ryhope Wood, is the
s a m e . . . . t t

'oThere were faces too, but much slssgl-"
"I didn't see them," I said, surprised.
"They were there. If you'd looked. It's a ghost wood. It's the

same. You've been haunted by it yourself. lbll me I'm right!"
"Do you need me to tell you what you already know?"
His gaze was intense; his wild, fair hair flopped over his brow

and he looked very boyish; he seemed excited, yet also fright-
ened, or perhaps apprehensive. "I would like to see inside that
woodland," he said, his voice almost a whisper.

"You won't get very far," I said. "I know. I've tried."
"I don't understand."
"The wood turns you around. It defends itself . . . well, Good

God, man, you know that from the otherday. You walk forhours
and come in a circle. My father found a way in. And so has
Christian."

"Yourbrother."
'"The very same. He's been in there, now, for over nine

months. He must have found the way through the vortices. . . ."
Before Keeton 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 stealthy movement,
given away by the shifting of the back door.

I pointed to Keeton's belt. "May I suggest that you draw your
pistol, and if the face that appears around the doordoesn't have a
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frame of red hair. . . then fire a warning shot into the top of the
wall."

As quickly as possible, without making undue noise , Keeton
armed himself. It was a regular forces-issue Smith and Wesson
.38 calibre, and he eased back the hammer, raising the cocked
weapon in one hand, sighting along its barrel. I watched the
entranc€ from the kitchen, and a moment later Guiwenneth
stepped carefully, slowly 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 his arm, slotted the pistol back into
the holster without taking his gaze from the girl. Guiwenneth
came over to me and placed a hand 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 me to catch.

"You're quite astonishingly beautiful," Keeton said to her.
"My name's Harry Keeton. You'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 all?"

"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, I felt it was a possessive, protective gesture, and I
couldn't comprehend the reason for it. But I liked it. I believe I
flushed as brightly as Keeton had a tendency to do. I 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, heraccent shong
and strange, the words an astonishing utterance. I looked up at
her. Her brown eyes shone, partly with pride, partly with amuse-
ment. "Good evening, Guiwenneft," I corrected, and she made
a moue, turned to Keeton and said, "Good evening. . . ." She
giggled as she trailed off; she'd forgotten the name. Keeton
reminded her and she said it aloud, raising her right hand, palm
towards him, then placing the palm across her bosom. Keeton
repeated the gesturc and bowed, and they both laughed.

Guiwenneth turned her attention back to me, then. She
crouched beside me, the spear rising from betrreen her legs as
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she held it, incongruous, almost obscene. Her tunic was too
short, her body too conspicuously young and lithe for an inex-
perienced man like me to remain cool. She touched my nose
with the top of one slenderfinger, smiling as she recognized the
thoughts behind my crimson features. "Cuningabach," she said,
warningly. Then: "Food. Cook. Guiwenneth. Food."

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

"Ah! Food!" I repeated, stabbing a finger towards her. Sfte
wanted to cook. I understood now.

"Food!" she agreed with a smile. Keeton licked his lips.
"Food," I said uncertainly, wondering what Guiwenneth's

idea of a meal might be. But. . . what did it matter? I was
nothing if not experimental. I shrugged and agreed. "Why not."

"May I stay. . . just for that part?" Keeton prompted and I
said, "Of course."

Guiwenneth stood up and touched a finger to the side of her
nose. (You have a treat in store, she seemed to be saying.) She
went into the kitchen and knocked and banged about among the
pots and utensils. I 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, still wearing his overcoat. "Inviting myself like that.
But farms always have such lovely supplies. I'll pay, if you
l i k e . . . . "

I laughed as I watched him. "I may be paying you. . . not to
talk about it. I hate to tell you this, but our cook for the evening
doesn't believe, or even know, about traditional liver and bacon.
It's as likely that she's going to spit-roast a wild 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 a lot," the airman said. "Is this a joke?"
"The other day I cooked her an ordinary vegetable stew. She

thought it was disgusting. I dread to think what she would find
passable. . . ."

But when I crept to the kitchen door and peered round, she
was clearly preparing something a little less ambitious than
brown bear. The kitchen table was awash with blood, as wetre
her fingers, which she sucked as easily as I might have sucked
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honey or gravy. The carcass was long and thin. A rabbit, or a
hare. She was boiling water. She had chopped vegetables
roughly and was examining the can of Saxa salt as she licked the
body fluids from her hands. In the event, the meal was quite
tasty, if somewhat revolting in appearanc€. She served the
carcass whole, head and all, but had split the skull so that the
brains would cook. These she nicked out with her knife and
sliced carefully into three parts. Keeton's refusal of this morsel
was an hysterically funny exhibition of courtesy and panic,
warring for expression.

Guiwenneth ate with herfingers, using her shortknife to stab
and cut from the surprisingly meaty rabbit. She dismissed forks
as "R'vannith," but tried one and clearly recognized its poten-
tial.

"How arc you getting back to the airfield?" I asked Keeton, later.
Guiwenneth had laid a small birchwood 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 behveen the photo-
graphs and the back of the strange girl. I sat on the floor, my back
against an armchair, my legs stretched out behind Guiwenneth.

After a while she leaned back on her elbows, acnoss my
knees, and rcached 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 melancholy.

My question to Keeton abruptly broke the contemplative,
silent mood. Guiwenneth sat up and lmked at me, her face
solemn, her eyes almost sad. Keeton stood up and tugged his
coat from the back of his chair. "Yes, it is geaing late. . . ."

I felt embarrassed. "That wasn't a hint to go. You're wel-
come to stay. There's plenty of room."

He smiled peculiarly, glancing at the girl. "Nexttime I might
take you up on that offer. But I have an early start tomorrow."

"Ffow will you getback?"
"Same way I came. Motorcycle. I parked it in your

woodshed, out of the rain."
I saw him to the door. His parting words, addressed to me as

he stared at the edgewoods, wene, "I'll be back. I hope you
won't mind . . . but I'll have to come back."
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"Any tirl€," I said. A few minutes larcr the roar of his
motorcycle made Guiwenneth jump and question rn€ with her
look, alarmed, puzzled. I smiled and told herthat it was nrcrely
Keeton's chariot. After a few seconds the drone of the cycle had
gone, and Guiwenneth relaxed.





+> SEYEN <e

There had been a closeness between us, that early evening,
which had affected me strongly. My heart beat loudly, my face
flushed, my thoughts were unrestrained, adolescent. The pres-
ence of the girl, seated quietly on the floor beside me, her
beauty, her strepgth, her apparent sadness, all combined to play
havoc with my emotions. In orderto prevent myself reaching for
her, grasping her by the shoulders and clumsily attempting to
kiss her, I had to grip the arms of my chair, to keep my feet
motionless on the carpet.

I think she was aware of my confusion. She smiled thinly,
glanced at me uncertainly, returned her gaze to the fire. l,ater she
leaned down and rested her head against my legs. I touched her
hair tentatively, then more surely. She didn't resist. I stroked her
face, brushed my fingers lightly over the tumbling locks of red
hair, and began to think my heart would burst.

ln truth, I thought that that night she would sleep with me, but
she slipped away towards midnight, without a word, without a
glance. The room was cold, the fire dead. Perhaps she had slept
against me, I don't know. My legs were numb from being held in
the same position for hours. I had not wanted to disturb her by

L17
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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. I remained seated, and at some time in
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 rcsponding to
my questions. I decided to busy myself in my usual way: house
maintenance (that is, cleaning) anA repairing the broken back
door. These were not tasks with which I would normally have
bothered, but I was reluctant to follow after Guiwenneth as she
prowled through the house, lost in her own thoughts.

"Are you hungry?" I asked her later. She smiled, turning to
me from her position by my bedroom window, staring out. "I am
hungry," she said, the accent funny, the words perfect.

"You are learning my language well," I said with exaggerated
emphasis, but she couldn't grasp that.

This time, without my bidding, she ran herself a bath, and
squatted in the cool waterforsome minutes, squeezing the small
bar of Lifebuoy soap between her fingers, conducting a mur-
mured conversation with herself, occasionally chuckling. She
even ate the cold ham salad spread I prepared.

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

Later in the evening she prowled and poked through the
cupboards in the unused bedrooms, and dug out some of Chris-
tian's old clothes. She stripped off her tunic and tugged on a
collarless white shirt, standing there giggling, arms spread. The
shirt was far too big for her, covering her to mid-thigh and
hanging loose over her hands. I rolled up the sleeves for her and
she flapped her arms like a bird, laughing delightedly. It was
back to the cupboard, then, and out with a pair of grey flannel
trousers. These we pinned up so that they only reached to her
ankle, and the whole lot was tied at the waist with a dressing-
gown cord.

In this unlikely garb she seemed to be comfortable. She
looked like a child lost in the ballooning clothes of a clown, but
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how could she judge such things? Andbeing withoutconcern for
her appearance, she was happy. I imagined that in her mind she
associated the wearing of what she thought to be my clothes with
being closer to me.

It was a warm night, a more usual summer atrnosphere, and
we walked outside the house in the fading light of dusk. She was
intrigued by the spread of the sapling gowth that now bounded
the house and swarmed across the lawns beyond the study.
Among these immature oaks she walked in a weaving fashion,
letting her hands trail among the flexible stems, bending them,
springing them, touching the tiny new season's buds. I followed
her, watching the evening breetn catch the voluminous shirt, the
incredible cascade of her hair.

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

I grasped it immediately. "You're waiting for someone.
There's som€one coming from the wood for you. Is that it?
You're waiting!"

And at the same tirne the sickening thought was occurring to
me: Christian!

For the fint time I found myself fervently hoping that Chris-
tian would notcome back. The wish which had obsessed me for
months-his return-was reversed as easily, and as cruelly, as
one might deshoy 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
Guiwenneth, and because this beautiful girl, this melancholy
child wanior, might well have been pining for him in her own
turn. She had come to the house outside the woods to wait for
him, knowing that it would be to his strange haven that he might
one day return.

She was not mine at all. It was notme she wanted. It was my
elder kinsman, the man whose mind had fashioned her.

Breaking through that moment's angry reflection came the
image of Guiwenneth spitting on the floor, and speaking Chris-
tian's name with utter contempt. Was it the contemp of one
whose affection has been spurned? A contempt now mellowed
by time?
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Somehow, I thought not. My panic passed away. She had
been afraid of Chris, and it was not love that had motivated her
earlier violent reference to him.

Back in the house, we sat at the table and Guiwenneth talked
to me, staring at me intently, touching her breast, moving her
hands in a way that was designed to illustrate the thoughts
behind her alien words. She scattered English through her dia-
logue with amazing frequency, but I still tailed to understand the
story she was telling. Soon, tiredness, a touch of fnrstration,
shadowed her face, and though she smiled a little gnrnly, she had
grasped that words were useless. With sign language she indi-
cated that/ should speak to her.

For an hour I told her about my childhood, the family that had
once occupied Oak [.odge, the war, my first love. All of these
things I illustrated with signs, making exaggerated hugging
motions, firing imaginary pistols, walking my fingers along the
table, chasing my left hand, finally catching it and illustrating a
tentative first kiss. It was pure Chaplin, and Guiwenneth giggled
and laughed loudly made comments and sounds of approval,
amazement, disbelief, and in this way we communicated on a
level beyond words. I do believe she had understood everything
I had told her, and now had gained a strong picturc of my early
life. She seemed intrigued when I talked of Christian as a ehild,
but fell solemn when I told her how he had disappeared into the
woodland.

Finally I said to her, "Can you understand my words?"
She smiled and shnrgged. "Understand speaking. A little.

You speaking. I speaking. A little." Again she shrugged. "In
woodland. Speaking. . . ." She flexed her fingers, stnrggling to
explain the concept. Many? Many languages? "Yes," 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 a mythago would
develop the language of its creator faster than the reverse proc-
ess. It was uncanny to watch and listen as Guiwenneth acquired
English, acquired concepts, acquired understanding almost with
every sentence that I spoke to her.

The rosewoodclock chimed eleven. We watched the mantel-
piece in silence and when the delicarc sound had faded I counted
aloud from one to eleven. Guiwenneth answered in her own
language. We stared at each other. It had been a long evening and
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I was tired; my throat was dry with talking; my eyes stinging
with dust or ash from the fire. I needed sleep but was reluctant to
move from the contact with the girl. I drcaded her walking back
into the woodland and not reappearing. As it was, I spent the
mornings restlessly pacing, waiting for her to return. My need
was growing.

I tapped the table. "Table," I said, and she said a word which
sounded like "board."

'"Tired," I 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 sleep. Will you stay?"
I stood up and held my hand to her. She hesitated then

reached out to touch my fingers, squeezing the tips with hers.
But she remained seated, het gazn on mine, and slowly shook
her head. Then she blew me a kiss, pulled the cloth from the
table as I had done the other night, and moved over to the floor
by the dead fire, where she curled up like an animal, and seemed
to drift into sleep immediately.

I 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 L.odge in a frightening
and dramatic way.

I had slept fitfully, my mind filled with images of the girl
asleep by the fire downstairs, and of her walking through the
unnatural growth of saplings that surrounded the house, hershirt
billowing, herhands touching the flexible stems of the man-high
trees. It seemed to me that the whole house creaked and shifted
as the soil below was pierced and penetrated by the spreading
roots. And in this way, perhaps, I was anticipating the event that
occurred at two in the morning, the dead part of the night.

I awoke to a strange sound, the splintering noise of wood
splitting, the groaning of great beams bending and warping. For
a second, as I came to my s€ns€s, I thought it was a nightmare.
Thcn I realized that the whole house was shaking, that the beech
outside my window was being whipped about as if in a hurri-
cane. I could hear Guiwenneth's cry from beloq and I grabbed
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my dressing-gown and raced down the stairs.
A strange, cold wind blew from the direction of the study.

Guiwenneth was standing in the dark doonvay to that room, a
frail shape in her creased clothing. The noise began to abate. A
powerful and pungent smell of mud and earth assailed my
nostrils as I approached cautiously through the junk-filled
lounge, nrrning on the light.

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 one tree or
more I couldn't tell; perhaps it was no normal tree at all, but, an
extension 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 ceiling trembled; earth fell in small
lumps from the dark, scarred trunlis that had pierced the flooring
at eight points.

Guiwenneth walked into this shadowy cage of wood, reach-
ing out to touch one of the quivering limbs. The whole room
seemed to shudder at her touch, but a sensation of calm had
enveloped the house, now. It was as if . . . as if once the wood-
land had grasped the Lodge, had made it part of its aura, the
tension, the need to possess, had gone.

The light in the study no longer worked. Still astonished by
what had happened, I followed Guiwenneth into the shadowy,
eerie chamber, to rescue my father's journal and diaries from the
crumbling desk. A twig of oak twisted, I swear, to stroke my
fingers as I tugged the books from the drawer. I was watched as I
rryorked, 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.

The whole room rustled; it whispered. Outside the French
windows, which were still intact, the oak saplings crowded
close, taller than me, now, growing towards the house in greater
abundance.

The following morning I staggered down from a last few hours
of fitfrrl, jumpy sleep, to realize that it was close on ten o'clock,
a blustery day outside, with a sky that threatened rain. The
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tablecloth was cnrmpled on the floor by the fire, but noise from
the kirchen informed me that my guest had not yet departed.

Guiwenneth greeted me with a cherry smile, and words in her
Brythonic language that she briefly translated as, "Good. Eat-
ing." She had discovered a box of Quaker Oats, and had made a
thick ponidge with water and honey. This she was scooping into
her mouth with nvo fingen, and smacking her lips with loud
appreciation. She picked up the box and stared at the dark-robed
Quaker who featnred on the front, and laughed. 'Meivoroth!"

she said, pornting to the thick broth, and nodded vigorously.
"Good."

She had fotrnd something that reminded her of home. When I
picked up the box I discovered it was almost empty.

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

It was no mythago who rode up to the fence and leaned down
to unlatch the gate, kicking her small 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 confornred to all the worst caricaturcs of the English
upper classes: weak-jawed, dull-eyed, over-opinionated and
under-informed; she was horse-obsessed, and hunt-mad, some-
thing ttrat I found personally offensive.

She gave Guiwenneth a long, arrogant look, morc jealous
than curious. Fiona Ryhope was blonde, freckled, and exceed-
ingly 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
fences in the local gymkhana.

"I*tter for you. Sent to the house."
And ttrat was all she said, passing me the buff envelope, then

swinging her horse around and cantering back across the garden.
She didn't close the gate. From the lack of acknowledgement to
the fact that she had not dismounted, every second of her
prcsence on my tenitory had been insulting, and discourteous. I
didn't bother to say thank you. Guiwenneth watched her go, but
I walked back into the house, opening the slim package.

It was from Anne Hayden. The letter was simple and short:
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DearMrHuxley,

I believe the enclosed are the sheets you werie looking for
yhen you came to Oxford. They are certainly in your father's
handwriting. They were tucked inside an issue of theloumal
of Arclweology. I believe tre had hidden them there, and
readdressed his own copy of the journal to my father. In one
way you discovered them yourself, since I would not have
bothered to send the pile of journals to the university if you
hadn't visited. A kind librarian found the sheets and ient
them back. I have also enclosed some correspondence that
may be of interest to you.

Yours sincerely,
Anne Hayden

Attached to the letter were six folded pages from the journal,
six pages that my father had not wanted Christian to discover, six
pages that concerned themselves with Guiwenneth, and with the
way to penetrate the outer defences of the primal woodland. . . .
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May 1942
Encounters with the river tribc, rtrc Shorrrigc, with a primitive
form of Arthur, and a Knight, straigbt out of Malory. This latter
quite risky. Observed a tournamt in the older scnsc, acrazed
baule in a woodland clearing, ten Knights, all fighting in total
silence, except for crash of wcapons. The Knight who
triumptrcd rode around the glade, as thc othcrs departed on
horseback. A magnificent looking man in bright armour and a
purple cloak. His horse wor€ a mentle and trappings of silk. I
could not identify him in terms of legend, but he talked to me
briefly, in a language I could justrocognize: Mddle French.

These I list, but it was the fortiH village of Cumbarath that
was most significant. Here, stapng in a roundhouse for forty
days or rnore (and yet I was away mly two woeks!) I learned of
tlrc legend of Guiwenneth. Thc village is the legedary pali-
saded village, hidden in a valley, (r rcross a remote mountain,
wlrere the pure folk live, the old inrrehitants of the land who have
never been found by the conqueru. A strong and persisting myth
through many centuries, and startliag to me since I hvdwithin a
mythago . . . the village itself, and rtl its inhabitans, are created
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from the racial unconscious. This, so far, is the most powerful
myth lanfucape in the wood, that I have discovered.

karned the language easily, since it was close to the Bry-
thonic of the girl, and learned fragments of her legend, although
the story is clearly incomplete. Her tale ends in tragedy, I 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 l6 or 17, the time at
which her memory becomes imporcant, but the story of her birth
is powerfrrlly remembered in the village.

This, then, is part of the dark story of the girl Guiwenneth as
told to me:

They were the first days when the legions from the east were in
the land.

Two sisters lived in the fort at Dun Emrys, the daughters of
the warlord, Morthid, who was old, weak, and had given in to
peace. Each daughter was as fair as the other. Each had been
born on the same day, the day before the feast of the sun god,
Lug. To tell them apart was almost impossible, save that Dier-
drath worc a bloom of heather on her right breast, and Rtriathan
the flower of a wild rose on her left. Rhiathan fell in love with a
Roman commander at the nearby fort Caerwent. She went to the
fort to live, and therc was a time of harmony between the invader
and the tribe at Dun Emrys. But Rhiathan was barren and her
jealousy and hate grew, until herface was like iron.

Dierdrath loved the son of a fierce warrior who had been slain
in battle against the Romans. The son's name was Peredur, and
he had been outcast from the fibe because he had opposed
Dierdrath's father. Now he lived, with nine warriors, in the
wildwoods, in a stony gorge where noteven ahare woulddare to
run. At night he came to the wildwood edge and called to
Dierdrath like a dove. Dierdrath went to him, and in time she
carried his child.

When the time came for the birth, the dnrid, Cathabach,
pronounced that she carried a girl, and the name was given:
Guiwenneth, which means eanh child. But Rhianath sent sol-
diers to 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
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born, should be fostered by Rhiathan. Dierdrath was too weak to
cry out, and Rhiathan swore silently that when the child was
born, her sister would die.

Peredur watched from the forest dg", despairing. His nine
were with him and none could console him. Twice, during the
night, he attacked the fort, but was repulsed 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, wherc the woods were dartest, was
a place where the oldest tree was ol&r than the land, as rcund
and high as an earth fort. There, Peredurkneq lived the Jagd,
an entity as eternal as the rock across which he scrambled,
searching. The Jagad was his only hope, for she alone 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 invadercould come
near her. She had known the ways of men from the tinre of the
Watching, when men had no tongu€s to speak.

This is how Peredur found the Jagad.
He found a glen where wild thistle Brew and no sapling was

higher than his ankle. Around him; the forest was tall and silent.
No tree had fallen and died to form this glade. Only the Jagad
could'have made it. The nine #arriors with him formed a circle,
with their backs to Percdur, who stood between them. They held
twigs of hazel, blackthorn and oak. Peredur slew a wolf and
spread its blood upon the ground, around the nine. Tlrc wolf 's

head he placed facing north. He pushed his sword into the earttr
at the west of the circle. He laid his dagger at the east. He himself
stood to the south, inside his ring, and called for the entity.

This is the 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.
On the first call he saw only the birds fly from the trees (but

what birds they were, crows, sparrows and hawks, each as large
as a horse).

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

On the third call, wild boar nrshed from the thickets. Each
was taller than a man, but the circle held them back (though
Oswry speared the smallest for food, and would be called to
answer for the act in another season).

On the fourth call, the stags came from the spinneys, fol'
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lowed 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 a torque on to the
antler of one of them, to mark it as his, and at another time he
would be called to answerforthe deed.

On the fifth call the glade fell silent, though figures moved
beyond vision. Then men on horseback emerged from the tree-
line, and swarmed about the glade. The horses were black as
night, each with a dozen great, grey hounds at its feet, and a rider
on its back. Cloaks flowed in silent winds, and torches burned,
and this wild hunt circled the nine twenty times, their cries
growing loud, their eyes bright. These were no men of the lands
of Peredur, but hunters frrom 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, a tall figure and faceless, her body swathed in
dark robes, with silver and iron on her wrists and ankles. The
fallen daughter of the earth, the hateful, vengeful child of the
Moon, the Jagad stood before Peredur and in the emptiness that
was her face a silent smile appeared, and scornful laughter
assailed his ears.

But the Jagad could not break the circle of Year and Land,
could not drag Peredur far beyond this place and season, ild
lose him in a wild place, where he would be at hermercy. Three
times she walked around the circle, stopping only to look at
Oswry and Guillauc, who knew at once that by killing the boar
and marking the stag they had doomed themselves. But their
time would be for other years, and another tale.

Then Peredur told the Jagad what he needed. He told her of
his love for Dierdrath, and the jealousy of the sister, and the
threat to his child. He asked for help.

"I will have the child, then," said the Jagad, and Peredur
answered that she would not.

"I will have the mother, then," said the Jagad, and Peredur
answered that she would not.

"Then I shall have one of the ten," said the Jagad, and
brought to Percdur and his warriors a basket containing hazel
nuts. Each warrior, and Peredur himself, took a nut and ate it,
none knowing which would have been bound to the lagad.

The Jagad said, "You are the hunters of the long night. One of



Myrrreco Woop 1,29

you now is mine, because the magic that I give you mu$t be paid
for, and a life is all that can be used. Now break the circle, for ths
bargaining is done."

"No," said Percdur, and the Jagad laughed.
Then the Jagad raised her arms to 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 time itself, and only the wildwoods saved men from
her evil glance.

"I will give you your Guiwenneth," cried the Jagad. "But
each man here will answer for her life. I am the huntress of the
first woods, and the ice woods, and the stone woods, and the
high tracks, and the bleak moon; I am the daughter of Moon and
Saturn; sour herbs cure me, bitter juices sustain me, bright silver
and cold iron gird me. I have always been in the earth, and the
earth shall ever nourish me, for I am the eternal huntress, and
when I have need of you, Peredur, and your nine hunters, I shall
call upon you, and whoever I call shall go. There is no time so
remote that you shall not wander through it, no land too wide or
too cold, or too hot, or too lonely for a quest to take you. Be it
known, and be it agreed, then, that when the girl has first known
love, each and all of you shail be mine . . . to answer my call, or
not, depending on the nature of things."-And 

Peredur looked grim. But when his friends all gave their
consent, he agreed, and so it was done. And thereafter they were
known astheJagutlr, which is the night hunt.

On the 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 a good portent to all concerned, but the number of them
was puzzling.

Guiwenneth was born, in a tent, watched only by her
mother's sister, her father and the druid. But as the druid gave
thanks with smoke and a small sacrifice, so Rhiathan pressed a
cushion to her sister's face, and killed her. None saw her do this
deed, and she wept as loudly as the rest for the death.

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

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

Rhiathan screamed her anger. The eagles dispersed quickly
towards the country around, but Roman archersloosed a thou-
sand arrows and made their flying difficult.

The eagle with the child in its talons was slowest of all. There
was one among the legion who was renowned for his skill with a
{y,.qd his sing.le 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 thaiher fall 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 himself,
her father. He lay, beautiful and pale in death, the arrow still
through his heart. About the go1ge, the Jagad's laughter was like
yi$. She trad promised Peredur that she would give him his
Guiwenneth, and for a few moments he had had hei.

- The-Jaguth took Peredur to the bonom 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.
Th"y suckled her with wild-flower dew and doe's mitk. They
clothed her in fox hide and cotton. She could walk by the timl
she was half a year old. She could run by the time she was a full
four seasons of age. She knew the names of things in the
wildwood soon after she could talk. Her only grief wis that the
ghost of Peredur called to her, and many mornings she would be
found, standing by the marble stone in the wind-swept gorge,
crymg.

One day, Magidion and the Jaguth hunted south from the
valley, the girl_with them. They made camp in a secrct place, and
one of them, Guillauc, remained with the girl, while the others
hunted.

This is how Guiwenneth was lost to them.
The Romans had ceaselessly searched the hills and valleys,

and the forests around the fort. They smelled the smoke of the
camp's fire, now, and twenty men closed in about the clearing.
Their approach was betrayed by a crow, and Guiwenneth and the
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hunter, Guillauc, knew they were lost.
Quickly, Guillauc tied the girl to his back with leatherthongs,

hurting her, so tight was the binding. Then he summoned the
magic of ttre Jagad, and changed to a great stag, and in this form
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 dogs tore it to pieces, but Guiwenneth was
saved and taken to the fort. The spirit of Guillauc remained
where the stag had fallen, and in the year when Guiwenneth first
knew love, the Jagad came forhim.

For two years Guiwenneth lived in a tent within the high
walls of the Roman stronghold. She was always to be found,
stnrggling to see over the walls of the fort, crying and sobbing,
as if 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.

This is 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, before first 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 the fort. Eight stags stood there, watching her. After a
while they ran swiftly down the hill, and thundered about the
fort, calling loudly, before returning to the wild glens.

On the fourth morning, as Rhiathan slept, Guiwenneth rose
and stepped out of the tent. The dawn was breaking. The ground
was misty and still. She could hear the murrnur of voices, the
sentries in the watchtowers. The day was chilly.

Out of the mist came eight great hunting dogs. Each towered
over the gid. Each had eyes like pools, flnd jaws like red
wounds, and the tongues lolled. But Guiwenneth was unafraid.
She lay down and let the largest of the great hounds take her in its
jaws 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. Before the mist lifted, the gate was opened
and a foot patrol of men left the fort. Before the gates closed the
eight hounds and Guiwenneth slipped away"

She rode with the Jaguth for many years. First they rode
north, to the cold moors, through the snows, sheltering with the
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painted tribes. Guiwenneth was a tiny girl on a huge horse, but
when they came north they found smaller steeds, which were
still as fast. They rode south again, on the far side of the land,
across marshes, fens, woodland and downland. They crossed a
grcat river. Guiwenneth grew, was trained, became skilled. At
night she slept in the arms of the leader of the Jaguth.

In this way, many years passed. The girl was beautiful in
every way, and her hair was long 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 the first time,
for the son of a Chief, who was determined to have her.

The Jaguth realized 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 always bright, and as'Guiwenneth waited there,
alone, so the spirit of ,her father stepped out of the ground, and
she saw him for the first time, and he saw her.

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

Peredur said, "Your sadness will grow to fury. Outcast like
me, you will take my place. You will not rest until the invader is
gone from the land. You will haunt him, you will burn him, you
will drive him out from his forts and his villas."

"How will I 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 ledthe
knights who ran withCernunnos, the antlered l,ord of Animals.
The antlered God picked Guiwenneth up from the ground and
breathed the fire of revenge into her lungs, and the seed of
changing, to any form of animal in the wildwood. Epona
touched her lips and eyes with 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 a vixen then, slipping into the fort at Caerwent,
where her foster mother slept with the Roman. When the man
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woke he saw the girl standing by his pallet, and was over-
whelmed 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 she flew from the high
cliffs, to the sea rocks.

In this way, the girl Guiwenneth came back to the place of her
birth.
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I read the short legend to Guiwenneth, emphasizingeach word,
each expression. She listened intently, her dark eyes searching,
enticing. She was less interested in what I was trying to say to
her, I felt, than in me. She liked the way I spoke, my smile:
features about me, perhaps, that were as exciting to her as her
own beauty and that childish, tenifying sexuality were to me.

After a while she reached out and pinched my fingers with
hers, silencing me.

I watched her.
No birth, no genesisby whatever strange forest beast, could

possibly compare with the generation of a girl by my own mind,
and its interaction with the silent forets of Ryhope. She was a
creature of a world as divorced from reality as the Moon itself.
But what, I wondered, was I to her?

It was ttre first time the question had arisen. What was I nfur
eyes? Something equally smnge, equally alien? Perhaps fasci-
nation with me played as large a part in the interest as was the
t€verge case.

And yet the power that existed between us, that unspoken
rapport, that meeting of minds . . . ! I could not believe that I was

1"35
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not in love with Guiwenneth. The passion, the tightness in my
chest, the distraction and desire forher, all of these surely added
up to love! And I could see that she felt the same for me. I was
sure this had to be more than the "function" of the girl of legend,
mone than the simple obsession of all males for this forest
princess.

Christian had experienced that obsession, and in his frustra-
tion-for how could she have responded in kind? She was not
ftis mythago-he had driven her back to the woodland, where
she had been bnrtally shot, probably by one of the Jack-in-the-
Greens. But the signals between tlris Guiwenneth and myself
were far more real, far more true.

How convincing my arguments were to myself! How easily
caution could be lost.

That afternoon I forayed again into the woodland, as far as
the glade, where the remains of the tent had been totally
absorbed into the earttr. With my father's map held tightly aod
protectively in my grasp, I worked out the route inwards, and led
the way. Guiwenneth followed quietly behind, eyes alert, body
tensed, ready for fight or flight.

The pathway was that along which I had run with Christian,
the winter before. To call it a path was overly to dignify the
barely perceptible routeway between the towering oak trunks,
winding up and down the ragged contours of the land. Dog's
mercury and fern stroked my legs; ageing bramble snagged my
trousers; birds gave frantic flight above, in the darkening sum-
mer canopy. It was here that I had walked before, only to find
myself approaching the glade again within a few hundred paces.
By following the peculiarly convoluted path that my father had
rcmarked ufion, however, I 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. "You don't want me to go on?" I said, and returned
through the slick undergrowth towards her. She was slightly
cold, I could see, and her luxurious hair was peppered with bits
of bramble and splinters of dead bark.

"Pergayal!" she said, and added, "Not good." She made
stabbing motions at her heart, and I supposed that her message
was: Dangerous.Immediately she had spoken she reached for
my hand, a cold linle grasp, but stnong. She tugged me back
through the tnees towards the glade, and I followed unwillingly.



Mrmeco Woop 1,37

After a few paces her hand in mine grew wann, and she grcw
aware of the contact, letting me go almost with reluctance, but
casting a shy glance backwards.

She was waiting still. I 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. I went to bed at ten. I was weary after so
brief an interlude of sleep the night befone. Guiwenneth fol-
lowed me to my room, watched me undress, then ran giggling
away as I approached her. She said something in a warning tone
and added a few more words sounding very regrefrtl.

It was to be another intemrpted night.
At just after midnight she was by my bed, shaking me awake,

excited, glowing. I turned on the bedside lamp. She was almost
hysterical in her efforts to get me to follow her, her eyes wide
and wild, her lips glistening.

"Magidionl" she shouted, "Steven, Magidion! Come! Fol-
low!"

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

At last I was rcady, and she led the way downstairs and to the
edgewoods, running like a hare, almost lost to me before I had
reached the back door.

She was waiting for me, half-hidden in the scrub before the
wood proper. She put a finger to my mouth as I reached her and
started to speak. I heard it then, distantly, a sound as eerie as any
I have ever heard. It was a horn, or an animal, some creature of
the night whose cry was a deep, echoing and mournful mono-
syllable, rising into the overcast night skies.

Guiwenneth betrayed the hardness of the warrior in her by
almost shrieking with delight; excitedly she grabbed my hand
and practically tugged me in the direction of the glade. After a
few paces she stop@, turned to me, and reached out to grasp
me by the shoulders. She was several inches shorter than me,
and she sfietched slightly and kissed me gently on the lips. It was
a moment whose magic, whose wonder, caused the world
around me to fade into a surnmer's day. It took long scconds
before the cool, woody night was back, and Guiwenneth was
just a flickering grey shape ahead of me, urgently calling me to
follow.
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Again the cry sustained and loud; a horn, I 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 whispering night
life move again.

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

There was a distant movement. Light flickered briefly to the
left, and again straight ahead. I could hear Guiwenneth's breath-
ing, a strained, excited sound. My own heart was pounding. I
had no idea whether it was friend or foe who approached. The
horn sounded for the third and last time, so close now that its
blast was almost frightening. Around me the wood reacted with
terror, small creatures fleeing from one place to another, every
square yard of undergrowth moving and murmuring as the
woodland fauna fled for safety.

Lights everywhere ahead! They flickered and burned, and
soon I could hear the dull crackle of the torches. Torches in
woodland! Flames licked high, crackling loud. The restless
lights moved side to side, approaching.

Guiwenneth rose to her feet, motioned me to stay where I
was, and stepped out into the clearing. Against the brighter
torches she was a small 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 ffees moved forward
into the clearing, dark shapes detaching themselves from the
obscurity of night. My heart missed a beat and I cried out a
warning, stifling the final sound as I realized I was behaving
foolishly. Guiwenneth stood her ground. The huge black forms
closed in upon her, moving slowly, cautiously.

Four of them held the torches and took up positions around
the glade. The other three loomed over the doll-like form 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 smell, the
smell of hides, of skins, of parasite-eaten animals, 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 furs tied by creeper about their lower legs.
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Metal and stone glinted brightly alound necks, arms, waists.
The shambling forms stopped. There was a sound like laugh-

&er, a deep growling. The tallest of the three took one step mor€
towards Guiwenneth, then reached up and rcmoved the skull
helmet from his head. A face as black 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
delight, removed their masks as well, and crowded in closer
about the girl. All their faces were painted black, and beards
were ragged or plaited, indistinguishable in the half-light from
the dark furs and woollens with which they had encased ttteir
bodies.

The tallest figure embraced Guiwenneth then, hugging herso
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 talk was incomprchensible. It seemed even less like the
Brythonic that Guiwenneth spoke, more of a combination of
vaguely recognizable words, and woodland, animal sounds,
much clicking, whistling, yapping, a cacophony to which Gui-
wenneth responded totally in kind. After a few minutes, one of
them began to play a bone pipe. The tune was simple, haunting.
It reminded me of a folk tune I had heard at 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 drir*ing gallons of lemonade. The streets
had milled with people andfolk dancers, and Chris and I had
followed glumly about, hungry, thirsty, bored.

But in the evening we had packed into the grourds of a huge
house, and watched and listened to a danrce, petformed hy nwn
wearing the awlers 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 4 port
of me that still linl@d with the past. Here was something I had
lopwn all of my life. Only I hadn' t lapwn it. Christian hadfelt it
too. The hush tlwt settled upon the crowd. suggested tlnt tlw
masic being played, as thc antlered darrcers pranced their
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circular route, was something so primal that everyonc present
was reminded, subconsciously, of times gone fo.

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

Abruptly, with a moment's shared laughter, the awkward
dance ceased. Guiwenneth turned to me and beckoned, and I
stepped from the cover of the trees, into the clearing. Guiwen-
neth said something to the leader of the night hunt, and he
grinned broadly. He walked slowly over to me, and around me,
inspecting me as if I was a piece of sculpture. His smell was
overwhelming, his breath stale and fetid. He towered overme by
a good twelve inches, and when he reached out to pinch the flesh
of my right shoulder the fingers were huge, ild that simple
gesture, I thought, would break my bones. But he smiled
through the heavy layers of black paint, and said, "Masgoiryth
k'k' thas'k hurath. Aur'th. Uh?'

"I agree entirely," I murmured, and smiled, and gave him a
friendly punch on the arm. The muscles below his furs were like
steel. He roared with laughter, shook his head, then rcturned to
Guiwenneth. They spoke quickly for a few seconds, then he
took herhands in his, raised them to his breast andpressedthem
there. Guiwenneth seemed delighted, and when this brief ritual
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 slowly, less excitedly, although in the light of the torches
her face was aglow with anticipation, and with affection, I
thought. Perhaps love. She took my hands and kissed me on the
cheek. Her bnrtish 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 guze, a narrowing of his eyes, that
was almost like a warning. This nun was Guiwenneth's forest
guardian, the leader of the Jaguth. The words of my father's
journal were clearly in my mind as I stared at him, and felt
Guiwenneth drawing closer to me.

The others cafire forward then, torches held high, faces daf,t,
yet without threat. Guiwenneth pointed at each in nlrn and said
their names: "Am'rioch, Cyredich, Dunan, Orien, Cunus,
Osw4/. .  . . "
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She frowned and glanced at rne, her bright face suddenly
clouded with sad awareness. I-ooking at Magidion, she said
something, ild repeated a word that was clearly a name.
"Rhydderch?"

Magidion drew a breath, shntgged his broad shoulders. He
spoke briefly and softly, and Guiwenneth's grip on mine tight-
ened.

When she looked at nre there werc tears in her eyes. "Guil-
lauc. Rhydderch. Gone. "

"Gone where?" I asked quietly, and Guiwenneth said,
"Called."

I understood. First Guillauc, then Rhydderch, had been
called by the entity, the Jagad. The Jaguth belonged to her, the
price of Guiwenneth's freedom. They quested, now, in other
places, other times, in pursuit of whatever the Jagad rcquired of
them. Their tales were for anothet age; their journeys would
become the legends of another race.

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

With our anns around each other, Guiwenneth and I watched
as the night hunt withdrpw deeper into the edgewoods, the
torches extinguished by night and distance. A final sounding of
the horn drifted towards us, and then the wood was silent.

She slipped into my bed, a nude, cool shape, and rcached for nn
in the darkness. We lay, hugging each other, shivering slightty,
even though these dead hours of the morning yere by no means
cold. All sleep fled from me, my s€nses heightened, my body
tingled. Guiwenneth whispered my name, and I whispered hers,
and each time we kissed the embrace grcw mor€ passionate,
rxlr€ intimate. In ttre darkness her breathing was the sweetest
sound in the world. With the first stray light of dawn I saw her
face again, so pale, so perfect. We lay close, quiet now, staring
at each other, occasionally laughing. She took my hand, prcssed
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it to her small breast. !h" g"pp*d my hair, then my shoulders,
F"n tny hips. She wriggled then lay calm, cried then smiled,
kissed me, touched me, showed me how to touch her, finally
moved easily beneath me. After that first minute of love we

"og9 
hardly stop staring at gach other, and smiling, giggling,

rubbing noses, as if we couldn't quite believe ttrit wtrat was
happening w as r e ally happening.

From that moment on, Guiwenneth made Oak l_odge her
!ome-, placing lgr spery-aqainst the gate, her way of indicating
that she was finished with the wildwoods.
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I loved her more intensely than I would have believed possible.
Just to say her name, Guiwenneth, made my head spin" When
she whispered my name, and teased me with passionate words in
her own tongue, I felt an ache in my chest, and happiness that
was almost overwhelming.

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 I 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 herself in that oak-infested
room. The forest, having grasped the house so firmly through
this one chamber, now seemed to rest. I had half expected that
each night more massive roots and trunks would surge through
the plaster and the brickwork, until nothing but the occasional
window and roof tile could be seen of Oak l-odge among the
branches of a tangle of trees. The saplings in the garden and
fields grew taller. We worked vigorously clearing them from the
garden itself, but they crowded round the fencing and beyond
the gate, creating a sort of orchard around us. Now, to get to the
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main woodland, we had to pick our way through that orchard,
stamping out footpaths. This enclosing limb of forest was two
hundred yards wide, and on either side was open land. The
house rose from the middle of the tees, its roof overgrown with
tendrils of the oak that had emerged through the study. The
whole area was strangely quiet, uncannily still. Silent, that is,
save for the laughter and activity of the two people who
inhabited the garden glade.

I loved watching Guiwenneth work. She fashioned clothes
out of every item of Christian's wardrobe she could find. She
would have worn shins and trousers until they rotted on her, but
every day we washed ourselves, and every third day our dirty
garments, and slowly Guiwenneth's forest smell vanished. She
seemed slightly uncomfortable with this, and in this way was
unlike the Celtic people of her time, who were fastidiously
9lean, using soap, which the Romans did not, and regarding the
invading legions as quite filthy! I liked her when she smelled
faintly of Lifebuoy soap and perspiration; she took every oppor-
tunity 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 occasionally did she give herself away with some awkward
conjunction, or startling misuse of a word. She insisted that I
attempt to acquire some Brythonic, but I proved to be no
linguist, finding even the simplest of words impossible to wrap
my tongue, palate and lips around. It made her laugh, but it also
irritated her. I soon understood why. English, for all its sophisti-
cation, its content of other languages, its expressiveness, was
not a natural language to Guiwenneth. There were things that
she could not express in English. Mostly feelings, they were
neverttreless of intense importance to her. To tell me she loved
me in English was fine, and I shivered each time she used those
magic words. But to her, Eue meaning came in saying "M'n care
pinuth", using her own words to express her love. I never felt as
overwhelmed with feeling when she spoke that foreign phrase,
though, and here was the simple problem: she needed to see
and sense me responding to fter words of love, but I could only
respond to words that meant very little to her.

And there was so much more than love to express. I could see
it, of course. Each evenirig, as we 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
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love in the still woodland, and every single thought and mood
was understood by the ottrer. But she needed to say things to me,
and she could not find the English words toexpress how she felt,
how close to some asp€ct of nature she felt, how like a bird, or a
tree she felt. Something, some way of thinking that I can only
crudely translate, could not be put into English, and sometimes
she cried because ofit, and I felt very sad for her.

Just once, in those trpo months of the surnmer-when I could
not havc conceived of greater happiness, nor have imagined the
uagedy that was gaining on us by the hour-just once.I tried to
get her to move away from the house, to corne with me to the
bigger towns. With great reluctance, she wrapped one of my
jackets around her, belting it at the waist as she b€lted every-
thing. tnoking like the most magnificently pretty of scarecrows,
her feet bare but for some home-made leather sandals, she
started to walk with me along the track to the main road.

We held hands. The air was hot and still. Guiwenneth's
breathing grew more labourcd, her look mor€ wild. Suddenly
she clenched my hand as if in pain, and drew a sharp breath. I
looked at her and she was staring at nE, almost pleading with
me. Herexpression was confused, a mixture of need-herneed
to please me-and fear.

And equally suddenly she had slapped both hands to her head
and screamed, beginning to back away from me .

"It's all right, Guin!" I yelled, and made afterher, but she had
begun to cry turning and running back towards the tall wall of
young oaks that marked the orchard.

Only when she was standing within their shade did she calm
down. Tearfully, she reached for me, and just frrrgged nr, v€r1l
hard, and very long. She whispered something in her own
language, and then said, "I'm sorry, Steven. It hurts."

"That's okay. It's okay." I soothed; arxil hugged her. She was
shaking badly, and later I learned that it had been a physical pain,
a shooting pain through her whole body, as if she were being
punished for straying so farfrom the motherwood.

In the evening, after sundown, but at a time when the world
outside was still quite bright, I found Guiwenneth in the cage of
od(, th€ deserted study wherc the wildwoods grew. Shc was
curled up in the embrace of the thickest trunk, which forked as it
sprouted from below the floor, and formed a cradle for her. Stre
stirred as I steppcd into the cold, gloomy room. My breath
frosted. The branches, with their brcad leaves, quivered and
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trembled, even when I was still. 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 I squeezed into the tight fork of the trunk,
and we sat there, shivering slightly.

"It's always so cold in here."
She wrapped her arms around me, rubbed her hands vigor-

ously up and down my back. "Is that better?"
"It's good just to be with you. I'm sorry you're upset."
She continued to 0ry and warm me. Her breath was sweet, her

eyes large and moist. She snatched a kiss, then rested her lips
against the angle of my jaw, and I knew she was thinking hard
about something that disturbed her deeply. Around us, the silent
forest watched, enclosing us with its supernatural iciness.

"I can't leave here," she said.
"I know. We won't try again."
She pulled back, her lips trembling, her face frowning as she

verged on tears again. She said something in her own language,
and I rcached and wiped the two tears that welled up in the
corners of her eyes. "I don't mind," I said.

"I do," she said softly. "I'll lose you."
"You won't. I love you too much."
"I love you very much too. And I'll lose you. It's coming,

Steven. I can feel it. Terrible loss."
"Nonsense.t'
"f can't leave here. I can't go beyond this place, this wood. I

belong here. It won't let me go."
"We'll stay together. I'll write a book about us. We'll hunt

wild pig."
"My world is small," she said. "I can run across my world in

days. I stand on a hill and I see a place that is beyond my grasp.
My world is tiny compared to yours. You will want to go away,
northwards, to the cold place. Southwards to the sun. You will
want to go west, to the wild lands. You won't stay here forever,
but I have to. They won't let me go."

"Why are you so worried? If I go away it'll only be for a day
or two. To Gloucester, [.ondon. You'll be safe. I shan't leave
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you. I couldn't leave you, Guin. My God, if only you could feel
what I feel. I've never been so happy in my life. What I feel for
you terrifies me, sometimes, it's so $trong."

"Everything about you is strong," she said. "You may not
realiz.e it now. But when. . . ." She trailed off, frowning again,
biting back tlre words until I prompted her to continue. She was a
girl, a child. She hugged me, and let her tears come softly and
uninhibited. This was not the warriorprincess, the fast-nrnning,
quick-witted hunter of the day before. Her was that wonderfirl
part of her which, as in all people, had deep and helpless need of
another. If ever my Guiwenneth had needed humanizing, Dow
was the time I saw it. Woodland-born though she was, she was
flesh and blood, and feeling, and she was more wonderful to me
than anything I had everknown in my life.

It grew dark outside, but she spoke of the fear she felt as we
sat, frozen stiff, embracing, embraced by our friend, the oak.

"We will not always be together," she said.
"fmpossible."
She bit her lip, then brushed her nose against mine, coming

as close as possible. "f 'm from that other land, Steven. If you
don't go from me, then one day I may go from you. But you nre
strong enough to bear the loss."

"What are you saying, Guin? Life is just beginning."
"You are not thinking. You don't want to think!" She was

angry. "I am wood and rock, Steven, not flesh and bone. I am not
like you. The wood protects me, rules me. I can't express it
properly. I don't have the words. For a time, 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, thatUrscumug."

She hugged me again, and in the faintestof voices, almost as
if she knew she was asking something that was impossible, she
said. "l,ook after me."

Look afterme!
It made me smile, at the time. Me look after her? lt was all I

could do to keep her in sight when we hunted the edgewoods. In
pursuit of a hare, or wild piglet, a major factor contributing to
the logistics of success was my tendency to perspire and gasp
myself close to death when running. Guiwenneth was swift, fit
and deadly. She never showed any sign of irritation at my failure



1,48 Robert Holdstock

to reflect her own stamina in ming. She accepted a failed hunt
with a shrug and a smile. She never boasted a successful hunt,
although, in contrast, I always felt delighted and smug when we
were able to supplement our diet with the product of our forest
strategy and hunter's skill.

Look afier me. Such a simple statement, and it had made me
smile. Yes, I could see that in matters of love, she was as
wlnerable as me. But I could think of her only as a powerful
priesence in my life. I looked to Guiwenneth for the lead in
almost everything, and it neither shames me, nor embarrasses
me to state that. She could run half a mile through undergrowth
and slit the throat of a forty-pound wild pig with hardly any
effort; I was more orderly and organized than her and brought to
her life a degree of comfort that she had not known before.

To each their own. Skills used unselfishly make for coopera-
tion. In six weeks of living with, and deeply loving Guiwenneth,
I had learned how easy it was to look to her for the lead, for she
was an expert in survival, a hunter, an individual in every way,
who had chosen to combine her life essence with mine, and in
that I basked.

L-ook after me!
If only I had. If only I could have learned her language, and

learned, thus, the terrible fear that haunted this most beautiful
and innocent of girls.

"What is your earliest memory, Guin?"
We were walking 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 as is 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 walked always with the Norman tower of St Michael's
church in the distance.

Guiwenneth rpmained silent, although she hummed softly to
henelf, a broken tune, weird, rather like the music of the Jaguth.
Some children were running across the Lower Grubbings,
throwing a stick for a dog, and shrieking with boyish laughter.
They saw us and obviously realized that they were trespassing,
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and cut off away ftom us, vanishing over a rise of ground. The
dog's hysterical barking drifted on the still air. I saw one of the
Ryhope girls riding at a canter along the bridle-way towards St
Michael's.

"Guin? Is that too tough a question?"
"What question, Steven?" She glanced at me, dark eyes

gleaming, mouth touched with a smile. In her way she was
teasing me, and before I could rcstate my query she broke from
me and raced-all flapping white shirt and baggy ffannels-to
the woodland edge and peered inside.

Raising a finger to her lips as I approached, she murmured,
"Quiet. . . quiet. . .oh, by the God Cernunnos. . . !"

My heart began to beat faster. I peered into the darkness of
the wood, seeking among the angled growth for whatever she
had seen.

By the God.Cernuwps?
The words were like pinches and punches to my mind,

teasing shokes, and slowly I became aware that Guiwenneth
was in a very playful mood.

"By the God Cernunnos!" I repeated, and she laughed and
began to run along the track. I chased her. She had listercd to the
way I blasphemed and adapted such blasphemy to the beliefs of
hcr own age. Norrnally she would never have expressed surprise
with such a religious oath. It would have been a reference to
animal dung, or death.

I caught her-and therefore she had intended me to catch
her-and we wrestled on the wann grass, struggling and twist-
ing until one of us gave in. Soft hair tickled my face as stre leaned
to kiss me.

"So answer my question," I said.
She looked irritated, but couldn't escape my sudden bear

hug. She looked resigned, then sighed. "Why do you ask rne
questions?"

"Becaus I want answers. You fascinate me. You frighten
me. I needtoknow."

"Why can't you accept?"
"Accept what?'
"That I love you. That we'le together."
"Iist night you said we wouldn't be together always. . . ."
'*I was sad!"
"But you believe it's tnre. I don't," I add€d sternly, *but in
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case . . . just in case . . . anythin gdidhappnto you. Well. I want
to know about you, all about you. You. Not the image figure that
yourepresent. . . .

She frowned.
"Not the history of the mythago. . . ."
She frowned even more deeply. The word meant something

to her, but the concept nothing.
I tried again. 'nThel€ have been Guiwenneths beforc; perhaps

there will be Guiwenneths again. New versions of you. But ii's
rftis one that I want to know about." I emphasized the word with
a wiggle and a squeeze. She smiled.

"What about you? I want to know about you too."
"Later," I said. "You first. What were your first memories?

Tell me about your childhood."
As I 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, beforc, but
never acknowledged.

She sat up and straightened her shirt, shook her hair back,
then leaned forward and began to pluck the dry grass from the
ground, knotting each fibr<rus stem around her finger. '"The first
menrcry. . .." she said, then looked into the distance. "The
stag!"

I remembered the discovered pages of my father's diary, but
tried to blot his own rccord of the story from my mind, concen-
trating totally upon Guiwenneth's uncertain recollection.

"He was so big. Such a broad back, so powerful. I was tied to
him, leather knots on my wrists, holding me firm against the
stag's back. I called him Gwil. He called me Acorn. I lay
between his great antlers. I can remember them so well. They
were like the branches of trees, rising up above me, snapping
and cracking at the real trees, scraping the bark and the leaves.
He was running. I can still smell him, still feel the sweat on his
broad back. His skin was so tough, and sharp. My legs were sore
with rubbing. I was so young. I think I cried, and yelled at Gwil,'Not so fast!' But he ran through the forest, and I clung on, and
the leather ropes cut at my wrists. I can remember the baying of
hounds. Th.y were pursuing him through the wood. There was a
horn, too, a huntsman's horn. 'Slower,' I cried to the stag, but he
just shook his great head and told me to cling on tighter. 'We
have a long chase, little Acorn,' he said to me, and the smell of
him choked me, and the sweat, and the hurt of his wild chase on
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my body. I remember the sunlight, among the tnees. It was
blinding. I kept trnng to see the sky, but each time tlre sun came
tbrough it blinded rne. The hounds camo closer. There wene so
many of them. I could see men running through the forest. The
horn was loud and harsh. I was crying. Birds seenre-d to hover
over us, and when I looked up their wings were black against the
sun. Suddenly he stopped. His breath was like a loud wind. His
whole boJy was shaking. Iremembercrawling forward, tugging
at the leather ropes, and seeing the high rock that blocked the
way. He turned. His antlers were like black knives, and he
lowered his head and cut and jabbed at the dogs ttrat came for
him. One of them was like a black demon. Its jaws gaped, aII
wet. Its teeth 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
rurow. My poor Gwil. He fell and the dogs tore at his throat, but
still he kept them from me . The arrow was longerthan my body.
It stuck out of his heaving flesh, and I can rememberreaching to
touch it, and the blood on it, and I couldn't move the shaft, it was
so hard, like a rock, like something growing from the stag. Men
cut me loose and dragged me away and I clung to Gwil as he
died, and the dogs worried at his entrails. He was still alive, and
he looked at me and whispered something, like a forest breern,
and then snorted once and was gone.. . ." She turned to me.
Touched me. Tears stained her cheeks, glistened in the bright
day. "As you will go, everything will go, everything that I
love. . . ." I touched her hand, kissed her fingers.

"I'll lose you. I'll lose you," she said sadly, and I couldn't
find the words to respond. My mind was too filled with images
of that wild chase. "Everything I love is stolen from me."

We sat for a long time in silence. The children, with their
wretchedly vociferous dog, chased back along the edge of the
wood, and again saw us, and scampered, abashed and afraid, out
of sight. Guiwenneth's fingers were a nest of entwined grasses,
and she laced small golden flowers into them, then wiggled her
hand, like some strange harvest puppet. I touched her shoulder.

"How old were you when this happened?" I asked.
She shrugged. "Very young. I can'tremember, it was several

suilrmers ago."
Several surlmers ago. I smiled as she said the words, think-

ing that only nvo surnmers ago she had not yetexisted.Hout did
ttre generic process work, I wondered, watching this beautiful,
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solid. soft and warm human creanre. Did she form out of the
leaf litter? Did wild anirnals carry sticks together and shape them
into bones, and then, overthe autumn, dying leaves fall and coat
the bones in wildwood flesh? Was there a moment, in the wood,
when something approximating a human creafure rose from
the underbrush, and was shaped to perfection by the intensity of
the human will, operating outside the woodland?

Orwas she just suddenly . . . there. One momentawraith, the
next a reality, the uncertain, dreamlike vision that suddenly
clears and can be seen to be real.

I remembered phrases from the journal: The Twigling is
fading, more tenuous tlun the last time I encountered him. . .
found traces of the deadlack-in-the-Green, worried by animals,
but showing an unusuctl pattern of decomposition. . . ghostly,
running slupe in the hogback, not ct pre-mythago, tltc next
plnse perlnps?

I reached for Guiwenneth, but she was stiff, rigid in my anns,
disnrrbed by memories, disturbed by my insistence that she talk
about something that was clearly painful to her.

I atn wood and rock, not flesh and bone.
The words she had used several days before sent a thrill of

shock through me as I remembered them. I am wood and rock.
So she knew. She knew that she was not human. And yet she
behaved as if she ryere. Perhaps she had spoken metaphorically;
perhaps it was her life in the woods to which she had rcferred, as
I might have said I am dust and ashes.

Did she know? I longed to ask her, burned to see inside her
head, to the silent glade where she loved and rcmembered.

"What are little girls made of?" I asked her and she looked
round sharply, frowning, then smiling, puzzled by the question,
half-amused as she realized, from my own smile, that there was
a riddle-like answer.

"Sweet acorns, crushed honeybees and the nectar of blue-
bells," she said.

I grimaced with disgust. "How horrible."
"What then?"
"Sugar and spice and all things . . . er. . . ." How did it go?

". . . nicest."
She frowned. "You don't like sweet acorns or honeybees?

They're nice."
"I don't believe you. Not even gnrbby Celts would eat

honeybees."
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"What are little boys made of?" she asked quickly, aod
answered with a glggle, "Cow dung and questions."

"Slugs and snails, actually." She seemed duly satisfied. I
added, '"Ihe occasional hindquart€rs of an immature hound."

"We have things like that. I remember Magidion telling me.
He taugtrt me a lot." She held up herhand for silence, while she
thought. Then she said, "Eight calls for a battle. Nine calls for a
fortune. lbn calls for a dead son. Eleven calls for sadness.
Twelve calls at dusk for a new king. What am I?"

"A cuckoo," I said, and Guiwenneth stared at rne.
"You knew!"
Surprised, I said, "f guessed."
"You knew! Anyway, it's the"ltrstcuckoo." She thought hard

for a moment, and then said, "One white is luck for nre. Two
white is luck for you. Three white for a death. Four white, and a
shoe, will bring love."

She stared at me, smiling.
"Hors€'s hooves," I said, and Guiwenneth slapped me hard

on the leg. "You lotcw!"
I laughed. "I'm just guessing."
"It's ttrc first strange hone you se€ at thc end of winter," she

said. "If it has four white hooves, then forge a shoe and you'll
soe your loved one riding the same horse in the clouds."

'"fbll me about the valley. And the white stone."
She stared at me, then frowned. She was suddenly very sad.

"That is the place where my father lies."
"Whelt is it?" I asked.
"A long way from here. One day-" She looked away. What

memories did she entertain now, I wondered? What sad recollec-
tions?

"One day, what?"
Quietly, she said, "One day I would like to go there . One day

I would like to see the place where Magidion buried him."
"I would like to go with you," I said, and for a moment her

moist gaze nnt mine, and then she smiled.
And then she brighten€d. "A hole in a stone. An eye on a

bone. A ring made of thorn. Ttre sound of a forge. All of these
things. . . ." SIre hesitated, watching me.

"Ke€p away ghosts?'I suggested, and she tumbled on top of
me with a cry of, "How do you lcrww?"

a a a
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We walked slowly back to the house in the very late afternoon.
Guiwenneth was slightly chilly. Ir was August 27th, if I
remember, and sometimes the day would seem like autumn, and
sometimes like summer. There had been a crispness in the air
that morning, the first shivery portent of the new season; sum-
mer had flourished during the day, and now autumn again
showed its shadow. The leaves at the very tips of the trees had
begun to show signs of turning. For some reason I felt
depressed, walking with my arm round the girl, feeling her
windblown hair tickle my face, the touch of her right hand on my
breast. My suddenly gloomy mood was not hetped by the distant
sound of a motorcycle.

"Keeton!" said Guiwenneth brightly, and led me at a trot the
rest of the way, to the stand of thin trees that was the orchard. We
wove through the copse, to the overgrcwn gate. We forced our
way through the tangled undergrowth that swamped the fence
around the cleared garden, much of which was in 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
a flagon of the Mucklestone Field homebrew. "I've got some-
thing else," he called as Guiwenneth ran to him and kissed his
cheek. "Hello, S0even. Why so glum?"

"Change of season," I said. He looked bright and happy, his
fair hair awry from the ride here, his face dirt-stained except
around the eyes, where his goggles had been. He smelled of oil,
and slightly of pigs.

His extra surprise was half a side of spining pig. It looked a
pale and feeble cadaver compared to the grey and scrawny
crcatures that Guiwenneth spearcd in the deep runs of the wood.
But the ttrought of a pork more succulent and less strong than the
wild pigs I had become used to was immensely cheering.

"A bar.becue!" Keeton announced. "Two Americans at the
field showed me how. Outside. This evening. After I've
washed. A barbecue for three, with ale, song, and party games. "
He looked suddenly a little concerned. "Not intemrpting some-
thing, am I, old boy?"

"Not at all. Old boy," I said. His Englishisms often sounded
affected, and irritated me.

"He's fed up," advised Guiwenneth, and gave me an amused
look.

By the Good God Cernunnos, how glad I am, now, that
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Keeton gatecrashed that moment, those hours between us.
Resenfrrl though I was of his pres€nce, when I was trying to get
a little closer to Guin, I have never given greater thanks to ttrat
Celestial Watch-Being than I did later that night. Even though,
in one way, I would be wishing that I were dead.

The fire burned. Guiwenneth had built it up while Keeton had
constructed 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 fatlt work was
welcome, as was his help. Well paid rebuilding work at Coven-
try and Birmingham had called away many of the farmhands
from the counties of the Midlands.

It takes a lot longer to spit-roast a pig than Keeton had
realized. Darkness enveloped woodland and orchard, and we
turned the tights on in the house so that the garden area, whete
we squatted and chatted around the sizzling meat and the
brightly flaring wood fire, was bathed in a cosy glow. I attended
to records, playing through the collection of dance-hall music
that my parents had built up over the years. The battered old
Master's Voice gramophone kept running down, and, under the
influence of the beer that Keeton had purloined, the continual
droning down of the voices became hysterically funny.

At ten o'clock we poked the jacket potatoes out of the fire and
ate them with butter and pickle and a thin slice of the blackened
outer flesh of the piglet. Hunger appeased, Guiwenneth sang us
a song in herown tongue, which Keeton was able to accompany,
after a while, on his small harmonica. When I asked her to
tanslate she just smiled, tapped my nose, and said, "Imagine!"

"Itwasaboutyouandme ,"f ventured. "Love, passion, need,
long life and children."

She shook lrer head, and licked a finger that she'd just
smeared along the remains of our p'recious buffer ration.

I said, "What, then? Happiness? Friendship?'
"You incorrigible romantic," murmured Kecton, and was

proved right, for Guiwenneth's song had not really been about
love at all, not as I had imagned it. She tanslated as best she
could.

"I am the daughter of the early hour of the morning. I am the
huntress who by dawnlight. . . who by dawnlight. . . ." She
made frantic throwing motions.
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"Casts?" suggested Keeton. "Throws the net?"
"'Who by dawnlight throws the net into the glade of the

woodcocks. I am the falcon who watches as the woodcocks rise
and are caught in the net. I am the fish that. . . the fish that. . . ."
She made exaggerated side to side motions of her hips and
shoulders.

"Wiggles," I said.
"Struggles," Keeton corrected.
She went orr, "f am the fish that stnrggles in the water,

swimming towards the great grey rock that marks the deep pool.
I am the daughter of the fisher who spears the fish. I am the
shadow of the tall white stone where my father lies, the shadow
that moves with the day towards the river where the fish swims,
towards the forests where the glade of the woodcocks is blue
with flowers. I 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
enemies are thunder and the beasts of the earth who crawl by
night, but I am not afraid. I am the heart of my father, and his
father. Bright as iron, swift as amow, shong as oak. I am the
land."

These last words-"Bright as iron, swift as arro% strong as
oak. I am the land"-she sang in her reedy voice, matching the
words to the tune and the rhythm of the original. When she had
finished she smiled and bowed, and Keeton applauded loudly,t'Bravo."

I stared at her for a moment, puzzled. "Not about me at all,
then," I said, and Guiwenneth laughed. "About nothing else but
you," she said. "That's why I sang it."

I had meant it as a joke, but now she had confused me. I
didn't understand. Somehow, in some fashion, the wretched
Keeton did. He winked at me. "Why don't you check the
grounds, the two of you. I'll be all right here. Go on!" He
smiled.

"What the hell's going on?" I said, although I said it softly.
But as I rose to 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. Therc was stealthy move-
ment in the woodland; foxes, perhaps, or wild dogs, drawn to
the smell of the cooking meat. Keeton was an oddly crouched
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shape, silhouetted against the flame and flaring sparks of the
fire.

"He understands you more than I do," I said.
"He sees both of us. You see only me. I like him. He's a very

gentle man. But he's not my flintspear."
The wood scemed alive with movement. Even Guiwenreth

was puzzled. "We should be careful of wolves and wild dogs,"
she said. "The meat. . . ."

"There can't be wolves in the forest," I said, "surcly. Boar
I've seen, and you've told me of a wild bear. . . ."

"Not every creature comes to the edge so quickly. Wolves are
pack animals. The pack may have been in the deep forest, in the
wildwoods, They have taken a long time to get here. Perhaps."

I glanced into the darkness, and the night seernedto whisper
ominously; shivering, I turned back to the garden, and reached
for Guiwenneth. "Iit's go back and keep him company."

Even as I spoke, the dark shape of Keeton was rising to its
feet. His voice was suMued, but urgent. "We've got company."

Through the tnees that crowded about the garden ferce, I
could see the flicker of torchlight. The sound of men approach-
ing was a sudden, loud intrusion in the wild night. I walked with
Guiwenneth back to the fire, into the spill of light from ttrc
kitchen. Behind us, where we had stood, there too torches
showed. They closed in upon the garden in a wide arc, and we
waited, listening for some sign of their nature.

From atread of us there carne ttre eerie tune of the Jaguth,
played on the rcedy plpes I had heard before. Guiwcnneth and I
exchanged a quick, delighted glance, and thcn she said, "The
Jaguth. They've come again!"

"Just in time to finish off ciur pig," I said ruefully. Keeton was
frozen to the spot with fear, not liking the stealthy approach
through the darkness of these strange men-creatures.

Guiwenneth walked towards the gate, to greet them, shout-
ing out something in her s8ange language. I began to st€p after
her, picking up a firebrand from the fire, to hold as thcy held
their torches. The swe€t piping continued.

Keeton said, "Who are they?'And I said, "Old friends, new
friends. The Jaguth. There's nothing to fear. . . ."

And at that moment I realizcd that the piping had stopped,
and Guiwenneth too had stopped, a few paces away from me.
She starcd around her, at the ffickering lights in tlre darkness. A
moment later she looked back at me, her face pale, her eyes
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wide, her mouth open; from being delighted, she suddenly was
tenified. She took a step towards me, my name on her lips, and I
was caught in her sudden panic, and reached for her. . . 

-.

There was a strange sound, like wind, like a hoarse, tuneless
whistle , and then the sound of a thump and Keeton's gasping cry.
I glanced at him and he was stepping rapidly backwardj, artneO
ba9k, clutching at his chest, his eyes screwed tight shut with
pain- A moment later he fell to the ground, arms outstretched.
Three feet of wood shaft jutted from his body. ..Guin!" I
screamed, tearing my gaze from Keeton. And thenall around us
the woodland burst into brilliant fire, the trunks catching, the
branches, the leal,es, so that the garden was srurounded by a
great: roqnng wall of flame. Two dark human shapes came
bursting through that fire, light glinting on metal armour and the
short-bladed weapons held in their hands. For a moment they
hesitated, staring at us; one had the golden mask of a hawk, iti
eyes mere slits, the ears rising like short horns from the crown.
The other wore a dull leather helmet, the cheek straps broad. The
hawk laughed loudly.

"Oh God no . . . !" I cried, but Guiwenneth screamed at me,
"Arm yourself!" as she raced past me to where herown weapons
were lodged against the back wall of the house.

I followed her, grabbing up my flintspear and the sword that
Magidion had presented to me. And we turned, backs to the
wall, and watched the gruesome band of armoured men who
emerged, dark silhouettes, 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 I hardly had time to raise and thrust
my spear at him; the events happened in a blur of burnished
rnetal, dark hair, and sweaty flesh, as he deflected my blow with
his small round shield, then clubbed me heavily on the side of
the head with the blunt pommel of his sword. I staggered to my
knryr, then struggled to rise, but the shield was struck againit
my head and the ground hit my face, hard and dry. The next I
knew he had tied my arms behind my back, worked my spear
under my armpits, and trussed me like a turkeycock.

For a moment or two I watched Guiwenneth fight, and she
fought with a fury that astonished me. I saw her bring her dagger
down into her own attacker's shoulder; then a second hawfran
from the garden's edge, and she swung to face him, and firelight
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glinted on metal and the man's hand seemed to fly towards the
woodshed. A third came, and a fourttr. Guiwenneth's war-cry
was a screech of indignation. She moved so fast that I became
confused watching her.

And of course, there were too many of them for her. Sud-
denly she had been bowled over, disarmed, then flung high into
the air. She was caught berween the hawks, and though she
struggled, they tied and trussed herin the same fashion as me.

Five tall, dark warriors remained at the garden's edge,
crouching, watching the end of the affray.

My own hawk reached for my hair and dragged me to my
feet, hauling me, bent double, across the garden towards the
fire. He dropped me to the ground a few feet from Guiwenneth.
She looked at me through bloody eyes and the fall of dishevelled
hair across her face. Her lips were wet, and I could see t€ars
glistening, bright specks in the fire. "Steven," she murmured,
and I realized that her lips were swollen and painful. "Ste-
ven.  ,  . . "

'"This can't be happening," I whispcred, itrd felt my own
&ears rise. My head was spinning; everything seemed so unreal.
My body was numb, with shock, with anger. The sound of the
burning forcst was loud, almost deafening.

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 ourown small fire were taken and
used to start a small 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 figurcs
had remained, crouching, just inside the ring of fire. Now ttrcy
rose to their feet and approached. The oldest, who was the
leader, stepped past the fire, where already several of the hawks
wene crouching, waiting to divide up the spitted pig. This man
reached down and with a broad-bladed knife, caryed himself a
generous portion from the rump, stuffed it into his mouth and
wiped his fingers on his heavy cloak. He came towards Guiwen-
neth, and shrugged the cloak off, revealing a naked upper torso,
his belly full and sagging, his arms thick, his chest deep. This
was a strong man going to seed in larc middle age. The flesh of
his body, I noticed, was a latticework of scars and weals. Around
his neck he carried a bone pipe, and he trilled on it, mocking us.

He dropped to a crouch by ttrc girl and reached a hand to lift
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up her chin. He brushed th€ hair from lrer face, and twistcd her
jlw roughly to look at her, grinning through his greying beard.
Guiwenneth spat at him and he laughed, and thatl"ogtt. . . .

I frowned, completely unnerved. I sat in the firclight, in pain,
unable to move, and stared at this coarse, ageing warlord. 

-

- .'_ll'v_e found you at last," he said, and the voice sent a long
thrill of anguish through rne.

"She's mine!" I cried through sudden tears.
And Christian looked at me and slowly rose to his feet.
He towered over me, an old man, war-worn and ragged. His

breeches stank of urine. The sword he wore on his t"ide, leather
belt, hung ominously close to my face. He jerked my head up by
the hair, and with his other hand stroked his matted, gr"iin!
beard.

"It's been a long time, brother," he said, in a hoarse, animal
whisper. "What alz I going to do with you?"

Behind him, th9 side of pig had been reduced to nothing, and
the hawks chewed vigorously, and spat into the firc while they
talked in murrnuring voices. From the house canrc the sounds of
hammeron metal. A furious activity of repairwas occurring, on
weapons and on the harnessing of the great horses, which were
tethered close by to me.

"She's mine," ! said quietly staring at him through my tears.
"IJave us alone, Chris."

.- He kept lookitg at me for several seconds, a frightening
silence. A!rup1ly he rcached down and jerked me to my feet,
and ran me backwards until I fetched up hard againstthe wooden
wall of the shed. As he moved he roared with anger, .and his
stale, fetid breath made me-gag. His face, inches from my own
as he glared at me, was the face of an animal, not a man, airO yet
I could now begin to discern the eyes, the nose, the lips of my
brother, the handsome youth who had left the house jult a year
before.

He shouted something gnrffly, and one of his older warriors
flung hi* g lgng& of rope with a noose on the end. The rcrpe was
coqrse and sharp, and he tugged the noose over my heid and
tightened it on my neck, tossing the fr,ee rope over thc shed. A
moment later the slack was taken up and the noose tugged me to
my-t99s: I could breathe, but I couldn't relax. I bcgan to gasp,
and Christian smiled, reaching up a stinking hand io bloclc niy
nostrils and my mouth.

He ran his finger over my face. It was an almost sensuous
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touch. When I struggled for breath he released my mouth and I
sucked air into my lungs gratefully. All the time he had watched
me curiously, as if desperately searching for some memory of
friendship between us. His fingers were like a woman's caress-
ing my brow, my cheeks, my chin, the junction of the rope and
the torn skin of my neck. In this way he found the oak leaf amulet
that I wore, and he frowned as he saw it. He rested the silver leaf
in his hand and stared at it. Without looking at me he said,
"Wher€ 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 his lips. "I would have been
dead but for this. When I lost it I thought my fate was sealed. I
have it back, now I have everything back. . . ."

He turned to look at me, then, searching my eyes, my face.
"It's been many years. . . ." he whispercd,
"What's happened to you?" I managed to brcathe. The rope

tugged at me, irritated me. He watched my discomfort, the
movement of my lips, through glearning dark eyes that showed
no compassion.

"Too much," he said. "I've searched too long. But I've found
her at last. I've run too long. . . ," He looked wistful, glancing
away from me. "Perhaps the running will never end. He still
pursues me."

*1tr419?"

He glanced at me. "The beast. The Urscumug. The old ma$.
Damn his eyes. Damn his soul, he follows me like a hound on
the scent. He is always there, always in the woodland, always
just outside the fort. Always, always the beast. I'rn tircd,
brother. I tnrly am. At Ins[-" he glanced at the slumped form of
the girl-"At last I have the one thing I have sought. Guiwen-
neth, my Guiwenneth. If I die, we die together. I no longercare
if she loves me. l shall have her, I shall use her. She will make
the dying good. She will inspire nre to make a last effort to kill
the beast."

'rI can't let you take her," I said hopelessly, and Christian
frowned, then smiled. But he said nothing, moving away from
me, back towards the fire. He walked slowly, thoughtfully. He
stopped and stared at the house. One of his men, a long-haired,
raggedly dressed warrior, moved to the body of Harry Kteton,
turned it over and split through the man's shirt with a knife,
raising the blade above Keeton's breast. He stopped and said
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something in an alien tongue. Christian looked at m€, tlren spoke
back to the man, and the warrior rose angrily to his feet and
stalked back to the fire.

Christian said, '"The Fenlander is angry. They want to eat his
liver, They're hungry. The pig was small." He smiled. "I said
no. To spare your feelings."

He walked to the house then, and vanished inside. It seemed
he was gone for a long time. Guiwenneth looked up only once,
and her face was wet with tears. She stared at me, and her lips
moved, but I could make out no sound, nor what she was rying
to say. "I love you, Guin," I called back to her. "I'll get us out of
this. Don't worry."

But my words had no effect on her, and her battered face fell
down again as she knelt by the fire, tnrssed and guarded.

Around me, the garden was a scene of confusing activity.
One of the horses had panicked, and was rearing and kicking
against 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 terrifying
sight.

When Christian emerged from the house again, he had
shaved off the ragged grey-black beard, and combed his long,
greasy hair back into a pigtail. His face was broad, strong, even
if his jowls were slightly loose. He looked uncannily as I
remembered our father, in the years before I 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 neatly broken off. Wine?

He came over to me and drank from the bottle, smacking his
lips appreciatively. "I didn't think you'd find the store," he said.
"Fort5/ bottles of the best Bordeaux. A taste morc sweet I 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 a battle won and lost. Drink with me, Steve."

I shook my head. Christian seemed momentarily disap-
pointed, 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 sinister of his compa-
triots, the Fenlander, the man who had wanted to slit open the
corpse of Harry Keeton, and the man drank the rcmnants down,
tossing the bottle into the woodland. The rest of the secret store
of wine that I had failed to discover was carried out in impro-
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vised sacks, anddistributed among ttre hawks forcarriage.
The woodland fire burned down and began to die out. What-

ever 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 almost naked, their bodies
covered with white chalk, except for their faces, which were
black. Their hair was long, but held back by a leathery band
around the crown. They carried long, bone batons, and waved
these at the tre€s, and where they passed, so the flames sprang up
again, the fire rekindled as furious as before.

At last Christian came back to me, and I realized that the
delay, the strange sense of pause, was because hi did not know
what to do with me. He drew his knife and stuck it hard into the
shed beside me, and he leaned on the hilt, taking his weight,
resting his chin on his hands, and focusing not upon me, but
upon the grain of the pitch-painted wood slats. He was a tired
man, a weary man. Everything about him, from his brcathing to
the shadows around his eyes, told me that.

"You've aged," I said, pointing out the obvious.
"Have I?" He smiled wearily, then spoke slowly. "Yes. I

suppose I have. Many years have passed, for me. I went a long
way inwards, trying to escape the beast. But the beast belonged
in the heartwoods, and I couldn't outnrn it. It's a strarige world,
Steven. A strange and terrible world beyond the hogbackglade.
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 curiously. Then he smiled again and straightened
up. Touching me on the cheek, he shook his head. "What in the
name of the woodnymph Handryama am I going to do with
you?"

"What is to stop you leaving me, and leaving Guiwenneth, to
live happily for as long as we 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 close to me that I could easily
have touched his face with my lips, but not looking at me. "I
could no longer do that," he said. "For a while, when I journeyed
inwards, yes, I might have come back. But I wanted her. I knew
she would be somewhere there, $omewhere deep. I followed
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stories of her, ventured to mountains, and valleys, where stories
told of her. Always I seemed to be a few days latc. The beast
stalked me. Twice I battled with it, but the battle was not
resolved. I have stood, my brother, upon the hill, the tallest hill,
where the stone folly was built, and seen into the heartwoods of
the forest, the place wherc I shall be safe. And now that I have
found my Guiwenneth, that is where I shall go. Once theren I
have a life to finish, a love to find; but I shall be safe. Safe from
the beast. The old man."

"Go there alone, Chris," I said. "Guiwenneth loves me, and
nothing will change that."

"Nothing?" he repeated, and smiled wearily. "Time can
change anything. With no-one else to love, she will come to love
m e . .  . . t t

"I-ook at her, Chris," I said angnly. "A captive. Dejected.
You care no more for her than you do for your hawks."

"I care about the having of her," he said quietly, menacingly.
"I have hunted too far, too long to worry about the finer aspects
of love. I shall make her love me before dying; I shall enjoy her
u n t i l t h e n . . . . "

"She is not yours, Chris. She is my mythago-"
He rcacted with sudden violence, smashing his fist into the

side of my face so hard that two of my teeth were buckled
inward. Through the pain, blood flooding my mouth, I heard
him say, "Your mythago is dead! This one is mine. Yours I killed
years ago. She is mine!If not for that I wouldn't take her."

I spat the blood from my mouth. "Perhaps she belongs to
neither of us. She has her own life, Chris."

He shook his head. "I claim her. There is nothing more to be
said." As I began to speak, he raised a hand and roughly pinched
my lips together, silencing me. The spear shaft beneath my anns
was so painful that I felt sure my bones would soon break. The
noose ate deeper into my skin.

"Shall I let you live?" he said, almost musingly. I made
sounds in my throat, and he pinched my lips tighter. He
wrenched the knife ftom the shed and held it beforc me, touch-
ing my nose with its cold point, then lowering the blade and
tapping it gently against my lower belly. "I might allow the life
to rcmain in your body. . . but *rc ssst-" he tapped me again
-"f[s cost would be very high. I couldn't let you live. . . as a
nran . . . not having known the woman I claim. . . ."

The idea frore, me with the horror of it. I could hardly sep him
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for the sudden pulsing of blood through my head, the sudden
shock.

He let go of my lips, but held his hand over my mouth.
Through fear, through purc terror, I had started to cry and my
body shuddered with the sobs that came from deep within me.
Christian came close, his eyes narrow, but frowning, unhappy
about many things.

"Oh Steve" . . ." he said, and repeated the tired, sad state-
ment. "It could have been . . . what could it have been? Good? I
don't suppose it could have ben good. But I would have liked to
have known you during the last fifteen years.Tlrere were times
when I yearned for your company, to talk to you, or be. . . ." He
smiled and used his forefingerto wipe thetears from my cheeks.
"Just to be a normal man among normal company."

"It could be that way again," I whispered, but he shook his
head, still sad.

"Alas no." And added, aftrr a thoughtful pause, regarding
me, "And I rcgret that""

Before either of us could speak further, a tenifying sound
came from beyond the burning EE€s. Christian turned from me,
and looked towards the woodland. He seemed shocked; almost
furious with shock. "Not so close . . . h€ can't be so close. . . ."

The sound had been the roar of a wild beast. Tempered by
distance, and the noise of the warrior band about me, I had not
recognized the cry of the boarcreature, the Urscumug. Now the
sound became familiar, for it came a second time, and with it the
distant groan and crack ofhees and branches being snapped and
pushed aside. ln the garden, the hawks, the warriors, the strange
men from cultures unrecognizable, began to move swiftly into
action, gathering equipment, slinging the harnesses on to the
five horses, calliqg orders, preparing to leave.

Christian made a motion to two of his hawks, who tugged
Guiwenneth to her feet, rcmoved the spear-shaft frrom beneath
her arms, and slung her over the broad back of a horse, tying her
securely below its belly.

"Steven!" she screamed, struggling to see me.
"Guiwenneth! Oh my God, no!"
"Qrickly!" shouted Christian, repeating the order in another

language. The sorrnd of the Urscumug grew closer. I sruggled
against the restraining rope, but it was too tight, too secuf,e.

The company of mercenaries were moving swiftly towards
the woodland to the south si& of the garden, wlrerc trro of them
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hacked the fencing down. before beginning the process of leap-
ing through the flames of the burning orchard, to escape the
garden glade.

Soon, most of them had gon€, only Christian, the Fenlander
and one of the strange, white-painted Neoliths remaining
behind. This ancient warriorheld the horse over which Guiwen-
neth was tied. The Fenlander went behind the shed and I felt his
tug on the rope around my neck.

Christian walked close to me, and shook his head again. The
fire around us burned brightly, but the sound of the approaching
beast was loud. My eyes filled with tears, and Christian became
a dark blur against the bright flame.

Without a word he reached his hands to my face, and leaned
close to me, pressing his lips to mine, holding the kiss fortwo or
three seconds.

"I have missed you," he said quietly. "I shall continue to do
so. t t

Then he stepped away from me, glanced at the Fenlander and
said, without pause, without concern, "Hang him."

And turned his back, calling a command to the man by the
horse, who led the beast towards the burning orchard.

"Chris!" I screamed, but he ignored nn.
A moment later I felt myself wrenched from the ground, and

the noose bit deeply, strangling me swiftly. And yet awareness
remained, and though my feet dangled above the ground, I
managed to keep breathing" Water blurred my vision. And the
last I saw of Guiwenneth was her long, beautiful hair, flowing
down the side of the beast which canied her. It snagged on the
broken fencing, and I thought a strand or two of the auburn hair
had remained there, caught in the wood.

Then darkness began to close around me. There was the
sound of a sea, pounding against rocks, and the deafening
screech of a bird of prey, or some similar carrion creature. The
bright fire became a bright blur. My lips moved but I could utter
n o s o u n d . . . .

Something dark came between my dangling body and the
flame trees. I blinked, and desperately tried to scream. tn that
brief action, my vision cleared, and I realised that I was looking
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 I saw the stark, hideous
features of the man-boar, painted white, bristling with hawthorn
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and leaves. The mouth opened and closed in a curious scm-
blance of speech. All I heard was a hissing sound. All I was
aware of were those slanted, penetrating eyes, the eyes of my
father, the facial features amund it grimacing and grinning, N il
triumphant at having caught up with one of his errant sons at last.

A clawed fist closed about my waist, squeezing hard, lifting
me towards the glistening jaws. I heard laughter, human laugh-
ter, or so it seemed, and then I was shaken so violently-as a
dog worries at a bird-that at last unconsciousness claimed me,
and that terrifying moment passed into ttrc realm of dreams.

There was a sound like a swarm of wasps, which gradually
faded. I could hear bird-song. My eyes were open. Patterns and
shadows swirled and shifted, slowly resolving into a night vision
of stars, clouds, and a human face.

My body was numb, everywhere except my neck, which
began to feel as if needles wetre being pressed into the bone. The
hanging-rope was still tied in place, but its cut end lay beside
me, on the cold ground.

Slowly I sat up. The cooking fire still burned brightly. The air
smelled powerfully of ash, blood, and animal. I turned and saw
Harry Keeton.

I tried to speak, but nothing moved, no sound came. My eyes
watercd and Keeton reached out and patted my arm" He was
sprawled on his side, propped up by one elbow. The broken
arrow shaft stuck obscenely from his breast, rising and falling
with each of his laboured brcaths.

"They took her," he said, shaking his head, sharing my grief.
I nodded as best I could. Keeton said, "I couldn't do any-
th ing . .  . . "

I 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 acreature . I think it thought you werc
dead. It sniffed you hard, then let you dangle again. I cut the
rope with your own sword. I thought I was too late."

I 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 dropped it. I reached for it and
closed my fingers around the cold metal.

We lay there in the darkening garden, watching the bright
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streams of sparks rise skywards from the smouldering trees.
Keeton's face was ghastly pale in 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"

I cried for an hour at least, for Guiwenneth, with anger, for
the loss of all I had loved. Keeton rernained silent, his jaw set
firm, his right hand pressed against the arrow wound, as if
staunching the ffow of blood.

We were a desperate pair of warriors.
But we survived the day, and when I had the strength, I

walked to the manor house, and summoned help for the
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The Heartwoods
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From my father's diary, December l94l:

Wrote to Wynne-Jones, urging him to return to the Indge . I
have been more than five weeks in the deep woodland, but
only a fortnight 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 a little snow,
no more than a flurry. No doubt the effect-which I am led to
believe is an effect of "relativity"-ir mone pronounced the
cloaer to the heartwoods one journeys.

I have discovercd a fourth pathway into the woods, a way
of travelling beyond the outer defensive zones, although the
feeling of disorientation is strong. This route is almost too
obvious: the sEeam thatpasses through the wood, whichC&
S call "sticklebrook". Since this tiny rivulet expands to full
flood within two days' journey inwiirds, I cannot imagine
how the water balance is worked! Does it become a full
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. I encountered the

L71



172 RoM Holdstock

shamiga. They are from the early Bronze Age in Europe,
perhaps two thousand years BC. Their storytelling ability is
prolific. The so-called "Lifespeaker" is a young girl-
painted green-with clear "psychic" talents. They are a
legendary people themselves, the etemal guardians of river
fords. From them I 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". I have heard of a great
fire that holds back the primal woodland at the very heart of
the rcalm itself.

My difficulty is still exhaustion. I need to return to Oak
I-odge because the journey is too daunting, too demanding.
A younger man, perhaps . . . who knows? I must organize an
expedition. The wood continues to obstruct me, defending
itself with the same vigour that originally made travelling
through even its periphery a frightening experience. The
shamiga, however, hold many keys. They are the traveller's
friend, and I shall attempt to rediscover them before the
coming summeris out.

The shamiga are thc traveller's friend. Thcy hold nuny
keys. . . .

I have no sense of the time shift. . . .
The girl affects me totally. J Ins seen this, but what can I do?

It is the nature of the mytlngo itself. . . .
How comforting the incomplete and obsessive journal

became in the days after that painful and heartbreaking night.
T}lre shamiga held the keys to many things. The sticklebrook was
the way in to the deeper woods. And since Christian was from
the outside I found it comforting to think that he, too, was bound
to the "routcways", and I would be able to follow him.

I read the diary as if my life depended upon it; perhaps therc
was valrrc in the obsession. I inrcnded to follow my brother as
soon as my sftnglh was back, and Keeton felt up to journeying.
Therc wNs m way of telling what simple observations or com-
ments of my fatlrer's might have been of crucial value at some
later stage.

Harry Kceton recived nredical attention at the airforce base
from which hc operated. The wound was not dangerous, but was
certainly severe. He came brck to Oak Indge three days after the
attack, his rm in a sling, his body weak, but his spirit strong and
vital. He was willing himself bener. He knew what was on my
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mind, and he wanted to come with me; and the thought of his
companionship was agreeable.

For my part, there were two wounds to heal. I couldn't speak
for three days, and could only manage to swallow liquids. I felt
weak and distraught. The strength returned to my limbs, but
distrcss came in the persistent image of Guiwenneth, slung
crudely across the back of a horse and dragged from my sight. I
couldn't sleep for thinking of her. I wept more tears than I would
have believed possible. For a while, three days or so after the
abduction, my anger peaked, and became irrationally expressed
in a series of hysterical fits, one of which was witnessed by thc
airman, who braved my abusive assault upon him and helped to
calm me down.

I had to get her back. I*gendary role or no, Guiwenneth from
the greenwood was the woman I loved, and my life could not
continue until she was safe again. I wanted to smash and crush
my brother's skull in the same way that I smashed vases and
chairs in that sequence of physically powerful tantnrms.

But I had to wait a week. I just couldn't see myself heading
through tangled woodland without becoming completely
exhausted. My voice came back, my strength returned, and I
made my preparations and plans. 

---

The day of departure would be the 7th of September.

An hour before dawn Harry' Keeton arrived at the l-odge. I
listened to the sound of his motorcycle for some minutes bcforc
the bright beam of his headlight swept through the darkened
hallway, and the noisy engine was cut. I was in the oak cage,
curled up in the tnee hollow where I had spent so much time with
Guiwenneth. I was thinking of her, of course, and impatient with
Keeton for being late. I was also irritated with the man for
arriving and breaking through my rnelancholy.

"I'm r€ady," 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.

"We'll leave at first light," I said. "That is, if you can move."
Keeton had prepared himself well, and taken the prospective

journey very seriously. He was wearing his motorcycle leathers,
with heavy boots and a leather pilot's cap. His rucksack was
bulging. He caried two knives at his waist, one a wide-bladed
object, which he prcsumably intended to use as a machete as we
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forced through the underwood. pots and pans rattled as he
moved.

As he eased the immense pack from this shoulder he said,
"Thqught it would be wise to be prepared."
^ "Prepared for what?" I asked with a smile. ..Sunday roast? A
forest waltz? You-'ve brought your life-style with you. you're
not gging to need it. And you're certainly not goingio be able to
carr5l it."

He stripped off the tight pilot's helmet and scratched his
gwly iair. The burn-mark on the lower part of his face was
flushed brightly; his eyes twinkled, partiy with excitemenr,
partly with embarrassment.

"You think I've overdone it?"
"How's the shoulder?"
He stretched his arm, made a tentative swinging motion.

"Healing well. Intact. Two or three days and it'il 6 good as
new."

'"Then you've certainly overdone it. you'll never carry that
pack on one shoulder."

He looked slightly worried. "How about this?"
As he spoke he shrugged off the L,ee-Enfield rifle which had

been slung behind his back. It was a heavy rifle, as I knew from
experience, and smelled of oil where he had cleaned and water-
proofed it. From his leather coat pocket he produced boxes of
ammunition. From his breast pocket he produced his pistol, with
ammunitionfor tlwt frgm the zip pockCt of his leggings. By the
F*: tp proc€ss of unloading had been complered his volume
had withered by half. He suddenly seemed far more the slender
airman of days before.

"Thought they might come in useful," he said.
_ In a way he was right, but I shook my head. One of us would
favg to carry them, and a tnek through dense wildwood did not
lend itself to carrying unreasonably heavy loads. Keeton's
shoulderhad healed quickly, but he would clearly begin to suffer
if the wound was subjected to too much abrasion anld pressure.
My own wounds had healed as well, and I felt stnong, but not so
shong that I could add rwenty pounds of rifle to my neck.

And yet, there would be rifles in the woodland. I had already
encounter€d a matchlock. I had no idea whether or not heroib
figlres from more rccent years werc pres€nt in the forest, and
what weaponry they might possess.



Mvm^a.co Wooo 775

"Perhaps the pistol," I said. "But Harry. . . the man we 'rc

going in to find is primitive. He has opted for sword and spear
and I intend to challenge him in the same fashion.'r

"I can understand that," said Keeton softly. He reached out
for the pistol and returned it to its shoulder holster.

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 a week, in the form of bread, cheese,
fruit and salt beef. A ground sheet and lighrweight tent seemed a
good idea. Water flasks in case we found only poisoned water.
Brandy, medicinal alcohol, plasters, antiseptic cream, antifun-
gal ointment, bandages: all of these seemed of the highest
importance. A plarc each to eat off, enamel mugs, matches and a
small supply of very dry straw. The rcst of our packs consisted of
clothing, one complete change each. The heaviest item was the
oilskin which I had obtained from the manor. Keeton's leather
outfit, likewise, would be a t urden to carry, but for warmth and
waterproofing seemed a good idea.

All this for a journey through a stand of trees around which I
could run in little more than an hour! How quickly we had both
corne to accept the occult naturc of Ryhope lvood.

Christian had taken the original map. I sprcad out the copy I
had made from memory and showed Keeton the route I p'roposed
to take, along the rivulet, to the place marked "stone falls". This
meant crossing two zones, one of which I could remember as
having been labelled "oscillating traverse zone".

Christian was a week or so ahead of us, but I felt confident
that we could still find traces of his passage inwards.

At first light I picked up my stone-bladed spear, and buckled
on the Celtic sword that Magidion had given me. Then, cer€mo-
nially, I closed and locked the back door of Oak Lodge. Keeton
made some feeble joke about notes for milkmen, but went quiet
as I turned towards the oak orchard and began to walk. Images of
Guiwenneth were everywherc. My heart raced when I remem-
bered the Hawks leaping through the burning trees, which had
rapidly regenerated and werc in full sununer leaf. The day was
going to be hot and still. The oak orchard scemed unnaturally
silent. We walked through its thin underbrush and emerged on to
the dew-glistening open land beyond, trelfting down the slope to
the sticklebrook, and the mossy fence that seemed to guard thc
ghostwood from the mortal land outside.
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I lnve discovered afourth pethway into tlrc deeper zones of
tltc wood. The brook itself. So obvious, rut|n, awater trackit
believe it could be used to enter the heartwoods themservis.
But time, always time!

Keeton helped me wrcnch the old gate from where it had been
nailed to a tre€. It was half-buried in the bank of the stneam. It
came away from its attachments, trailing weed, rot, moss and
lriar ros9. Beyond the gate the stream widened and deepened to
lorm a dangerous pool, bordered by tangled hawthorni. Bare-
foot, and with trousers rolled up, I stepped into that pool and
waded around its edge, carefully holding on to the roots and
branches of that first, quite natural defensive ?fine. The pool's
bottom was at first slippery, then soft. The water swirled about
my legs, cold and scummy. The moment we entered the dank
woodland in this way, a chill came over us, the sensation of
being cut off from the brightening day outside.
, Keeton slipped and slid his way after, and I helped him from

the pgol on to the muddy bank. We had to stoop and force our
way through the tanglg of snagging thorn and briar, easing our
way. along the_ stneam's edge. There were bits and pieces of
fencing here, decades old, so rotten that they cnrmbied at the
touch. The dawn chorus was subdued, I thought, although there
was much bird motion above us in the high, dark foliage-.

^ Th9 gloom lifted suddenly and we came to a more open patch
of bank, and here sat down to dry our feet and put booti bacr on.'"That wasn't so hard," Keeton said, wiping blood from a
thorn scratch on his cheek.

"'We've barely started," I said, and he laughed.
.. ̂  "Jus,t trying to keep the spirits high." He looked about him.'l9n* thing's for sure. Your brother and his troop didn't come
this way."

-*They'll be heading for the river, though. We'll pick up the
trail soon enough."

I am going to keep this diary as a record of what happens to
me. There are several rsasons. I have left a letter expiaining
them. I hope 9: giary will be read. My name ii Harry
Keeton, of 2l Middleton Gardens, Buxford. I am 34 yean of
age. Tirday isttre_7th Sept. 19f8. The date, though, no longer
matten. It is DAY ONE.

We are spending ourfirst night in the ghostrvood. We have
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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 ttrc 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 stone" is a massive
sandstone block, fourteen feet high (we estirnate) and twenty
paces round. Much chipped, eroded, weathered etc. Steven
has found faint markings upon it, including his father's
initials GH. If this is the little stane, what I wonder. . . ?

Totally exhausted. Shoulder very ffoublesome, but have
opted for "hero's" way out, and shall not rnention it unless S.
notices. I can carry my packquite adequately, but there is far
more scrambling and physical effort than I had anticipated.
Tent is pitched. A warm evening. The woodland seems very
normal. Tlrc sound of the stneam is clear, although it is less a
stream, more a small river. We have been forced away frorn
its bank by the density of tte underbrush. Already there is a
quality about the woodland that defies experience, the sizc of
certain trees, gigantic, natural, no sign of having been
trimmed or coppiced. They seem to enfold the whole arcas of
underwood, and feel very protective. When the leaf cover is
so complete, the underwood is thin, and walking is easy. But
of course, it is very dark. We rcst below these giant trees quite
naturally, though. The whole wood brcathes and sighs. Many
hone-chestnuts, so the wood is not "primd", but a grcat
abundance of oak and hazel, with whole stands of ash and
beech. A hundred forcsts in one.

Keeton began to keep his diary from that firtt night, but main-
tained the journal for only a few days. It was intended to be a
secret, I believe, his last testament to the world should anything
happen to him. The skirmish in the garden, the arrow woundthat
nearly killed him, my account of how close hc'had come to being
cooked liver, all this inspired him with a sense of foreboding,
whose deepernahre I failed to grasp until much later.

Sneaking a look at the diary each night as he slept, I discov-
ered I was glad of this little focus of normality. I knew, for
example, that his shoulder was causing him trouble, and made
sure he put no undue exertion upon it. He was also quite
flattering to me: Steven afine wallcer, determiwd. His purpose,
whether consciously or unconsciously, guides him inwards with
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accuracy. He is a great comfon, despite the anger and grief tlnt
seethe just below the sudace.

Thank you, Harry. In those fint few days of the journey you
were a great comfort too.

If the first day had been a long, but straightforward journey,
the second was not. Although we were following the "water
track", the woodland defences were still a great nuisance.

First, there was disorientation. We found ourselves walking
back the way we had come. At times it was almost possible to
experience the switch in perception. Wb felt dizzy; the under-
wood became preternaturally dark; the sound of the river
changed from our left to our right. It frightened Keeton. It
disnrrbed me. The closer we hugged the riverside, 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. Trces seemed to move. Branches fell 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 fumeq fire, a stench like decay. If we
persisted, the illusions passed.

And Keeton wrote in his diary, Thc sane hauning tlut I
experienced before. And just as fightening. But does it mean
I'm close? I 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 werc stripped from
the trees; twigs, brambles, earth, stones, all came surging
towards us, so that we had to shelter, clinging on to tnees fordear
life, threatened with being blown back the way we had come. To
escape that incrcdible gale we had to hack through the thorn on
the riverside. It took us a full day to move no more than half a
mile or so, and we wene bruised, cut and exhausted when we
finally camped forthe night. . . .

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 sleep for a minute. But the following day we
seemed to have overcome the defences. We made good prog-
rcss, and eventually found we could encroach upon the river
with greater facility.

Keeton began to experience the formation of pre-mythagos.
He became jumpy during the fourth day, starting with shock,
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hissing for silence, cnruching and searching the woodland. I
explained to him how to distinguish between real movement and
the hallucinatory forms of the pre-mythagos, but after the terrors
of the first few days he was not at ea$e, and didn't become so
until much later. As for real mythago forms, we heard one on
that easy first day, but saw none.

Or is that tnre?
We had come to a place marked on my father's map as "Stone

Falls", a place he had often referred to. The river-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
delightful site for a camp, and indeed we found the signs of such
an encampment, traces of rop@, the marks where fastenings had
been driven into trees. Butthere were no Facks, no signs of fire ,
and though my spirits leapt at the thought of being on Christian's
trail, I had to acknowledge that the site had been constructed by a
mythago, at some time long in the past.

Away from the river the land sloped steeply upwards, a rising
woodland of thin trees, mostly beech. They sprourcd from an
earth that was strewn with great boulders and jagged promon-
tories of dar* rock. The map had shown a tack over this rise 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 slopes by hanging on
to the slender tmnks of the trees. Each outcrop of stone was like
a cave, and there were traces of animal life outside many of
them.

It was hard going. The riverdropped away below us, in sight
and sound. The silence of the wood enveloped us totally.
Keeton was labouring with his sore shoulder, his face so red that
the ferocious burn didn't show at all.

We crossed the mossy rocks on the ridge and began to
descend to the riveron the other side. A great stone was leaning
at a sharp angle from the slope. It looked-and Keeton
remarked upon the fact as well-like a standing stone that had
slipped. We skidded and ran towards it, fetching up sharp and
hard against its smooth side. Keeton was breathless"

"How about tbis!" he exclaimed, running his finger around
the design that had been deeply chipped into the rock. It was the
face of a wolf against a diamond background; weattpr had
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blurred the finer detail. "Is sorneone buried here, I wonder?"
He stepped round the rock, still leaning against it. I glanced

about me and r€alized that there were at least ten such stones,
although smaller, rising from the underbrush of the beechwood.

"It's a cemetery" I murmured.
Keeton was standing below the imposing monument, staring

up at it. From somewhere on the slope carrc the sound of wood
cracking, and the noisy tumbling of a stone down towards the
river.

Then the ground shook slightly. I glanced about apprehen-
sively, wondering if something was approaching. Keeton's cry
of, "Oh Christ!" jerked my attention back to him, and I saw him
madly scrambling towards me. It took me a second to realize
what was happening.

The great stone was beginning to move, slowly toppling
forwards.

Keeton got clear. The monolith slipped majestically over,
crashed through two slender young trees and slid heavily down
the slope for about forty yards, leaving a grcat gaping hole
behind it.

We edged forward to the pit and cautiously peered in. At the
bottom of the hole, just visible through the packed earth, were
the bones of a man, still clad in arnrour. Tlre skull, which stared
up at us, had been cracked open by a blow. A slender, pointed
helmet, of green but bright metal, had been placed above the
head. The warrior's arms were crossed on the flattened breast-
plate. The metal looked polished, even though it had tarnished.
Keeton thought it was bronze .

As we stood staring revercntly down at the corpse, earth fell
from the breastplate, otrd the skeleton began to move. Keeton
cried out in shock, and I felt every organ in my body twist wittr
fright. But it was just a snalre, a brightly coloured adder. It came
sliding from the ribcage, below the breasplate, and tried to
ascend the earthy slope of the grave.

That brief movement had totally unnerved the two of us.
"God Almighty," was all Keeton said, save to add, "Lct's get

out of here."
"It's only a skeleton," I said, "It can't harm us."
"Somebodltburied him," Keeton pointcd out correctly.
We grabbed our packs and slipped and slid our way down thc

slope, to the more p'rotective tnees of the riverside. I laughcd
when we got back to what felt like safety, but Keeton stared back
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through the crowded fi€es, up towards tlrc stone ridge wherc the
megalith lay.

Following his solemn gaze I saw the unmistakable flash of
light on green metal. After a second it vanished.

Day five. Fifth night. Colder. I am very tired, shoulder in
great pain. Steven tired too, but very determined. The inci-
dent with the standing stone was more terrifying than I can
admit. The warrior is pursuing us. Convinced it is. I see
flashes of light on its armour. Noisy prcgress through under-
brush. Steven says I should put it from my mind. We are well
equipped to deal with pursuers. Hc has confiderrce. The
thoughtof battling withtlwt thing, though. Horrible!

I am haunted by these edge of vision images. S explained
them to me before we left, but I had no idea of how distract-
ing they could be. Figures, groups, even animals. I see them,
sometimes, very clearly. Frightening visions. He says I am
beginning to shape them, and they do not exist, to try and
concenmte only on the forward vision until I am used to
them.

Tonight, wolves have sniffed at us from across the river.
Five in 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 I can
fathom. Steven came without. But sixty hours is about right,
and that means eighty or ninety miles at leost. We have not
yetreached 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 still at the edge.

I am frightened. But this is certainly a ghostwood. And if
S is right 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 qndtlv citywillbe lwre . . .
The danwge canbe wrdone . . .
I read the words through again, while Keeton slept silently

close by. The fire was low, no more than a flickering ffame, and I
pushed two more pieces of wood upon it. Sparlcs ffew into the
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night. In the darkness around us there was stealthy sound, clear
and unnerving against the perpetual rush of the sticklebrook.

The avatar and the city will be here . . .
I watched Keeton's slumbering form, then gently replaced

the small notebook in the sealed pocket of his haversack.
So Keeton's relationship with Ryhope Wood-the ghost-

wood, as he called it-was more than as a companion-out-of-
curiosity to me. He had been in such a wood before, and more
had happened to him there than he had told me .

Had he encountered a mythago form rn thnt woodland? An
avatar, the earthly form of a God? And what damage did he
mean? His burnmark?

How dearly I would have liked to have talked to him about it.
But I couldn't reveal that I had read his diary, and he had
mentioned the ghostwood in France only briefly. I hoped that in
time he would entnrst me with whatever secret he carried,
whether dread, or guilt, or revenge.

We broke camp an hour after first light, having been dis-
turbed by wild animals, probably wolves. hoking at the map
we carried, it was uncanny to recognize how far we had not
come, how close to the edge of the woodland we remained. We
had walked for so many days, and yet had hardly begun our
journey. Keeton was having great difficulty accepting the chang-
ing relationship of space and time. Formy part, I wondered what
the wildwoods themselves would do to us.

For these, as yet, were not the wildwoods. The cernetery,
Keeton told me, had been an area of ancient coppice. Ryhope
Wood, growing wild, had returned to a natural form at its edges,
but the signs of man werc everywhere abundant. Keeton showed
me what he meant: that the large, standard oak we passed below
had self-seeded and grown to its majestic size without being
affected by man, but close by was a beech that had been neatly
lopped ten feet from the ground, albeit hundreds of years before,
and the resulting cluster of new shoots that had grown from this
pollard had thickened to give the several immense tnrnk-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 as the Twigling, the Jack-in-the-Greens,
Arthur; and of communities too, according to my father's jour-
nal: the slnmiga, outlaw bands, gypsy villages, all of the mythic
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peoples associated, either in fear o'r rnagic, with thick woodland.
And perhaps, too, we werie passing through the genesis-zorrc

of Guiwenneth herself. How many Guiwenneth mech Penn Evs
were there? Guiwenneth, daughter of the Chief. How many
wandered this expansive forest? It was a world of mind and
earth, a realm outside of real laws of space and time, a giant
world, with room enough for a thousand such girls, each the
product of a human mind, drawn from the towns and villages
around the estate where Ryhope Wood grew.

How I missed her. How right KeetoF was to refer to the fury
bubbling just below. There were times when an uncontrollable
rage overcame me, and I could hardly bear to be with the other
man, stalking atread into the brush, striking at anything and
everything, shaking with rage at what my brother had done to us.

It had been days since the attack, and he would be miles
ahead of us. I should not have delayed! I had so little chance of
finding her, now. The woodland was a gigantic landscape, a
primal place, endlessly wide.

The deprcssions passed. And halfway through that sixth
day's trek I found evidence of Christian in a form I 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 was thin,
here, and the spoor of a small stag was so obvious in the soft mud
patches that a child could have followed it. The trecs crowded
closer to the water. Their outer branches almost closed over the
river, forming an eerie, silent tunnel. Light shafted through the
bnrken foliage and formed a gloriously-lit underworld, into
which we pursued our prey.

The animal was smaller than I had expected, and was stand-
ing, proud and alert, near to a spinney, where the river bank was
wide and dry. Keeton had trouble seeing the beast, it was so
perfectly camouflaged against the dark wood behind. I
approached cautiously under cover, holding Keeton's pistol. I
was too hungry for fresh m€at to care about the ignominity of
this kill. I placed a single shot, just above the animal's anus, and
splinten of backbone perforated the hide fortwo feet along the
spine. The stag was maimed, and I fell upon it, swiftly ending its
agony. After butchering it as Guiwenneth had showed me, I
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tossed a raw haunch to Keeton, with a smile, and told him to get
a fire going. Keeton was pale and disgusted. He jumped back
from the blood-raw meat, then looked at me startled. "You've
done this before."

"Indeed I have. We'll feed well, for the moment. Keep
several pounds of cooked meat for tomorrow, and carry two
joints, as much as we can manage ."

"And the rest?"
"L&ave it. It'll keep the wolves off our backs for a while."
"Will it, though?" he murmured, and gingerly picked up the

deer haunch and began to brush the leaf liner and dirt from it.
It was as he was gathering wood for &e fire that Keeton

gasped with horror and called to me. He was standing beyond
the spinney, staring at the ground. I walked up to him, con-
scious, again, ofan odour I confess I had noticed as soon as I had
gone stalking the deer: the decay of an animal of large size .

The offending objects were human animals, two in number.
Keeton gagged slightly, then closed his eyes. "Look at the man,"
he said, andl 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 himself,
to extract ttre liver from the corpse.

"It's Christian," I said. "He killed them."
"Two, three days dead," said Keeton. "I've seen corpses in

France. They're flexible, do you see?" He leaned down, still
shaking, and moved the girl's ankle. "But beginning to swell.
Damn. She was young. . . look at her. . . ."

I cleared the brush from around the bodies. They were
certainly young. Lovers, I imagined, both quite naked, although
the girl still had a necklace of bone around her neck, and the boy
had strands of leather around his calves, as if the sandals that he
had been wearing had been too crudely looted from his corpse.
The girl's fists were clenched. I reactred out and the fingers
unfurled quite easily. In each hand she held a broken partridge
feather, and I thought of Christian's cloak, which had been
fringed by such things.

"We should bury them," Keeton said. I noticed that he had
tears in his eyes. His nose was wet. He reached down and moved
the boy's hand into his lover's, then turned, presumably to see
where a good site for burial might be.

"Trouble," he whispcred, and I turned too, and felt a sudden
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shock as I saw the ring of angry-looking men around us. All bttt
one-an older man in authority-had a bow drawn, the arrow
pointed either at myself or Keeton. One of them was shaking,
the bow trernbling, the arrow wavering between my face and
chest. Tears ma*ed this man's face in a great streak through the
grey paint with which he was decorated.

"He's going to shoot," Keeton hissed, and before I could say,
"I know," this manifestly distrcssed man had loosed the arrow.

In the same instant the older man next to him had raised his
staff, clipping the edge of the bow. The iurow was nothing but a
sudden, shocking sound, passing betrveen Keeton and myself
and impacting with a tree, deeperin the woods.

The ring remained, the arrows pointed. The distnessed man
stood, cresdallen, angry, his bow held limply by his side. His
chief came forward, searching our eyes with his, aware of the
stone-bladed spear I held. He smelled sweet, a strange phenom-
enon, sweet like apple, as if he had daubed his body with apple
juice. His hairwas braided five times, and painted with blue and
rcd whorls.

He looked between us at the bodies of the youngsters, then
spoke to the men around him. Bows wene lowercd, arrows
unnocked. He could see that they had been dead for days, but to
check his point he ran a finger over the blade of my sp€or,
sniggered, then checked my sword, which imp'ressed 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, cnrde
affairs, and the corpses rcverently placed upon them. The band's
leader crouched above the girl, staring at her face. I heard him
say, "Uth guerig. . . uth guerig. . . ."

The man who had been the girl's father (or the boy's, it was
hard to tell) wept silently again.

"Uth guerig," I murmured aloud, and the older man glanced
up at me. He tugged the partridge feather from the girl's right
hand and crushed it in his own. "IJth guerig!" he said angrily.

So they knew of Christian. He was uth guerig, whatever that
meant.

Killer. Rapist. Man without compassion.
Uth guerigl I dared not tell them that I was the brother of that

murderous crsature.
The deer gave cause for some concern. After all, it belonged
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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 little in the way of
gesturing to indicate that the meat would be a gift from us to
them. I had hardly smiled and shaken my head before six of them
swooped upon the pile and slung the great joints over their
shoulders, walking briskly along the river's edge, towards their
community.



+> LIFE-SPEAKER <e

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 the river, 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, sraight out, arms crcssed on ctrcst. A
piece of thin twine was tied to tlre ttp 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
this is to make sure they are sexually active in the other
world. A large mound of earttr was raised over the grave.

T\e slurniga are mythagos, a legendary group, a tribe out
of fable. Odd to think of it. Odder than being with Guiwen-
neth. They are a legendary people who guard-and haunt,
after death-the river crossings. They transform into steP
ping stones when the river floods, or so thc legend goes,
There are several fables associated with the slwrniga, all lost
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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.

T}lre shamiga do not appear to specialize in happy end-
ings. This became clear later when the "life-speaker" came to
us. A girl in her early teens, quite naked, painted gre€n.
Quite alarming. Something happened to Steven and he
seemed to understand her perfectly.

At dusk, after the burial, the shamiga feasted on our fresh kill of
venison. A great fire was kindled, and a ring of torches placed
around us, about twenty feet away. Around the fire gathered the
shamiga, more menfolk than women, I noticed, with only four
children, but all wearing brightly coloured tunics, or skirts, and
waist-lenglh cloaks. Their huts-away fiom the river, where
the ground had been cleared-were crude affairs, square plan,
with strallow thatch roofs, each building supported by a simple
frame of hardwood. From the waste-tips and the remains of old
buildings-indeed, from the graveyard itself-we could see
that this community had been here for many generations.

The venison, spit-roasted and basted with a herb and wild-
cherry sauce, was delicious. 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 still quite light when the feast finished. I dispoverpd
that the grieving man had been the father of the girl. The boy was
inslwn: from another place. A crude communication by sign
language continued for some while. We were not suspected of
being evil; references 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 a
while made them suspicious.

And then a change cam€ over our hosts, abazz of anticipa-
tion, a geat deal of understated excitement. Those among the
gathered clan who did not watch Kecton and myself with a sort
of amiable curiosity, glanced around, searching beyond the
torches, watching the dusk, the woodland, the gcntle river.
Somewhere a bird shrilled unnaturally and there was a moment's
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cry of excitement. The tribe's elder, who was called Durium,
leaned towards me and whispered, "Kushar!"

She was among us before I realised it, passing among the
shamiga, a dark, slim shape, silhouetted against the burning ring
of torches. She touched each adult on the ears, eyes and mouth,
and to some she gave a small, twisted twig of wood. These were
held reverently by most, though two or three of the slnniga
made little graves in the ground and buried the offerings attheir
feet.

Kushar dropped to a crouch before Keeton and myself 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. He hair was long and dark, combed
out very straight. Her breasts were mere buds, and her limbs
thin. She had no body hair. The feeling I had was that she was
only ten or twelve years old, but how hard it was to 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 small twig. I 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 kneeling position, facing
me, then started to speak. T\e slwmigc all turned to face us. The
girl-was she called Kushar? Or was lalr,lar a word for what
she was?-closed her eyes and spoke in a slightly higher pitch
than I thought was normal for her.

The words flowed from her tongue, eloquent, sibilant,
incomprehensible. Keeton glanced uncomfortably at me, and I
shnrgged. A minute or so passed and I whispered, "My father
managed to understand sss1gfugv-"

I said no more than that because Durium glanced at nre
sharply, leaning towards me, his hand outstrctched in an angry
gesture that clearly indicated, "Be silent!"

Kushar kept talking, her eyes still closed, unawarc of the
gesturing going on around her. I grew very conscious of the
sounds of the river, the torches, the rustle of the woodland. So I
almost jumped when the girl said, and rcpeated, "Uth guerig!
Uth guerig!"

Aloud I said, "Uth guerig! lbll me about him!"
The girl's eyes operrcd. She stopped spealcing. Her face
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looked shocked. Around me the rest of the shamiga were
shocked as well. Then they became restless, upset, Durium
loudly expressing his own irritation.

"I'm sorry," I said quietly, looking at him, then back at the
girl.

. . . tells the story with her eyes closed, so that the smiles or
frowns of those who listen cantwt effect a slwpechange uponthe
characters within the story.

The words, from my father's letter to Wynne-Jones, were
haunting fragments of guilt in my mind. I wondered if I had
changed something at a cnrcial point, and the story would never
be the same again.

Kushar continued to stare at me, her lower lip trembling
slightly. I thought tears welled up in her eyes for a second, but
her suddenly moist gaze became clear again. Keeton remained
dutifully silent, his hand resting against his pocket where he
carried the pistol.

"Now I know you," Kushar said, and for a moment I was too
surprised to react.

"I'm sorry," I said to her again.
"So am I," she said. "But no harm has been done. The story

has not changed. I did not recognize you."
. "I'm not so sure I understand-" I said. Keeton had been

watching the two of us peculiarly. He said, "What don't you
understand?"

"What she means. . . ."
He frowned. "You can understand her words?"
I looked at him briefly. "You don't?"
"I don't know the language."
\\e slnmiga began to make a hissing sound, a certain sign

that they wished silence, that they wanted the history to con-
tinue.

To Keeton, the girl was still speaking the language of trvo
thousand years before Christ. But I understood her, now. Some-
how I had entered the awarieness of this young life-speaker. Is
that what my father had meant when he referred to a girl with
"clear psychic talents"? And yet, the astonishing fact of our
establishing communication stopped me thinking about what
had really happened. I could not have known, then, what a
devastating change had occurred in me, as I sat by the river and
listened to the whispered voice of the past.

"f am the speaker of the life of this people," she said, and
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closed her eyes again. "Listen without speaking. The life must
not be changed."

"Tell me of uth guerig," I said.
"The life of the Outsider has gone for the moment. I can tell

only the life that I see. Listen!"
And with that urgCnt statment I fell silent-
Outsider! Christian was the Outsider!
-and attended to the sequence of tales that the life-speaker

recounted.
The first tale I remembereasily; others have faded from mind

because they mean little, and were obscure. The final tale
affected me strongly, for it concerned both Christian and Gui-
wenneth.

This was Kushar's first 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 his left hand.

On that day the river had flooded and the slumiga were
hunting, all save the girl Swithoran, whose lover was the son
of Diermadas, known as Kimuth Hawkspeaker. The girl
Swithoran slepped into the water and ducked her head, to aid
thg 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
the river.

It nestled in his right 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 is to say of the lands he controlled, and made them
swear allegiance to him, now that Diermadas was dead. This
they did, after a month of bargaining. Then Kimuth Hawk-
speaker led them and charged them to lay siege to the stone
fort.

This they did, for seven years.
For the first year, Parttrorlas alone shot arrows at the
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assembled host on the plain, below the fort. For the second
year Parttrorlas 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 fifttr 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 his fort. Each stone was ten times the weight of a
man, 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 Hawk-
speaker himself, killing him.

Swithoran was released from the stone-shape and wept for
the dead chieftain. "A thousand men have died because of a
hole in a wall," she said. "Now there is a hole in my breast.
Shall we slaughter 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 /ssagc ukirik,
which means where the river girl stopped the war.

As she spoke the history, the shamrga murmured and
laughed, involved with every phrase, every image. I could ser
very little amusing in the story at all. Why did they laugh more
loudly at the description of pursuit (eighty men and forty dogs)
and of the stone fort than at the image of Parthorlas flinging his
wife, daughters and sons? (And why, for that matter, did they
allow themselves to laugh at all? Surely Kushar could hear that
response!)

Other histories followed. Keeton, listening only to the fluent
sound of an alien language, looked glum, yet resigned to
patience. The stories were inconsequential, and most of them I
have now forgotten.

Then, after an hour of speaking, and without pausing for
brcath, Kushar told a story about the Outsider, and I scribbled it
down with pen and paper, searching for clues as I wrote,
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unawre that the story itself contained the seeds of the final
conflict that was still 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 a ring
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 houru. 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 priests to 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 a woqnd to his neck. The
Outsider, he said, was like abeast, clad in leggings and jerkin
of bear hidc, with a great 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 retu:rned, bruised about the face and shoulders. Th
Outsider, he said, carried forty spears and seven shields.
About his belt hung the shrivelled heads of five great war-
riors, all of them chieftains, none of them with the eyes left in
the skulls. Behind the hill, camped out of sight, he had an
entourage of trventy warriors, each a champion, 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.

This is what the head said:
"He is not ofus, nor ofour kin, nor ofour race, nor ofour

land, nor of this season, nor of any s€ason during which our
tribe has lived. His words arc notourwords; his metal comes
from deeper in the earttr than the place of ghouls; his animals
are beasts from the darkplaces; his words have tle soundof 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 ourpeople are cattle, to bc
harvested and serviced. He is herc to destroy us, for he
destroys all that is strange to him. He is the violent wind of
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time, and we must stand or fall against him, becaus€ we can
never be one tribe with him. He is the Oueider. The one who
can kill him is still a long way away. He has eaten three hills,
drunk four rivers, and slept for a year in a valley close to the
brightest star. Now he needs a hundred women, and four
hundred heads, and then he will leave these lands forhis own
strange tEalm."

The Outsider rattled his heaviest war-shield and the head
of the eldest brother cried, casting forlorn glances at the one
he loved. Then a wild 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, wecping, to say goodbye to their wives
and children. In this way, all the wild dogs were sent from the
shrine, carrying the combat trophies of the alien.

The wolf stones in the great circle were daubed with wolf
blmd 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 pattems 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 Urslwcam 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. Therc 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 acnoss the great ditch. They were followed by ttrc
horned beasts of old, the stags which ran on their hind legs.
They too went through the smoke of the fires, and their cries
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were frightening to hear. They were dim shapes in the mist on
that cold morning. They could not kill the Outsider, and they
ffed back to the ghost caves in the earttr.

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
a chieftain's dagger, and the sprcad of a full-grown man's
af,ms. It warched as the Outsider ran swiftly around the circle,
spears and shields held so easily in his hands. Ttren 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 theirhide tents, to tell them
that all he required was their strongest sp€tr, their sweetest
ox, freshly slaughrcrcd, 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-rcturned, having
been rcjected 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 rcjected
by the Outsider.

At last the young Warrior-shaman Ebbrega gathercdtwigs
and branches of oak, elder and hawthorn and fashioned the
bones of a girl. 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 a fine white tunic, and
braided her hair. When Aubriagas and the other elders saw
her they could not speak. She was beautiful in a way 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 Muartlwn, which means loving one made
from fear. She went to the Outsider and gave him an oak leaf,
shaped from thin bronze. The Outsider lost his reason and
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loved her. What happened to them after does not concern the
life of this people, except to say that Ebbrega neverceased to
search for the child he had made, and searches still.

Kushar finished the tale and opened her eyes. She smiled at nre
briefly, then shifted her body into a more 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 at me and said, "All over?"

"I've got to write it down," I said. I 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 slnmiga
were drifting away from the torches. The evening was finished,
for them. Understanding was just beginning for me, however,
and I tried to keep Kushar with us.

Christian 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 assis-
tance of the tribes. They could be helped, or sacrificed, accord-
ing to whim. Indeed, the story that Kushar had just told had
referred to the bones of the smngers who guarded the gates into
the great circle, which was surely Avebury in Wiltshire.

But the Outsider was different. He was terrifying because he
was unrecognizable, incomprehensible. He used unfamiliar
weapons; he spoke a totally foreign tongue; his behaviour did
not conform; his auitude to love and honour were very different
from what was familiar. And it was that alien quality that made
him destructive and without compassion in the eyes of the
community. And Christian had indeed now become destnrctive
and compassionless.

He had taken Guiwenneth because that is what he had dedi-
cated his life to achieving. He no longer loved her, was no longer
strongly under the effect of her, but he had taken lpr. What had
he said? "I care about the having of her. I have hunted too far, too
long, to worry about the finer aspects of love."

The story that Kusharhad told was fascin"tirg, forthere werc
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so many ingredients I could recongize: the girl made from the
wild, natur€ sent to suMue the unnatural; the symbol of the oah
leaf, the talisman which I still worc; the creator of the girl
reluctant to part with her; the Outsider himself terrified of one
thing only, the spirit of the boar, Urshacam: the Urscumug! And
his willingness to accept the tribute of cattle, wine and girl and
return to his "own smnge r€alm", as Christian was now making
for the very heart of Ryhope Wood.

What had happened in the tale afterwards, I wondered, ild
perhaps I would never know. The girl, the life-speaker, seemed
attuned only to the folk memories of her people; events, stories,
passed down by word of mouth, changing, perhaps, with each
telling, which is why they insisted on the strange rule of silence
during the recounting, frightened of the tnrth slipping away
because of the responses of the listeners.

Clearly, much truth had already gone from the story. Heads
ttrat talked, girls made from wild flowers and dung. . . perhaps
all that had happened was that a band 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 a minor chief. But the myth of the Outsider was still terrif-
ing, and the sheer anxiety of encompassing the unknown was a
persistent and deep'rooted concern.

"I'm huntinguth guerig," I said, and Kushar shnrgged.
"Of course. It will be a long and difficult pursuit."
"How long ago did he kill the girl?"
'"Two days. But perhaps it was not the Outsider himself. His

warriors guard his refieat through the wildwoods , to l-avondyss.
Uth guerig himself may be a week or more ahead of you."

"What is Lavondyss?"
"The realm beyond the firc. The place where the spirits of

filen are not tied to the seasons."
"Do the shamiga know of the boar-like beast? The Urscu-

mug?"
Kushar shiveredn wrapping her thin arms around her body.

"The beast is close. Two days ago it was heard in the stag glen,
nearto the broch."

Two days ago the Urscurnug had been in the area! That
almost certainly meant Ont Christian had been closc by as well.
Whatever he was doing, wherpver he was going, lrc was not as
far ahead of me as I'd thonght.

"Ttp Urshacam," she w€nt on, "was the first Outsider. It
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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 is an ever-living beast. It draws nourishment
from the earth and sun. It was once a man, and with others was
sent to live in exile in the ice valleys of this land. Magic had
changed them all to the appearance of beasts. Magic made them
ever-living. Many of my people have died because the Ursha-
cam and his kin were angry."

I stared at Kushar for a moment, 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 I took to be an
early Bronze Age culture that had settled in Wessex). And yet
she knew of the ice, and of the retreat of the ice. . . Was it
possible that the stories could survive that long? Tales of the
glaciers, and the new forests, and the advance of human socie-
ties northwards across the marshes and the frozen hills?

The Urscumug. The first Outsider. What had my father
written in his journal? I am aruious to find the primary image
. . .l suspect tlwt the legend of thc Urscumug was powerful
enough to carry through all the Neolithic and on into the second
millennium BC, perlwps even later. Wynne-Jones thinks the
Urscumug may pre-date eventhe Neolithic.

The uouble with the shamigc was that their life-speaker
could not spin tales to order. During my father's contact with
them, references to Urslncamhad not occurred. But clearly the
primary mythago, the first of the legendary characters that had
so fascinated my father, came from the Ice Age itself. It had been
created in the minds of the flint-workers and hunter-gatherers of
that cold time, as they stnrggled to keep the forests back,
following the retreating cold northwards, seftling the fertile
vales and dales that were so gradually exposed over that genera-
tions-long spring.

Then, without another word, Kushar slipped away from me,
and the two torches were extinguished. It was late, and the
shamiga had all gone to their low huts, although a few of them
had dragged hides to the fireside and were sleeping there.
Keeton and I erccted our tiny tent and crawled in.

During the night an owl cried loudly, an irritating, haunting
call. The river was an endless sound, brcaking and splashing
over the stepping stones which the slumigc guarded.

In the morning they were gone. Their huts were deserted. A
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dog, or a jackal, had worried at the grave of the two youngst€rs.
The fire still smoulder€d.

"Wh€rc the hell are they?' Keeton murmured, as we stood by
the river and stretched, after splashing our faces. They had left
us several strips of meat, carefully wrapped in thin linen. It was
an odd and unexpected departure. This place seemed to be the
community home, and I should have thought that some of them
would have remained. The river was high; the stepping stones
were below the surface. Keeton stared at them and said, "I think
there are more stones than yesterday."

I followed his gaze . Was he right? With the river swollen by
rains somewherc behind us, wene there suddenly three times tlre
number of stones than the day before?

"Pure imagination," I said, shivering slightly. I shrugged on
my pack.

"I'm not so sur€," Keeton said as he followed me along the
river shore, deeper into the woodland.
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Two days after leaving the slnmiga we found the ruined stone
tower, the "broch," the same stnrcturc that Keeton had photo-
graphed from his plane. It stood back from the river and was
much overgrown. We hovered in the underbrush and stared
acFoss the clearing at the imposing grey walls, the window slits,
the vine and creeperthat were slowly smothering the building.

Keeton said, "What do you think it is? A watchtower? A
folly?"

The tower had no top. Its doorway was square and lined with
heavy blocks of stone. The lintel was intricately caned.

"I 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 signs of two fires. And most obvious of all, th€
deeper, broader marks of some large creature, obliterating the
earlier tracks.

"They were herc!" I said, my heart racing. At last I had a
tangible sign of how close to Christian we were. He had been
held up. He was two days or less atread of me.

Inside the broch the smell of ash was still strong, and here the

20L
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marauding band had again set about the task of repair and
reforging of weapons. Light shafted into the gloomy interior
from the window slits; the hole where the roof had been was
covered with foliage. I could see well enough, however, to
notice, the cornerplace where Cuiwenneth had been held, with a
cloak, perhaps, cast over the rotting straw that was still piled
there. Two long, glistening strands of her hair were caught on
the rough stone of this barbarian place; I unsnagged them and
carefully wound them around my finger. I stared at them in the
half-light for a long time, fighting back the sudden despair that
thrcatened to overwhelm me.

"L-ook at this!" Keeton called suddenly, and I walked back to
the low doorway. I stepped out through the tangle of briar and
vine and saw that he had hacked away the plant life from the
lintel, to expose the carving more clearly.

It was a panoramic scene, of forest and fire. At each side of
the lintel, trees were shown, all growing from a single, snake-
like root that stretched across the stone. From the root dangled
eight blind, humst heads. The woodland was shown crowding
towards a central firc. Standing in the middle of the fire was a
naked human man, his form pecked out in detail, save for the
face. The erect phallus was disproportionately large; the figure's
arms were held above the head, grasping a sword and a shield.

"Hercules," ventured Keeton. "Like the chalk giant at Cerne
Abbas. You know, that hillside figure."

It was as good a guess as any.
My first thought about the ruined stone broch was that it had

been constnrcted 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,
already many miles further from the edge than was physically
possible, so how could the broch have been erected by human
hand? There remained the possibility that as the forest expanded
so the distortion of time wrthin it expanded. . . .

Keeton said the words that I knew to be true: "The whole
building is a mythago. And yet it means nothing to me. . . ."

The lost broch. The ruined place of stone, fascinating to the
minds of men who lived below steep thatch, inside stnrctures 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.

The forest felt no differcnt, but as we followed animal paths
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and natural ridges through the bright undergrowth, so we could
see the walls and gardens of these ruined, abandoned stnrctures.
We saw an ornately gabled house, its windows empty, its roof
half-collapsed. There was a Tirdor building of exquisite design,
its walls grey-green with mossy growth, its timbers corroded
and cnrmbling. In its garden, $tatues rose like white marble
wraiths, faces peering at us from the tangle of ivy and rose, arms
outstretched, fi ngers pointing.

In one place the wood itself changed subtly, becoming
darker, more pungent. The heavy predominance of deciduous
trees altered dramatically. Now a sparsely foliaged pine-forest
covered the descending slope of the land.

The air felt rarefied, sharp with the odour of the trees. And
rye came at once upon a tall wooden house, its windows,
shuttered, its tiled roof bright. A great wolf lay curled in the
glade that surrounded it a barc garden, not gftrssy but heavy
with pine needles, and dry as a bone. The wolf smelled us and
rrose to its feet, raising its muzzle and emitting a haunting,
terrifying cry.

We reheated into the thin pinewoods and retraced our steps,
away from this old Germanic location within the forest.

Sometimes the deciduous woodland thiffred and the under-
growth grew too dense for us to move through it, so that we had
to skirt the impenetrable tangle, striving to keep our sense of
direction. In such expansive thickets we saw comrpted thatch,
wicker and daub walls, sometimes the heavy posts or ston€
pillars of cultures unrecognizable from these remains. We
peered into one well-hidden glade and saw canvas-and-hide
canopies, the remains of a fire, the piled bones of deer and
sheep, and encampment in the dark for,est-and from tbe sharp
smell of ash on the air, a place still used.

It was towards the end of that day, however, that we emerged
from the wood and confronted th€ most astonishing and memo-
rable of these mythagos. We had glimpsed it through the thin-
ning trees: high towers, crenellated walls; a dalk, brooding stone
prcsence in the near distance

It was a castle out of the wildest dreams of faerie, a gloomy,
overgrown fortress from the time of Knights, when chivalry had
been more romantic than cruel. Twelfttr century I thought, or
perhaps a cenrury earlier. It made no difference, This was the
image of the stronghold from times after the sacking and aban-
donment of the great Keeps, when many of the castles had fallen
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into nrin, and some had become lost in the more remote forests
of Europe. The land around it was grassy, well-grazed by a small
flock of scrawny grey sheep. As we walked from the cover
towards the stagnant waters of the moat, so these animals
scattercd, bleating angrily.

The sun was low and we stepped into the shadow of the great
walls, and began a slow tour of the castle. We kept away from
the treacherous slope that bordered the moat. High, sliaed
windows had once given archers a wide view of sieging forces,
and when weremembered this we moved back towards the shnrb
wood. But we neither saw or heard the signs of any human
presence inside 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, a rope for chivalrous knights to climb.

"A painful experience, no doubt," K@ton reflected, and we
laughed and walked on.

Back into the sun, and we came to the gate. The drawbridge
was up, but looked rotten and decayed. Keeton wanted to look
inside, but I felt a vague ap,prehension. It was then that I noticed
the ropes, hanging from two of the crenellations on the wall.
Keeton, simultaneously, saw the signs of a fire on the sheep
gra?fA bank. We looked around us and sure enough, the grass-
land was quite churned with hoofprints.

It could only have been Christian. We were still following
him. He had preceded us to this castle, and had scaled the walls
to plunder the inside.

Or had he?
Floating face down in the moat was a human shape. I became

aware of it by stages. It was naked. The dark hair and pale
buttocks wcrc greened with slime. A thin patch of pink about the
middle of thc back, like a pale red algal growth, informed me of
the wotrnd drat had s€nt this Hawk to his doom.

I had hardly recovered from the frisson of apprehension that
the sigbt of this dead warrior elicited in me whcn I heard
movenrcnt beyond the drawb'ridge.

"A horsc," Keeton said, and I heard the whickering of such a
beast and nodded.

"I suggestwe make astrategic withdrawal," I said.
But Keeton hesitated, staring at the wooden gate.
"Come on, Har4/. . . ."
"No. Wait . . . I'd like to sce.inside. . . ."
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And even as he stepped forward, scanning the arrow slis
above the gate, there came the sound of wood creaking, and
ropes singing with strain" The huge drawbridge came crashing
down. It sruck the near bank just inches from Kecton's startled
figure, and the janing shock in the earth made me bite my
tongue.

"Christ!" was all Keeton said, and backed towards me,
fumbling for the pistol in his waist pocket. A figure on horse-
back was revealed in the high gateway. It kicked its mount
forward, and lowered its short, blue-pennanted lance.

We turned and ran for thc woodland. The steed galloped after
us, hooves loud on the hard ground. The Knight cried out at us,
his voice &gry, his words familiar yet meaningless, with a
suggestion of French. I had had time to take in only very little
about him. He was fair-haircd and thinly-bearded, and wore a
dark band around his head, although a heavy steel helmet was
slung on the back of his saddle. He was clad in a mail shirt and
dark leather breeches. The horse was black with three white
hooves-

Three white for a death! Guiwenneth's rlryme came back to
me with numbingforce.

-and was decorated in the simplest of red happings: on the
reins, across its neck, with a patterned saddlecloth hanging
below its belly.

The horse snorted behind us, thumping heavily across the
turf, nearer with every stride. The Knight kicked and urged it
faster. His mail shirt rattled, and the bright helme-t struck noisily
against some metal pan of his saddle. Glancing back as we ran
for cover, I could see how he leaned slightly to the left, the lance
held low, rcady to be jerked up as it stnrck at our bodies.

But we plunged into the cool undergrowth seconds before the
lance was stnrck angrily against a towering blaclttrorn. He
kicked his steed into the woodland, leaning low across the
beast's withers, and holding the lance carefully against the
flank. Keeton and I circled him, hugging bush and trunk, trying
to avoid his eyes.

After a moment or twohe turned and went out into the dusk
light again, galloped up and down the length of the scnrb for a
few minutes, and then dismounted.

Now I realised how quly huge this man was, at lcast six and a
half feet tall. He swung his double-edged sword and hacked his
way through the thorn, shouting all &e time in his quasi-French.
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"Why is he so damned angry?'Keeton whispered from a few
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 flashes on his mail shirt.

Thcn there was a shot. Not from Keeton. It was a strange,
muffled sound, and the moist, mossy air was suddenly acrid
with the smell 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. I looked too. The
shadowy form of the cavalier who had shot at me by the mill-
pond could just be glimpsed. He was frantically re-priming his
heavy matchlock rifle.

"It can't be the same man," I said aloud, but the mythago
turned towards me and smiled, and even if it was a different
genesis, it was the same form which I had previously encoun-
tered.

The Knight walked out of the bosk and called his horse. He
began to strip the trappings from the animal. With a slap of his
broad blade on its hindquarters, he gave the horse its freedom.

The cavalier 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?

As the uncanny thought occurred to me, Keeton drew my
attention to the part of the encroaching woodland from which we
had fint 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 Falls.

Unnerved by this third apparition, Keeton led the way
through the greenwood, following the course we had set our-
selves before. We were soon out of sight of the great fortrress,
and from behind there came no obvious sound of pursuit.

We found the road on the fourth day after leaving the slwniga.
Keeton and I had separated, forcing our way through the tangled
forest, seeking a boar run, or stag track, anything to makc the
going easier. The river was away to our left, dropping into a
shallow gorge, where the bank was unmanageable.

Keeton's cry did not startle me because it was not anguished.
I cut through the thorn and bramble towards him, realizing at
once that he was in a sort of clearing.
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I emerged from the underbrush on to an overgrown and
decaying brick roadway, about fifteen feet wide and with gutters
on either side. The trees formed a sort of arch across it, a tunnel
of foliage, through which sunlight filtered.

"Good God," I said, and Keeton, standing in the middle of
this unlikely track, agreed with me . He had shnrgged off his
pack, and was resting, hands on hips.

"Roman, I think," he said. Another guess, and in this case a
good one.

We followed the road for a few minutes, glad of the frccdom
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 swarmed in the clear air.

Keeton was inclined to think of the road as a real stnrcture,
overtaken by woodland, but we were surely too deep for that to
have been the case.

'"Then what's the purpose of it? I don't have fantasies about
lost roads, lost tracks."

But that wasn't the way it worfted. At one time, a mysterious
road, leading beyond the known land, might have been a strong
myth image; over the centuries it degenerated, but I could
remembcr my grandparents talking about "fairy tracks" that
could only be seen on certain nights.

After a few hundred yards, Keeton stopped and indicted the
bizarre totems that had been placed on each side of the crum-
bling road. They had been half-hidden in the underbmsh, and I
cleared the leaves from one, disturbed by the sight which greeted
me: a decaying 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 against the stink of decay. "This
one's a woman," he said. "I get the feeling we're being warned."

Warned or not, we continued to walk. It may have been
imagination, but a hush enveloped the enclosing hees. There
was movement in the branches, but no song.

We noticed other totems. They were tied to the low branches,
sometimes stnrng on bushes. They were in the form of rag
creatures, little bags of coloured cloth, with the crude reprcsen-
tations of limbs drawnupon them. Some hadbeen impaled with
bones and nails, and the whole unnerving presence of the offer-
ings was suggestive of witchcraft.

We passed below a brick archway which spanned the road,
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and scrambled over the dead rree that had fallen beyond it. We
found we had come into a cleared space, a ruined garden, pillars
and statues rising from a tangle of weeds, wild flowers and a
bramble thorn gone wild. Ahead of us was a villa of clear Roman
design.

The red tiled roof had partly fallen in. The walls, once white,
were dulled by time and the elements. 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
exquisite, showing animals, hunters, scenes of country life, and
gods. We stepped carefully across them. Much of the floor space
had already collapsed into the hypocaust.

We toured the villa, exploring the bath-house, with its three,
deep pools, still lined with marble . In two of the rooms the walls
were painted, and the features of an elderly Roman couple gaznd
at us, serene and perfectly groomed . . . the only blemishes were
the savage sword cuts that had been made across the throats of
each, hacking into the wall itself.

In the main room, on the marble floor, there were the signs of
several fires, and the charred, chewed bones of animals had been
flung into a waste pit in the corner. But the fires were cold, long
dead.

We decided to stay here forthe night, achange frompitching
the small 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 the fear, or
hope, of some other age.

In its way, the villa was the equivalent of the broch, and of the
great castle whose walls we had skirted a couple of days before.
It was a place of mystery lost and no doubt romanced about. But
to which race did it belong? Was it the end of the Roman dream,
the villa where the last Romans lived? The legions had pulled out
of Britain in the early fifth century, leaving thousands of.their
people vulnerable to attack by the invading Anglo-Saxons. Was
this villa linked with aRomano-British myth of survival? Orwas
it a Saxon dr€am, the villa where gold might be buried, or where
the ghosts of the legions remained? A place of quest, or of fear?
In Keeton and myself it inspired only fear.

We built a small fire, from wood that we found in the remains
of the heating system. As darkness came down, so tlte smell of
our fire, or perhaps the smell of food, attracted visitors.

I heard it first, a stealthy movement in the bath-house,
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followed by the whispered sound of a warning. Then therc was
silence. Keeton rose to his feet and drew his revolver. I walked
to the cold passage that led from our room to the bath area, and
used my small torch to expose the intnrders.

They were startled, but not frightened, and stared at me
beyond the circle of light, shielding theireyes slightly. The man
was tall and heavily built. The woman, tall as well, carried a
small bundle of cloth in her arms. The boy who was with them
stood motionless and blank faced.

The man spoke to rre. It sounded like German. I noticed how
he kept his left hand resting on the pommel of a long, sheathed
sword. Then the woman smiled and spoke too, and the tension
evaporated for the mornent.

I led them back to the enclosed ro,om. 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 myself.

They were obviously Saxons. The man's clothing was heavy
and woollen, and he used leather smps to tie his leggings and
baggy shirt. He wore a great fur topcoat. His hair, long and
blond, had been tied into two braids at the front. The woman was
also tair-haired, and wore a loose , check-patterned tunic, tied at
the waist. The boy was a miniature version of the man, but sat in
silence, staring at the fire.

When they had eaten they cxpressed gratitude, and then
introduced themselves: the man was Ealdwulf, the woman
Egwearda, the boy Hurthig. They were afraid of the villa, that
much was clear. But they were puzzled by us. With gestures I
tried to explain that-we werc exploring the woodlands, but for
some minutes the message railed to penetrate. Egwearda stared
at me, frowning, her face quite pale, quite lovely, despite the
lines of tension and hardship that were etched around hereyes.

All at once she said something-the word sounded like
Cuwwsman-and Ealdwulf gasped, comprehension brighten-
ing his rugged face.

He asked me a question, repeating the word. I shrugged, not
understanding.

He said another word, or words. Elclwmpa. He pointed at
me. He repeated Cunrnsman He used his hand to indicatc
following. He was asking me if I was following someone, and I
nodded vigorously.

"Yes," I said, and added, !'Ja!"
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"Cunnasman," Egwearda breathed, and shifted position so
she could rcach across the fire and touch my hand.

"There's something odd about you," Keeton said. ''[b these
people, at least. And to the shamiga."

The woman 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 firc, and I was
discomfited by what the flickering light revealed to me.

What Egwearda had been carrying, as if it were a child, was
the mummified hand and arm of a man, severed just below the
elbow. The fingers were long and powerfrrl; on the middle finger
was a bright red stone. In the same parcel was the broken blade
of a steel dagger, its jewelled haft just a fragment of the decora-
tive weapon it had once been.

"Aelfric," she said softly, and laid her own hand gently on the
dead limb. The man, Ealdwulf, did the same. And then
Egwearda covered the gnresome relic. The boy made a sound,
and at that moment I realized that he was mute. He was quite
deaf. His eyes shone , though, with an awareness that was quite
uncanny.

Who were they?
I sat there and stared at them. Who were they? From what

historical perid, I wondered. They were almost certainly from
the fifth century after Christ, the early decades of the Germanic
infiltrations into Britain. How else could they be associated with
a Roman villa? By the sixth century, woodland and earttr-slip
had covered most of the Roman remains of this sort.

What they reprcsented I couldn't imagine, but at sorne time a
tale had been told of the strange family, the mute son, the
husband and wife, carrying the precious relic of a King, or a
warrior, seeking for something, seeking for a resolution to their
tale.

I could think of no story of Aelfric. The legend had been lost
from the written accounts; in time , it had been lost from the oral
traditions. Thereafter it had remained only as an unconscious
memory.

The Saxons may have meant nothing to me, but as Keeton
had pointed out, I certainly meant something to them. It was as
if . . . as if they knew me, or at least knew of me.

Ealdwulf was talking to ure, scratching patterns on the mar-
ble. After a while I began to grasp that he was drawing a map,
and I gave him paper and a pencil from the small supply I
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carried. Now I could see what he was representing. He marked
the villa and the road, and the distant curving river-the stickle-
brook-now a gigantic flow, cutting through the forestlands. It
seemed that ahead of us was a gorge, steep-sided and wooded,
with the rivercurling through its narrow valley bottom.

Ealdwulf said the word, "Frqta!" and indicated that I should
go up the river. He repeated the word, looking for signs of
understanding. He said, "Drichtan! Freya!"

I shnrgged to indicate complete bafflement, and Ealdwulf
gasped with exasperation and looked at Egwearda.

"Freya!" said the woman. She made funny motions with her
hands. "Drichtan."

"I'm sorry. It's all Saxon to me."
"Wiccan," she said, and searched for more ways to express

the concept, but then shrugged and gave up.
I asked what was across the gorge. When Ealdwulf under-

std the question he drew flames, pointed to ourown small fire,
and indicated a firc of gigantic proportions. He also seemed to be
very much against my going there.

"Elchempa," he said, stabbing the fire. He watched me. He
stabbed atthe flames again. "Feorbuend! Elchempa!" He shook
his head. Then he tapped me on the chest. "Cunnasman. Freya.
Her. Her!" He was touching the map wherp it showed the river,
sonre way from the nearest point of crossing of the gorge.

"I think," said Keeton softly, "I think he's saying. . .
kinsrnan."

"Kinsman?"
"Cunnasman. Kinsman." Keeton looked at me. "It's a possi-

bility."
"And Elchernpa? Outsider, I suppose."
"El. Alien. Yes, I think that could be right. Your brother is

heading towards the fire, but Ealdwulf wants you to go up the
river and find the Frq)a."

"Whatever that is . . ."
"Egwearda referred to wiccan," Keeton said. "That could be

witch. Or wise one. It probably doesn't mean quite what they
intend. . . ."

With some difficulfy I asked Ealdwulf about Elchempa, and
his drarnatic gestures of killing, burning and dismembering left
me in no doubt that we were talking of Christian. He had
pillaged his way through the forcst, and was known and feared
throughout.
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But now Ealdwulf seemed to have a new hope. And I was that
hope. Little Kushar's words canrc back to me:

Now I know you. But no lwrm lrr,s been donc. The story lrns
not been clunged. I did not recognize you.

Keeton said, "They've been,waiting for you. They know
you."

"How is that possible?"
"Word spread from the slwmiga, perhaps. Perhaps Christian

himself has talked about you."
"The important thing is, they know I'm here. But why the

relief? Do they think I can conffol Christian?" I touched my neck
where the scars of the rope were rough and still sensitive.
"They're wrong if they do."

"Then why are you following him?" Keeton asked quietly.
And I said, without thinking, "To kill him and release

Guiwenneth."
Keeton laughed. "I think that might do the trick."
I was tired, but the towering presence of the early Saxon

unnerved me. Nevertheless, Ealdwulf was adamant that Keeton
and I should sleep. He gestured and repeated the word slaip!
which was clearenough.

"Slaip! Ich willa where d'yon!"
"I'll guard you," Keeton said with a gnn. "It's easy once you

get the rhythm."
Egwearda came around to us and spread out her cloak,

curling up safely beside us. Ealdwulf walked to the open door-
way and stepped out into the night. He drew his longsword and
drrcve it into the ground, dropping to a crouch behind it, his
knees to either side 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 stir 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 Celtic toy before his
eyes, and compared it with his own hardened steel blade. My
sword was curved and tapered, and only half the lenglh of
Ealdwulf 's weapon. He shook his head in doubt, but then stnrck
each blade against the other and seemed to change his mind. He
weighed and hefted Magidion's gift to me, struck through the air
with it twice, and thcn nodded approval.
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Repeating his guttural advice to me that I should follow the
river and forget all notion of pursuing the Outlander, he and
Egweardadeparted. Theirmute, miserable son walked alpad of
them, bnrshing his hand through the damp ferns that grew in
abundance in the deserted garden.

Keeton and I breakfasted, which is to say we forced down a
handful of oats, moistened with water. Somehow this simple
ritual, the putting aside of time for a moment's eating and
contemplation, made a cheering start to the day.

We retraced our steps along the Roman road, then went back -
into the woodland where there seemed to be a natural causeway
through the tight brush. Quite where we would come out I had
no idea, although if the sticklebrook continued to curve as
Ealdwulf 's map had indicated, then we would intersect it again.

We had seen no trace of Christian for a day or more, and had
totally lost his tracks. My only hope, noq was to find the place
at which he had crossed the river. To that end, Keeton and I
would have to part company for a while, exploring the stickle-
brook in both directions.

Keeton said, "You'll not be taking the Saxon's advice, then?"
"It's Guiwenneth I want, not the blessing of some supersti-

tious pagan. I'm sure he meant well, but I can't afford to let
Christian get that far ahead. . . ."

In my mind was my father's diary. . . .
. . . awayfor ninety days, tlwugh only afortnight has passed

atOakLodge. . . .
And Christian, always Christian, the shock of the sight of

him as an ageing man.
I would lwve liked to have known you during the last fifteen

years.
And he had only been gone eight months or so!
Each day that Christian gained on me might have been a

week, or a month. Perhaps; at the centre of the wildwoods,
beyond the fire-the heart of the realm, which Kushar had
called Lavonfuss-was a place where time had no meaning at
all. When my brother crossed that line he would go too far from
me, into a realm as alien to me as London would have been to
Kushar herself. And all hope of finding him would be gone.

The thought thrilled me. It also tenified me. It had surfaced
unbidden, as if planted and waiting its time to be known. And
now I remembered Kushar's description of Lavondyss:
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The place where the spirits of men are not tied to the seasons .
As the image of Christian drifting into time's endless rcalm

sent a cold chill of anguish through me, I knew that I was right.
There was not an hour to be lost. not a moment to be

w a s t e d . . . .



+> NECROMANCER

Shortly after our deparnre from the villa we crossed the border
betrveen two zones of woodland. The land cleared and we
entered a wide, bright glade. The long grass was sticky with dew
and matted with spider's webs, which glistened and quivercd in
the breeze.

ln the middle of the glade stood an imposing tree, a horse-
chestnut, its swell of foliage broad and dense, reaching close to
the ground.

On the far side, however, the tree had lost im magnificence in
a shocking way. It was blighted, and grotesquely parasitized. Its
foliage was brown and rotting, ild great rop€s of creeper and
sucking plant parasites, like a net of tendrils, had reached across
the glade from the wood and were entangled with the branches.

At times the nee quivered and great ripples of writhing
activity coursed down the sucker net, back to the tnee line. The
very ground itself was a mess of roots and bindweed, and strange
sticky protnrsions thd reached inches into the air and waved, as
if searching forprey.

Horse-chestnut was a recent addition to the British land-
scap€, only a few hundred years a native. Keeton felt that we had

21.5



216 Robert Holdstock

moved beyond the mediaeval wood, now, and were stepping
into a more primitive forest. Indeed, he soon pointed out the
greater preponderance of hazel and elm, with oak and ash, and
the towering beech standards, beginning to be less in evidence.

There was a new quality to this forest, a darker, heavier feel.
The smell was more rank and cloying, like rotting leaves and
dung. The sound of bird life was more muted. The foliage
quivered in breezes that we could not feel. The underwood about
us was far gloomier, and the sunlight that pierced the dense leaf
cover did so in startlingly brilliant shafts of yellow, a hazy light
that picked out dripping leaves, and shining bark, giving rne the
impression that all around us there were silent figures, watching.

Everywhere we looked we could see the rotting hulks of
hees. Some were still standing, held by their neighbours, but
most had crashed at angles through the wood, and were now
overgrown with vine and moss, 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

altogether so that we tmdged through the saturated underbrush
in an appalling gloom. When the rain stopped the trees contin-
ued to drip uncomfortablS 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 I noticed the distant sound of the sticklebrook. The
rushing of the water had an odd quality to it, as if it echoed and
came from very far away.

"The river," I said, and Keeton shook his head irritably.
"No. Not the river. . . the voices."
I approached him and we stood for a few further seconds in

silence.
And there it was! The sound of a man's voice, coming to us

with that same echoing quality, followed by the whickering
complaint of a horse and the distant rumble and clatter of rocks
falling from a slope.

"Christian!" I cried, and pushed past Keeton at a run. He
stumbled after me, and we surged through the brush, veering
benveen the crowded tr@s, and using our staffs to strike vio-
lently at the tangles of thorn that blocked our way.

I saw tight ahead of me and the woodland began to thin. It
was a huy, green light, difficult to distinguish. I raced on, my
pack making movement awkward. I burst out of the light wood
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and only a frantic leap to my right, clutching desperately at the
gnarled root of a tree, stopped me from plummeting head-first
over the ravine that was suddenly revealed there.

Keeton came running after me. I hauled myself up and
reached for him, dragging him to a stop just before he too
realized that the ground had gone, dropping away in an almost
sheer cliff to the sparkling band of the river, half a mile below.

We snuggled back to safety, and then edged closer to the
precipice. There was certainly no path down here. The opposite
cliff was less dramatically sheer, and was quite heavily wooded.
The trees, spa$e forms of whitebeam and oak, clung desper-
ately to every crevice and ledge. A denserwoodland resumed at
the cliff's top.

Again I heard the distant, hollow sound of a voice. This tirne
as I searched the far side of the gorge I began to detect move-
ment. Rocks slipped and fell through the clinging scnrb, plung-
ing down to the river below.

And a man emerged, leading a straining and rearing horse,
tugging the beast up what seemed to be an almost impossibly
n:urow pathway.

Behind the horse came other figures, armour and leathers
shining. They were pushing and pulling at several reluctant
pack-animals. A cart was being drawn slowlyupthe same ledge,
and it slipped and got stuck for a few seconds as the wheel went
off the path. There was a flurry of activity, and much shouting
and ordering.

As I watched, I grew aware that this straggling column of
warriors stretched a long way up the cliff. Suddenly the bulky,
cloaked form of Christian was there, leading a horse with black
trappings! The shape that was slumped overthe animal's withers
seemed to be female. Sunlight glanced off red hair, or was that
just the desperate deception of my imagination?

Before I could reflect upon the wisdom of the act, I had
bellowed Christian's name acFoss the gulf, and the whole col-
umn stopped and stared at me as the sound echoed and reverber-
ated away to nothing. Keeton sucked in his breath, in a gesture
of fnrstration.

"Now you've done it," he whispered.
"I want him to know I'm following," I rctortcd, but felt

embarrassed at having lost the element of surprise. 'nThere's g'or
to be a path down," I said, and began to move through ttrc
undergrowth parallel with the clifftop.
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Keeton restrained me for a moment, then pointed across the
ravine. Four or five shapes were slipping back along the steep
ledge, dropping swiftly through the hees.

"Hawks," Keeton said. "I made six. Six, I think. Yes, there!
Look."

The small band were heading down the slope, weapons held
loosely as they grabbed for support and steadied themselves for
the treacherous slide back to the river.

This time 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 hadtobr-
there first.

I was so absorbed with searching for signs of the path which
my brother had used that for a few seconds I failed to notice the
quivering black shape atread of me.

It rose abruptly and dramatically to its feet, exhaling breath in
a powerful and vibrant gust, a deep hissing sound that deafened
as well as assailed with its stink. Keeton ran into me, then cried
out and staggered back.

The Urscumug swayed from side to side, its mouth working,
the distorted white features of the man I had so feared writhing
and grinning upon its tusked features. The great spear it held
seemed to have been made from the entire tnrnk of a tree.

Keeton vanished into the underbrush and I stepped quietly
after him. For a moment 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 tnees, moving in that same
startling fashion as before, fast and determined. Keeton raced in
one direction and I fled in another. The Urscumug stopped,
cocked its head and listened. Its chest rose and fell, the sharp
hair on its body bristling, the crown-of-thorn branches that it
wore rustling as it turned this way and that. In the subdued light
its tusks were high, bright points. It reached out and snapped the
branch from a tree , which it used to smash at the undergrowth,
still listening.

Then it turned and walked in its stooped, swaying manner,
back to the ravine. There it stood, staring across the gorge at
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Christian's train of horse and warrior. It flung the branch into the
chasm, then again looked back towards me, and cocked its head.

I swear it seemed to follow my movements as I stealthily
crept back to the place it had been guardrng. Perhaps it was ill, or
wounded. I almost cried out with shock when Keeton's hand
touched my shoulder. Indicating total silence he pointed to tlre
top of the narrow pathway that began to lead down the cliff.

Ever watchful, we began to walk down that hack. The last I
saw of my father's mythago was its towering black form, sway-
ing slightly as it stared into the distance, its nostrils quivering, its
breathing a quiet, calm, contemplative sound.

No journey was ever more difficult, or mone terrifying, than
that climb down to the river valley. I lost count of the number of
times that I lost my grip, slipped and wcnt skidding down the
sharpstoned, tangle-rooted ledge, avoiding oblivion only by
reflex grasping and the occasional helping hand from Keeton. I
returned the favour to him just as often. We took to descending
with our hands almost touching, ready for a fiantic grab.

Horse manure, wheel-tracks, and the sign of rope supports on
the tnrnks of the wind-twisted trees told of Christian's equally
perilous passage, hours orperhaps a day 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 voices from very far away, Christian and the main band,
now nearly on to the plateau of the innerrealm.

For over an hour we descended. At last the ledge widened,
becoming more of a natural path, leding down towards the
great green swathe of woodland, a carpet of foliage through
which we could see the occasional gleam of the great river, and
above which th" grey walls of the gorge were sinistcr and
concealing.

On level ground at last there was a sinister hush, a sense of
watching and being watched. The undergrowth was sparse. Tlre
river surged past, ahundred 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 towards the river.

I ran to the nearest tree and Keeton followed, overtaking me
and approaching the river. A bird fluttered noisily above us. To



220 Robert Holdstock

our right an animal, perhaps a small deer, shifted restlessly in a
thicket. I could see the long line of its back and hear the slight
snorting of its breathing.

By dint of stealth, and a darting motion from tree to free, we
came to the dry, slightly sandy shore of the river, where the
snaking roots of hazel and elm formed a series of pits and wells,
into which we slipped for cover. The river here was about forty
yards wide, deep and swirling. Its centre was bright, but the
canopy of the trees along its bank threw much of it into shade.
And now that it was late afternoon, the light was going and the
far bank was darkening. It looked a threatening place.

Perhaps the Hawks had not arrived yet after all. Or were they
watching us from the gloom of the far side?

We had to get across the river. Keeton was nervous about
attempting that crossing now. We should wait until dawn, he
said. For the long night ahead, one of us would watch and one
would sleep. The Hawks lwd to be here somewhere, and were
simply waiting for the best moment to attack.

I agreed with him. For the first time I was glad that he had
brought the pistol. The gun should at least give us a tactical
advantage, achance to send them scattering while wecompleted
our crossing.

I had entertained these idle thoughts for no more than ten
minutes when they came at us. I was crouched by the river, half
in the lee of an elmwood trunk, searching the shadows across the
water for a sign of movement. Keeton Krse to his feet and
cautiously stepped to the water's edge. I heard his gasping cry
and then thewhooslr of an arrow, which splashed distantly in the
river. Keeton began to run.

They wete already on our side of the sticklebrook, and they
came at us suddenly and swiftly, running and leaping in a
zigzagging, wild fashion. Two caried bows, and a second
arrrow clattered offthe tree next to me, its shaft broken. Follow-
ing Keeton, I ran as fast as I could. I was thrown forward by a
heavy thump in my back, and knew without looking that my
haversack had saved my life.

Then therc was a single shot and a terrible scream. I glanced
back and one of the Hawks was motionless, hands to face, blood
gouting from between his fingers. His compatriots scattered
sideways, and this unfortunale warrior collapsed to knee and
bellS quite dead.

Keeton had found a deeper depression in the ground, with a
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screen of tight gorse, and a fence of tree root between us and the
Hawks. Arrows skimmed above our heads, one snagging my
ankle as it rebounded from a branch. It was a shallow but
incredibly painful cut.

Then Harry Keeton did something very foolish. He stood up
and aimed very deliberately at the most active of the attackers.
Simultaneous with the discharge of the pistol, a sling-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.

Christian's guardians came at us then, 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 metal-and the short, glinting blades they held.

Keeton and I ran from these warriors like deer from a fire. We
were fleet, despite our packs and heavy protective clothing. The
imagined pain of a knife drawn across our throats gave us great
incentive to find the energy for retreat.

What appalled me most, as I veered from cover to cover, was
how unprepared we had been. For all our talk, for all my feeling
of strength, when it came down to it we were totally vulnerable,
not even a .38 calibre pistol senring us well against the simple
skills of trained soldiers. We were children in the woods, naive
kids playing at survival.

lf I had been called upon to confront Christian, he would
have made mincemeat of me. To go against him with a stone-
bladed sp€il, a Celtic blade, and a lot of anger would have been
scarcely more effective than shouting at him.

The ground dropped away beneath me, and Keeton dragged
me down into yet another "shell-hole." I turned and raised my
sp€il, and watched as one of the Hawks came jumping towards
us.

What happened next was quite odd.
The warrior stop@, and in every sinuous, tense movement

of his body I could see that he was suddenly frightened, even
though the yellow bird-mask gave nothing away. He backed
away from us, and I became aware of the sudden, chill wind that
blew around us.

The air became dark, all light draining from the riverside as if
a sudden thunderous black cloud had come across the sun. The
trees ab<rut me began to whip and strain, branches creaked, leafy
twigs trembled and rustled in a shiverofdisturbance. Something
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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 as if great marine beasts fought there. The trees
around us became almost frantically shaken, shedding branches
noisily. The air was freezing cold, and the ghastly, grinning
shapes of elementals darted and flowed through an eerie mist
which hovered, refusing to be dispened by the wind.

Keeton was terrified. Crystals of ice formed on his eyebrows
and the tip of his nose. He shivered violently, huddling deeper
into his motorcycle leathers. I shivered too, my breath frosting,
and eyes smarting with ice. The trees became white, laced with a
fine fall of snow. Strange laughter, and the banshee shrieking of
violent mind-forms, cut this part of the woodland off from all
that was natural.

Through chattering teeth Harry Keeton stammered, "What
the devil is it?"

"A friend," I said, and reached out reassuringly.
lltefreya had come to nre after all.
Keeton glanced at me through frosted lids, wiping a hand

across his face. Around us the whole landscape was white with
ice and snow. Tall, flowing shapes ran silently through the air,
$onrc coming towards us, peering at us with sharp faces and
namow eyes full of mischief. Others were simply swirls of size
and sombre shape that caused the air to thud and bang as they
passed, like some weird implosion.

The Hawks ran screaming. I saw one lifted from his feet and
crushed double, then twisted and crushed furttrer until a sticky
exudate dripped from his suspended corpse. . . a corpse that
hovered in the air, held by invisible hands. The ragged, splin-
tered remains were tossed into the river and vanished below the
crystal surface. Another Hawk was sent squirming and stnrg-
gling to his doom on the far side of the water, impaled on a
jagged stump of branch. What happened to the others I couldn't
tell, but the screaming went on for sonre minutes, and the
poltergeist activity remained as intense as ever.

Eventually there was silence. The air warmed, the sheen of
white vanished, and Keeton and I rubbed our frozen hands
vigorously. Several tall, wraithlike forms approached us, tenu-
ous mist-shapes, vaguely human. They hovered above us, poer-
ing down, hair flowing in eerie slow motion. Their hands
trembled, long tapered fingers pointing, grasping. The glow of
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theii 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 whirnpered with fear, causing the elementals to
laugh in a cackling way. It sounded wrong, a sound of malice , a
woodland echo that did not issue from their lips, but seemed to
bray from all around us.

The lightcame then, the golden, diffuse light which marked
the solemn arrival of the boat. The elementals surrounding us
shivered and quavered, still making sounds of laughrcr. Those
that were naked seemcd to dissolve into smoke, others drifted
away from us, hugging the shadowy places, the nooks and
crevices of branch and root, bright eyes still fixed upon us.

Keeton gasped as he saw the boat. I watched, feeling greatly
relieved. For the first time since the beginning of this journey I
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 vessel. '-

The boat seemed far more at home on this wide stretch of
water than on the impossibly narrow sticklebrook near to the
lodge. Its sail was slack. It drifted out of the gloom and the tall,
cloaked man leapt ashore, tying a mooring rope to a stump of
root. The light came from a glowing torch on the boat's prow. It
had been an illusion that he himself shone. He no longer wore
the elaborately crcsted helmet, and as Keeton and I watched he
flung off his cloak, reached for the bright Firebrand and drove
the shaft into the river bank, stepping past it so that its aura
radiated around his massive frarne.

He came over to us and leaned down to lift us to our feet.' 
"Sorthalan!" he said loudly, and repeated the word, this time

striking his chest with his fist. "Sorthalan!"
He reached to the amulet around my neck, touched it and

smiled through his thick beard. What he said then, in a flowing
tongue reminiscent of Kushar's language, meant nothing to me.
And yet I felt again that what was being said was: I lwve been
waitingforyou.

An hour after dusk the Urscumug came down from the high cliff,
to cross the water in pursuit of Christian. Stealthy movement in
the woodland was the first sign of its approach, and Sorthalan
extinguished the torch. There w:rs a half-full moon, high above
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the river, and the clear night allowed the first stars to show
through. It must have been about nine o'clock, the dusk made
darkerby the canopy.

The Urscumug appeared through the tnees, walking slowly,
making a strange snuffling sound in the still evening. We
watched from cover as the great boar-shape stopped at the
water's edge and stooped to pick up the limp, crushed body of
one of the Hawks. It used its tusks to rend open the body and
crouched, in a startlingly human way, as it sucked the soft
innards of the dead mythago. The cadaver was flung into the
rivsr, and the Urscumug, growling deeply, looked along the
shore. For a long moment its gleaming gaze rested upon us, but
it surely could have seen nothing in the gloom.

Yet the white mask of the human face seemed to glow in the
moonlight, and I swear the lips were parting in an unheard
communication, as if the spirit of my father were speaking
silently, and smiling as he spoke.

Then the beast rose from its haunches and waded into the
water, raising its huge arms to shoulder level, holding the
gnarled spear slightly above its head. The thorn antlers it wore
snagged in the trees on the far side, but apart from a grumble or
two therc was no further sound from the Urscumug, save that an
hour or so later rocks clattered down through the woodland, and
splashed gently into the river.

On the river the boat bobbed noisily, caught by the current and
straining at its tethering rope. I peered into its hull. It was of
simple, yet elegant design; it had a narrow draught, but with
space enough for perhaps twenty people to huddle beneath the
skin coverings which could be slung to weatherproof the craft. A
single sail, simply rigged, could let it take the wind, but there
were rowlocks of crude design, and four oars for calmer waters.

It was the figurines that caught my attention again, the
gargoyles carved at stern and prow. They sent shivers of recogni-
tion and horror through me, touching a part of my racial memory
that I had long since suppressed. Wide-faced, nanow-eyed,
bulbous-lipped, the features werie an art form of their own,
unrecognizable yet haunting.

Sorthalan dug a fire pit and stnrck flame into dry wood from a
flint apparatus of his own making. He wood-roasted two pigeons
and a woodcock, yet there was scarcely enough rrcat upon the
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fowl to satisfy my own hunger, let alone the appetites of the three
ofus.

For once we did not bgin the pointless ritual of communica-
tion and misunderstanding. Sothalan ate in silence, watching
me, but more intent upon his own thoughts. It was I who tried to
communicate. I pointed in the direction of the primary mythago
and said, "LJrscumug."

Sorthalan shnrgged. "LJrshucum."
Almost the same name that Kushar had used.
I tried something else. Using my fingers to indicate move-

ment I said, "I'm following uth guerig. Do you know of him?"
Sorthalan chewed and watched me, then licked the bird

grease from two fingers. He reached over and used the same two
sticky digits to prrss my lips together.

Whatever it was he said, it meant, "Be quiet and eat," and I
did just that.

I estimated Sorthalan to be a man in his fifties, heavily lined,
yet still quite dark of hair. His clothing was simple, a cloth shirt
with a ribbed leather corselet that seemed quite effective. His
trousers were long and bound with cloth srips. For shoes he had
stitched leather. He seemed, it must be said, a colourless man,
since all these fabrics were the same monotonous brown hue.
All, that is, except the necklet of coloured bones that he worc.
He had left the intricately patterned helmet in the boat, but didn't
object when Keeton fetched it to the fireside and ran his fingers
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 Sorthalan's life itself. It began
above the left eyebmw ridge and ran in a subtly continuous scene
around the crest to the panel above the elaborate cheek guard.
There was room, still, for a scene or two to be etched.

The pattern showed boats on a stormy sea; a forested river
estuary; a settlement; tall, sinister figures; wraiths and firc; and,
finally, a single boat with the shape of a man at the prow.

Keeton said nothing, but was clearly impressed and moved
by the exquisite artistry involved in the etching.

Sorttralan wrapped his cloak around his body and appeared to
drift into a light sleep. Keeton poked the fire and put a new piece
of wood on to the bright embers. It must have been close to
midnight and we bottr tried to sleep.

But I could only doze fitfully, and at some tinp in the dead
part of the night I became conscious of Sorthalan's voice whis-
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pering softly. I opened my eyes and sat up, and saw him seated
next to the deeply sleeping Keeton, one hand resting on ttre
airman's head. The words were like a ritud chant. The frre was
very low and I again made it up. By its.rcnewed light I saw the
sweat that was saturating Sorthalan's face. Keeton shifted, but
stayed asleep. Sorthalan raised his free hand to his lips as he
glanced at me, and I tnrsted him.

After a while the softly chanted words ended. Sorthalan rose
to his feet, shrugged.off his cloak and walked to the water,
stooping to wash his hands and splash his face. Then he
crouched on his haunches, staring into the night sky, and his
voice grew louder, the sibilant, hesitant sounds of his language
echoing into the darkness. Keeton woke and sat up, rubbing his
eyes. "What's going on?"

"I don't know."
We watched for a few minutes, our puzzlement increasing. I

told Harry Keeton what Sorthalan had been doing to him, but he
showed neither fear nor concern.

"What is he?" Keeton said.
"A shaman. A magic man. A necromancer."
"The Saxon called him Freya. I thought that was a Viking

god or something."
'.God grew out of the memories of powerfrrl men," I sug-

gested. "Perhaps an early form of Freya was a witch."
"Too complicated too early," Keeton said with a yawn, and

then we both reacted with startled surprise at a movement in the
underwood behind us. Sorthalan remained where he was, still
stooped by the water, but silent now.

Keeton and I rose to our feet and stared into the darkness. An
increasing amount of rustling heralded the approach of a vaguely
human shape. It hesitated, swaying slightly in the gloom, its
outline only just picked out by the fire.

"Hello!" came a man's voice, not cultured, v€V uncertain.
The word had sounded more like "'Allo!"

Following the hailing cry the figure steppedcloser, and soon
a young man came into view. He hovered in the zone of elenrcn-
tals, surrounded by the wraiths and ghostly forms of Sortlnlan's
entourage, which seemed to urge him forward, though he was
reluctant to come. All I rccognized at this time was his uniform.
He was ragged, certainly, and without equipment, neither pack
nor rifle. His khaki jacket was open at the neck. His brepches
were loose at the thigh and bound tight to his calves with cloth
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puttees. On the sleeves of his jacket he wore a single sripe.
He was so obviously a soldier from the British Army of the

First World War that at first I refused to tnrst my senses. Used to
a visual diet of primitive, iron-wielding forms, so familiar and
comprehensible a sight did not ring true.

Then he spoke agaia, still hesitant, his voice rich with cock-
ney vowels.

'nCan I approach? Come on, mates, it's bleedin' cold out
here."

"Come on in," Keeton said.
"At last!" said our night guest cheerfully, and took several

paces towards us. And I saw his face. . . .
And so did Keeton!
I think Harry Keeton gasped. I just looked from one to the

other of the men and said, "Oh God."
Keeton backed away from his alter-image. The infantryman

didn't appear to notice anything. He came into the camp and
rubbed his arms vigorously. When he smiled at me I tried to
smile back, but confronted with the spitting image of my travel-
ling companion my uncertainty must have shown.

"I thought I could smell chicken."
"Pigeon," I said. "But all gone."
The cockney infantryman shrugged. "Can't be 'elped.

Bleedin' starvin' though. I ain't got the equipment to hunt
properly." He looked from one to the otherof us. "Any chance of
a fag?"

"Sony," we said in unison. He shnrgged.
"Can't be !elped," he repeated, then brightened. "Name's

Billy Frampton. You get lost from yourunit?"
We introduced ourselves. Frampton crouched by the fire,

which burned brightly, now. I 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 a vision of a younger Harry
Keeton-and without the burn mark.

"Meself, I'm heading back to the lines," said Frampton. "Got
this sixth sense, y'see? Always did, even in [,ondon as a sprog.
Got lost in Soho once, about four years old. Found me way back
to Mile End, though. Good sen$e of dircction. So you'll be okay,
mates. Stick with me. You'll be right as rain."

Even as he spoke he was frowning, looking anxiously at the
river. A moment laterhe glanced at me, and there was a wild sort
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of exprcssion in his eyes, an almost panicked uncertainty.'"Thanks, Billy," I said. "We're heading inwards. Up the far
cliff."

"Call me Spud. All me mates call me Spud."
Keeton exhaled loudly and shivered. The two men

exchanged a long stare, and Keeton whispered, "Spud
Frampton. I was at school with him. But this isn't him. He was
fat, and dark. . . ."

"Spud Frampton, that's me," said our guest, and smiled.
"Stick with me, mates. We'll get back to the lines. Getting to
know these woods like the inside of the old Cockney Pride."

He was another mythago, of course . I watched him as he
talked. He continually glanced around: he seemed to be in a deep
and growing state of distress. Something was wrong, and he
knew it. His existence was wrong. Inasmuch as any mythago
could be called a natural woodland presence, Spud Frampton
was unwilural. I intuited why, and murmured my theory to
Keeton, while Spud stared at the fire and kept repeating, in an
increasingly pointless tone, "Stick with me, mates."

"Sorthalan created him out of your mind."
"While I was sleeping. . . ."
Indeed. Sorthalan did not have the same talent as liftle

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 possession, 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 schoolboy memory. Through Spud Framp-
ton, the Bronze Age magician would speak to us.

Keeton said, "I know him, then. Yes. My father spoke of
him. Orof them. Shellhole Samwasone. Andhetoldme several
stories of a cockney corporal-Hellfire Harry, he called him.
They were all about 'gesing home.' Hellfire Harry was the
corporal who'd slip 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 things in
style, though. He got one group of lost soldiers from the Somme
in France right back to their croft in the Scottish Isles. 'Well

bugger me, mates, I thoughr me feet was sore. . . ."' Keeton
gnnned. '"That sort of thing."

"Mythago forms as recently as that," I said quietly. I was
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astonished. But I could well imagine how the horrors and
disorientation of the Flanders trenches could cause the
anguished generation of a "hope" form, a figure that could
confidently lead, give new inspiration, reinvest the lost and
terrified soldiers with courage.

Yet looking at our acquaintance, this rapidly created heroic
figure, I could see only disorientation and confusion. He had
been created for a purpose, and the purpose was language, not
myth.

Sorthalan approached and eased his bulky form into a
crouch, resting a hand lightly on the soldier's shoulder. Framp-
ton jumped slightly, then looked up at me. "He's glad you found
the courage to come."

"Who is?" I asked, frowning, and then realized what was
happening. Sorttralan's lips moved, though no sound carne. As
he spoke silently, so Frampton addressed me, his cockney tones
sounding strange against 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
the land of Sorthalan's people a great storm was coming. That
land is far away from this. the storm was of a new magic, and
new Gods" The land itself was rejecting Sorthalan's people. At
that time, Sorthalan was still a ghost in the loins of the old priest,
Mithan. Mithan could see the dark cloud in the future, but there
were none to lead the tribes across the land, and the sea, to the
forested isles beyond. Mithan was too old for his ghosts to form
infants in the bellies of women.

"He found a large boulder with a water-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 grass-
lands and the woodlands. When he had reached manhood
Sorthalan returned from the wild lands to the tribes, and gath-
ered families from each. Every family built a boat, and carried
the boats by cart to the grey sea.

"The first boatman led them across the sea and along the
coast of the isle, searching the cliffs and the dark woods, ard the
river estuaries, for a safe place of landing. He found reed-
choked marshlands, where wild geese and moorhens swam.
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They slipped into the land through a hundred channels, and soon
found a deeper 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 a journey into the dark ghost places of the
world, a journey mone terrifying than any that had ever been
contemplated. The land was inhabited, and these hidden folk
came against the intruders with their stones and sp€ars. They
summoned the earth forces, and the river forces, and the spirits
that united all of nature, and sentthem against the intnrders. But
Sorttralan had been well taught by the old priest. He absorbed the
malevolent spirits into his body, and controlled them.

"Soon only the first boatman remained upon the river, and he
sailed north, the land's ghosts with him. He sails the rivers
always, waiting for the call from his tribes, and he is always
there to help, wi& his entourage of these ancient forces."

Sorthalan, through his human medium, had told us of his
own 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 sharniga, as the Knight, and as the Saxon family
had been waiting.

"Why is he glad that I've come?" I asked. Now it was
Frampton's turn to mouth the silent words, and a moment later
he said aloud,

"The Outlander must be destroyed. It's an alien thing. It is
destroying the woodland. "

"You seem powerfrrl enough to destroy any man," I said.
Sorthalan smiled and shook his head, answering in his cockney
way.

"The legend is clear. It's the Kin who kills the Outlander-or
is killed. Only the Kin."

The legend was clearZ At last, then, the words had been
spoken to confirm my growing suspicion. I had become a part of
legend myself. Christian and his brother, the Outlander and his
Kin, working through roles laid down by myth, perhaps from the
beginnings of time.

"You've been waiting for me," I said.
"The realm has been waiting," Sorthalan said. "I wasn't sur€

that you were the Kin, but I saw what effect the oak leaf had
upon you. I began to will it to be."
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"f've been expected."
"Yes.tt
'"Ib fulfil my part of a legend."
'"fb do what must be done. To remove the alien from the

rcalm. To take his life. To stop the destnrction."
"CAn one simple man be so powerful?"
Sorthalan laughed, though his mouthpiece remained solemn,

saying, "The Outlander is not simple, and is not a simple man.
He doesn't belong-"

6'frfgl 
dg l-"

"But you are the Krn. You're the bright side of the alien. It's
the dark that destroys. He has come so far since the guardian was
lured to the edge."

"Which guardian?"
'"The Urshucum. The Urshuca were the oldest of the Out-

landers, but they grew close to the earth. The Urshucum you
have seen had always guarded the pass to the valley of the
flame-talkers, but it was called to the edge. There is a great
magic beyond these forests. A voice called. The guardian went,
and the heart of the realm was cxposed. The Outlander is eating
at that heart. Only the Kin can stop him."

"Orbe killed by him."
Sorthalan made no cornment at that. His piercing grey eye6

rcgarded me narrowly, as if still searching foriigns ttrat I was-thc
man to fulfil the myth role.

I said, "But how can the Urshucum have always guardcd
fi1sss-" what had he referred to?- "flame-talkers. My father
created the Urshucum. From here," I tapped my head. "Fnom
his mind. As you have just created tftls man."

Spud Frampton made no response that would have indicated
his undentanding of my cnrel words. He watched me sadly, then
spoke as the ndromancer direcrcd him. "Your father riierely
summoned the guardian. All that is in the realm has always been
here. The Urshucum was surnmoned to the edge of the realm and
changed as Sion had changed it before."

This meant nothing to rne.
"'Whowas Sion?"
"A great L,ord. A shaman. I,ord of Power. He controlled the

seasons so that Spring followed Summer, then Summer fol-
lowed Spring. He could give men the power to fly like kcstrels.
His voice was so loud that it reached the heavens."

"And he changed the Urshuca?'
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"There were ten minor Lords," Sorthalan said. "They were
afraid of Sion's spreading power so they came against him. But
they were defeated. Sion used magic to transform them into
beasts of the wood. He sent them into exile, to a land where the
longest winter was just ending. That land was this place, which
once had been buried by ice. The ice melted, and the forests
returned, and the Urshuca became the guardians of that forest.
Sion had given them the power of near immortality. Like tr€es,
the Urshuca grew but did not wither. Each went to a river, or a
land valley, an6 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 the
land."

I asked the obvious question. "If the Urshuca were friends of
man, why is this 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-talkers with them. The
flame-talkers could control fire. They could make fire jump
from the sky. They could point their fingen to the east and the
flame would spread to the east. 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 a minute or so as Sorthalan
rose to his feet, turned from us, and urinated impressively into
the night.

"There were men controlling the fire that night when Chris-
tian came," Keeton whispered. I had not forgotten them. I had
called them Neoliths. They seemed the most primitive of
Christian's entourage, but apparently they had a mind control
over fire and flame itself.

I could well imagine the simple historical basis from which
legends of the Urscumug and the flame-talkers had sprung. The
vision I had was of a time when the last Ice Age was rapidly
declining. The ice had advanced as far as the English Midlands.
Over the centuries, as it withdreW the climate had been cold, the
land in the valleys marshy and tneacherous, the slopes bare and
frozen. The pines had arived, a sparse fir forcst, forcshadowing
the great Bavarian forests of our own time. Then the first of the
deciduous trees had begun to take root, the elms, the thorns, the
hazels, followed by the limes, oaks and ashes, pushing the
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evergreen forest northwards, creating the dense greenwood
cover that partially survived to this day.

In the dark, empty spaces below the canopy, boars, bears and
wolves had nrn, 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 animals had come back to the greenwood,
advancing north into the cold. And they had begdn to clear the
forest. They had used fire. What a skill it must have been to set a
fire, control it, and clear the site for a settlement. And what a
grcater skill it must have been to have resisted the re-encroach-
ment of the forest.

There would have been a bitter struggle for survival. The
wood was desperate and determined to keep its mastery of the
land. Man and his fire 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 against the puny human
invader. Stories of the Urscumug, the folest guardian, had
become associated with the fear of sfiangers, new invaders,
speaking other languages, bringing other skills.

The Outsiders.
And later, the men who had used fire had become almost

deified as "flame-talkers. "
"What is the end of the legend of the Outsider?" I 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
corne against him. The outcome cannot be known. It's not the
certainty of success that makes us welcome yourpresence in the
realm. It's the hope of success. Without you, the realm will
wither like a cut flower."

"Tell me about the girl, then," I said. Sorthalan was clearly
very tired. Keeton too was restless and yawning. Only the
infantryman seemed alert and awake, but his gaze was fixed at
some point in the distance, and there was nothing behind his
eyes except the controlling presence of the shaman.

"Which girl?"
"Guiwenneth."
Sorttralan shnrgged again and shook his head. "The name is

meaningless."
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What had Kushar called her? I checked my notes.
Again, Sorthalan shook his head.
"The girl created from love out of hate," I suggested, and this

time the necromancer understood.
He leaned towards me and rested his hand on my knee,

saying something aloud in his language, and staring at me
quizzically. As if remembering himself, he inclined his head
slightly towards the vacant infantryman, whose gaze sharpened.

"The girl is with the Outlander."
"f know," I said, and added, '"That's my reason for pursuing

him. I want her back."
"The girl is happy with him."
"She is not."
'"The girl belongs to him."
"I don't accept that. He stole her frp1n 1ps-"
Sorthalan reacted with startled surprise. I went on. "He stole

her from me and I'm going to take her back."
"She has no life outside the realm," Sorthalan said.
"I believe she does. A life with me. She chose that life, and

Christian acted against her choice. I don't intend to own her, or
possess her. I just love her. And she loves me, of that I'm sure." I
leaned closer. "Do you know her story?"

Sorttralan turncd away, thinking deeply, evidcntly disturbed
by my revelations.

I persisted: "She was raised by the friends of her father. She
was ffained in the way of the woods and magic, and trained with
weapons too. Am I right? She was kept until she was a woman,
guarded by the Night Hunt. She fell in love for the fint time and
the Night Hunt brought her back to the land of her father, to the
valley where he was buried. This much I know. The ghostof her
father linked her with the Horned God. This much I know. But
what happened then? What happened to the one who loved her?"

It happened, then, tlwt shefell in love with the son of a chief
who was determined to lnve her.Tlrc wolds of the diary werc
strong and clear in my mind. But was this version too rccent for
Sorthalan to recognize the details?

Suddenly Sorthalan turned sharply on me, and his eyes
blazed; through his beard he seemed to be smiling. He was
excited, and very positively so. "Nothing has happened until it
happens," he said through Frampton. "I had not understood the
presence of the girl. Now I do. The task is easier, Kinsman!"

"How?"
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"Because of what she is," said Sorthalan. "Slrc has been
subdued by the Outlander, but now she is beyond the river. She
will not stay with him. She will find the power to escape-"

"And return to the edge of the wood!"
"No," said Sorthalan, shaking his head as Frampton articu-

lated the sound. "She will go to the valley. She will go to the
white stone, to the place where her father is buried. She will
know that it is her only hope for release."

"But she won't know how to get therc!" My father's journal
had referred to Guiwenneth's "sadness" that she could not find
the valley which breathed.

"She will nrn to the fire," Sorthalan said. '"The valley leads to
the place where the firc burns. Trust me, Kinsman. Once beyond
the river she is closer to her father than she has ever been. She
will find the way. You must be there to me€t her-and to
conftont her pursuer!"

"But what luppercd after that confrontation? The stories
m u s t s a y . . . ! "

Sorthalan laughed and grasped me by tho shoulders, shaking
me. "In years to come they will say everything. At tlp moment
the story is unfinished."

I stood there stupidly. Harry Keeton was shaking his head in a
sort of disbelief. Then Sorthalan ttroughtof something else. His
gaze went past me and he released me from his powerful grrp.
Frampton said on his behalf, "The three who are following will
have to be abandoned."

'"The three who are following?"
"The Outlander gathered a band of men as he devastated the

realm. The Kinsman too. But if the girl goes to the valley, there
is a better way for you to rneet her, and the three must be
abandoned for a while."

He stepped past nrc and called into the darkness. Keeton rose
to his feet, apprehensive andpuzzled. Sorthalan spoke words in
his own language and the elementals gathered about us, forming
a shimmering bright veil.

Three figures stepped from the obscurity of night into the
glow of the elementals. They walked uncertainly. Firstcame thc
cavalier, then the Knight. Behind them, his sword and shield
held loosely at his side , carne the cadaverous form of the man
from the stone grave. He kept apart from the other two, a ghastly
myth creature, bonr rnore fromhorrorthan from hope.

"You will m€et them again, at another tirne," Sorttralan said
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to me. I kept thinking that I hadn't even heard them coming
down the cliff! But the sensation of being followed was borne
out as a genuine awareness and not an irrational fear.

Whatever passed betrveen 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 Bitly Frampton returned briefly to the
mythago form that sat with us. The infantryman's eyes lit up a
little and he smiled. "We should get some kip, mates. It's going
to be a long hike tomorrow, back to the lines. Bit of shut-eye, do
us the powerof good."

*Will you be able to guide us inwards?'Keeton asked his
alter-image. "Can you lead us to 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 to a tnench and a
nice plate of bully. . . ."

As he spoke the words he frowned, shivered, and glanced
around. That cascade of uncertainty returned to his features, and
he began to tremble violently. "This ain't right. .. ." he whis-
percd, looking from one to the other of us.

"What isn't right?' I asked.
"This whole place. I think I' m dreaming. I can't hear gunfi re.

I don't feel right." He rubbed his fingers on his cheeks and chin,
like a frozen man rubbing circulation back into his ffesh. "This
just ain't right," he rcpeated, and looked up into the night sky, at
the breeze-blown foliage. I thought tears glistened in his eyes.
He smiled. "Maybe I'll pinch meself. Maybe I'm dreaming. I'll
wake up in a little while. That's it. ['ll wake up and everything
will be right again."

And with that he tugged at Sorthalan's cloak and curled up by
the shaman,like achild, sleeping.

For my poft, I managed to sleep a little too. So did Keeton, I
think. We wcrc woken abruSly, sonre time before dawn. The
riversidc 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
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narrowed, dew-touched eyes. He remained expressionless.
There was no sign of Billy Frampton.

'oA shot." Keeton said.
"Yes. I heard it."
" M y p i s t o l . . . . "
We looked back towards the place where the Hawks had

attacked us, then shnrgged off our simple coverings. Chilled and
aching from the hard ground, we ran together along the river
shore.

Keeton saw it, and shouted to nre. We stood by the tree and
stared at his pistol, which was hookcd on to a thin branch.
Touching it gently, Keeton sniffed the barrel and confirmed that
it had just been fired.

"He must have fixed it like that so that it wouldn't follow him
into the river," Keeton said. We tumed and stared at the flowing
waters, but there was no sign of blood or of the infantryman
himself.

"He knew," Keeton said. "He knew what he was. He knew
that he had no real life. He ended it in the only honourable way."

Maybe I'm drearfting. Tlwt's it. I'll wakc up and everything
will be right again.

I don't really know why, but for a while I felt inordinately
sad, and rather irrationally angry with Sorthalan, who seemed !o
me to have created a human being simply to be used and
expended. The truth of the matter, of course, was that Billy
Frampton had been no more real than the ghosts which hovered
in the foliage around our camp.





+> THE VALLEY <e

There was little time available for brooding over Frampton's
death, however. When we got back to the camp, Sorthalan had
alrcady rolled up the hides from the camp, and was aboard the
small boat, making preparations to sail.

I picked up my haversack and spear and waved to the boat-
man, finding it hard to smile.

But a hand pushed me forward from behind, and I stumbled
towards the river. Keeton had likewise been propelled towards
the boat, and Sorthalan shouted a word at us, indicating that we
should jump aboard.

Around us, the elementals were like a perpetual breeze, and
the touch of fingers on my face and neck was both disturbing and
comforting. Sorthalan extended a hand to help us board, and we
hunkered down in the midships, on the rough seats. Symbols
and faces had been painted and carved, or simply scratched, all
around the inner hull-the marks, perhaps, of the families who
had originally sailed with the first boatman. At ttre prow, peering
towards us, was ttrc grimacing face of a bear, its eyes peculiarly
slanted, two stubby horns suggesting more of an amalgamation
of deity-figures than the simple bear itself,

239
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Suddenly the sail flapped noisily and unfurled. Sorttralan
walked about the boat, tethering the rigging. 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
nrdder, his cloak wrapped about him, his gaze fixed now on the
deepening 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 cliffs was still cast darkly across the surging river. The
elementals flowed through the trees, and across the waters ahead
of us, making the water ripple with an eerie light.

At Sorthalan's instnrction, Keeton and I took positions at
various rigging stations. We soon learned how to tug and loosen
the sail 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 a man could run.

It grew colder, and I was glad of my oilskin. The landscape
around us began to show signs ofseasonal change, a darkening
of the foliage, then a thinning. It became a cold, late autumnal
forest, in a bleak, seemingly endless gorge. The cliff tops were
so far above us that few details could be seen, though squinting
against the bright sky on several occasions I saw movement up
there. Occasionally, great boulders fell heavily and noisily into
the river behind us, causing the boat to rock violently. Sorthalan
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
dear life. Once we came perilously close to the chasm's sides,
and only frantic tacking of the sail avoided disaster.

Sorthalan seemed unbothered. His elementals were now a
dark and brooding swarm of shape behind and above us,
although occasionally a streak of sinuous lightwoulddart atread,
winding up through the autumnal forest which lined the gorge.

Where were we going? Attempts to get an answer to that
question were met with a single finger prodded upwards,
towards the plateau on the inward side of the river.

We came into the sun, the river a blinding, brilliant gold. The
elementals crowded ahead of us, forming a gloomy veil through
which the sun was dimly filtered. In shadow again, we gasped as
we saw an immense stone fortress, rising from the water's edge
and built up the whole of the cliff to our right. It was an
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astonishing sight, a series of towers, turrets, and crenellated
walls, seemingly crawling up the rock itself. Sorthalan urged the
boat to the far side of the river and beckoned us to lower our
heads. I soon saw why. A hail of bolts stnrck the boat and the
water around us.

When we were beyond firing range I was instnrcted to
wrench the short wooden shafts from the outer hull, a job more
difficult than it sounds.

We saw other things on the walls of the ravine, most notably a
huge, rusting metal shape, in the form of a rnan.

"Taloi!" Keeton brcathed as we sailed rapidly past, the wind
tugging noisily at the sail. The giant metal machine, a hundred
feet high or more, was crushed against the rocks, partly con-
sumed by trees. One arm 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 Talos was dead, and we
passed on from its sad, blind face.

A strong surge of anxiety made me demand repeatedly in
English, "Whet€ the hell are we going, Sorthalan?"

Christian, by now, was miles away, days away.
The river could be seen to be curving as if 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
winu7. We huddled by the fire, and spent several hours in silence
before curling up to sleep.

There followed another day of the same, a tenifying journey
across rocky shallows, down endless rapids, around great swirl-
ing pools, where silver-backed fish of incredible size daned at
us.

Anotherday's sailing, anotherday of watching ruins, shapes
and the signs of primitive activity on the enclosing cliffs. At one
point we passed below a cave community. The scnrbby trees had
been cleared, exposing the cliff face, and there were nearly
twenty caverns caryed, or fashioned, in that vertiginous wall.
Faces peercd down at us as we sailed past, but I could se€ no
more detail than that.

It was on the third day that Sonhalan cried out cheerfully, and
pointed ahead. I pgered over the side, squinting against the
bright sun, and saw that the river was spanned by a high,
crumbling bridge, which extended from clifftop to clifftop.

Sorthalan guided thc boat to the inward shore, furled the sail,
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and let the little vessel coast on the current until it was below the
huge stone edifice. A great shadow passed over us. Ttre immen-
sity of that bridge was breathtaking. Bizane facrs and animal
forms had been carved on the span. The supporting pillars were
shaped from the cliff itself. The whole bridge was falling into
decay, and even as we were clambering ashorc a huge stone,
twice my height, detached itself noisily from the arch above us
and curled silently and terrifyingly dovrn to the water, where its
splash nearly swamped the three of us.

We began to climb almost at once. What was a daunting
prospect proved to be far easier than I had expected, since there
were ample hand and footholds in the crudely-carved supporting
pillars. The tenuous shapes of Sorthalan's entourage were
clearly visible around us, and I realised they were actually
helping us, for my pack and spear seemed lighter than I'd
expected.

Abruptly the full weight of my pack returned. Keeton gasped
too. He was poised precariously on the sheer pillar, three
hundredyards or more above the river, and suddenly unaided for
the first time. Sor0ralan scrambled on, calling to us in his ancient
tongue.

I risked only one glance down. Tlrc boat was so tiny, and the
river so distant, that my stomach gave way and I groaned aloud.

"Hang on," called Keeton, and I looked up, and took rcassur-
ance from his grin.

"They were helping us," I said as I hauled myself afterhim.
"Tied to the boat," he said. *Limited distance they can move,

no doubt. Never mind. Nearly there. Only about half a mile to
9 0 .  . .  . "-For 

the last hundrcd yards we climbed up the vertical face of
the bridge itself. The wind tugged and teased at mc, as if hands
were pulling at my pack, trying to dislodge rne from the grcat
structure. We climbed over one of the grinning gargoyle faces,
using its nostrils, eyes and lips as handholds. Eventually I felt
Sorttralants strong hands clutching at my anns, dragging me to
safety.

Wb walked briskly to the plateau, over the crumbling bridge
gate and through the tnees beyond. The land sloped up, and then
down, and wc emerged on to a rocky knoll from where we could
see across the wide, winter landscape of the inner rpalm.

This, cleady, was as far as Sorthalan would accompany us.
His legend, his purpose, bound him to the river. In our time of
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need he had come to our aid, and now he had shown me the way
to Guiwenneth, the shortestway.

He found a bare patch of rock, and used a sharp stone to
scratch out the map that I would memorize. Distantly, mere
vague outlines on the far horizon, I 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 the valley led to forest that bordered a part of the
great wall of flame. I could see no smoke from here; the distance
was too great. He marked, then, the w4y we had sailed. We were
closer to the valley than at the place where Christian had crossed
the river. If Guiwenneth did escape from my brother, and made
her way, by whim or instinct to the valley of her father's grave,
then Christian would have several more days' journey.

We were closerto the stone than he was.
Sorthalan's last gesture was an interesting one. He drew my

flint-bladed spear from where I 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 a rune like an inverted
"V", with a squiggle on one tail. Then he stood betrveen the two
of us, a hand on each of our shoulders, and propelled us gently
towards the winter land.

The last I saw of him, he was crouched on the barc rock,
staring into the far distance. As I waved so he waved back, then
rose and vanished into the trees behind him, making his way
back to the bridge.

I have lost track of time, so this is DAY X. The cold is
growing more severe. Both of us concerned that we may not
be equipped foran 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 port€nt of
what is to come. From higher ground, where the forest thins,
the mountains look uninviting and sinister. We are gening
closer to them, certainly, but the days go past and we seem to
make no real ground.

Steven is becoming morc on edge. Sometimes he is sul-
lenly silent, atothers he shouts angnly, blaming Sorthalanfor
what he sees as an interminable delay. He is growing so
strange. He looks more like his brother. I had a fleeting
glimpse of C in the garden, and while S is younger, his hair is
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wild, his beard thick, now. He walks in th€ same swaggering
manner. He is increasingly adept with sword and spear, while
my own facility with a spear or knives is non-existent. I have
seven rounds left for the pistol.

For my part I find it continually fascinating to think that
Steven has become a myth character himself! He is the
mythago realm's mythago. When he kills C the decay of the
landscape will reverse. And since I am with him, I suppose I
am part of the myth myself. Will there be stories told one day
of the Kinsman and his companion, this stigmatircd Kee, or
Kitten, or however the names get changed? Kinen, 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
this realm . . . what would thatmcan? Will we somehow have
become a real part of history? Will the real world have
distorted tales of Steven and myself, and our quest to avenge
the Outsider's aMuction? I cannot remember my folklore
well enough, but it intrigues me to think that tales-of
Arthur and his Knights, perhaps (Sir Kay??Fare elaborate
versions of what we are undertaking now!

Names change with time and culture. Peregu, Peredur,
Percival? And the Urscumug-also called Urshucum. I have
been'thinking a lot about the fragmentary legend associated
with the Urscumug. Sent into exile in a very 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? I keep thinking
of the l-ord of Power, who could change the weather, whose
voice echoed around the stars. Sion. [,ord Sion. I think of
names, words, half remembered. Unh. Sion. Earth, per-
haps. Science, perhaps. Earttt watchers exiled by Science?

Do the earliest of folk-heroes, or legendary characters,
come not from the posf but from. . . .

Whimsy! Simply whimsy. And there is the rational man in
me again. I am hundreds of miles into a realm outside the
normal laws of space and time, but I have come to accept the
strangeness as normal. That said, I sri/I cannot accept what I
believe to be abnormal.

What happened, I wonder, to the Kinsman's friend? What
has legend toldof faithful Kinen?Whatwill happentome if I
do not find the Avatar?
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t '

lVe t€gan to starve. The woodland was a desolate and sce,mingly
uninhabited place. I saw certain fowl birds, but hd no-means of
catching them. We crossed brooks and skirtcd srrall lalres, but if
there were fish in them then they chose to hitb well fronr orn
sight. The one tirrre we saw a small hind I calted for Keeton's
pistol, but he refused to give it, and in my momentary conftrsion
I let the beast escape, even though I charged betwcen the sparse
thickets in punuit and ffung my spear with all my might.

Keeton was becoming superstitious. At some point inthe last
few driys he had managed to lose all but s€vcn bukts. Scse hG
guarded withJris life. I found him examining them. Hp hd
mar*ed one with his initials. "fhis is mfurc," he said. *&utonc of
the ot l rcrs. . . . "' 

"One of the others what?'
He lookcd at me, hollow-eyed and haunted. "Wre cn'ttake

ftom ttp rcalm without sacrifi@," tre said. He tooked down at
the otlrer six bull€ts in his hanil. "Onc of these belongs to thc
Huntsman. One is his, ardh€lll destnoy something preciotrs if I
should use itby mistake."

Perhapa hc was thinking of the legend of ttre Jrvd,. I &n't
know. But he would no longer use the pistol. $/e had taken too
much from the rcalm. There had to be a tinrc of repayingfavqr.
' "So you'll force us to starve," I said angrily, "thrcugh a silly
whim!"

His breath frosted, rnoisture forming on the sparsc hair of his
motrstache. The burned skin of his chin and jaw was quite palc.
'\f,b won't starve," he said quietly. '"Tlprc are villages alongtlrc
way. Sorthalan showed us that."

lVe stood, tense and angry in the frozen forcst, watching as a
fall of light snow drifted from the grey heavcns.

"I snrelled wood smoke a fcw minutes rgo," he eaid sr6
denly. olVe can't be far,"

"Irt's see , shall we?" I rcplicd, and pushed past him, walk-
ing briskly on the hard forest floor.

, My face was suffering badly fr,om thc cold, despitc my
: grorvth of bcard. Keeton's encloaing leathers ke,pt him wann.
1 But my oilskin capc, though a good watcrprcof, was mt good
I drcrrnsl wear. I nccdod an anirnal skin, and a thick frn hat.
i Within minutcs of thatbricf and htilc cqrfrontrtion, I too

i. sndbd awood-biuningfire. Itwa$achtncoal mlker, infrt, in



246 Robert Holdstock

a cleared woodland glade, an earth mound over a deep fire pit,
untended. We followed the beaten track to the stockade of the
village, just visible ahead, then hailed the occupants in as
friendly a tone as possible.

They were an early Scandinavian community-I can't say
"Viking," although their original legend must surely have
included some elements of warriorhood, Three long houses,
warmed by large open fires, peered out into a yard ovemrn with
animals and children. But the signs of past destruction were
evident, for a fourth house was burned to aruin, and outside the
village was an earth mound of a different sort from the charcoal
pa[e1-n tumulus in which, we were told, eighty kinsfolk lay,
slaughtered some years before by. . . .

Well, of course.
The Outsider!
They fed us well, although eating food from human crania

was unnerving. They sat around us, tall, fair-haired men in great
furs; tall, angular women in patterned cloaks; tall, bright-eyed
children, their hair, boy and girl alike, braided over the crown.
They supplied us with dried meat and vegetables, and a flagon of
sour ale that we would jettison as soon as we were beyond the
stockade. They offered us weapons, which was astonishing,
since a sword 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
heayy reindeer-hide cloaks, which I substituted for my own
cape. The cloak was hooded. Warm at last!

Swathed in these new clothes, we took our leave on a mist-
shrouded, icy dawn. We followed tracks back through the
woodland, but during the day the fog became denser, slowing us
down. [t was a frustrating experience, rryhich did not help my
humour. Always at thc back of my mind was a picture of
Christian, gening closer to the fire, approaching the rcalm of
Lavondyss wherc the spirits of men werc not tied to the seasons.
I could also clearly see Guiwenneth, tnrssed and despondent
behind him. Even the thought of herriding likerhe wind towards
her father's valley was becoming hopelessly anguished. This
trek was taking so long. Surcly they would be there before us!

The fog lifted later in the day, though the temperature
dropped still furttrer. The wood was a bleak, grey place, strerch-
ing endlessly around us; the sky was overcast and sombrc. I
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@ucntly shinned up the tallcr trees to look forth twin poak$
ahcad of us, for reassurancc

The wood, too, was irrcrcasingly primitive, thick stands of
hazel and elm, and an increasing Feponderancb of birch on tlre
higber ground, but the comforting oak'seerned aknost Boffi,
except that occasionally therc would be a brooding stand of the
ftws, around a clear, cold glade. Rather than being afraid of
these cleaiings, Keeton and I found them to be sanctuaries,
heart-easing and welcorning. Towards each dusk, the moment of
finding srch a dell was the mornent of camping.

For a wek we hekked acnoss the icy land. Lakes welc
frozen. Icicles hung from the exposed b'rarrches of nees at tlle
edge of clearings, or open land. When it rained we huddled,

"" miserable and dqressed. Tlre rain froze, and the landscape
ghftered.

Soon the mountains were a lot closer. There was a srnell of
$now on the air. fire woodluid thinned, and wc peercd along
ridges wherc old tracks would once have pas$ed. And from this
high land we saw the smoke of fires in tlrc distance, a villags
baven. Keeton becarne very quiet, but also very agitatod. Wlpn
I asked him what was wrung he couldn't say, excep that h felt
very loneln that tlre time of parting was coming.

The thought of not having Keeton's company.was not pleas-
ant to contemplate. But he had changed over th days, beco{ning
increasingly superstitious,.mor€ and more aware of his own
mythological role. His diary, essentially a mudare account of
journey and pain (his shoulder was still huting him) rypeaMly
asked the question: what isthe future for me? What has legcnd
CIld of Brave K.?

Formy partl had ceased to worry abouthowthc kgendof the
Ortsider ended. Sorthalan had said that tlre story was turfin-
istred. I took that to mean that ttnre was no preordination of
events, that time and situation rilere mutable. My concern was
only for Guiwenneth, whosc face both haunted atd inspircd rrc.
She seemed always to be with me. Sornctimes, whcn th€ wind
was mournfrrl, I thought I could hear her cry, I bngsd for
premythago activity: I might have glimpsed a dopplogf,ngerr,
then, and taken comfort ftom that illusory closorrcs$- But since
passing tha zonc of abardoned places all ttrat activity had lonc
*for Ke€ton too, althougtr in his case, ttrc loss of thc shifting
peripheral shapes was anrercy.
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We came within sight of the village and reatized that we had
come back, now, to something almost alien in its primitivene$s.
There was a wooden palisade on a raised earth bank. Outside the
bank were a few yards of chipped and razor sharp rocks, rammed
into the ground like crude spikes, a simple defence, simply
overcome. Beyond the wall the huts were of stone, built around
sunken floors. Crossed wooden beams forrned the support for
roofs of turf and occasionally a primitive sort of thatch. The
whole community had the feel of being more subterr.anean than
earthbound, atrd as we entered the gateway through the earttr
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 all wielded long, curved staffs. Their clothing
was the ragged and stitched 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 a dark red cream. I accepted the gift, but more
was obviously required. Behind them a few huddled figures had
appeared, men and women, wrapped against the cold, watching
us. I noticed bones lying on raised platforms beyond thc squat
huts.

And on the air came the smell of grilled onions!
I passed the clay pot to the old man, and leaned forwardn

imagining that I was expected to daub my features in some way.
He seemed pleased and touched his finger tb the ochre, then
quickly drew a line on each of my cheeks, repeating the decora-
tion on Keeton. I took the pot back, and we went deeper into the
village. Keeton was still agitated, and after a moment said,
"He's here."

"'Who's here?"
But there was no answer to my question. Keeton was totally

absorbed in his own thoughts.
This was a Neolithic people. Their language was a sinister

scries of gutturals and extended diphthongs, a weird and incom-
prehensible communication that defies even phonetic rcproduc-
tion. I looked around the bleak and uninviting community for
sorne sign of the corurection with myth, but ttrerc was nothing to
dcmand inrcrest save for an enonnous, white-fagaded tumulus
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being constnrcted on a kmll of high lard towmds thc rnorntains,
and an elaborate display of intricately ptrcrned boulders sw-
rounding thc central turse. Work was still continuing on the
carving of tlrese stones, supervised by a boy of no rmre ttran
twelve years of age. He was introduced as Ewtik-tig-errcruik,
but I noticed he was referred to as "tig." He watchcd us search-
ingly as we, in turn, watehed the work of pegking out pattern$
using antler and stone.

I was reminded of the megalithic tombs of the wcst, of
heland in particular, a cormtry I had visited with my pucnt$
when I had been about ten years old. Those great tombs had bem
silent rcpositories of myth and folklorc for thousands of yms.
They were fairy castles,'and ttre gol&n-arrnoured little folk
could often be sen by night, riding from ths hiddcn pascagcs in
*ffrl1*se 

people associ;ated with the earliest menorics of
thc tombs?

It was a question neycr to bc answercd. \lb had come too far
inwards; we had jourreyed too far back into thc hidden nrrnr>
ries of man. Only the Outsider myth could be related to these
primitive times, and the earlicst Outsiden of them alk fle
Urshuca.

A gney ard shivery dusk enveloped the land. Freezing mist
shrouded the mountains and the valleys around. Tha woodland
was a stand of sinister black bones, arms raised thrCIugh thc icy
fog. The fires in the carth huts belctpd smoke from thc holes in
the turf roofs, and the airbecame sweet with the smell of burning
hazelwood

Keeton abruptly stripped offhis furs ard pack, letting thcm
fall to ttre ground; Despite my queqr, he ignored rne, and ignorcd
the old man, walking past him towards the far side of th
enclosure. The white-haired elder watched him, frowning. I
called Keeton's naane, but was awarc of thc futillty of tlre rct.
Whatever had suddcnly come to obsess the airman, it was his
business alone. l

I was talcen to the mein hut and fed fully on a vegctable broth
in which rather unpleasant chtrnks of fowl were floating. Tfu
tastiest food prresentcd to rp was a biscuit, Ed from a grain,
nutty in flavour, with a sligbt aftertastc of straw:.-not at sll M.

In ttr edy cvening, repbtc but fecling vcry isolatd, I
stepped otrt into the yard beyond the huts, where tuches bilrrd
brightly, thronin&tbc psliqdc into sheury rclbf. A brisk,
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freezing wind blew, and the torches guttered noisily. Two cr
three of the Neoliths watched me from their furs, talking
together quietly. Frorn below a canopy, where light burned,
came the sharp strike of bone on stone, where an artist worked
late into the night, anxious to express the earth symbols that the
boy "tig" was suilunoning.

ln the distance, as I peered into the nightland, other fires
burned between the mountains. These pinpricks of light were
clearly communities. But in the fardistance, eerily illuminating
the mist, was a stronger, widely diffuse glow. We were already
coming into range of the barrier of fire, the wall of flarne
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 unex-
plorable.

Keeton called my name. I turned and saw him standing in the
darkness, a thin figure without his protective clothing.

"'What's going on, Harry?" I asked as I stepped up to him.
"Time to go, Steve," he said, and I saw that there were tears

in his eyes. "I did warn you. . . ."
He turned and led me to the hut where he had been sheltering.
"I don't understand, Harry. Go where?"
"God knows," he said quietly, as he ducked through the low

doorway into the warrn, smelly interior. "But I knew it would
conre to this. I didn't come with you just forfun."

"You're making no sens€, Hany," I said as I straightened up.
The hut was small, but could have slept about ten adults. Tlle

fire burned healthily in the centre of the earth fioor. A matting of
sorts had been laid amund the edge of the floor space. Clay
vessels cluttered one corner; implements of bone and wood werc
stacked in another. Strands of grass and reed thatch dangled
fromthe low roof.

There was only one other occupant of the hut. He sat across
from the firc, frowning as I entercd, recognizing me even as I
recogryzed him. His sword was rcsting against the supporting
pillar for the roof. I doubt if he could have stood in that tiny place
even if he'd wanted to.

"Stiv'n!" he exclaimed, his accent so like Guiwenneth's.
. And I crossed the floor to him, dropped to my knces, and

with a sense of incredible confusion, and yet great pleasurc,
greeted Magidion, the Chieftain of the Jaguth.

My first thought, strangely, was that Magidion would bc
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ang{y with mc for having f[iled to protcct Guiwenneth. This
suddcn surge of anxiety must harrc rn* rre soem as a child at
his ks. The feeling passcd. It was Magidion himself, and his
Jaguth, who had failed lrcr. And besi&s: there was somettring
not right with tlrc man. For a start, he was alone. Secondly, trc
seenpd dishacted and sad, and his grip on my ann-a welcom-
ing gesture-was uncertain ald short-lived.

"I've lost her," I said to him. "Guitvcnneth. She was takcn
ftom m€."

"Guiwenneth," he repeated, his voice soft. He reachcd out
and pushed a branch deeeer into the fire, causing a shower of
$p8rks and a sudden wave of lreat from the declining enrben. I
saw tlrcn that th€r€ were tears glistening in the big man's cycs. I
glanced at Ke€ton. Harry Keeton was watching the other man
with an inrcnsity, and a corrcem, that I could not fathom.

"He's besn called," Keeton said.
'Called?'

"You told me tbe story of thc Jaguth yourself-"
I und€rstood at orcc! Magidbn, in his own tfune, had boen

summonpd by the Jagad. First Guillauc, then Rhyd&rch, tnd
now Magidion. He was apart from the others now, a solitay,
questing figure, foHowing the whim of a woodland deity as
strange as slre was ancient."

"'When was he summoned?'
"Afew days ago."
"Have v*i rp&*n to him about it?'
Keeton merely shrugged. *As rnuch as is possible. As usrnl.

But it was enough. . . ."
*Ertough? I stifl dm't undcrstad."
Kecton looked at me, and hc seemed slightly anguisM.

Ttren he smiled thinly. "Enough to grve me a slighttropc,.Stsvc."
'"The'avatar'?'

If I felt embarrassed as I said tlrc word, Keeton just lurghcd.
"In a way I wanted yo{r to read what I was writing." He reachod
into ttre pocket of his motorcycle trouser$ and drew oui thc
darrp, slightly dog-eared norcbd(. After cradling it in his hald
for a moment he passed it to rrc. I ttlought therp was a ccrtain
hopc in his eyes, a change ftom ttte br,ooding man who hd
developed over the last few dap, "Keep it, Stevc. I always
interdd that you should."

I acccptedthe notebook. *My lifc is full of diaries."
'"fhis sne's very scnr$. But there art one or two pooplc in
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England. . . ." He laughed as he said that, dren slrook his tread.*One or two people back home . . . well, their names are written
at the back. Important peoplc to rne. Just tell thcrn, will you?"

'Tcll them what?"
'olVh€rt I am. Where I've gone. That I'm happy. Especially

that, Steve. That I'm happy. You may not want to give the
wood's s€crct away. . . ."

I felt a tnemendous sadness. Keeton's face in the firelight was
calm, almost radiant, and he stared at Magidion, who watched
us both, puzzle{by us, I thought.

"You're geing with Magidion. . . ." I said.
"He's rcluctant t*o take me. But he will. The Jagad has calted

him, but his quest inrrolves a place I saw in that wood in France. I
only glimpsed it briefly. But it was enough. Such a place, Steve,
a magic place. I know I can get rid of this. . . ." He touched the
burn mark on his face. His hand was shaking, his lips trembling.
It was the first time, I rcalized, that he had ever referrcd to his
wound. "I have never felt whole. Can you understand that? Men
lost anns and legs in the war and went on normally. But I have
never felt whole with rlris. I was lost in that ghost wood. It was a
wood like Ryhop€, I'm sure ef it. I was attacked by. . .
sornething. . . .)' A hollow-eyed, frightened look. "I'm glad we
didn't come across it, Steve. I'm glad, now. It burned me with its
touch. It was defending the place I saw. Such a beautiful place.
What can burn can unburn. It's not just weapons that are hidden
in this realm, and legends of warriors and defenders of the right,
and that sort of thing. There is beauty too, wish-fulfilment of a
nrone . . . Idon't know how to describe it. Utopia? Peace? A sort
of funrrc vision of every people. A place like heaven. Maybe
heaven itself."

"You've come all this way to find heaven," I said softly.
"Ib find peace," he said. "That's the word, I think."
"And Magidion knows of this . . . peaceful placc?"
"He saw it once. He knows of the beast god that guards it, the'avatar''as I call it. He saw the city. He saw its lights, and the

glimmer of its streets and windows. He walked around it by
watching its spircs, and listening to the night-calls of its priests.
An ircredible place, Steve. Images of that city have always
haunted nre. And that's true, you know. . . ." He frowned, rea-
lising sonrthing even as he spoke. "I think I dreamed of that
place even in childhood, long before I crashed in the ghsrt
wood. I drcamcd of it. Did I create it?" He laughed with a so,rt of
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weary confusion. "Maybe I did. My first mythago. Maybe I
did."

I was bone-weary, but I felt I had to know as much frrorr
Keeton as possible. I was about to losc him. The thought of his
departure filled me with a powe{il drcad. To be alone in this
realm, to be utterly alone. . . .

He could tell me very litde morc. The full facts of his story
wcre 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 urcanny as Ryhope Wood. ThCy
had struggled to survive for two mqrths. How they had corne
across the city was pur€ chance. They had been attracted by what
they thought were the light$ of a town, at the edge of the wood.
The city had glowedin &e night. It was alien to ttrem, unlike any
city of history a g},owing, gorgeous place, which beckon€d ttum
emotionally and had them stumbling blindly towards it. Bur the
city was guaded by creatures with tenifying powers, and one of
these "avatars" had projected fire at Keeton, and burned him
from mouth to belly. His companion, however, had slipped past
the guardian and the last Keeton had seen, blinded by tean,
hardly able to restrain the screams of pain, was the navigator
walking the bright steets, a distant silhouette, swallowed by
colour.

The avatar itself had carried him away from the city and set
him loose in the woodland fringes. It had been a warning to him.
He was capturedby aGerman patrol and spentthe restof the war
in a prison camp hospital. And after the war he had been unable
to find that ghost wood, no matter how hard he tried.

Concerning Magidion, there was little more to tell. T. call
had come a few days before. Magidion had left the Jaguth and
moved toryards the heart of the realm, to the same valley which
was my own destination. For Magidion, and his sword-kin, the
valley was also.a potent symbol, *place of Spiritual sEength.
Their leader lay buried there, brave Peredur. Each, on being
summoned, made the tnek to the stone, before passing eitlrcr
inwards, through ths flame and thence into no-time, orbackout
again, as seemed to be Magidion's destiny.

FIe knew nothing of Guiwenneth. She had l,oved with hor
heart, and the tie with the Jaguth was broken. Her anguish had
surnmoned tlpm to Oak [.odge, all those weeks ago, to cornfort
her, to r€assure her that she might, with their blessin!, talce ttris
strangc,' thia young man as hcr lover. But Guiwenncn hd
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passed beyond thcm in her tale. They had trained her and
nurtured her; now she needed to go to tlre valley which brcathed,
to raise the spirit of her father. In the story which my own fattrer
had told, the Jaguth had ridden with her. But time and circum-
shnces changed the details of a story andinthe venionthatl was
living out, Guiwenneth had been a lost soul, destined to return to
her valley as the captive of an evil and compassionless brother.

She would triumphi of course. How could it be ottrerwise?
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 alrcady been there, and
\yas now retracing his steps acnoss the inner realm of forest.
" When the fire finally died down, I slept like a log. Keeton
slept too, though during the night I woke to the sound of a man
crying. We rose together before first light. It was bitterly cold,
and even in the hut our breath frosted. A woman canrc in and
began to make up the fire. Magidion freshened himself, and
Keeton did likewise, brcaking the ice that had formed on a heavy
stone pot of water.

We stepped outside into the enclosure. No-one else was
about, although from all the huts came the first thin streamers of
smoke. Shivering violentlS I realized that snow was on its way.
The whole Neolithic compound was bright wittr frost. The tnees
that loomed around its walls looked like crystal.

Keeton reached into his leathers and drew out the pistol,
holding it towards me.

"Perhaps you should have this," he said, but I shook my
tread.

'"Thanks. But I don't think so. It wouldn't seem right to go
against Christian with artillery."

He stared at rne for a second, then smiled in a forlorn, almost
fatalistic way. He pocketed the weapon again and said, "It's
*ffiti 

fi,fli5*;rest orgoodbyes, Magidion began to wark
towards the gate. Keeton followed him, his pack large upon his
back. His body was bulky in the fur cloak. Even so, h€ scemed
tiny ncxt to the antlered man who led the way into the dawn. At
the gate Keeton hesitated and turned, raising a hand to wave.

*I hope you find her," he called.
'"Iwill, Harry. I'll find her and take hcrback."
He hovercd in the gateway, a long, uncertain pause before lrc

called, "Goodbye, Steve. You've been ttrc best of friends."
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I yas almost too choked to speak. "Goodbye, Harry, Take
cafe."

And then there was a barked order from Magidion. The
airman turned and walked swiftly into the gloom of the trees.
' May you find your peace of mind, brave K. May your story
be a happy one.

A terrible depression swamped me for hours. I huddled in the
small hut, watching tJ fire, occasionally reading and re-reading
the entries in Harry Keeton's notebook" I felt overwhelmed by
panic and loneliness, and for a while was quite unable to con-
tinue my journey.

The old man with the white beard came and sat with me, and I
was glad of his studious presence.

The depression passed, of counse. .
Harry was gone. Good luck to Harry. He had indicated to me

that it was just two or three days' journey to the valley. Magidion
had been there already and there was a huntsman's shelter close
by the stone. I could wait there for Guiwenneth to arrive.

And Christian too. The time of confrontation was scant,dals
away.

Iiook nly leave of the enclosure in the earty aftemoon and
paced away through the thin flurries of snow that swirled from
thc grey skies. The old man had marked my face with different
ochres, and presented me with a srnall ivory figurine in the shape
of a bear. What purpose was seryed by paint and icon I have no
idea, but I was glad of both contributions and tucked the bear-
talisman deeply into my trouser-pocket.

I nearly froze to deith ttrat night, huddled under my canvas
tent in a gladc that had seemed sheltered btrt thmrrgh which an
evil wind blew continually fr,om midnight to dawn. I survived
the cold, and th€ following day I enrerged on to clear ground, at
the top of a slope, and was able to look over the woodland at the
distant mountains.

It had been my impression that ttre valley of Peredur's storrc
lay bctrreen tlpsc imposing, snow-capped slopcs. Now I saw
how wrong that bclief was, how misleading Sor&alan's map had
been.

From this vantage point, I could glimpse for the first time the
great wall of fire. Ttre lard rosp and fell in a series of stoep,
wooded hills. Somewhere arpng tlpm was ttrc valley, but tlc



barrier of fire, risitrg above the da* forest in a band of hilliant
yellow which rnerged with a pall of grey srrokc, was clearly on
#ris si& of the mountains.

The mountains were in ttrc realm beyod, the no-place where
time ceasd to have meaning.

Anotlrer night, this time spent huddled in a sheltered ovcr-
hang of rock, which could be made warrn by a small fire. I was
reluctant to light that fire, since my shelter was on higlrcrground
and the flame might have been noticed. But warmth was a
precious thing in that bleak and fuozen landscape.

I sat in my cave, starving, yet without any intercst in the
meagre supplies I carried. I watched the darkness of the land,
and the distant glow of the flame-talkcr's fire. It seenrcd, at
times, that I could hear the sounds of the burning wood.

Duing the night I heard a horse whinny. It was somewlrcre
out among the moonlit hees, below the overhang where I hud-
dled. I moved in fronq of my dimming fire to try to block the
light. The sound had been muffied and distant. Had there becn
voices as well?Would anyone betravcllingon sodart ardcolda
night?

Thre was no further sorrnd. Shaking with ap'prehension I
cr€pt back into my cave, and waited for dawn.

In the morning the land was shrouded in snow. It wasn't
aleep, but it mad€ wa[cing hazardous. Among the tnees it was
easier to see the ground and avoid the twisting roots and tratr
holes. The woodland rustled and whispered in the white still-
ness. Animals scampered within earshot, but werc rever visible .
Black birds screeched and circled above.thc bare branches.

The fall of snow grew heavier. I began to feel haunted by it as
I pushed on through thc forest. Each time a branch shiftcd and
spilted snow on to the ground I jumped out of my skin.

At sorne time during ttrc morning a strange compulsion
affectcd me. It was partly fear, I suppose , and partly ttrc nrcmory
of that horse, whinnying and complaining in thc frozcn night. I
becanre convinced I was being followed and started tonrn.

I ran easily for a while, cautiously picking my way through
thc snow-bound forest, careful of rmts and covered pot-holes.
Each time I stopped and stared back into thc silent wood I
ftouglrt I could hear a furtive movement. Thc place wa$ a
shadowy, confusing mix of whitc ard grcy. Nothing movcd in
thosc shdows, save the spri*le of snowflakes Ont driftcd
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through the hanches, a gentle accompanfunent to my irrcreas-
ingly panicky night.

A few minutes later I head it. TtF unmistakablc sound of a
horsc, and the sound of mbn running. I peered hrrd through tro
snog and into the gey places betwwn the tnees. A voicecalled
quietly and was answered from my right. The horse whinnicd
again. I could hear the whisper of feet on ttre soft ground

Now I nrrn€d towards ttre valley and began to nrn for my life.
Behind me there was soon no attempt to disguise the pwsuit.
The whickering of the horse was loud and regular. The cricssf
the men hinted at triumph. When I glanced back I saw shapes
weaving through the forest. The rider and his horse toorned largc
through thc whitc veil.

I fipped as I ran, and stumbled hard against a tree, turning
like an animal at bay and bringing down my ftint-bladd spear.
To my astonishn€nt, wolves were lcaping through the snow on
eithcr side of np, $ome casting nervous glances at rne, but
nmning on. Looking round, I saw the tall stag weaving betwecn
the fees. hrnued by this voracious pack. For a second I was
confused. Had ttrc whole sensation of being chased bccn mtlring
but the sound of nature?

But the horseman was there. The beast shook its head as its
rider kicked it forward, each step sending the snow flying. The
Fenlander sat astride it, cloaked and dark, holding his own
lethally-tipped javelin with arrolant ease. He watched me
through narrowed eyes, then abruptly urged the horse into a run,
bringing up the javelin to srike.

I dartsd to one side, tangled in ttree roots, rny havermck
swinging awkwardly. As I moved I blindly swung the spear at
rny attacker. There was an animal sound of pain, and the sp€ar
was jer*ed roughly in my hands. I had caught the horsc in the
flrnk, ripping its flesh. It shook, then reared, and tlrc Fenlander
was thrown fiom its back. He laughed as he sat in the snow, still
watching me . Then he began to climb to his feet, reaching for his
javelin.

I reacted without thinking, stabbing at him. The spear brCIhe
where Sorthalan had carved his watching eye. The Fcnlrnder
stared stupidly at the stump of wood in his breast, tbn looked up
at my shaking figure, the broken shaft of the spear sti[ .held
towards him. His eyes rclled up ard he toppled baokwrnds,
mouth open.
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Snow began to coat his features.
I left him where he lay. Wbat else should I do? I duew th

broken shaft aside and walked unstedily on through the wood-
land, wondering where the rest of the pack were. And whcre
Christian was hiding.

And in this way, tnembling with ttre shock of tlre kill and lost
in my nervouri thoughts, I errerged from ttre forest af the top of
the valley, where amournful windblew.

Peredur's stone rose from the snow before me, a huge,
wind-scoured pinnacle, towering above the land to a height of at
Ieast sixty feet. I walked towards the grey megalith, awestruck
and deeply moved by the silent authority of the monument.
Undecorated, the stone had been formed from a single hew, and
had been noughly dressed with the most primitive of tools. It
tapered slightly towards its top, and was leaning slightly towards
the wall of fire at the far end of the valley. Snow had drifted
against one side of the stone and half obscurpd the cnr&ly
etch€d shape of a bird, whose species was notclear. This was the
earliest symbol reprcsenting Peredur, the simple association
with the myth of rcscue. Here, then, was Peredur's stonc fc all
the ages of legend: a stone for Peredur by whatever name he had
been known, a place of quest for the girl who had been rescued
on the wing, in whaGever form she had been known through the
ccnnrries.

Guiwenneth. Her face was before me, more beautiful than
before, her eyes twinkling with amusenrcnt. IVherpver I looked I
could sce her-in the hills, in the white brarrches, against ttre
distant dark wall of srnoke. "Irros c'da, Stiw'n," shc said, and
laughed, trcr hand acn)ss her mouth.

"I've missed you," I said.
"My flintspear," she murnured, totrching a finger to my

nose. "You lnve thc strength. My own preciotuflintspear. . , ."
Thc wind was bitterly cold. It blew from the hills bchind,

feeding and fanning the flame-talker's banicr to ttrc inrernpst
realm. Her voice faded, herpale features becanrc lostagainstthc
snow. I walked around the stone, wary of surprisc by Christian's
Hawks, almost crying out for Guiwenneth to be hddlcd therp,
wairing forme.

Ttre first thing I noticed was tlre trail of shallow pnnts,
leading towards the ftes and ttrc far flame. The snow had almost
filled them in, but it was plain enough that sorneotv had been to
the stone, and had walked on down the valley.
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I began to follow them, hardty daring to think of the identity
of their maker. The mees were densely clustered in the drep
valley bottorn. The snow was thick for a while, but soon van-
ished from the ground as the warmth of thp fire wall grew
intense.

The crackle and roar of the flames mounted in volume. Soon
I could see the fire through the wood. And soon the whole wood
ahead of me was a blazing wall, and I stepped through a zone of
charred and skeletal tnrnks, their blackened branchcs like the
stiffened limbs of fire victims. Small, charred remnants of oak
and hazel, and all the rest of the primitive wood, were silhou-
etted against the brilliance of the flame; they looked like twisted
human figures.

One of the figurcs moved, stepping parallel to the fire and
disappearing behind the tall shadow of a tnee. I moved quickly
into cover and watched, then darted to a closer vantage point,
erying to hug the sparse cover and squinting to see against the
brilliance of the firelight.before me. Again there was furtive
movement. A tall shape-too tall for Guiwenneth-it canied
something that glinted.

I dropped to a crouch, then ran to a small boulder and duchcd
behind it. I saw no more movement and stepped cautiously into
the lee of a stooping, carbonized oak.

He rose from the ground like a wraith, no mone than fivc
paces from me, a shadow emerging frorn the shade. I recognizcd_
him at onse. He was holding a long$laded sword. He lsas
dripping With sweat and had stripped down to a saturatcd fuk-
grey woollen shirt, opened to the waist, and loose cloth trousem,
tied at the calves to stop them flapping. There were two recent
cuts on his face, one of which had gashed across his eye. He
looked vile and violent, ginning through the dark beard. He
held his sword as easily as if it was made of wood, and camc
slowly towards np as he spoke.

"So you've come to kill me, brother. You've come to do the
deed."

"Did you think I wouldn't?'
He stopped, smiled and shrugged. Ramming his sword into

the ground he seemed to lean on it. "I'm disap'pointed, though,"
he said evenly. "No stone-age spear."

"I left the sharp end in yogrright-hand man.,The Fenlandor.
Back in the woods."

Christian looked surprised at that, frowning slightly and
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glancing beyond Perpdur's stone. "Tlre Fenlander? I thstght I'd
sent him to ttre Underworld myself." .

"Apparently not," I said calmly, but my thoughts wet€ f,ac-
ing. What was Christian saying? Sr/as he implying that ftere had
been a civil war within his band? Was hc alone, noq alone and
abandoned by his troop?

There was something weary, aknost fatalistic, about my
brsther. He kept glancing at the fire, but when I movcd slightly
in his direction he react€d promptly, and the rcd, gleaming blade
stabbed towards np. He slowly circled me, the fire becoming
bright in his eyes, and on the dried blood of his facc.

"I must say, Steven, I'm imprcssed by your doggedness. I
thought I'd hanged you at Oak l-odge. Then I sent six men brck
to sesle with you by thc riyer. What happened to them, I
wonder?"

'"They're all face down in the river, well eaten by fish by
now."

"Shot, I suppose," he said bitterly.
"Only one," I murmured. '"The rest just weren't good enough

swordsmen."
Christian laughed disbelievingly, shaking his head. "I like

your ton€, Steve. Arrogant. That's a strength. You rcally are
dctermined to be tlre avenging Kinsman."

"f want Guiwenneth. That's all. Killing you is less important.
I'll do it if I have to. I'd prcfer not."

Christian's slow circling motion stopped. I held my Celtic
blade menacingly and he cocked his head, examining the
weapon. *Nice little toy," he said with cynicism, scratching his
belly through the dark grey material of his shirt. "Useful for
vegetables, I don't doubt. "

"And Hawksr" I li€d.
Christian was surprised. *You kill€d one of my rnen with

that?'
'"fwo treads, two hearts. . . ."
For a second my brothcr was silent, but then hc just laughed

again. "What a liar you are, S3eve. What a noble liar. I wotrld do
tlre same myself."

"\thetE's Guiwenneth?'
*Wbll, now. There's a question. Where's Guiwenncth?

Whcrc indeed?'
..ShG escaped ftom you, tlrcn."
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Rclief, like a bird, had begun to fluttcr in my chmt-
Christian's smile was sour, howcvcr. I felt blood burning in

my face, and tbe heat from the firc wall was aknost overwhetrn-
ing. It roared and hisoed as it blazed, a tonent of sound close by.
"Not exactly," Christian said slowly. "Not escaped so much
a s . . . l e t g o . . . . "

"Answer nrc, Chris! Or I swear I'll cut you down!" Angcr
made me sound ridiculous.

"I'v€ had a little trouble, Steve. I lct her go. I let them all go."
"Your band turned against you, then."
'"They're turning in their graves, now." He chuckled coldly.

'"They were fmlish to think thcy could oveqtower nle. Tlry
hadrr't been rcading their folklore. Wh5 only the Klrnstrlon cat
kill the Outsider. I'm honoured, bro{ber. Honoured that you'vc
oome this far to Frt an end to me."

His words wcre hammer blows. By "let go" he tneant killd.
Oh God, had he killed Guiwenneth too? The thought ov€f,-
powered my ruuxln. ekeady hot enough to drop, I feh only
mger, and the red treat of hate. I ran at Chrigtian, swingqng my
sword wide and hard. He baeked away raising his ovm blade ard
laughing as iron rang txt st€el. I stnrck again, lon'dos,[. The
sound was like the dull tolling of a bcll. And again, at his
head-and again, a thrusting blow to his belly. My arm acM as
each stnoke was paricd with a jarring, fcrocious blow fr,om
Christian's own sword. Exhausted, I stopped, and starpd at the
ffickering shadows cast by thc fire acro$s his savage, grinning
features. "What's happened to her?' I said, breathless and
aching.

"Shc'U be herc," hc said. 'In her own time. A handy littlc
girl, that. . . with a knife. . . ."

' And as he spoke trc pulld open his dart shirt and showed nE
thcsp'reading bloodstain over his belly that I had taken fu dart
sweat. "A good strike. Not fatal, but closc to fatal. I'm draining
away, but of counp...I shan't die...." He growled as lre
spoke, then. "Bocausc only tfu Kittsnuncan HII rrc!"

As hc said dE words so an animel look of ragp camc into his
$tare,flrd he came at np in a blu of specd, his surcrd invi$iblc
against th€ firc. I felt it slice tbe air on cach si& of my head atd a
sccond later my orm blade was sfirrck ftom my had. It rym
acrocs tbc clearing. I saggered back slightly ad triod to &ret
below the four0t of Christian'$ sfiokcs, which cut horizontally
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towards my neck and stopped dead against the skin.
I was shaking like a leaf, my lips slack, my mouth dry with

shock.
"So this is the great Kinsrnan," he roared, irony and anger

tainting the words. "This is the warrior who carne to kill his
brother. Knees knocking, teeth chattering, a pathetic excuse for
a soldier!"

There was nothing useful to be said. The hot blade was gently
cutting more deeply into my neck. Christian's eyes seemed
almost literally to blaze.

"I think they'll have to rewrite the legend,n' he murmured
with a smile. "You've come a long way to be humiliated, Steve.
A long way to end up a grinning, fly-blown head on his own
sword."

In desperation I flung myself away from his blade, ducking
down and more than half hoping for a miracle. I faced him again
and was shocked at the death mask that was his face, his lips
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 heartbeat. Each time the point passed by, the tip
touched my eyelids, oy nose, my lips. I backed steadily away.
Christian stepped steadily after mg, taunting me with his skill."

All at once he tripped me with the sword, dealt me a stinging
blow to the buttocks, then lifted me to my feet, the sharp edge
below my chin. As before, in the garden, he pushed me back
against a tnee. As before, he had the better of me. As before, the
scene was ringed by fire.

And Christian was an old and weary man.
"I don't carc about legends," he said quietly, and again

looked at the roaring flames. The bright fire shone on the blood
and sweat that caked his features. He turned back to rne, speak-
ing slowly, his face close to mine, his breath surprisingly
sw@t. "I"m not going to kill you. . . Kiwman. I'm beyond
killing, now. I'm beyond everything."

"I don't understand."
Christian hesitated for a moment and then, to my surprise,

rcleased me and backed away. He walked a few paces towards
the firc. I remained where I was, clutching the tree for support,
but aware that my own sword was close by.

With his back to me, stooping slightly as if in pain, he said,
"Do you remember the boat, Steve? TlrcVoyager?"

"Of courre I do."
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I was astmishod. Whc a tirneb get restatgic. But Oris wrs
m ncre soft memory. Ctristian turncd back 

-CIwa,rds 
rrc ad

now he glowd with a rrcw crrction: excitcrncnt. -Remcmber
wtren we found it? Th day with thc old Atmt? That liutc ship
canre out of Ryhope Wood as good as ncw. Renrember thaf,
Steve?'

*As good as new," I ageed. *,{rd six weeks later."
"Six weeks," Christian said drcamily. '"The old man knew.

Or thought lE did."
Ipushed away from Oretree andgingerly stepped towards rny

brother. "He referred to the disto'rtion of timc. In his diary. It was
one of his first rcal insights."

Christian nodded. He had let his sword relax. The perspirr
tion poured from him. He looked vacant, thcn in pain. Ile
seenrp-d almost to sway. Then his focus sharpened

"I've been thinking a lot about our little Volnger,".he said,
ard looked up and'around. 'lfher€'s more.to this realm than
Robin Hood and th€ Twigling," His gaze fixed on me. "ThGrE's
mor€ to legerd than herocs. Do you krcw what's beyond tln
fire? Do you know what's thrcugh there?'With great difficutty
h€ used his swo'rd to pornt behind him.

'"They callitLavondyss," I said.
He took a difficult step fdward, one hand on his side, tlre

other using his sword as a stick.
'"They can call it what they like," he said. "But it's the Ice

Age. The Ice Age that covered Britain rx)rc than tcn thousaad
y€ars ago!"

*And beyond thc lce Age, the interglacial, I supposc. Ad
ttpn tlrc lce Age before that, and so on, back to the Dino-
sautE. . . ."

Christian stpok his had, contemplating lnc wifir &dly
sertousness. "Just the Ice Age, Steve. Or so I'm told. After
all-" anotlrer grin-"Ryhope Wood is a very snwll wood."

"'What's your point, Chnis?'
"Beyond the fire is the lce," he said. "And within the lce. . .

a sercret place. I've heard stories abotrt it, nrnrours. A beginning
plrcc . . . something to do with the Urscumug. And then, beymd
thc lce therr's the fire apin. Bcyond the fire, thc wildwood.
And'then England. Nffinal tirne. I've hn thinking about *p
Yqager. Was it scarred and damaged as it sailod throrlgh Ole
rcakn? It must have boen. It must haw bn here a lot longe,r
than six weks! But what happened to that damage? Maybc . . .
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maybe it fell away. Maybe as it came through the wood the realm
took bacft the time it had imposed upon it. Do yofsee what I'm
saying? You've been here, how long? Three weeks? Four? But
outside, only a few days have passed, perhaps. The realm has
imposed time upon you. But perhaps it takes back that time if
you go through it in the right way."

"Eternal youth. . . ." I said.
"Not in the least!" he exclaimed, as if fnrstrated by my failure

to understand. "Regeneration. Compensation. I'm fourteen,
fifteen years older than I would have been if I'd-stayed at Oak
I-odge. I think the realm will let me shed those y€ars, and the
scars, and the pain, and the anger. . . ." He suddenly sounded as
if he was imploring me. "I've got to try, Steve. There's nothing
left for me now."

"You've destroyed the realm," I said. "I've seen the decay.
We have to fight, Chris. You have to be killed."

For a moment he said nothing to that, then made a sound
halfway between scorn and uncertainty.

"Could you really kill me, Steve?" he asked, with a quiet tonc
of nienace in his voice.

I made no answer. He was right, of course. I probably
couldn't. I could have done it in the heat of the moment, but
watching this wounded, failing Dffi, I knew I could probably
not strike the blow.

A n d y e t . . . .
And yet so much depended on me, on my courage, on my

resolve.
I began to feel dizzy. The heat from the fire was exhausting,

draining.
My brother said, "In a way you have killed me. All I wanted

was Guiwenneth. But I couldn't have her. She loved you too
much. It destroyed me. I'd looked for her for too many years.
The pain of finding her was too great. I want to leave the rcalm,
Steve. Let me go-"

Surprised by his words, I said, "I can't stop you going."
"Yon'll hunt me . I need peace. I need to find my own peace. I

raast know that you won't be behind me."
"Kill me then," I said bluntly.
But he just shook his head and laughed ironically. "You've

risen from the dead twice, Steven. I'm beginning to be afraid of
you. I don't think I'll try it a third time."

"'Well, thank you for that at least."
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I bsiletcd, &cn askod Erictly, "Is shc alivc?'
Christian ffi slowly. "Shc's yours, Steve. That's how the

sory will be told. Th Kinsrnan showed compassion. Tho Out-
sidcr was reformcd and left thc realm. Ttrc girl from the green-
wood was reunited with ber lover. They kissed by tlre tall white
stone. . . ."

I warclrcd him. I bclieved him. His words were like a song
thatbrings tears to tlre eyes.

"I shall wait for lrcr, ttrcn. And ttrank you for sparing her."
"Slrc'$ a handy little girl," Christian rcpeated, touching his

stomrch wqrnd again, "I had very little choice."
Somcthing in his words. . . .
He turned from mc and walked towards the fi&. The thought

Orat I was about to bid a glad adieu to my brother stopped nrc
thinking about Guiwenneth for a moment.

"How will you getthrotrgh?"
*'Earth," he said, and reached for his cloak. He hd piled soil

into the hood. He held the garrnent like a sling; with his free hand
he gouged a handful of dirt from the ground and ffung it into ttp
fire. There was a splutter and a sud&n darkening of the flanre, as
if thc earth had swampedthe conflagration.

"It's aquestion of the right words and sufficient dirt to scattcr
through tlre flanrcs," he said. "I learned the words, but the
quantity of Mother Eartlt is a problem." He glanced round. "I'm
a pretty poor shaman."

"Why not go along theriver?" I said as he began to swing the
cloak. "That's your easiest option, surely. T\eVoyager made it
through that way?"

"River's blocked to people like me," he said, The cloak was
swinging in a great circle around his head. "And besides, that's
Lawndyss beyond the fire. Tir-na-nOc, dear Steven. Avalon.
Heaven. Calt it what you like. It's the unknown land, the
beginning of the labyrinth. The place of mystery. The realm
guar&d not against Manbut against Man's curiosity. The inac-
cessible place. The unknowable, forgotten past." He loolced
round at rE, as he swung the heavily l&n cloalc. "When so
much is lost in the dark of time thpre must by a myth to glorify
that lost knowledge." B?ck to the fire, srcpping fmward as hc
spoke. "But in lavondyss the placc of that knowledge still
exists. And that's whcre I'm going fust, brotlrcr. Wishme luck!"

tt1t1sftt"' I cried, as he flung the dirt ftom the cloak. Tlrc
flanrcs rCIar€d, tlrcn died, and for an instars I saw thc icy lands
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beyond, through the charred colpses of trees.
Christian ran towards that temporary pathway through the

surging fire, an old man, heavily built, limping slightly as his
wound jarred painfully. He was about to achieve something that
I had committed myself to preventing-save that he was alone,
now, and not with Guiwenneth. And yet I could scarcely bear to
think of what woirld happen to him in timeless Lav ondyi s. From
hatred I had come full circle and now felt an uncontrollable
sadness that I would probably never see him again. I wanted to
give him something. I wanted something of his, some memento,
some piece of the life I had lost. And as I felt this, so I thought of
the oak-leaf amulet, still around my neck and warm against my
chest. I began to chase after him, tearing at the necklet, ripping
the heavy silverleaf from its leatherbinding.

"Chris!" I shouted. "Wait! The oak leaf! For luck!"
And I threw it after him.
He stopped and turned. The silver talisman curved towards

him and I realized immediately what would happen. I watched in
numb horror as the heavy object stnuck him on the face, knock-
ing him back.

"Chris!"
The fire closed in about him. There was a long, piercing

scream, then only the roar of the flames; maintained by earttr
magic, they cut me offfrom my brother's terrible fate.
, I could hardly believe what had happened. I dropped to my
knees, staring at the fire, deeply shocked and shaking is if with I
fever.

But I couldn't cry. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn't cry
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It was done, then. Christian was ded. The Outsider was dead.
The Kinsman had triumphcd. The legend had rcsolvd in favour
of thc realm. The destruction ad decay would ceasc hsnceforth.

I turd from thc fire and walked back ttuough the crcwM
wood, to tlp snow lirp and on up the valley. Arurnd me, thc land
was blankcted with whitc. Thc bright stone that tower€d above
rnc was almost invisible in the lrcavy fall. I walked past it, no
longer afraid of conftonting Christian's mercenaries.

I stnrck the stone with my sword. If I had expectod tlre note to
ring out across the valley I was lvrong. Ttrc clang died almost
immediately, though no more quickly than my bellowd cry fon
Guiwenneth. Three times I called hcr narne. Ttu€ tinps I was
arswered by nothing but the whispcr of snow.

Strc had either been and gone, or had not yet arrived.
Christian had implied that the stonc wos her destination. Why
had trc laughed? What did h know that hc had kep so socret?

I suppose I kncw evcn tlrcn, but after srch an agonizing
jorney in prsuitof hcrthe thought wastoopainful tocontem-
plate, I was unprcpared to aclmowledge thc obvious. And yet

267
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that same thought tied rre bthc place, stopped me leaving. I had
to wait for her, no matter whet.

There was nothing else in the world which mattered so much.
Foranightand a full daylwaircd inthehunter's shelter, close

to Peredur's monument, warming myself by a firc of elm. When
it stopped snowing I walked the land around the stone, calling
for her, but, to no avail. I ventured down the valley as far as I
darcd and stood in the forcst, staring at the huge wall of firc,
feeling its heat melt the snow around, bringing an uncanny sense
of summer to this most primitive of all woodlands.

She came to the valley during the second night, walking so
softly across the snow carpet that I almost missed her. The moon
was half full, the night bright and clear, and I saw her. She was a
hunched and miserable shape walking slowly through the trees,
towards the imposing rise of the monolith.

For some rcason I didn't shout her name. I rugged on my
cloak and stepped from my tiny enclosure, wading through the
drifts in pursuit of the gir{. She seemed to be staggering as she
walked. She remained hunched up, folded in on herself. The
Moon, behind the monolith, made the stone a sort of beacon,
bwkoning to her.

She reached the place of her father's burial and stood, for a
moment, staring up at the rock marker. She called for him then,
and her voice was hoarse, breaking with cold and pain, and purc
exhaustion.

"Guiwenneth!" I said aloud, as I stepped through the trees.
She visibly jumped, and nrned in the night. "It's me. Steven."

She looked pale. Her arms rderc folded across her body and
she seemed tiny. Her long halr was lank, soaked with snow.

I rcaliscd that she was tnembling. She watched me in lcrror as
I approached. I remembered, then, how like Christian I must
have secmd to her, darkly bearded, bulky with furs.

"Christian is dead," I said. "I killed him. I've found you
again, Guin. We can go back to the l-odge. We can be together
withoutf,er."

Go brct to the l-odge. Thc thought filled me with wann
hope. A lifctim without distress, without worry. Oh God, at
that nroment I wanted it so much!

"Steve. . . ." she said, h€r voice a nrere whisper.
And collapced against tbc stone, clurching herself as if in

pain. She was exhausted. The walk had talcen so much orrt of
her.
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I walked quickly to her and lifted her into my arms, and strc
gas@, as if I'd hurt h€r.

"It's all right, Guin. There's a village close by. We can rest for
as long as you like."

I put mj, hands into the warmth of her cloak and, with a scnsc
of terrible shock, felt the cold stickiness on herbelly.

"Oh Guin! Oh God, no. . . o"
Christian had had the last word after all.
Her hand, lifted with the last of her suength, touched my

facc. Her eyes misted, the pad gaze lingering on me. I could
hardly hear her breathing.

I looked up at the stone. "Peredur!" I called desperately.
"Peredur! Slww yourself ."

, The stone stood silently above us. Guiwenneth foldcd trersclf
mole deeply into my embrace and sighed, a small sound in the
cold night. I huggd her so hard I was afraid she wouldsnap like
a twig, but I had to keep the warmth in her body somehow.-

Then the ground shook a litde, and again. Snow fell from thc
top of the stone and was dislodged from the branches of trees.
Another vibration, and anothcr. . . .

"He's coming," I said to the silent girl. "Your father. He's
corning. He'll help."

gutlt was not 
^Guiwenneth's 

father that appeared around the
stone, holding the limp carcass of the Fenlander in its left hand.
It was not the ghost of brave Peredur which stood above us,
swaying slightly, its breathing a steady, ominous sourd in the
darkness. I stared up at the moonlit feahres of thp man who had
begun all this, and had no stnength to do anything but bittierly
shout my disappointment as I tucked Guiwenneth deeper into
my cloak, bending my head above her, trying to make her
invisible.

It must have stood there for a minute or mone, and in atl that
time I waited for the feel of its fingers pinching about my
shoulders, lifting me to my doom. When nothing happened I
lookod up. The Urscumug was still there, watching nre, eyes
blinking, mouth opening and closing, showing the glistcning
teeth within. It still held thc Fenlander's body, but with a sin$e,
suddcn mstion that made me jurnp wittr fright, it flung the corps€
away, and rcached for me .

Iii tqrch was more gentle than I would have thougtrt possi-
Uh. fttuggBd at my arm, rnaking me rplease my protectivL gp
upon Guiwenneth. It pickcd hcr up and cradlcd her body in its
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right arm as easily as a child cradles a toy.
He was going to take her ftom nre. Thc thonght was too much

to bcar and I started to cry watching the shape of my fathcr
through a blurof tears.

Then the Urscumug stretchcd out its left hand to rne. I stared
at it for a moment, and then I realized what it wanted. I stood up
and reached out to the hand, which enclosed mine totally.

In this way we walked round the stone, through the snow to
the trees, and through the trees to the fire wall atread.

So much passed through my mind as I walked with my father.
The look on his face was not a scowl of hate, but a soft and sad
exprcssion of sympathy. In the garden of Oak l-odge, when the
Urscumug had shaken me se 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 all the tinre, and was waiting for us to pass him
by. He had hel@ me in my pursuit of the Outsider, not hin-
dercd. When he-as all things in the realm-had corne to need
rne, he had rediscovered compassion.

My father placed Guiwenneth on tlrc hot ground. The fire
roar€d into the sky. Trees blistered and charred, brarrches.falling
in flarnes as they reached towards the barrier. It was an odd
place. The sweat pour€d from me, the heat of that supernanral
inferno soaking me. The struggle was eternal, I realized. Th€
wall of fire prcbably rrcver moved-trees grew into it and were
consurned. All the time it was mainained by the flanre-talkers,
the first rcal heroes of m&rn humankind

I had imagined that the three of us werc to pass through the
ffarnes, but I was wnong. My father reached towards me and
pushed me away.

"Don't take her from me!" I implored him. How beautifrrl she
Iooked, face frarned in red hair, skin glowing with the brightness
of the frre. "Please! lmast be with her!"

The Urscumug watched me. The geat beast's head slowly
shook.

No. I could not be with her.
But then he did sornething wonderful, something that was to

give me courage and hope for the long years to conre-a gcsturc
that would live with rne as a friend through the eternd winter,
while I waited with the Neolithic peoples of the ncarby village,
guarding Peredurls stonc.

He touched a finger to the girl's body, tben pointed to tlrc fire
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wall. And then he indicated thatrshe would return. To me. She
would come back to me, alive again, my Guiwenneth.

"How long?" I begged the Urscumug. "How long will I wait?
How long will it take?"

The Lirscumug bent to the girl and picked her up. He held her
towards me and I pressed my lips to 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 nrrned to the
flames. He flung a great handful of earth at the wall and the
ffames died down. I had the briefest of glimpses of the moun-
tains beyond, and then the shape of the boar passed through the
charred trees into the timeless realm. As it walked, so it brushed
past a blackened tree stump that looked uncannily like a human
figurc, arms raised to its head. The shape disintegrated. A
second later the ffames grew bright again and I was albnc, left
with the memory of a kiss, and the joy of seeing tears in my
father's eyes.
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At that time, in the life of this people, Mogoch the giant was set a
task by the fates, and walked north for a hundred days without
resting. This brought him to the furthest limits of the known
world, facing the gate of fire that guarded l"avondyss.

At the top of the valley was a stone, ten times the height of a
man. Mogoch rested his left foot on the stone, and wondered for
what reason the fates had brought him this far from his tribal
territory.

A voice hailed him. "Take your fmt from the stone."
Mogoch looked about him and saw a hunter, standing on a

cairn of rocks. staring up.
"I shall not," saidMigoch.
"Take your foot from the stone," shouted the hunter. "A

brave man is buried there."
"I know," said Mogoch, not moving his foot. "I buried him

myself. I place.d the stone on his body with my own hands. I
found the stone in my. mouth. [-ook!" and Mogoch grirtned,
showing thc hunter tho great gap in his teeth where he had found
tb brave man's marker.

"Well, th€n," said th€ hunter. "I suppose that's dl right."

273
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'"Thank you," said Mogoch, glad that he would not have to

fight the man. "And what great doed bringsyoa to the bordcrs of
Lavondyss?"

"I'm waiting for someone," the hunter said.
"'Well," said Mogoch. "I hope ttrey'll be by shortly."
"f'm sur€ she will," the hun0er said, and tumcd from ttrc

giant.
Mogoch used an oak tnee to scratch his back, then ate a deer

for his supper, wondering why he had been summoned to this
place. Eventually he left, but named the valley ritha muireog,
which means "wher€ the hunter waits."

Later, however, the valley was called imarn n&lyss, which
means "wher€ the girl came back through the fil€."

But that is a story for another time, and another people.
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